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search
in

g for th
e Q

ueen
 in

 A
ustralia, but it w

ould con
firm

 w
h

atever sus-
picion

s w
ere in

 h
is m

in
d. Sh

e couldn
’t trust th

e secret w
ith

 an
yon

e else. 
H

er ow
n

 m
in

d w
as h

ardly safe from
 pryin

g —
 sh

e couldn
’t h

an
d D

raco 
M

alfoy th
e k

ey to h
er paren

ts just b
y ask

in
g th

e question
—

 
H

e look
ed aw

ay from
 h

er. “T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord isn

’t in
terested in

 pursuin
g 

M
uggles beyon

d th
e on

es in
 E

din
burgh

. P
olitician

s, royals…
 com

m
on

ers. 
T

h
ey h

old n
o in

terest for h
im

 righ
t n

ow
.” 

H
er h

eartbeat drum
m

ed in
 h

er fin
gertips. Sh

e could breath
e again

. Sh
e 

could th
in

k
 clearly. 

Sh
e w

rote th
ese an

sw
ers dow

n
 on

 h
er m

en
tal ch

eck
list, stow

in
g th

em
 

in
to a tigh

t corn
er of h

er library of sh
elves. 

“Y
ou touch

ed m
y tattoo as w

e crossed th
e th

resh
old. D

oes on
e n

eed to 
b

e escorted b
y a D

eath
 E

ater to en
ter an

d exit E
din

burgh
?” 

H
e n

odded, an
d sh

e tuck
ed th

e in
form

ation
 aw

ay for a future escape 
plan

. 
“W

h
at is th

e purpose of th
e collars?” 

“A
esth

etic, ow
n

ersh
ip, an

d h
ierarch

y,” h
e replied. “T

h
e G

old C
ollars 

h
ave access to th

e en
tire castle, w

ith
 th

e assum
ption

 th
at th

e D
eath

 E
ater 

is k
eepin

g a careful eye on
 h

is L
ot. T

h
e C

arrow
 G

irls are allow
ed every-

w
h

ere except th
e private parlours in

 th
e w

est buildin
g. W

ith
 th

e exception
 

of C
h

arlotte, of course.” 
H

er ears perk
ed up, an

d sh
e tilted h

er h
ead. “A

n
d w

h
at h

appen
s in

 th
e 

private parlours?” 
“O

fficial D
eath

 E
ater busin

ess. C
on

versation
s w

ith
 foreign

 dign
itar-

ies.” H
e glan

ced dow
n

 at th
e floor, an

d tw
isted h

is rin
g aroun

d h
is th

um
b. 

So th
at w

as th
e real purpose of th

ese parties, th
en

. E
n

tertain
in

g an
d 

seducin
g govern

m
en

t officials. 
“Y

ou said th
e silver collars are ow

n
ed b

y th
e C

arrow
s,” sh

e con
firm

ed, 
an

d h
e n

odded. “I th
ough

t N
eville w

as bough
t b

y th
e C

arrow
s. W

h
ere is 

h
e?” “L

on
gbottom

 w
as traded aw

ay. G
iven

 to R
ook

w
ood in

 exch
an

ge for 
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E
din

burgh
’s sk

ylin
e. It w

as a clear n
igh

t, an
d th

ey w
ere h

un
dreds of feet 

above sea level. 
D

ark
 w

in
dow

s an
d em

pty streets as far as th
e eye could see. H

ad E
din

-
burgh

 been
 m

assacred? O
r evacuated? 

A
 fain

t sen
sation

 of fin
gers on

 h
er low

er back
, an

d sh
e sh

ivered as 
D

raco brush
ed past h

er. A
fter a m

om
en

t, sh
e follow

ed, strugglin
g to k

eep 
up w

ith
 h

is lon
g strides. 

Sh
e could h

ear th
e grow

in
g n

oise of a party as th
ey w

alk
ed closer to th

e 
grey structures juttin

g in
to th

e n
igh

t sk
y. H

e fin
ally turn

ed a corn
er an

d 
led h

er in
to a large courtyard, w

h
ere about fifty m

en
 w

ere socializin
g. Sh

e 
sw

allow
ed, tryin

g to con
ceal h

er sh
ock

 as sh
e con

sid
ered th

e n
um

bers. It 
h

ad to b
e a gath

erin
g of V

oldem
ort’s elite, but sh

e’d n
ever k

n
ow

n
 h

im
 to 

h
ave such

 a large in
n

er circle. W
ere all of th

ese m
en

 truly D
eath

 E
aters? 

O
r w

ere th
ey sim

ply revelers, delvin
g in

to th
eir dark

er im
pulses n

ow
 th

at 
th

e O
rder w

as gon
e? Sh

e open
ed h

er m
outh

 to ask
, an

d realized again
 th

at 
sh

e couldn
’t. 

T
h

ey m
oved tow

ard th
e tall buildin

gs to th
e left, aw

ay from
 th

e crow
d 

outside, but h
is feet turn

ed abruptly, as if h
e’d just rem

em
bered som

e-
th

in
g. Sh

e stum
bled to k

eep up w
ith

 h
im

 as h
e took

 h
er elb

ow
 an

d 
dragged h

er to th
e solitary lam

p still flick
erin

g in
 th

is part of th
e court-

yard. O
n

ce h
e w

as illum
in

ated w
ith

 am
bers an

d golds, sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 

breath
e deep an

d stare at h
er w

ith
 cold, dead eyes. 

“I’m
 sh

ow
in

g you h
ow

 to beh
ave,” h

e m
urm

ured. H
is eyes dipped to-

w
ards h

er ch
est. “N

od your h
ead.” 

H
er h

eart th
un

dered, an
d sh

e refrain
ed from

 look
in

g over to th
e 

crow
d th

ey w
ere playin

g for. Sh
e n

odded at h
is sh

oes. “H
ow

 am
 I to be-

h
ave?” 

O
n

e h
an

d reach
ed up, an

d sh
e h

eld h
er breath

 w
h

en
 h

e tuck
ed a curl 

beh
in

d h
er ear, tiltin

g h
er face up w

ith
 h

is h
an

d on
 h

er jaw
. A

 differen
t 

m
ask

 h
ad click

ed in
to place. H

is eyes flick
ered w

ith
 h

eat as h
e breath

ed 
over h

er, dan
cin

g alon
g h

er clavicles an
d n

eck
. 
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“O
bedien

t, but n
ot brok

en
.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed quick

ly at h
im

, feelin
g th

e w
arm

th
 of h

is fin
gers beh

in
d

 
h

er ear, w
atch

in
g h

is eyes storm
, an

d th
e M

alfoy sm
irk

 slow
ly return

 over 
h

is features. 
“O

i! M
alfoy!” 

T
h

e call from
 across th

e courtyard startled h
er. Sh

e tried to turn
 

aroun
d but D

raco’s h
an

d on
 h

er face h
eld h

er firm
ly in

 place. 
H

e lifted h
is h

ead an
d called out, “E

ven
in

g, B
ole,” before droppin

g h
is 

h
an

d to h
er elbow

 an
d draggin

g h
er to th

e buildin
gs th

ey w
ere h

eaded 
for. Sh

e h
eard a fain

t sm
atterin

g of “Is th
at h

er?” an
d “Fin

ally!” beh
in

d 
h

er sh
oulder as h

is pace quick
en

ed. 
T

h
e gap in

 th
e buildin

gs led to an
oth

er large, dim
ly-lit courtyard. 

Four block
y buildin

gs bordered th
e area, a clock

 tow
er clim

bin
g h

igh
 

from
 th

e on
e to th

eir left. It w
as eerily quiet in

 th
e sum

m
er air, b

ut sh
e 

still felt lik
e h

un
dreds of eyes w

ere on
 h

er. 
H

is h
an

d rose to h
er low

er back
 as h

e push
ed th

em
 on

w
ards, an

d sh
e 

jum
ped at th

e con
tact before settlin

g in
to th

e w
arm

th
 of h

is h
an

d. H
e 

steered th
em

 tow
ards on

e of th
e block

y buildin
gs, about th

ree stories tall 
an

d as lon
g as th

e en
tire courtyard. 

Sh
e w

on
dered w

h
at k

in
d of sordid debauch

ery aw
aited h

er in
side th

e 
w

alls. H
ow

 m
an

y of h
er frien

ds w
ould sh

e fin
d in

 ch
ain

s, beaten
 an

d bro-
k

en
? H

ow
 m

an
y fam

iliar faces w
ould sh

e fin
d abusin

g an
d rapin

g th
e in

-
n

ocen
t? T

h
e courtyard an

sw
ered h

er in
 silen

ce. 
T

h
ey reach

ed th
e en

tran
ce, th

e w
ooden

 doors h
eavy an

d forebodin
g. 

A
 pause, an

d th
en

 D
raco push

ed open
 th

e door for h
er. 

M
usic, liftin

g above th
e ston

e floors an
d in

to th
e w

ooden
 arch

es over-
h

ead A
 soft jazzy tun

e sh
e rem

em
bered from

 h
er M

uggle life. A
 bustlin

g 
of laugh

ter an
d clin

k
in

g glasses. 
Sh

e tried to peer aroun
d th

e edge of th
e en

tryw
ay to see m

ore, but a 
girl appeared, block

in
g h

er view
. Sh

e h
eld a tray of ch

am
pagn

e glasses an
d 
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B
attle of H

ogw
arts. T

h
ey took

 over th
e M

uggle city of E
din

burgh
 a few

 
h

ours later, but m
ost of it h

ad already been
 evacuated. T

h
e Scan

din
avian

 
M

in
istry h

ad an
 em

issary th
ere, an

d
 sh

e acted quick
ly. T

h
is w

as a few
 days 

before th
e A

pparition
 L

in
e w

as fin
ish

ed.” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, tryin
g to k

eep h
er focus on

 gettin
g all th

e an
sw

ers 
sh

e n
eeded. 

“A
n

d w
h

at’s th
e fallout of th

is?” sh
e said. “Surely th

e M
uggle w

orld h
as 

n
oticed th

at E
din

burgh
 h

as been
 extin

guish
ed from

 th
e m

ap.” 
“T

h
ere w

as a con
fron

tation
 on

ce th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s forces caugh
t on

. 
T

h
e papers reported a terrorist attack

, a n
uclear explosion

. T
h

e M
uggles 

aren
’t con

cern
ed w

ith
 th

e com
in

gs an
d goin

gs of E
din

burgh
 an

y lon
ger. 

N
ot un

til M
uggle scien

tists h
ave exam

in
ed an

d decon
tam

in
ated it. T

h
e 

M
uggle govern

m
en

t th
in

k
s it w

ill b
e years before it’s safe.” 

Sh
e felt h

er h
eart in

 h
er th

roat as sh
e ask

ed, “A
n

d w
h

y th
e castle? D

oes 
h

e h
ave plan

s to seize oth
er castles an

d estates?” 
“N

o. E
din

burgh
 is h

is experim
en

t.” A
 pause as H

erm
ion

e tried to 
th

in
k

 about w
h

at h
e m

ean
t. 

A
 m

em
ory of th

e M
in

istry’s n
ew

est statue rose in
 h

er m
in

d. M
uggles, 

gn
arled an

d tw
isted, th

eir faces turn
ed in

 blin
din

g adm
iration

 tow
ards 

th
e w

izards above th
em

. M
agic is M

igh
t. 

A
 jolt dow

n
 h

er spin
e th

at set every n
erve en

din
g on

 edge. 
“B

ut w
h

atever’s left of th
e O

rder didn
’t w

an
t to tak

e an
y ch

an
ces,” 

D
raco w

as sayin
g. “T

h
e M

uggle P
rim

e M
in

ister escaped th
e U

.K
. sh

ortly 
after th

e B
attle, an

d th
e D

ark
 L

ord in
stalled a n

ew
 P

rim
e M

in
ister, un

der 
D

oloh
ov’s Im

perius C
urse. W

e h
ave it on

 good auth
ority th

at th
e Q

ueen
 

an
d youn

g prin
ces are eith

er in
 C

an
ada or A

ustralia.” 
H

er eyes flick
ered on

ce before sh
e settled a m

ask
 over h

er face, a lak
e 

w
ith

 still w
aters. A

ustralia. H
er paren

ts. 
D

raco’s gaze w
as on

 h
er, an

d h
e blin

k
ed on

ce, eyes n
arrow

in
g to ex-

am
in

e th
e reaction

 sh
e failed to h

ide. 
Sh

e n
eeded to ask

. Sh
e n

eeded to k
n

ow
 if th

e D
eath

 E
aters w

ere 
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yourself—
” 

Sh
e scram

bled for th
e clasp, feelin

g it fall aw
ay un

der h
er fin

gers, clear 
air return

in
g to h

er lun
gs. Sh

e tossed th
e collar at h

is feet. 
“Y

ou better clear your aftern
oon

, M
alfoy,” sh

e h
issed, an

d slam
m

ed 
th

e door beh
in

d h
er. 

O
n

ce th
e slip w

as off, sh
e th

rew
 it on

 th
e floor, feelin

g lik
e sh

e could 
breath

e again
. Sh

e turn
ed

 th
e bath

w
ater to scaldin

g an
d dripped several 

potion
s in

 th
e tub

, lettin
g th

e arom
a clean

se h
er h

ead as h
er body sun

k
 

in
to th

e burn
in

g w
aters. 

Sh
e com

piled h
er list. Sh

e sim
m

ered in
 th

e possibilities. Sh
e stared at 

th
e bath

room
 w

all un
til th

e w
aters w

ere cool an
d still, both

 in
 h

er m
in

d 
an

d again
st h

er sk
in

. 
W

h
en

 sh
e w

ok
e in

 th
e m

orn
in

g after on
ly a few

 h
ours’ rest, sh

e en
tered 

th
e routin

e sh
e’d establish

ed th
e w

eek
 before —

 pluck
in

g book
s from

 th
e 

library an
d tak

in
g th

em
 to th

e C
on

servatory. E
very h

our or so, sh
e took

 
a break

 to m
ediate. T

uck
 aw

ay th
e m

em
ories from

 last n
igh

t, lik
e book

s 
on

 a sh
elf. Sh

e couldn
’t let h

er em
otion

s run
 aw

ay w
ith

 h
er again

. Sh
e’d 

been
 careless last n

igh
t. A

s th
e clock

 tick
ed tow

ard tw
elve, H

erm
ion

e w
as 

certain
 D

raco w
as goin

g to avoid h
er. 

B
ut at n

oon
 on

 th
e dot, th

e door to th
e C

on
servatory pulled open

, an
d 

sh
e look

ed up to fin
d h

im
 strollin

g tow
ard h

er, w
earin

g a pale grey button
 

up an
d dragon

 leath
er sh

oes —
 out of un

iform
. H

e look
ed as if th

e h
ours 

of space betw
een

 th
em

 h
adn

’t don
e an

y favors for h
im

 eith
er. 

Sh
e stood from

 h
er ben

ch
 an

d w
rapped h

er cardigan
 tigh

ter aroun
d 

h
erself in

 th
e h

um
id ch

ill of th
e m

orn
in

g. A
s sh

e prepared to ask
 ques-

tion
s, sh

e realized th
at D

raco h
ad m

an
aged to stren

gth
en

 h
is m

ask
 over-

n
igh

t. H
e stared at h

er, a sligh
t tilt to h

is h
ead, w

ith
 eyes cool an

d grey. 
T

h
at’s just fin

e, sh
e th

ough
t. I’ve stren

gth
en

ed m
in

e as w
ell. 

“W
h

at h
appen

ed to E
din

burgh
?” 

A
 sligh

t expan
sion

 of h
is ribs, lik

e h
e w

as tak
in

g a deep breath
 but try-

in
g n

ot to sh
ow

 it. “T
h

e D
eath

 E
aters seized th

e castle tw
o w

eek
s after th

e 
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w
ore a sh

ort slip th
at sh

im
m

ered lik
e th

e bubbles in
 th

e flutes. Sh
e w

ore 
a silver collar aroun

d h
er th

in
 n

eck
. 

T
h

e girl look
ed up at th

em
, eyes lan

din
g on

 H
erm

ion
e w

ith
 a flick

er, 
before turn

in
g a coquettish

 sm
ile on

 D
raco. 

“G
ood even

in
g, M

aster M
alfoy.” 

“C
h

arlotte,” h
e greeted, liftin

g tw
o ch

am
pagn

e glasses off th
e tray. H

e 
silen

tly offered H
erm

ion
e on

e, an
d sh

e stared dow
n

 at it un
til h

e push
ed 

it in
to h

er ch
est. 

Sh
e clutch

ed th
e crystal betw

een
 h

er fin
gers as C

h
arlotte stepped aside 

for th
em

, an
d D

raco guided h
er in

to th
e room

. 
It w

as a h
all, m

aybe h
alf th

e size of H
ogw

arts’ G
reat H

all. P
eople m

in
-

gled, glasses spark
led, an

d con
versation

 bubbled up to th
e arch

ed ceilin
g. 

H
er eyes struggled to capture everyth

in
g. C

h
an

deliers h
un

g over th
e 

room
, burn

in
g low

 an
d castin

g sh
adow

s over th
e suits of arm

or an
d coat 

of arm
s lin

in
g th

e w
alls. H

er eyes flew
 to a loom

in
g fireplace across th

e 
room

, its pale ston
e reach

in
g h

igh
 tow

ards th
e vaulted beam

s. P
erh

aps an
 

escape route if sh
e could fin

d Floo pow
der, assum

in
g it w

asn
’t ch

arm
ed 

again
st h

er tattoo. 
T

h
e m

en
 stan

din
g about sippin

g ch
am

pagn
e or sw

irlin
g tum

blers of 
scotch

 w
eren

’t in
 D

eath
 E

ater rob
es, but still h

ad a stiff un
iform

ity about 
th

em
, as if th

ey could b
e called aw

ay at an
y m

om
en

t. Sh
e scan

n
ed, recog-

n
izin

g Jugson
, C

rabbe Sr., R
un

corn
 from

 th
e M

in
istry, an

d R
abastan

 an
d 

R
odolph

us L
estran

ge. A
n

d just after sh
e caugh

t sigh
t of M

ulciber, sh
e 

foun
d C

h
o C

h
an

g look
in

g at h
er from

 w
h

ere sh
e dripped off of h

is arm
 

lik
e w

ax. 
H

erm
ion

e’s breath
 caugh

t, an
d sh

e h
eard soun

d in
 a vacuum

 as C
h

o 
turn

ed aw
ay, sippin

g h
er ch

am
pagn

e as if th
ey didn

’t k
n

ow
 each

 oth
er. 

C
h

o sm
iled sw

eetly at som
eth

in
g M

ulciber said, lean
in

g in
 an

d look
in

g 
up at h

im
 th

rough
 h

er lash
es, h

er lon
g h

air sw
ayin

g dow
n

 h
er back

. Sh
e 

didn
’t flin

ch
 as h

is h
an

d slipped dow
n

 to rub
 h

er back
side. 

A
 ch

ill pressed over h
er. “D

oloh
ov?” sh

e w
h

ispered. 
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A
 quick

 sh
ak

e of D
raco’s h

ead, an
d H

erm
ion

e felt th
e k

n
ot in

 h
er 

stom
ach

 un
w

in
d. 

H
er eyes flitted th

rough
 th

e rest of th
e room

, desperate to discover 
m

ore of th
em

. Sally Faw
cett in

 a corn
er w

ith
 a m

uch
 older m

an
, h

er n
eck

 
tilted to th

e side as h
e brush

ed h
is lips across h

er sk
in

. H
an

n
ah

 A
bb

ott in
 

a slip even
 sh

orter th
an

 th
e oth

ers’, h
er lim

bs sk
in

n
y an

d pale, h
oldin

g a 
full glass of ch

am
pagn

e w
ith

 h
aun

ted eyes. A
licia Spin

n
et w

ith
 h

er arm
s 

slun
g aroun

d th
e sh

oulders of an
 un

fam
iliar m

an
, sw

ayin
g to th

e m
usic 

w
ith

 a listless sm
ile on

 h
er face. Som

e stood tall an
d proud at th

eir captors’ 
sides lik

e a treasured con
cubin

e, w
h

ereas oth
ers sh

run
k

 in
to th

em
selves, 

lik
e used an

d beaten
 toys th

eir ow
n

ers w
ould on

e day tire of. 
D

raco sipped h
is ch

am
pagn

e as th
ey m

oved forw
ard, h

is arm
 slith

erin
g 

aroun
d h

er back
, h

is h
an

d lan
din

g on
 h

er opposite h
ip. Sh

e lean
ed in

to 
th

e em
brace for th

e ben
efit of an

y w
atch

ful eyes, a sh
iver passin

g over h
er 

sk
in

. 
“M

alfoy!” B
laise Z

abin
i sw

aggered tow
ard th

em
 w

ith
 T

h
eo N

ott on
 h

is 
h

eels. B
laise sm

irk
ed an

d slid h
is eyes over h

er. “Fin
ally let h

er out of h
er 

cage, I see.” 
“O

f course,” D
raco’s voice lilted. H

e th
rew

 back
 th

e rest of h
is ch

am
-

pagn
e glass. “Sh

e’s been
 ill. D

isgustin
g to look

 at, really.” 
B

laise’s lips tw
itch

ed, but h
e said n

oth
in

g. T
h

eo sn
orted an

d sipped h
is 

ch
am

pagn
e. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed past th
em

, tryin
g to catch

 a glim
pse of C

h
o again

, 
th

en
 froze —

 aw
are of a drop in

 th
e room

’s volum
e. T

h
ey h

ad caugh
t th

e 
atten

tion
 of h

alf th
e h

all. E
yes turn

ed to h
er, L

ots an
d D

eath
 E

aters alik
e. 

T
h

ey m
urm

ured in
 low

 voices to each
 oth

er, w
h

isperin
g an

d n
oddin

g to-
w

ard th
em

, an
d sh

e felt h
er ch

eek
s burn

 as un
fam

iliar gazes traced h
er 

k
n

ees, h
er ch

est, D
raco’s h

an
d on

 h
er h

ip. A
 sligh

t squeeze, an
d sh

e 
look

ed up, refocusin
g on

 w
h

at Z
abin

i an
d T

h
eo w

ere sayin
g, as if n

oth
in

g 
w

as out of th
e ordin

ary. 
“W

e’re already set up in
 th

e suite,” T
h

eo said, a casual in
solen

ce in
 h

is 
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“It m
atters because you’re tellin

g m
e th

at m
y presen

ce alon
e ton

igh
t 

m
ade it w

orse for th
ose girls. It m

atters because w
h

ile I’ve been
 lock

ed 
aw

ay in
 M

alfoy M
an

or, oth
er girls h

ad to suffer th
rough

 th
at —

 th
at vile 

display—
” 

Sh
e ch

ok
ed, h

er th
roat closin

g as a sin
gle tear betrayed h

er b
y rollin

g 
dow

n
 h

er ch
eek

. Sh
e slapped it aw

ay, furious w
ith

 h
erself. 

Silen
ce for a few

 m
om

en
ts as h

e studied h
er. Sh

e glared back
, liftin

g 
h

er ch
in

. 
“Y

ou’re lettin
g your exh

austion
 an

d experien
ces th

is even
in

g cloud 
your reason

in
g,” h

e said sim
ply, soun

din
g lik

e Sn
ape, an

d sh
e h

ated th
at 

h
e’d read h

er lik
e a book

. “Y
ou sh

ould sleep an
d regroup your th

ough
ts.” 

Scan
n

in
g h

is perfectly im
passive features, sh

e w
on

dered for th
e first 

tim
e w

h
ere h

e’d learn
ed O

cclum
en

cy —
 w

on
derin

g h
ow

 stron
g it w

as. 
Fairly stron

g, if sh
e h

ad to guess. It w
as lik

e look
in

g at a m
ask

. 
Sh

e pressed h
er lips togeth

er. “I h
ave m

ore question
s.” 

“T
h

ey can
 w

ait.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed up at h
im

. “Y
ou’ll an

sw
er an

y question
 I h

ave tom
orrow

?” 
H

e stared at h
er blan

k
ly, an

d said, “Y
es.” 

“E
igh

t in
 th

e m
orn

in
g,” sh

e dem
an

ded. 
“N

oon
.” 

“N
in

e.” 
“G

ran
ger, it is after on

e. Y
ou w

ill b
e up for an

oth
er tw

o to th
ree h

ours 
w

ritin
g a list of th

in
gs to ask

, an
d you w

ill spen
d your m

orn
in

g O
ccludin

g 
an

d m
editatin

g,” h
e said, h

is eyes grey an
d em

pty. “Y
ou w

ill sleep.” 
Sh

e n
arrow

ed h
er eyes at h

im
, feelin

g h
er h

eart poun
d w

ith
 an

ger at 
h

is assum
ption

s, an
d irritation

 th
at th

ose assum
ption

s w
ere correct. H

e 
w

as treatin
g h

er lik
e a ch

ild. O
r a slave. 

H
er h

an
ds flew

 to h
er n

eck
, yan

k
in

g h
er h

air to th
e side an

d turn
in

g 
aroun

d to offer h
im

 th
e clasp of th

e collar. “G
et th

is fuck
in

g th
in

g off of 
m

e,” sh
e sn

arled. 
H

e paused. “N
ow

 th
at I’ve activated it, you sh

ould b
e able to rem

ove it 
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burn
ed in

side of h
er. 

“‘B
orrow

ed.’ L
ik

e a cup of sugar,” sh
e h

issed. Sh
e w

atch
ed it lan

d on
 

h
im

, lik
e an

 arrow
 fin

din
g th

e cen
ter rin

g. H
is eyes jerk

ed up to h
er, an

d 
sh

e con
tin

ued. “A
n

d did you tak
e th

em
 to th

e L
oun

ge. D
id th

ey properly 
th

an
k you for givin

g th
em

 a place to ‘b
e w

h
o th

ey truly are?’“ 
“N

o.” H
is eyes w

ere h
ard. “T

h
in

gs aren
’t usually so in

ten
se in

 th
e 

L
oun

ge, at least in
 our circle. I th

in
k

 your presen
ce…

 excited th
em

.” H
e 

rolled h
is sh

oulders back
, jaw

 tigh
t. “W

h
en

 I’ve h
ad a girl before, I’ve k

ept 
it lim

ited.” 
Sh

e glared at h
im

 as th
e h

eat an
d an

ger un
furled in

 h
er ch

est. T
h

e boys 
h

ad acted out m
ore th

an
 usual th

at even
in

g sim
ply because sh

e w
as th

ere. 
A

n
d in

 th
e past, w

h
en

 sh
e w

as h
idden

 aw
ay in

 h
er ivory tow

er, D
raco 

h
ad an

oth
er girl on

 h
is at h

is side, forced in
to th

at room
. T

h
readin

g h
is 

fin
gers th

rough
 som

eon
e else’s lock

s, rubbin
g an

oth
er set of legs. It h

ad 
to b

e h
er an

ger an
d disgust th

at m
ade h

er dem
an

d, “W
h

o?” 
H

e tilted h
is h

ead. 
“W

h
o h

ave you k
ept it ‘lim

ited’ w
ith

?” T
h

e w
ords boiled out of h

er, 
lik

e a sludgin
g potion

 th
at couldn

’t b
e suppressed. “W

h
ich

 of m
y frien

ds 
—

 your classm
ates —

 h
ave served your w

in
e, an

d sat on
 your k

n
ee, an

d 
listen

ed to your disgustin
g frien

ds boast about h
ow

 th
eir in

action
 w

on
 

th
em

 a w
ar?” sh

e spat. 
D

raco stared at h
er, m

outh
 open

. A
 n

ew
 feelin

g bubbled in
 h

er stom
-

ach
 —

 sh
am

e. 
Sh

e w
as jealous. O

f som
e poor, faceless, terrified girl. H

er breath
 rattled 

in
 h

er ch
est an

d sh
e felt black

 spots in
 h

er vision
 as h

is expression
 cooled. 

“It’s late, G
ran

ger. I’ll sen
d up a C

alm
in

g D
raugh

t—
” 

“I don
’t n

eed a C
alm

in
g D

raugh
t—

” 
“—

an
d som

e D
ream

less Sleep, an
d w

e can
 talk

 in
 th

e m
orn

in
g.” 

“I w
an

t to k
n

ow
 w

h
o you pulled in

 your lap an
d groped w

h
ile I h

ad 
D

ragon
 P

ox
—

” 
H

is eyes flash
ed. “Y

ou w
an

t an
 item

ized list? W
h

at does it m
atter!” 
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ton
e. “Y

ou’re alm
ost late.” 

“B
ut I’m

 n
ot, am

 I?” D
raco sn

apped w
ith

 a quick
 sm

ile. H
erm

ion
e felt 

h
er sk

in
 prick

le at th
e m

en
tion

 of a suite. “C
ollect your girls. I’ll m

eet you 
th

ere.” 
“For som

eon
e so con

cern
ed w

ith
 tim

elin
ess—

” 
“D

o fuck
 off, T

h
eo,” D

raco cooed. H
e grin

n
ed at Z

abin
i as T

h
eo 

glared an
d steered H

erm
ion

e betw
een

 th
em

, m
ak

in
g sure to k

n
ock

 
T

h
eo’s sh

oulder on
 h

is w
ay. 

H
erm

ion
e felt h

er legs turn
 to jelly as th

ey sw
ept th

rough
 th

e crow
d of 

people starin
g at th

em
. 

“Suite?” sh
e w

h
ispered. 

H
e w

aited un
til th

ey passed a pair of older m
en

 sippin
g scotch

 before 
an

sw
erin

g, “D
o n

ot speak
 to m

e in
 th

is room
.” 

Sh
e flin

ch
ed w

h
en

 h
e said it, lik

e a slap again
st h

er sk
in

. B
ut h

er logic 
w

h
ispered th

at sh
e sh

ould h
ear som

eth
in

g else. Y
ou m

ay speak in
 a dif-

feren
t room

. 
P

erh
aps th

e “suite.” 
H

er con
trol slipped, m

in
d run

n
in

g w
ild w

ith
 th

ough
ts of a h

otel suite 
w

ith
 a luxurious bed w

h
ere sh

e an
d oth

er girls w
ould b

e forced to do un
-

speak
able th

in
gs—

 
Sh

e blin
k

ed, zeroin
g on

 in
 h

er n
ew

 focus. C
h

o. 
T

h
e dark

-h
aired girl didn

’t look
 in

 h
er direction

 as th
ey approach

ed. 
D

raco took
 th

e lead, n
oddin

g at un
fam

iliar faces w
h

ile H
erm

ion
e’s eyes 

k
ept dartin

g back
 to C

h
o as covertly as possible. H

er ch
est stun

g w
ith

 th
e 

desire to call to h
er. T

o rip out of D
raco’s h

old an
d run

 to em
brace h

er. 
In

stead sh
e dug h

er n
ails in

to h
er palm

s, forcin
g a look

 of n
eutral disin

-
terest at everyth

in
g sh

e saw
. 

P
erh

aps C
h

o felt th
e sam

e. M
aybe th

at’s w
h

y sh
e sim

ply tilted h
er face 

aw
ay from

 M
ulciber as th

ey passed, a deep sw
allow

 of h
er ch

am
pagn

e, an
d

 
a flick

er of h
er fin

gers again
st th

e glass. 
D

raco led h
er tow

ards th
e oth

er side of th
e room

 n
ear th

e fireplace, 
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an
d sh

e scan
n

ed briefly for a vase of Floo pow
der before focusin

g on
 w

h
o 

th
ey w

ere h
eaded tow

ards. 
A

very. 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er h

eart in
 h

er th
roat. T

h
is m

an
 ow

n
ed G

in
n

y. Sh
e 

w
as probably stash

ed aw
ay at h

is estate at th
is very m

om
en

t. 
“A

ron
,” D

raco greeted. A
very turn

ed from
 w

h
ere h

e w
as laugh

in
g 

w
ith

 a dark
-h

aired w
om

an
. H

e h
eld a cigar betw

een
 h

is teeth
, an

d H
er-

m
ion

e cough
ed ligh

tly as th
ey passed th

rough
 a cloud. “M

y fath
er sen

ds 
h

is regrets th
at h

e m
issed your celebration

 last w
eek

en
d.” 

“D
raco.” A

very took
 D

raco’s offered h
an

d in
 a firm

 sh
ak

e, h
is gaze 

quick
ly sk

im
m

in
g over H

erm
ion

e. “O
f course, n

ot a prob
lem

. I k
n

ow
 h

e’s 
off…

 w
h

ere is it again
?” H

e lean
ed closer, eyes tw

in
k

lin
g as h

e in
h

aled a 
deep puff of sm

ok
e. 

H
erm

ion
e felt th

e h
an

d on
 h

er back
 stiffen

. “U
n

fortun
ately, I couldn

’t 
say. T

h
e m

ission
 w

as betw
een

 m
y fath

er an
d th

e D
ark

 L
ord.” 

A
very n

odded, h
is sm

irk
 fadin

g a bit aroun
d h

is cigar. H
e gestured to 

th
e w

om
an

 to h
is righ

t, an
d H

erm
ion

e n
oticed sh

e w
as n

ot w
earin

g a col-
lar. H

er dress w
as lon

g an
d elegan

t, sw
eepin

g to th
e floor, h

er h
air tw

isted 
in

 a low
 ch

ign
on

 un
lik

e all th
e collared girls. 

“M
adam

e M
in

ister, m
ay I presen

t D
raco M

alfoy.” 
H

erm
ion

e eyed h
er carefully as D

raco k
issed h

er k
n

uck
les w

ith
 a bow

. 
T

h
is w

om
an

 w
as th

e G
reek

 M
in

ister for M
agic —

 E
len

i C
irillo. H

er ch
est 

tigh
ten

ed in
 an

ticipation
. M

in
ister C

irillo w
as a pureblood, th

e prom
i-

n
en

ce of h
er fam

ily lin
eage datin

g back
 for cen

turies in
 G

reece an
d Italy. 

H
er policies an

d offh
an

d com
m

en
ts h

ad alw
ays carried a tin

ge of blood 
suprem

acy —
 som

eth
in

g sh
e’d veh

em
en

tly den
ied to th

e press in
 th

e years 
before V

oldem
ort’s rise. 

“M
alfoy?” sh

e ask
ed, arch

in
g on

e perfect brow
. “L

ucius’s son
?” 

“Y
es, M

adam
e M

in
ister. P

lease accept m
y apologies on

 h
is beh

alf th
at 

h
e couldn

’t escort you h
im

self.” 
A

very stared at D
raco, eyes n

arrow
in

g as h
e took

 a deep sip of h
is glass. 
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Sh
e sw

ayed on
 h

er feet, th
e m

em
ories of th

e ‘en
tertain

m
en

t’ still fresh
 

in
 h

er m
in

d. 
“A

n
d th

e girls in
 gold collars,” sh

e said, feelin
g th

e w
eigh

t of it on
 h

er 
n

eck
. “T

h
ey are ow

n
ed b

y D
eath

 E
aters,” sh

e in
ferred, lean

in
g a h

an
d on

 
th

e doorw
ay. 

D
raco’s eyes flick

ered over h
er. “Y

ou sh
ould sleep.” 

“I w
ill. L

ater. G
old collars?” Sh

e began
 to tak

e off h
er sh

oes. H
is eyes 

caugh
t on

 th
e m

ovem
en

t. 
“Y

es, th
ey are ow

n
ed. G

en
erally, th

ey w
ere th

e on
es A

uction
ed. B

ut 
som

e G
old C

ollars w
ere caugh

t later an
d sold to private buyers. T

h
e less 

valuable on
es becam

e C
arrow

 G
irls.” 

H
erm

ion
e suck

ed in
 a breath

. Sh
e n

eeded to k
eep h

er m
in

d focused —
 

ign
ore th

e rage sh
e could feel brew

in
g ben

eath
 h

er sk
in

. If sh
e lin

gered 
too lon

g on
 h

er em
otion

s, sh
e w

ould lose th
is opportun

ity to squeeze an
-

sw
ers from

 h
im

 lik
e a spon

ge. 
“E

very on
e of th

ose boys ow
n

s a L
ot? A

t th
e din

n
er table?” T

h
e colors 

of th
e collars sw

irled an
d m

ixed in
 h

er m
in

d un
til sh

e couldn
’t rem

em
ber 

w
h

o w
ore w

h
at. 

“Flin
t ow

n
s C

learw
ater, P

ucey ow
n

s h
is girl. B

on
es belon

gs to T
ravers, 

but G
oyle h

as spen
t alm

ost every Sick
le in

 h
is vault to ren

t h
er every Friday 

even
in

g.” 
“R

en
t h

er,” sh
e m

uttered to h
erself, sh

ak
in

g h
er h

ead. T
h

e bile in
 h

er 
th

roat bubbled again
, an

d w
h

en
ever sh

e closed h
er eyes sh

e saw
 Susan

’s 
h

an
ds sh

ak
in

g as sh
e open

ed G
oyle’s trousers. A

 slow
 ch

ill spread over h
er 

sh
oulders, lik

e an
d ice cube slidin

g dow
n

 h
er spin

e. Sh
e look

ed up to fin
d 

D
raco’s eyes still fixed on

 th
e floor. Sudden

ly h
er blood felt w

h
ite-h

ot 
again

. “A
n

d h
ow

 did you m
an

age w
h

en
 your L

ot h
ad D

ragon
 P

ox? I as-
sum

e you still h
ad a girl on

 your arm
?” 

H
is th

roat click
ed. A

n
d h

is eye tw
itch

ed in
fin

itesim
ally as h

e said, “I 
used a C

arrow
 G

irl. O
r I borrow

ed from
 som

eon
e.” 

T
h

e fire sh
e w

an
ted breath

e on
to th

e en
tire castle of E

din
burgh
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eyes sh
ut, strugglin

g to calm
 h

er breath
in

g. Sh
e could feel h

is eyes on
 h

er, 
w

aitin
g, but th

e question
s sh

e n
eeded an

sw
ered felt too in

tim
ate an

d still 
too large for th

e M
alfoy M

an
or en

tryw
ay. 

T
h

e fain
test of touch

es on
 h

er low
er back

, an
d h

e w
o

rdlessly led h
er up 

th
e stairs. 
T

h
e h

orrors of th
e even

in
g floated up as th

ey ascen
ded. Sh

e sh
oved th

e 
disturbin

g im
ages aside, forcin

g aw
ay all th

e question
s th

at felt un
im

-
portan

t an
d too person

al. 
H

ow
 could you just look th

e oth
er w

ay? 
So you just sit th

ere w
h

ile your frien
ds force th

ose girls to open
 th

eir 
m

ouths an
d th

igh
s for th

em
? 

A
n

d th
e m

ost sh
am

eful on
e, tuggin

g at h
er ch

est —
 

W
h

o w
as in

 your lap before m
e? 

T
h

ey’d reach
ed h

er bedroom
. H

erm
ion

e push
ed th

e door open
 w

ith
 

h
er fin

gertips an
d paused, turn

in
g aroun

d. D
raco stood a few

 lon
g paces 

aw
ay, starin

g at h
is sh

oes. T
h

e carpet. A
n

yw
h

ere but h
er. Sh

e took
 a deep 

breath
 an

d steeled h
erself, closin

g th
e doorw

ay from
 h

er h
eart to h

er lips, 
focusin

g on
ly on

 th
e cold question

s in
 h

er m
in

d. 
“W

h
o w

ere all of th
ose girls? I didn

’t recogn
ize all of th

em
 from

 H
og-

w
arts or th

e A
uction

.” 
D

raco tuck
ed h

is h
an

ds in
 h

is pock
ets, an

d sh
e w

atch
ed th

em
 sh

ak
e 

on
ce before stillin

g. H
e seem

ed resign
ed to an

sw
erin

g h
er question

s. 
“Som

e are M
uggles from

 E
din

burgh
. Som

e are from
 prom

in
en

t fam
i-

lies w
h

o h
ave ch

allen
ged th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s rule. Som

e are youn
g w

itch
es 

w
h

o w
ere foun

d assistin
g G

eorge W
easley.” 

H
er eyes w

iden
ed, but sh

e soldiered on
. “A

n
d th

ey belon
g to th

e C
ar-

row
s?” 

“T
h

e C
arrow

s h
ave been

 assign
ed as th

e k
eepers of E

din
burgh

 C
astle. 

T
h

ey m
ain

tain
 th

e groun
ds an

d h
ost an

y gath
erin

gs lik
e ton

igh
t. T

h
e 

girls in
 silver collars are C

arrow
 G

irls. T
h

ey h
ost th

e L
oun

ge an
d are avail-

able for…
 en

tertain
m

en
t.” 
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“P
lease sen

d m
y regards to your fath

er. It’s been
 ages.” D

raco politely 
in

clin
ed h

is h
ead w

h
ile th

e M
in

ister turn
ed h

er eyes on
 H

erm
ion

e. W
ith

 
a sultry dip of h

er gaze to h
er ch

est, th
e M

in
ister said, “A

n
d w

h
o do w

e 
h

ave h
ere?” 

“H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger,” D

raco said, an
d sh

e could h
ear th

e sm
irk

 in
 h

is 
voice. “M

y L
ot.” 

“In
deed?” M

in
ister C

irillo’s eyes glittered. “T
h

e G
olden

 G
irl I’ve 

h
eard so m

uch
 about.” Sh

e stepped forw
ard an

d reach
ed a delicate h

an
d 

to tw
irl on

e of H
erm

ion
e’s curls betw

een
 h

er fin
gertips. “W

ell, isn
’t sh

e 
stun

n
in

g.” Sh
e dropped h

er curl, brush
in

g th
e back

s of h
er fin

gers again
st 

H
erm

ion
e’s breast. H

erm
ion

e gasped. 
“Y

oun
g M

alfoy h
as been

 rath
er un

gen
erous w

ith
 h

er,” A
very said, h

is 
sm

irk
 return

in
g as h

e suck
ed on

 h
is cigar. “T

h
is is th

e M
udblood’s first 

visit to E
din

burgh
.” 

Sh
e felt D

raco’s fin
gers tigh

ten
 again

st h
er h

ip. T
h

e G
reek

 M
in

ister 
tsk

ed. 
“T

h
at w

on
’t do, M

alfoy. W
h

o w
ould deprive such

 a pretty playth
in

g 
from

 our festivities?” Sh
e gestured w

idely at th
e ch

an
deliers an

d th
e 

ch
am

pagn
e, th

e laugh
ter an

d th
e lazy sm

iles. “I w
ould love to escort h

er 
th

is even
in

g, if you’ll allow
 it.” 

“A
n

 excellen
t idea,” A

very leered. “W
h

at say you, D
raco?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes sn

apped to M
in

ister C
irillo, certain

 sh
e’d b

e n
o safer 

on
 th

e M
in

ister’s arm
 th

an
 on

 an
y oth

er D
eath

 E
ater’s. 

“M
y apologies, M

in
ister, but I’m

 un
der strict orders n

ot to let h
er leave 

m
y side,” D

raco quick
ly replied. “N

ot after w
h

at h
appen

ed w
ith

 A
very’s 

L
ot last m

on
th

.” 
A

very’s eyes turn
ed icy as H

erm
ion

e’s h
eart th

um
ped w

ildly. 
G

in
n

y didn
’t play n

icely w
ith

 oth
ers. Som

eth
in

g h
ad h

appen
ed. 

M
in

ister C
irillo gave a trillin

g laugh
. “A

h
, yes. I h

eard I m
issed quite 

th
e dram

a! I con
fess I’m

 disappoin
ted I m

issed th
e ch

an
ce to m

eet th
e 

D
ark

 L
ord’s favored pet. P

erh
aps in

 th
e future, A

ron
.” 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

2
5
2
 

“P
erh

aps,” A
very gritted out. 

T
h

e M
in

ister turn
ed to D

raco. “V
ery w

ell, th
en

. B
ut I do h

ope you re-
con

sider at som
e poin

t, D
raco. T

h
e girl deserves a bit of th

e fun
 as w

ell.” 
Sh

e paused, an
d H

erm
ion

e could feel h
er appraisin

g eyes on
 h

er figure 
even

 as sh
e stared at th

e floor. “M
ulciber lean

t m
e h

is girl last w
eek

en
d, 

an
d I can

 assure you th
at sh

e h
ad a splen

did tim
e. A

n
oth

er beauty, is sh
e 

n
ot?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s breath

 caugh
t an

d sh
e glan

ced up, scan
n

in
g th

e room
 for 

C
h

o again
. Sh

e foun
d h

er run
n

in
g h

er fin
gers th

rough
 th

e lon
g lock

s of 
an

oth
er girl, pressin

g h
er h

ips in
to h

er side as M
ulciber eyed th

em
 lech

-
erously. H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, quick
ly look

in
g aw

ay. 
H

er atten
tion

 cam
e back

 to M
in

ister C
irillo as sh

e stepped closer to 
D

raco to w
h

isper again
st h

is ch
eek

, h
er clear blue eyes strayin

g dow
n

 H
er-

m
ion

e’s ch
est again

. “N
o n

eed to k
eep th

e girl so tigh
tly w

oun
d.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed an

d stared at th
e groun

d again
, processin

g. W
as sh

e 
doin

g so poorly already? H
er ch

est flush
ed, sudden

ly an
gry at D

raco for 
n

ot givin
g h

er th
e proper in

form
ation

 to play th
is gam

e. 
“A

 fair poin
t, M

adam
e M

in
ister,” said D

raco, an
d sh

e k
n

ew
 a w

in
k

 h
ad 

accom
pan

ied th
e lazy draw

l. 
“Sh

e’ll b
e aroun

d m
ore often

 th
en

?” A
very ask

ed. 
“W

h
en

 sh
e’s a good girl, sh

e’ll get to com
e out an

d play,” D
raco said 

sm
ooth

ly. 
H

is h
an

d slith
ered across h

er back
, draggin

g alon
g th

e silk
 un

til h
is 

w
arm

 palm
 ran

 up h
er ribs. H

er breath
 caugh

t as h
is fin

gers slid up h
er 

jaw
, an

d sh
e turn

ed h
er eyes to h

im
 w

h
en

 h
e tilted h

er h
ead back

, just as 
h

e h
ad outside un

der th
e lam

p. 
“Sh

e’s n
ot alw

ays good, th
ough

,” h
e said w

ith
 a sm

ile. 
Sh

e h
eard ch

uck
lin

g, a sh
iver aroun

d th
e room

. M
ore eyes w

ere on
 

th
em

. D
raco’s gaze dipped to h

er m
outh

, an
d h

is th
um

b
 dragged across 

h
er bottom

 lip, open
in

g h
er lips. 

A
 h

eartbeat w
h

en
 sh

e th
ough

t h
e’d k

iss h
er. 
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h
ere w

as a rin
gin

g in
 h

er ears as D
raco stood from

 th
e arm

ch
air, 

tak
in

g h
er elbow

 an
d m

utterin
g h

is goodbyes. T
h

e boys w
ere 

h
eavily distracted b

y n
ow

, an
d let th

em
 go w

ith
out too m

uch
 of 

a fuss. H
erm

ion
e popped th

e grape in
to h

er m
outh

 as D
raco 

turn
ed h

er aroun
d, sudden

ly terrified th
at som

eon
e m

igh
t see an

d dis-
cover h

er secret. 
Sh

e allow
ed h

im
 to drag h

er th
rough

 th
e room

, h
er eyes dartin

g w
ildly 

to tak
e in

 every girl on
 a lap, every girl on

 th
eir k

n
ees, every girl laugh

in
g 

an
d drin

k
in

g. C
h

o didn
’t glan

ce at h
er again

. C
h

arlotte h
ad m

oved on
. 

Sh
e sw

ept th
e room

 look
in

g for m
ore eyes, m

ore fire, m
ore grapes. 

N
ot alon

e. 
Sh

e’d used grapes to spell out th
ose w

ords on
 th

e M
in

istry floors on
ce. 

T
o give a sh

red of h
ope to th

e fifty terrified, bruised girls th
at h

ad crow
ded 

aroun
d h

er, preparin
g to live out th

eir w
orst n

igh
tm

ares. B
ut h

ad it been
 

a coin
ciden

ce? C
h

o k
n

ew
 w

h
at th

e grapes m
ean

t, but h
ow

 could C
h

ar-
lotte? H

ad C
h

arlotte truly m
ean

t to offer h
er a sym

bol of h
ope? H

erm
ion

e 
didn

’t rem
em

ber h
er from

 th
e M

in
istry. W

h
o w

as sh
e? 

D
raco led h

er to a large fireplace, an
d a jar of Floo pow

der m
aterialized 

before th
em

. T
h

e flam
es turn

ed green
 as h

e an
n

oun
ced, “M

alfoy M
an

or,” 
an

d w
ith

 a yan
k

 on
 h

er arm
, th

e n
oise from

 th
e L

oun
ge sn

apped out of 
existen

ce, an
d sh

e w
as in

 th
e cool, m

oon
lit en

tryw
ay of M

alfoy M
an

or, 
w

ith
 n

oth
in

g but h
er h

eartbeat in
 h

er ears. 
Sh

e breath
ed h

eavily, h
er m

in
d spin

n
in

g w
ith

 th
e question

s sh
e n

eeded 
to ask

, th
e im

ages sh
e w

an
ted to forget. 

D
raco dropped h

er arm
 softly. It fell lim

ply to h
er side. Sh

e screw
ed h

er 

T 
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“A
n

yth
in

g to eat?” C
h

arlotte ask
ed, lon

g lash
es battin

g slow
ly at h

er, 
h

er arm
 low

erin
g to offer H

erm
ion

e th
e bask

et of fruit. “G
rapes, per-

h
aps?” 

H
erm

ion
e stared dow

n
, fin

din
g a vin

e of th
ick

, burgun
dy grapes —

 
callin

g to h
er from

 an
oth

er lifetim
e —

 som
eth

in
g th

at used to m
ean

 
som

eth
in

g. 
H

er m
in

d cleared lik
e a sh

ock
. Sh

e look
ed up w

ith
 w

ide eyes. C
h

arlotte 
pluck

ed on
e an

d exten
ded it to h

er w
ith

 a soft sm
ile. 

H
erm

ion
e took

 it, tuck
in

g it aw
ay quick

ly in
 h

er h
an

d, as th
ough

 h
id-

in
g a stolen

 good. H
er h

eart h
am

m
ered again

st h
er ribs, a m

em
ory of h

er 
sh

ak
in

g fin
gers spellin

g out w
ith

 grapes again
st th

e M
in

istry floors w
h

at 
h

er voice couldn
’t express. 

Sh
e search

ed for C
h

arlotte again
, but sh

e’d m
oved aw

ay. 
A

cross th
e room

, C
h

o C
h

an
g m

et h
er gaze for th

e first tim
e, h

er arm
s 

w
oun

d aroun
d M

ulciber’s sh
oulders as h

e k
issed h

er collarbon
es. C

h
o 

push
ed a plum

p, ripe grape betw
een

 h
er pain

ted lips, h
er eyes burn

in
g w

ith
 

th
e fire of a revolution

.
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“W
h

en
 I’m

 back
 n

ext m
on

th
, I h

ope to see h
er again

,” M
in

ister C
i-

rillo said. 
D

raco’s h
an

d dropped aw
ay. H

e excused th
em

, sh
ook

 M
in

ister C
irillo’s 

h
an

d again
, an

d guided H
erm

ion
e back

 to th
e fron

t of th
e room

. T
h

ey 
passed a youn

g girl, n
o m

ore th
an

 fifteen
, stan

din
g in

 th
e corn

er w
ith

 
Jugson

 w
h

ile h
e socialized. T

h
e girl’s olive sk

in
 w

as drain
ed an

d pale, an
d 

h
er eyes w

ere sh
in

in
g w

ith
 tears w

h
en

 sh
e look

ed at th
em

. H
erm

ion
e felt 

a fire burn
 in

 h
er belly as D

raco push
ed h

er alon
g, fin

gers itch
in

g to h
ex 

off th
e greedy h

an
d th

at strok
ed th

e girl’s w
aist. 

A
ppreh

en
sion

 sw
allow

ed h
er an

ger w
h

en
 th

ey turn
ed th

e corn
er, 

m
eetin

g a dark
 corridor. D

raco took
 h

er elb
ow

 an
d guided th

em
 th

rough
 

a carved door, open
in

g to th
e clock

 tow
er buildin

g. Several people in
 cor-

n
ers speak

in
g low

ly w
ith

 each
 oth

er paid th
em

 n
o m

in
d, an

d h
e turn

ed 
tow

ard a w
in

din
g ston

e staircase, n
ot releasin

g h
er elb

ow
. A

s if sh
e w

ould 
fly aw

ay w
ith

 th
e breeze if h

e did. 
A

 boy sh
e recogn

ized from
 th

e year below
 th

em
 stood at th

e top of th
e 

stairs. H
arper, sh

e th
ough

t h
is n

am
e w

as. H
e stood tall on

ce D
raco’s h

ead 
bobbed up th

e steps. H
e greeted D

raco an
d reach

ed for th
e door. 

“H
arper,” D

raco ch
astised, in

 th
e sam

e ton
e h

e used for C
rabbe an

d
 

G
oyle w

h
en

 th
ey w

ere bein
g terribly den

se. 
H

arper jum
ped, as if h

is h
an

d h
ad been

 burn
ed b

y th
e doork

n
ob. 

“R
igh

t. Sorry. I just recogn
ized you—

” 
“T

h
at doesn

’t m
atter,” D

raco sn
eered. H

e exten
ded h

is left h
an

d, an
d 

H
arper’s w

an
d tapped th

e em
erald rin

g h
e w

ore on
 h

is th
um

b. A
 class rin

g 
of sorts —

 som
eth

in
g sh

e’d on
ly seen

 on
 th

e Slyth
erin

 boys. T
h

e rin
g th

at 
h

ad cut h
er lip th

e n
igh

t D
raco slapped h

er. 
T

h
e en

d of H
arper’s w

an
d turn

ed green
. W

ith
 a n

od to D
raco, H

arper 
turn

ed to h
er n

ext, an
d h

is eyes slid to h
er gold collar. H

e pressed th
e tip 

of h
is w

an
d to th

e m
etal, an

d eyed th
e w

arm
 golden

 ligh
t n

ow
 em

an
atin

g 
from

 it. A
n

oth
er n

od before h
e turn

ed th
e doork

n
ob

 for th
em

. 
U

proarious laugh
ter m

et h
er ears. T

h
ick

, deep voices —
 som

e fam
iliar 
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from
 h

er ch
ildh

ood —
 ricoch

eted th
rough

 a sm
all room

 decorated in
 

lavish
 pattern

ed w
allpaper an

d dark
 w

oods. W
h

en
 th

e door open
ed, n

in
e 

h
eads turn

ed to th
em

 from
 aroun

d a lon
g table, th

eir con
versation

s trail-
in

g off. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed, strugglin
g to register every person

 in
 th

e room
. T

h
e boy 

at th
e en

d of th
e table stood, h

is ch
air k

n
ock

in
g back

, an
d sm

iled at h
er 

w
ith

 greedy black
 eyes. 

M
arcus Flin

t. 
“M

iss G
ran

ger,” h
e croon

ed. “W
e’re deligh

ted.” 
In

 a disturbin
g sh

adow
 of ch

ivalry, every person
 at th

e table cam
e to 

th
eir feet, all eyes still lock

ed on
 h

er. Sh
e recogn

ized Z
abin

i, N
ott, an

d 
G

oyle. A
drian

 P
ucey stood to Flin

t’s righ
t, an

d M
on

tague on
 h

is left. 
T

h
ree boys in

 th
e cen

ter of th
e table sh

e struggled to place. A
n

d lin
in

g th
e 

w
alls w

ere n
in

e girls in
 collars. 

O
n

e of th
em

 look
ed up to m

eet h
er eyes before blan

ch
in

g an
d drop-

pin
g h

er h
ead dow

n
. Susan

 B
on

es. T
h

e rest of th
em

 k
ept th

eir eyes dow
n

. 
P

en
elope C

learw
ater stood beh

in
d M

arcus Flin
t’s ch

air. M
orten

sen
 from

 
th

e M
in

istry h
oldin

g cells stood beh
in

d P
ucey, an

d sh
e th

ough
t sh

e rec-
ogn

ized on
e or tw

o m
ore classm

ates, but th
e rest w

ere un
fam

iliar to h
er. 

“Sorry to k
eep you w

aitin
g, gen

tlem
en

,” D
raco said, steppin

g forw
ard 

to sh
ak

e Flin
t’s h

an
d. “T

h
e G

reek
 M

in
ister took

 an
 in

terest in
 m

y L
ot.” 

H
erm

ion
e w

aited in
 th

e doorw
ay, pausin

g for in
struction

 as D
raco 

greeted h
is frien

ds. 
A

 girl w
ith

 straw
b

erry-blon
de h

air look
ed up at h

er from
 across th

e 
room

, an
d th

e calculated in
terest in

 h
er eyes m

ade H
erm

ion
e look

 aw
ay, 

ash
am

ed. Sh
e could on

ly im
agin

e w
h

at th
ey m

ust th
in

k
 of h

er. T
h

e priv-
ileged L

ot. 
Sh

e turn
ed h

er gaze back
 to th

e table an
d foun

d several bottles of w
in

e 
decan

tin
g, som

e already h
alf-drun

k
. A

 pig roast lay in
 th

e cen
ter of th

e 
table, an

 apple in
 its m

outh
, look

in
g lik

e h
e h

ad been
 caugh

t on
 th

e 
w

ron
g side of all th

is as w
ell. 
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h
is trousers. 

“C
om

e on
, G

ran
ger,” Flin

t croon
ed. “D

on
’t b

e such
 a spoilsport.” H

is 
fin

gers started un
buck

lin
g h

is belt, an
d P

en
elope set dow

n
 h

er ch
am

-
pagn

e glass, craw
lin

g to th
e floor betw

een
 h

is k
n

ees w
ith

 a blan
k

 expres-
sion

. “L
et D

raco k
n

ow
 just h

ow
 m

uch
 you appreciate h

im
.” 

H
erm

ion
e jerk

ed h
er eyes aw

ay, h
er breath

 tigh
t in

 h
er ch

est as sh
e 

foun
d 

W
arrin

gton
’s 

girl 
turn

in
g 

to 
straddle 

h
is 

lap. 
H

er 
stom

ach
 

squeezed, an
d vom

it pum
ped in

to h
er th

roat. Sh
e sw

allow
ed it dow

n
 an

d 
stared at a w

all. 
D

raco dropped a h
an

d on
 h

er k
n

ee —
 a quiet w

arn
in

g n
ot to m

ove. “I 
prefer m

y appreciation
 in

 private. B
esides, I’d h

ate to distract your birds 
w

ith
 th

e size of m
y cock

.” 
Sh

e listen
ed to Flin

t laugh
, h

is breath
 th

in
 w

ith
 excitem

en
t from

 th
e 

th
in

gs P
en

elope w
as doin

g to h
im

. 
Sh

e w
atch

ed C
h

arlotte offer fruit to th
e boys th

at w
eren

’t curren
tly 

forcin
g oral sex on

 th
eir slaves. 

Sh
e sm

elled th
e cigar sm

ok
e an

d h
eard th

e soun
d of laugh

ter an
d 

clin
k

in
g glasses an

d gaspin
g an

d m
oan

in
g. 

H
er true n

ature, h
e’d said. A

s a M
uggle. 

D
raco w

h
ispered to h

er th
at th

ey w
ould leave sh

ortly, an
d sh

e blin
k

ed 
slow

ly at th
e carpets, eyes glued to th

e k
n

ees of a brun
ette sh

e h
ardly k

n
ew

 
as th

e girl sat before a pure-blood boy w
h

o believed sh
e sh

ould th
an

k
 h

im
 

for th
e opportun

ity. 
A

 pair of ch
am

pagn
e h

eels attach
ed to tan

 legs crossed in
to h

er view
. 

C
h

arlotte w
ith

 th
e tray. Sh

e offered to fetch
 D

raco a drin
k

, an
d h

e de-
clin

ed, sayin
g th

ey w
ere leavin

g soon
. 

H
erm

ion
e barely h

eard th
em

, sligh
tly sw

ayin
g on

 h
er perch

. A
n

 over-
w

h
elm

in
g exh

austion
 push

ed at h
er eyelids. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

L
ook

in
g up to fin

d C
h

arlotte still h
overin

g, h
er vision

 clearin
g w

h
en

 
sh

e blin
k

ed. Sh
e frow

n
ed, con

fused to b
e directly addressed. 
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a couch
 facin

g T
h

eo an
d h

is date, an
d dragged P

en
elope dow

n
 to h

is side. 
P

en
elope look

ed lik
e sh

e’d fin
ally arrived at th

e m
om

en
t sh

e’d been
 

dreadin
g all n

igh
t as M

arcus slun
g h

is arm
 aroun

d h
er sh

oulders an
d

 
played w

ith
 h

er curls. 
D

raco started to direct h
er tow

ards a differen
t set of couch

es, but Flin
t 

grabbed th
e arm

 of a large ch
air an

d dragged it closer, gesturin
g for D

raco
 

to sit. D
raco sm

iled th
in

ly an
d folded h

im
self in

to th
e cush

ion
s, push

in
g 

H
erm

ion
e to sit on

 th
e arm

 of th
e ch

air in
stead of h

is lap. Sh
e w

asn
’t sure 

it w
as an

y better —
 from

 th
is perch

, sh
e h

ad a van
tage poin

t of th
e en

tire 
room

. 
“M

iss G
ran

ger,” Flin
t lilted over th

e th
rum

m
in

g m
usic. “H

ow
 do you 

lik
e T

h
e L

oun
ge? Is it everyth

in
g you dream

ed of an
d m

ore?” H
e sm

irk
ed 

in
to h

is glass, h
is eyes lock

ed on
 h

er. 
H

erm
ion

e tore h
er eyes aw

ay an
d stared at h

er lap, pressin
g h

er lips 
closed. A

fraid of open
in

g h
er m

outh
, lik

e th
e an

ger an
d bile w

ould com
e 

tum
blin

g out of h
er in

 w
aves if sh

e did. 
“I’d say th

ey really sh
ould b

e th
an

k
in

g us,” W
arrin

gton
 called to Flin

t 
from

 th
e n

ext couch
 over, h

is L
ot in

 h
is lap, h

er lips on
 h

is n
eck

. 
“T

h
an

k
in

g you?” T
h

e scorn
ful reply left h

er th
roat before sh

e could 
catch

 h
erself. D

raco w
en

t very still n
ext to h

er. H
er h

eartbeat fluttered 
am

idst h
er grow

in
g sen

se of pan
ic. 

W
arrin

gton
 leveled h

is gaze on
 h

er. “T
h

at’s righ
t, M

udblood. T
h

an
k

-
in

g us for givin
g you such

 a fin
e h

all. For in
vitin

g you to din
n

er an
d pour-

in
g you ch

am
pagn

e.” 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 in

 a sh
ow

 of ob
edien

ce, h
eart th

um
pin

g m
adly. 

“Y
ou M

uggles are all th
e sam

e,” P
ucey draw

led. “It’s in
 your true n

a-
ture. Y

ou don
’t h

ave to den
y it an

y lon
ger, G

ran
ger.” H

e leered at h
er, an

d 
sh

e felt h
er sk

in
 craw

l. “L
ook

 h
ow

 m
uch

 th
ey all en

joy it!” H
e turn

ed an
d

 
gestured to th

e slaves —
 th

e dan
cin

g tw
o giggled, an

oth
er m

oan
ed as sh

e 
groun

d h
er h

ips on
 a m

an
 in

 a ch
air. A

n
d on

 an
oth

er couch
, C

h
o C

h
an

g 
k

issed an
oth

er girl slow
ly as M

ulciber w
atch

ed, rubb
in

g h
im

self th
rough
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G
regory G

oyle h
adn

’t tak
en

 h
is eyes off h

er legs sin
ce th

e m
om

en
t sh

e 
w

alk
ed in

, so sh
e felt th

e pit in
 h

er stom
ach

 loosen
 w

h
en

 D
raco guided

 
h

er to th
e oth

er side of th
e table to stan

d beh
in

d th
e on

ly em
pty ch

air —
 

th
e h

ead, across from
 Flin

t. 
D

raco took
 h

is seat, th
e con

versation
 easy an

d boisterous again
. T

h
e 

m
om

en
t h

e sat, th
e n

in
e girls aroun

d th
e table stepped forw

ard, reach
in

g 
for th

e w
in

e bottles. Sh
e w

atch
ed as th

ey poured th
e russet w

in
e in

to th
e 

glass of th
e boy in

 fron
t of th

em
. Several eyes turn

ed on
 h

er as sh
e stared

 
at th

em
, doin

g n
oth

in
g. W

ere th
ey expected to play th

eir parts as m
en

ial 
servan

ts as th
e boys h

ad th
eir fun

? E
ven

 th
ough

 all ten
 of th

em
 h

ad full 
use of th

eir w
an

ds? 
“C

om
e on

, G
ran

ger,” D
raco taun

ted. “D
o k

eep up.” 
Steppin

g forw
ard on

 trem
blin

g legs, sh
e reach

ed
 aroun

d D
raco’s 

sh
oulder for th

e decan
ter of w

in
e n

ext to h
is glass, fillin

g it. T
h

e girls h
ad 

stepped back
, blen

din
g in

 w
ith

 th
e w

allpaper, an
d H

erm
ion

e quick
ly fol-

low
ed th

eir lead. Sh
e let out a sh

ak
y breath

 as sh
e lean

ed in
to th

e w
in

dow
-

sill beh
in

d h
er, lettin

g th
e cool glass press again

st h
er sh

oulder blades. 
D

raco lifted h
is glass. “T

o th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s pow
er. M

ay h
e reign

 forev-
erm

ore.” 
T

h
e boys ch

orused h
is toast, an

d H
erm

ion
e saw

 P
en

elope C
learw

ater’s 
lip trem

ble out of th
e corn

er of h
er eye. 

T
h

e clam
or of ten

 boys ch
attin

g an
d drin

k
in

g w
ash

ed over h
er, an

d 
sh

e tried catch
in

g on
to sn

ippets of con
versation

 w
h

ere sh
e could. 

“C
ass, w

h
at did your fath

er say about—
” 

“—
h

ear about th
e in

ciden
t at th

e B
astille?” 

“W
h

at did I tell you! It w
as a tw

o laceflies, n
ot th

ree—
” 

“T
h

in
k

 th
ey’ll still play th

is year? I m
issed th

e last W
orld C

up.” 
H

erm
ion

e reeled, h
er dizzy m

in
d tryin

g to n
arrow

 dow
n

 w
h

at sh
e 

sh
ould b

e focusin
g on

. W
h

ich
 of th

e con
versation

s? Sh
e couldn

’t follow
 

all of th
em

 at on
ce. O

r w
as it w

h
at existed in

 th
e silen

ce, in
 th

e glan
ces 

an
d bullyin

g? Sh
e glan

ced at th
e oth

er L
ots for cues, but th

ey w
ere starin

g 
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fixedly at th
eir h

eels. E
xcept for th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de girl, w

h
o look

ed 
m

ore atten
tive th

an
 th

e rest. W
h

at w
as sh

e starin
g at? 

A
n

d th
rough

 it all, M
arcus Flin

t k
ept grin

n
in

g at h
er. 

“M
alfoy,” Flin

t called across th
e table, an

d th
e room

 dipped in
to si-

len
ce. “D

ragon
 P

ox?” H
e gestured to h

er w
ith

 h
is soup spoon

. 
“N

ot D
ragon

 P
ox after all. B

ut sh
e w

as disgustin
g. P

ock
s an

d puss.” 
D

raco m
ade a face, an

d w
h

en
 h

e turn
ed over h

is sh
oulder, h

e glared at 
h

er. “Y
ou tired? C

an
’t stan

d straigh
t?” 

E
very eye turn

ed on
 h

er. A
n

d sh
e realized th

at every girl w
as stan

din
g 

tall, w
aitin

g to b
e called upon

. Sh
e push

ed up from
 th

e w
in

dow
sill. 

“N
o, sir.” 

A
 ch

orus of ch
uck

lin
g trem

bled th
e room

. A
n

d sh
e rem

em
bered w

h
at 

h
e’d said. 

O
bedien

t, but n
ot broken

. 
“I’m

 just n
ot used to w

earin
g h

eels. Sir.” 
T

h
e room

 h
eld its breath

. A
n

d th
en

 D
raco’s eyes flash

ed at h
er w

h
ile 

th
e table erupted w

ith
 laugh

ter. 
“H

ave quite a h
an

dful w
ith

 h
er, don

’t you?” 
“P

our h
er a glass of w

in
e!” 

“Y
ou gon

n
a tell th

e H
eadm

aster on
 us, G

ran
ger?” 

“T
ell you w

h
at, G

ran
ger,” B

laise Z
abin

i said w
ith

 a sm
irk

. “Y
ou can

 
h

ave a break
 from

 your footw
ear if D

raco allow
s you to sit on

 m
y lap for 

th
e rest of th

e n
igh

t.” 
T

h
e boys h

ow
led, an

d B
laise w

in
k

ed at h
er. D

raco cleared h
is th

roat, 
scow

lin
g. “Sh

e w
ill do n

o such
 th

in
g.” T

h
e laugh

ter petered out, th
ough

 
th

e corn
ers of B

laise’s m
outh

 tw
itch

ed beh
in

d h
is glass. 

“M
erlin

’s sack
, M

alfoy,” T
h

eo N
ott m

urm
ured. “W

h
y brin

g h
er?” H

e 
leered at h

er an
d ch

uck
led. “O

h
, h

ow
 th

e m
igh

ty h
ave fallen

. I w
as so 

look
in

g forw
ard to G

ran
ger bein

g H
ead G

irl last year.” H
is in

n
uen

do 
lan

ded on
 h

er sk
in

 lik
e ice w

ater. “W
e sh

ould give h
er a ch

an
ce to earn

 
h

er title.” 
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It w
as lik

e a broth
el w

ith
 elem

en
ts of a M

uggle strip club. T
ran

saction
s 

w
ere eith

er out in
 th

e open
 or h

idden
 aw

ay in
 private stalls; it seem

ed to 
depen

d on
 th

e m
an

’s preferen
ce. H

erm
ion

e saw
 a girl boun

cin
g on

 top of 
a youn

g m
an

 in
 a w

ay th
at w

as clearly pen
etrative. H

er ch
eek

s burn
ed as 

th
ey passed th

e couple, acutely aw
are of D

raco’s presen
ce n

ext to h
er, th

e 
girl’s pan

ts an
d breath

y m
oan

s ech
oin

g in
 h

er ears. 
Flin

t led th
em

 deeper in
to th

e room
, an

d D
raco’s h

an
d on

 h
er back

 
pressed h

er close to h
is side. Sh

e k
n

ew
 h

e’d don
e h

is best to avoid brin
gin

g 
h

er h
ere, to “T

h
e L

oun
ge.” T

h
ey h

ad barely been
 able to look

 at each
 

oth
er for th

e past few
 w

eek
s —

 en
din

g up h
ere ton

igh
t w

as probably th
e 

last th
in

g h
e w

an
ted. T

h
ere w

as n
o easy w

ay to m
an

age th
e situation

. 
T

h
ey’d sim

ply h
ave to survive it. 

T
h

ey turn
ed a corn

er th
rough

 a large arch
w

ay an
d in

to an
oth

er room
, 

th
e left h

alf ob
scured b

y private booth
s. Several m

ore doors on
 th

e farth
est 

w
all; th

e oth
er side filled w

ith
 plush

 velvet couch
es an

d ch
airs. A

 roarin
g 

fireplace on
 th

e righ
t w

all, sen
din

g am
bers across th

e room
, an

d a blue 
sph

ere of ligh
t overh

ead, castin
g sh

adow
s on

 fam
iliar faces. T

w
o girls in

 
silver collars dan

ced on
 a cleared platform

 n
ear th

e cen
ter of th

e seatin
g 

area, sim
ilar to a stage at a club, w

h
ile m

en
 loun

ged an
d ch

atted in
 ch

airs 
facin

g th
em

. 
H

er lun
gs filled w

ith
 air, steadyin

g h
er. A

part from
 th

e dan
cin

g, th
ere 

w
as n

oth
in

g sh
e h

adn
’t seen

 in
 th

e oth
er room

. 
Sh

e foun
d C

h
arlotte m

ovin
g th

rough
 th

e crow
d w

ith
 a tray of h

ors 
d’oeuvres an

d fruit, an
oth

er girl follow
in

g h
er w

ith
 drin

k
s. T

h
e m

en
’s 

h
an

ds w
ould pass over th

eir back
sides an

d up th
eir th

igh
s as th

ey served, 
an

d C
h

arlotte sen
t each

 a w
in

k
 an

d a sm
ile. 

T
h

e olive-sk
in

n
ed teen

ager w
as bein

g dragged b
y th

e arm
 in

to a pri-
vate booth

 as th
ey passed, h

er eyes red an
d h

er ch
eek

s stream
in

g w
ith

 tears. 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, look
in

g aw
ay. Som

ew
h

ere in
 h

er m
in

d’s eye, th
ere 

w
as a lak

e. A
 clear lak

e, th
e w

ater still an
d un

m
ovin

g—
 

T
h

e party h
alted, sh

atterin
g h

er con
cen

tration
. M

arcus plopped on
to 
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w
ouldn

’t allow
 it.” 

H
erm

ion
e stared at h

er, filin
g th

at in
form

ation
 aw

ay as D
raco pressed 

an
oth

er glass of ch
am

pagn
e in

to h
er h

an
ds. T

h
e C

arrow
s w

ere in
volved 

h
ere. A

n
d in

 ch
arge of som

e of th
e girls. H

er eyes fell on
 C

h
arlotte’s silver 

collar as th
e pretty girl batted h

er lash
es at D

raco, th
en

 B
laise, as sh

e glided 
dow

n
 th

e lin
e w

ith
 h

er tray. 
T

h
e m

usic sw
elled w

h
en

 th
ey fin

ally passed th
rough

 th
e curtain

s, en
-

terin
g a large room

 w
ith

 deep blue w
alls an

d dark
 w

oods. D
ozen

s of 
couch

es an
d arm

ch
airs facin

g each
 oth

er in
 in

tim
ate seatin

g areas, 
stretch

in
g in

 every direction
. L

ow
 can

dleligh
t an

d th
ick

 clouds of sm
ok

e 
overh

ead. H
erm

ion
e’s eyes w

iden
ed, dartin

g aroun
d th

e room
. 

M
en

 on
 couch

es w
ith

 girls in
 th

eir laps. Silver-collared girls w
alk

in
g 

aroun
d w

ith
 crystal platters of cock

tails an
d h

ors d’oeuvres, h
eels h

igh
er 

an
d slips sh

orter th
an

 h
ers. A

 door flun
g open

 to th
eir left an

d H
erm

ion
e 

jum
ped as a m

an
 stum

bled out, buck
lin

g h
is trousers. Starin

g in
to th

e 
sm

all room
, sh

e could see a girl stan
din

g n
ext to an

 arm
ch

air, straigh
ten

-
in

g h
er dress w

ith
 a practiced sm

ile before D
raco push

ed h
er on

w
ards. 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed th

e acid in
 h

er th
roat, eyes strugglin

g to tak
e in

 every 
corn

er. A
 gam

blin
g table to th

e righ
t w

ith
 several m

en
 gath

ered, a few
 

girls on
 th

eir arm
s ch

eerin
g th

em
 on

. N
ott Sr. at th

e h
ead, tossin

g dice 
w

ith
 a leggy blon

de at h
is elb

ow
. H

erm
ion

e jerk
ed h

er h
ead in

 th
e oppo-

site direction
, afraid to catch

 h
is eye. 

O
n

 on
e couch

 sh
e th

ough
t sh

e saw
 a m

an
 sleepin

g peacefully, but th
en

 
realized h

is h
ead w

as th
row

n
 back

 in
 bliss, a girl on

 th
e groun

d betw
een

 
h

is legs w
ith

 h
er m

outh
 on

 h
im

. Sh
e quick

ly averted h
er gaze, th

roat 
burn

in
g again

, but it w
as lik

e sh
e’d open

ed P
an

dora’s box. N
o m

atter 
w

h
ere h

er eyes darted, sh
e foun

d oth
ers in

 sim
ilar position

s —
 out in

 th
e 

open
 lik

e th
at. 

A
 blon

de girl in
 on

ly k
n

ick
ers an

d a bra passed in
 fron

t of th
em

, lead-
in

g an
 older m

an
 tow

ards a w
all of doors on

 th
e left. H

e w
as already un

-
button

in
g as h

e follow
ed h

er in
to a sm

all booth
. 
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M
on

tague sn
orted in

to h
is w

in
e, an

d Flin
t’s fin

gers dan
ced alon

g th
e 

rim
 of h

is glass. 
“A

 sh
am

e in
deed, T

h
eo,” D

raco said sm
ooth

ly, “seein
g as I’ve h

eard 
rum

ors th
at you w

ere a sh
oe-in

 for H
ead B

oy. Y
ou could h

ave sh
ared th

e 
‘h

ead’ duties quite n
icely.” 

B
laise spit up h

is w
in

e, laugh
in

g in
to h

is sleeve. Flin
t an

d P
ucey giggled 

drun
k

en
ly. T

h
eo glared at D

raco. “W
h

at th
e fuck

 is th
at supposed—

” 
D

raco stood sudden
ly, cuttin

g h
im

 off. “P
ucey? W

ill you do th
e h

on
-

ors?” H
e n

odded to th
e pig in

 th
e m

iddle of th
e table. “I’m

 starvin
g.” 

A
drian

 P
ucey stood w

ith
 a sm

irk
, an

d produced a carvin
g k

n
ife. H

er-
m

ion
e listen

ed to th
e boys ch

at w
h

ile each
 girl approach

ed P
ucey to tak

e 
a plate to th

eir escort. Susan
 B

on
es retrieved G

oyle tw
o servin

gs, an
d h

e 
th

an
k

ed h
er w

ith
 a tw

eak
 to h

er n
ipple th

rough
 h

er th
in

 dress. H
erm

ion
e 

m
oved aroun

d th
e table to P

ucey’s side w
h

en
 it w

as h
er turn

; sh
e could feel 

h
im

 w
atch

in
g h

er as th
e con

versation
 con

tin
ued, eyes rak

in
g h

er body. 
“Sh

e look
s pam

pered, M
alfoy,” P

ucey said, tw
irlin

g h
is k

n
ife, H

erm
i-

on
e’s h

eartbeat quick
en

ed as h
e began

 spin
n

in
g th

e blade on
 h

is th
um

b. 
“D

o you h
ave an

y fun
 w

ith
 h

er at all?” 
T

h
ey laugh

ed. A
n

d sh
e glan

ced to M
orten

sen
, w

h
o stood beh

in
d 

P
ucey’s ch

air peelin
g an

 oran
ge for h

im
 w

ith
 h

er eyes glued to h
is k

n
ife as 

it spun
. 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

 h
ow

 m
uch

 I paid for h
er, A

drian
,” D

raco draw
led. “O

f 
course I bath

e h
er in

 m
ilk

 an
d laven

der every n
igh

t.” 
Flin

t laugh
ed. B

ut P
ucey’s eyes w

ere dartin
g across h

er sk
in

. H
erm

ion
e 

drew
 in

 a slow
 breath

, tryin
g to th

in
k

 about h
ow

 sh
e sh

ould react. It w
as 

true th
at sh

e w
as at a h

ealth
y w

eigh
t. Sh

e h
ad lim

ited sun
ligh

t th
ese days; 

all freck
les from

 h
er year on

 th
e run

 h
ad van

ish
ed—

 
Q

uick
 as ligh

tn
in

g, a glin
t of m

etal, an
d th

en
 P

ucey w
as a breath

 aw
ay, 

h
is k

n
ife betw

een
 h

er sk
in

 an
d th

e strap of h
er slip. H

e tugged on
 it. 

“Sh
e’s a M

udblood, D
raco. Sh

e on
ly n

eeds to lay on
 h

er back
.” H

is crisp 
w

h
ite teeth

 flash
ed at h

er, h
is breath

 h
ot on

 h
er face. “B

esides, I alw
ays 
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h
eal th

em
 afterw

ards.” 
Sh

e froze in
 h

orror as th
e k

n
ife cut th

rough
 th

e strap, h
er h

eart flut-
terin

g w
ildly an

d h
er eyes bulgin

g to th
e on

ly exit —
 h

er dress slippin
g 

dow
n

 h
er ch

est—
 

T
h

e k
n

ife zoom
ed aw

ay from
 h

er sk
in

, spin
n

in
g th

rough
 th

e air to 
pierce th

e w
allpaper as P

ucey jum
ped back

w
ard. H

er strap repaired itself, 
an

d sh
e turn

ed to see D
raco pock

etin
g h

is w
an

d, h
ot rage sim

m
erin

g be-
n

eath
 h

is cool facade. 
“I’m

 n
ot sure h

ow
 m

an
y m

ore tim
es I n

eed to say it,” h
e w

h
ispered, 

an
d th

e room
 w

as barely breath
in

g. “T
h

at M
udblood is m

in
e. H

er m
outh

 
is m

in
e, h

er cun
t is m

in
e, h

er sk
in

 is m
in

e.” H
is teeth

 bit th
rough

 th
e 

w
ords, an

d h
e m

et eyes w
ith

 every person
 at th

e table before sayin
g, “Y

ou 
w

ill n
ot touch

 h
er, un

der an
y circum

stan
ces. I purch

ased h
er. I do w

h
at I 

please w
ith

 h
er.” 

H
er sk

in
 tin

gled w
h

ere sh
e could still feel th

e gh
ost of P

ucey’s k
n

ife. 
H

er breath
 w

as sh
allow

 as sh
e w

atch
ed D

raco glare at th
em

, still a statue 
un

til h
e w

as satisfied th
at h

e w
as h

eard. 
“N

ow
 brin

g m
e a bloody plate. I said I w

as h
un

gry.” 
A

 grum
bled sigh

, an
d th

en
 P

ucey w
as pilin

g a plate w
ith

 food an
d 

h
an

din
g it to h

er. Sh
e m

oved back
 to th

e h
ead of th

e table on
 jerk

y legs, 
an

d D
raco took

 h
is seat as sh

e set h
is plate before h

im
. B

efore sh
e could 

m
ove back

 to th
e w

in
dow

sill, h
is arm

 w
rapped aroun

d h
er w

aist an
d 

dragged h
er dow

n
 to h

is lap. Sh
e struggled n

ot to squeak
 as sh

e lan
ded 

oddly across h
is th

igh
s. H

is h
an

d pressed on
 h

er stom
ach

 to k
eep h

er close, 
an

d h
e pick

ed up w
ith

 fork
 w

ith
 a soph

isticated tw
irl. 

“N
ow

, w
h

at w
ere you sayin

g about th
e C

h
udley C

an
n

on
s, W

arrin
g-

ton
?” 
T

h
e air w

as still den
se in

 th
e room

 as th
e boys aroun

d th
e table drifted 

back
 in

to frien
dly con

versation
, but H

erm
ion

e w
ish

ed th
ey could prop 

open
 a w

in
dow

. T
h

e h
eat from

 D
raco’s ch

est an
d th

igh
s, th

e feelin
g of h

is 
ribs rum

blin
g in

to h
er ow

n
 w

h
en

ever h
e spok

e, th
e puff of h

ot air across 
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w
as deceptively casual. 

A
 quick

 pause, an
d H

erm
ion

e w
on

dered if h
e w

as tryin
g to figure out 

th
e tim

e. “H
alf-past tw

elve. So w
e—

” 
“P

len
ty of tim

e!” Flin
t clapped D

raco on
 th

e sh
oulder, as if th

e deed 
w

as don
e. “Just a little tour.” H

is eyes rak
ed over H

erm
ion

e’s ch
est an

d 
sh

oulders. “I w
an

t to see w
h

at th
e G

olden
 G

irl th
in

k
s of our little club.” 

H
is h

an
d w

as tigh
t on

 h
er back

, sen
din

g ten
sion

 up h
er spin

e. “I sup-
pose w

e h
ave tw

en
ty m

in
utes.” 

“T
w

en
ty m

in
utes is plen

ty of tim
e for m

e,” P
ucey said w

ith
 a w

in
k

. A
 

laugh
 burst from

 h
is ch

est as h
e dragged M

orten
sen

 out th
e door. A

 gen
tle 

push
 on

 h
er low

er back
, an

d sh
e w

as propelled forw
ard. 

H
erm

ion
e m

em
orized th

e path
 th

ey took
 back

 dow
n

 th
e stairs, tryin

g 
to quell th

e grow
in

g pan
ic in

 h
er ribs. H

arper follow
ed after h

er an
d 

D
raco as th

ey fell in
to step w

ith
 Flin

t an
d P

en
elope, h

is h
an

d on
 h

er back
-

side as h
e ch

atted w
ith

 D
raco about h

is recen
t trip to B

razil. T
h

ey retraced 
th

eir steps back
 th

rough
 th

e h
all past several people still m

in
glin

g in
 cor-

n
ers, h

avin
g h

ush
ed con

versation
s over slosh

in
g drin

k
s. 

P
ush

in
g th

rough
 a door on

 th
e oth

er side, H
erm

ion
e felt th

e low
 

th
rum

m
in

g of a bass drum
, th

e m
usic rh

yth
m

ic an
d sultry. Sh

e closed h
er 

eyes as th
ey w

aited, sum
m

on
in

g w
h

at w
as left of h

er con
trol. T

h
in

k of a 
lake w

ith
 still w

aters. 
T

h
e curtain

s parted, revealin
g th

e girl from
 th

e begin
n

in
g of th

e n
igh

t 
—

 C
h

arlotte —
 w

ith
 a tray of ch

am
pagn

e an
d scotch

. 
“G

en
tlem

en
,” sh

e greeted
 w

ith
 a w

ide sm
ile. H

er lips w
ere still vio-

len
tly red, h

er h
air still fallin

g in
 perfect w

aves. P
robably glam

oured to 
stay th

at w
ay. 

Flin
t pluck

ed a scotch
 from

 h
er tray. “C

h
arlotte, dear,” h

e cooed. “Y
ou 

look
 ravish

in
g. W

h
en

 are you fin
ally goin

g to com
e h

om
e w

ith
 m

e?” H
e 

pouted an
d strok

ed h
er arm

. 
“Flattery w

ill get you everyw
h

ere, M
arcus.” C

h
arlotte w

in
k

ed at h
im

 
an

d turn
ed to offer th

e tray to D
raco. “A

n
d you k

n
ow

 th
e C

arrow
s 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

2
6
6
 

L
oun

ge, gen
tlem

en
?” 

P
ucey an

d M
on

tague quick
ly rose from

 th
eir ch

airs, tak
in

g th
eir girls 

b
y th

e w
aist. G

oyle w
as jostled from

 w
h

ere h
e w

as fallin
g asleep again

st 
Susan

’s sh
oulder. 

H
erm

ion
e rem

em
bered w

h
at Flin

t said earlier. T
hat’s for th

e oth
er 

room
. W

h
at G

oyle did to Susan
 w

as acceptable in
 th

e n
ext room

. 
Surely D

raco w
ouldn

’t tak
e h

er th
ere. T

h
e oth

er room
 w

as clearly in
-

ten
ded for m

uch
 m

ore th
an

 “m
in

or con
tact.” 

H
er h

eart started to poun
d again

, an
d sh

e breath
ed in

, search
in

g for a 
lak

e w
ith

 still w
aters. 

O
n

e b
y on

e, th
e boys gradually led th

eir girls from
 th

e room
. D

raco 
h

un
g back

, tak
in

g h
is tim

e w
ith

 drain
in

g h
is secon

d glass of w
in

e. R
elief 

began
 seepin

g in
to H

erm
ion

e’s vein
s. H

e w
as stallin

g so th
ey could m

ak
e 

an
 easy escape. Sh

e stood silen
tly b

y h
is side, eyes fixed on

 th
e floor as 

Z
abin

i m
urm

ured to h
is girl on

 th
eir w

ay past. 
“D

raco.” H
erm

ion
e look

ed up to fin
d Flin

t stopped in
 th

e doorw
ay 

w
ith

 P
en

elope, P
ucey an

d M
orten

sen
 beh

in
d th

em
. “Y

ou’re com
in

g, of 
course?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s breath

 h
itch

ed. D
raco passed a h

an
d th

rough
 h

is h
air an

d 
said, “I’m

 afraid n
ot. I h

ave an
 im

portan
t call w

ith
 m

y fath
er th

is even
-

in
g.” H

is h
an

d drifted to th
e sm

all of h
er back

, ready to guide h
er out. 

“I k
n

ew
 h

e w
ouldn

’t,” P
ucey slurred in

 Flin
t’s ear. 

“C
om

e n
ow

, D
raco!” Flin

t gestured dram
atically. “I’ve already w

on
 

ten
 G

alleon
s from

 M
on

tague. H
e bet you’d n

ever brin
g h

er to din
n

er.” 
H

e sm
iled an

d poin
ted h

is th
um

b to P
ucey. “T

h
is on

e says w
e couldn

’t get 
h

er in
to th

e L
oun

ge.” 
T

h
e w

ay th
ey grin

n
ed at h

er, th
e w

ay “th
e L

oun
ge” rolled off Flin

t’s 
ton

gue —
 it m

ade H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
 ch

urn
. D

raco forced a sm
ile an

d 
fiddled w

ith
 th

e rin
g on

 h
is th

um
b. 

“P
erh

aps an
oth

er tim
e.” 

Flin
t saun

tered tow
ards th

em
. “W

h
at tim

e is your Floo call?” H
is ton

e 
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h
er n

eck
 w

h
en

ever h
e laugh

ed w
ere in

escapable. Sh
e tried to con

cen
trate, 

tried to listen
 in

 for clues about th
e w

orld outside, but sh
e w

as distracted 
b

y D
raco’s h

an
d on

 h
er stom

ach
, stiff an

d w
arm

. Sh
e tried to sh

ift aw
ay 

from
 h

im
, to m

ak
e h

erself m
ore com

fortable, but h
is h

an
d jum

ped to h
er 

ribs, h
oldin

g h
er, k

eepin
g h

er from
 tw

istin
g about. 

T
h

e oth
er girls stood by th

e w
alls, steppin

g forw
ard to fill th

e em
pty 

glasses. T
en

 m
in

utes after con
versation

 resum
ed, P

en
elope C

learw
ater 

stepped 
forw

ard 
an

d 
reach

ed 
for 

Flin
t’s 

w
in

e. 
H

e 
caugh

t 
h

er 
w

rist 
sm

ooth
ly an

d pulled h
er dow

n
 to h

is lap as w
ell, an

d sh
e stum

bled as Flin
t 

pulled h
er blon

de curls to th
e side. 

H
erm

ion
e felt guilt boilin

g in
 h

er gut w
h

en
 G

oyle tugged dow
n

 Susan
 

B
on

es to h
is lap, w

on
derin

g if sh
e an

d D
raco h

ad started th
is tren

d, or if 
th

e girls n
orm

ally fell in
to th

eir laps after din
n

er. T
h

eo N
ott w

as th
e first 

on
e to offer h

is girl a bite of h
is ch

eese. A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e sm
iled at h

im
 in

 
th

an
k

s, H
erm

ion
e w

on
dered if th

is w
as sim

ply th
e secon

d part of th
e 

even
in

g. W
h

en
 th

e slaves ate th
e scraps from

 th
eir m

asters’ tables. 
T

w
o of th

e girls began
 clearin

g plates, an
d H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed th
e ta-

ble settin
gs disappear en

tirely on
ce th

ey w
ere tak

en
 to th

e creden
za. E

lf 
m

agic h
ere as w

ell, but sh
e w

on
dered at th

e distin
ctly M

uggle task
 of 

clearin
g dish

es, som
eth

in
g n

o w
izardin

g fam
ily did w

ith
out m

agic. 
W

h
en

 on
e of th

em
 reach

ed for M
on

tague’s plate, h
e stabbed at th

em
 

sh
arply w

ith
 th

e tin
es of h

is fork
, an

d th
en

 m
ade a sh

ow
 about eatin

g on
e 

last bite. T
h

e in
tricacies of th

e pow
er dyn

am
ics stun

n
ed h

er. 
From

 th
e boisterous con

versation
s in

 th
e m

iddle of th
e table, sh

e 
started to place th

e oth
er th

ree boys. C
assius W

arrin
gton

, T
erren

ce H
iggs, 

an
d M

iles B
letch

ley. T
h

e en
tire Slyth

erin
 Q

uidditch
 team

, span
n

in
g over 

several years. T
h

e rin
gs m

ade m
ore sen

se to h
er. H

iggs seem
ed th

e least 
en

tertain
ed w

ith
 th

e even
in

g, barely en
joyin

g th
e blon

de th
at h

ad 
dropped in

to h
is lap. 

T
h

e girls started reach
in

g for th
eir ow

n
 ch

eese an
d fruit as th

e boys got 
drun

k
er, several of th

em
 sm

ilin
g an

d preten
din

g to en
joy th

em
selves. Sh

e 
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caugh
t sn

ippets of con
versation

, som
eth

in
g about P

ucey’s aun
t in

 L
iver-

pool, B
letch

ley’s secon
d h

om
e in

 G
erm

an
y, N

ott’s in
jury last m

on
th

. B
ut 

n
oth

in
g stood out as particularly im

portan
t. 

D
raco k

ept to on
e glass of w

in
e, but sh

e w
atch

ed th
e oth

er girls drain
 

th
e decan

ters in
to th

eir m
asters’ glasses. H

erm
ion

e k
ept h

er h
an

ds folded
 

in
 h

er lap an
d h

er eyes dow
n

, fin
din

g th
at w

h
en

 sh
e look

ed aroun
d th

e 
table sh

e w
ould alw

ays catch
 th

e eyes of on
e of th

em
. 

“D
raco,” Flin

t called across th
e table, h

is ch
eek

s flush
ed w

ith
 th

e w
in

e 
an

d h
is fin

gers playin
g w

ith
 P

en
elope’s curls. “Sin

ce w
e w

on
’t b

e gettin
g 

a taste, tell us a bit about G
ran

ger. Is sh
e just as fiery in

 th
e bedroom

?” 
A

 guffaw
 or tw

o, th
en

 th
e table w

en
t silen

t. A
n

d D
raco’s fin

gertips 
tw

itch
ed again

st h
er ribs. Sh

e felt th
e press of th

em
 as h

er breath
 exh

aled 
slow

ly. Sh
e h

eard h
is th

roat click
 as h

e sw
allow

ed. 
“W

h
at do you w

an
t to k

n
ow

?” H
e lifted h

is w
in

e glass, drain
in

g it. 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er h

eartbeat again
st th

e ch
am

pagn
e glass sh

e h
eld tigh

tly 
betw

een
 fin

gers. 
“Sh

e just as sw
otty in

 bed?” 
L

augh
ter clattered again

st th
e spoon

s, an
d sh

e lifted h
er h

ead to fin
d 

every eye on
 h

er, h
un

gry w
ith

 lust or cruel am
usem

en
t. Sh

e blin
k

ed dow
n

 
again

, h
er ch

eek
s burn

in
g. 

“In
 th

e begin
n

in
g,” D

raco said fin
ally, a low

 h
um

 th
rough

 h
er back

. 
“N

ow
 sh

e k
n

ow
s h

ow
 to relax —

 to avoid pun
ish

m
en

t.” 
Sh

e felt a sh
iver at h

er sh
oulder blades, spreadin

g outw
ards an

d sin
k

in
g 

in
to h

er sk
in

. 
“W

h
at’s h

er cun
t lik

e?” M
on

tague ask
ed, bitin

g back
 a sm

irk
. 

“D
elicious.” 

T
h

ere w
as stilln

ess, an
d H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t perh
aps D

raco h
ad said th

e 
w

ron
g th

in
g. B

ecause it w
ouldn

’t b
e n

ecessary to…
 it w

ouldn
’t b

e som
e-

th
in

g th
at h

e’d…
 th

at th
ey’d—

 
“Y

ou m
ak

e h
er com

e?” G
oyle ask

ed, voicin
g h

er con
cern

s w
ith

 a gri-
m

ace. 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 15

 

2
6
5
 

“T
h

in
k

 your M
udblood is too good to do our clean

in
g, D

raco?” 
“I do, actually. I don

’t usually let 65,0
0

0
 G

alleon
s drop on

 th
e floor.” 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed back
 an

d forth
 betw

een
 th

em
. E

very oth
er girl h

ad 
gon

e to th
eir k

n
ees, begin

n
in

g to clean
 w

h
ile th

e boys w
atch

ed an
d 

started drin
k

in
g again

. 
“Sh

e’s still just a M
udblood,” Flin

t said slow
ly, a sm

irk
 partin

g h
is lips 

to reveal h
is perfect, n

ew
 teeth

. “R
igh

t, D
raco?” 

T
h

ere w
as a ch

allen
ge in

 h
is voice, an

d D
raco stared h

im
 dow

n
. Sh

e 
w

atch
ed B

laise pop a bottle of ch
am

pagn
e w

ith
 ease, h

is eyes on
 Flin

t an
d 

D
raco w

ith
 an

 air of in
differen

ce. 
D

raco released h
er w

rist. Sh
e quick

ly fell to h
er k

n
ees, relish

in
g th

e 
first tim

e in
 h

ours th
at th

ere w
eren

’t th
ousan

ds of eyes on
 h

er. Sh
e craw

led 
forw

ard, feelin
g glass diggin

g in
to h

er palm
s an

d k
n

ees, an
d savored th

e 
pain

 of it. Sh
e h

ad to b
e stron

g —
 for G

in
n

y, for R
on

. For H
arry. For all 

of th
e slaves w

h
o w

ere sufferin
g h

orrors an
d figh

tin
g battles H

erm
ion

e 
could on

ly im
agin

e. 
B

ut w
h

ile pluck
in

g up pieces of ch
eese an

d bread an
d siph

on
in

g out th
e 

glass, th
e laugh

ter started again
, th

reaten
in

g h
er resolve. T

ears filled h
er 

eyes on
ce m

ore, an
d sh

e sn
iffed, barely h

oldin
g th

em
 at bay. 

H
er h

an
d m

et an
oth

er un
der th

e table. Sh
e look

ed up an
d foun

d n
in

e 
girls starin

g at h
er w

ith
 w

eary eyes, h
oldin

g h
an

ds w
ith

 each
 oth

er. H
er 

breath
 rattled as th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de grabbed h

er oth
er h

an
d. B

arely a 
h

eartbeat passed before th
e n

in
e of th

em
 con

tin
ued m

ovin
g, gath

erin
g 

food an
d pullin

g glass out of th
eir k

n
ees. 

T
h

ese girls h
ad survived th

e past tw
o m

on
th

s an
d w

ould con
tin

ue to 
survive. Sh

e could survive on
e n

igh
t an

d a fraction
 of th

e h
orror. P

uttin
g 

a stopper on
 th

e overflow
in

g bottle of h
er em

otion
s, sh

e cam
e to h

er feet 
an

d stood n
ext to D

raco’s ch
air. Sh

e focused on
 a book

sh
elf, an

d im
agin

ed 
th

e pages fillin
g w

ith
 th

e im
ages of th

is even
in

g un
til th

ey sn
apped sh

ut 
an

d slid in
to forgotten

 dusty sh
elf. 

It w
asn

’t lon
g before Flin

t stood an
d said, “Sh

all w
e m

ove to th
e 
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“N
ow

 th
ere w

as a pair of lips I’d lik
e aroun

d m
y cock

,” M
on

tague con
-

tin
ued. “W

ish
 A

very w
ould h

ave given
 m

e a turn
 w

h
en

 h
e w

as don
e w

ith
 

h
er—

” 
G

oyle’s glass sh
attered —

 a spray of crystal sh
ards across th

e din
n

er ta-
ble. Fruit an

d ch
eese explodin

g outw
ards an

d boun
cin

g aw
ay. T

h
e boys 

scattered to th
eir feet, an

d a pressure released in
 h

er ch
est as D

raco spun
 

h
er body aw

ay, h
is w

an
d already in

 h
is h

an
d. 

L
ook

in
g dow

n
 at h

is h
an

d in
 am

azem
en

t, G
oyle flexed h

is fin
gers, 

glass an
d blood in

 h
is palm

. Susan
 craw

led out from
 un

der th
e table. 

H
erm

ion
e breath

ed deep. 
H

er m
agic. 

D
raco look

ed dow
n

 at h
er in

 sh
ock

, h
is ch

in
 bum

pin
g h

er n
ose. H

e sat 
h

er uprigh
t, h

is arm
s releasin

g th
eir grip. 

M
arcus Flin

t w
as th

e first to start laugh
in

g. “M
erlin

, G
oyle! D

on
’t get 

too excited!” 
P

ucey an
d M

on
tague join

ed, jostlin
g G

oyle —
 ribbin

g h
im

 for squeez-
in

g h
is glass so h

ard th
at it sh

attered. 
“Y

ou’d th
in

k
 h

e’d n
ever been

 suck
ed off before!” 

“Serves you righ
t for startin

g th
e fun

 too soon
.” 

G
oyle sm

iled as h
e adjusted h

is trousers, assum
in

g respon
sib

ility. B
laise 

reen
tered w

ith
 arm

s full of bottles, an
d laugh

ed as h
e took

 in
 th

e scen
e. 

Flin
t, w

ith
 a sm

arm
y grin

, turn
ed to th

e girls aroun
d th

e table an
d said, 

“L
adies. O

n
 all fours.” 

D
raco’s fin

gers tw
itch

ed on
 h

er ribs, an
d h

e glared at Flin
t. 

“I w
an

t every piece of glass pick
ed up, every bit of food gath

ered, an
d 

every boot k
issed,” Flin

t said, grin
n

in
g at D

raco. Several of th
e girls h

ad 
already dropped to th

eir k
n

ees, gath
erin

g glass. 
H

erm
ion

e tried to calm
 h

er racin
g h

eart. L
osin

g con
trol lik

e sh
e just 

h
ad w

as too dan
gerous. Sh

e push
ed aw

ay all th
ough

ts of G
in

n
y an

d tuck
ed

 
th

em
 in

to a corn
er of h

er book
sh

elf. Stan
din

g to start clean
in

g up, sh
e 

w
as stopped b

y D
raco’s h

an
d on

 h
er w

rist. 
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“U
sually m

ore th
an

 on
ce,” h

e said, as if h
e’d been

 ask
ed about th

e 
w

eath
er. “N

ot in
 th

e begin
n

in
g of course. A

n
d if sh

e’s m
isbeh

avin
g I 

don
’t both

er.” 
H

erm
ion

e ch
an

ced a glan
ce up an

d caugh
t th

e eyes of an
oth

er L
ot be-

fore th
e girl look

ed dow
n

 sh
am

efully, as if H
erm

ion
e h

ad just discovered 
h

er ow
n

 secret. P
erh

aps it w
asn

’t as un
h

eard of to m
ak

e th
eir partn

ers or-
gasm

. 
“W

ith
 th

e potion
 or w

ith
out?” on

e of th
em

 ask
ed dubiously. 

H
er eyes flick

ed up to P
en

elope. T
h

e potion
 —

 th
e on

e M
arcus Flin

t 
h

ad adm
in

istered to P
an

sy an
d P

en
elope. B

efore ton
igh

t, H
erm

ion
e on

ly 
h

ad an
 idea of w

h
at it did. N

ow
 sh

e un
derstood. 

“W
ith

out,” D
raco sn

eered. “It’s so m
uch

 m
ore satisfyin

g —
 n

o of-
fen

se, M
arcus —

 to h
ave th

em
 m

oan
in

g an
d beggin

g for it all b
y th

em
-

selves, don
’t you th

in
k

?” H
is h

an
d lifted off h

er ribs an
d reach

ed for a curl, 
tw

istin
g it ligh

tly. “A
n

d th
e soun

ds sh
e m

ak
es,” h

e h
um

m
ed. Sh

e could
 

feel h
is breath

 on
 h

er ch
eek

. H
er ribs refused to expan

d, h
oldin

g to h
ear 

w
h

at h
e h

ad to say. “W
h

en
 sh

e’s close, it’s just lik
e sh

e’s back
 in

 class, an
x-

ious to get an
 an

sw
er righ

t. C
an

’t stop m
ovin

g, can
’t sh

ut h
er m

outh
.” 

Sh
e stared dow

n
 at th

e tablecloth
, strugglin

g to breath
e. H

er stom
ach

 w
as 

tigh
t as h

is fin
gers th

readed in
 th

e h
air beh

in
d h

er ear, tiltin
g h

er face to 
h

im
. “I’d rath

er slide in
to h

er w
h

en
 sh

e’s w
et, an

d h
atin

g h
erself for it.” 

Sh
e k

ept h
er eyes on

 h
is collar, un

able to m
eet h

is eyes. It’s just a gam
e, 

sh
e told h

erself. H
e doesn

’t m
ean

 an
y of it. T

h
e w

in
e brough

t a flush
 to h

is 
n

eck
, th

e pin
k

 splotch
es attach

ed to h
is th

roat as h
e sw

allow
ed. 

H
e’d played h

is role w
ell. It w

asn
’t un

til Z
abin

i spok
e th

at sh
e realized 

th
e boys w

ere death
ly quiet. 

“I h
ave to say, I’m

 th
e sam

e,” h
e said, an

 air of levity in
 h

is ton
e, as if 

h
e w

as politely ch
an

gin
g th

e subject from
 som

eth
in

g particularly n
asty. 

“N
ever been

 on
e to use sex for pun

ish
m

en
t, m

yself. B
ut”—

h
e n

odded to 
Flin

t—
”I do appreciate th

at potion
 som

e days.” Z
abin

i raised h
is glass. 

“T
o M

arcus’ in
gen

uity.” 
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T
h

ey toasted, an
d Flin

t grin
n

ed. “I’ll h
ave a fresh

 batch
 n

ext w
eek

.” 
H

e turn
ed a calculated sm

irk
 on

 D
raco an

d said, “I’d b
e h

on
ored if M

iss 
G

ran
ger w

ould partak
e. O

n
 th

e h
ouse, of course.” 

A
 ten

se pause. E
yes on

 h
er, eyes flick

erin
g betw

een
 D

raco an
d Flin

t. 
D

raco tilted h
is h

ead, an
d sh

e could feel th
e breath

 h
e drew

 before reply-
in

g, “Y
ou’re too k

in
d.” 

M
arcus Flin

t w
in

k
ed at h

im
, an

d drain
ed th

e rest of h
is w

in
e glass. 

“I fin
d th

at on
ce th

ey’ve h
ad th

e potion
, th

ey’re m
ore am

en
able th

e 
n

ext tim
e,” on

e of th
em

 said. 
A

n
oth

er agreed. 
A

n
d sh

e listen
ed to th

em
 trade stories about th

e girls in
 th

eir laps or 
girls in

 th
e past, as if th

ey w
ere all back

 in
 th

e Slyth
erin

 Q
uidditch

 ch
an

g-
in

g room
s. T

h
e laugh

ter started again
. M

on
tague told a particularly n

asty 
story about a girl h

e’d been
 w

ith
 at H

ogw
arts an

d h
e boun

ced th
e girl on

 
h

is lap in
 a crude im

itation
 of it, jostlin

g h
er un

til sh
e spilled h

er ch
am

-
pagn

e glass. 
H

erm
ion

e tried to focus on
 th

e girls, th
e exits, th

e sh
arp cutlery —

 
an

yth
in

g but th
e h

orren
dous display of m

asculin
ity an

d sexuality. O
r th

e 
w

ay D
raco’s h

an
d stayed in

 h
er curls, th

readin
g an

d tw
istin

g softly. W
ar-

rin
gton

 h
ad begun

 to run
 h

is h
an

ds over h
is girl’s h

ips an
d stom

ach
, an

d 
H

erm
ion

e saw
 a sliver of h

er k
n

ick
ers as h

er dress slid up. O
n

e of th
e girls 

passin
g out fruit an

d sw
eets sm

iled dem
urely every tim

e a w
an

derin
g h

an
d

 
squeezed h

er back
side or drifted up th

e side of h
er th

igh
. M

arcus Flin
t’s 

lips traveled alon
g P

en
elope’s n

eck
 in

 betw
een

 con
versation

 w
ith

 h
is 

frien
ds, an

d Susan
 B

on
es look

ed as if sh
e m

igh
t b

e sick
 as G

oyle turn
ed 

h
er to straddle h

im
 in

 th
e ch

air. 
H

erm
ion

e felt acid in
 h

er th
roat, burn

in
g aw

ay at h
er lun

gs. If th
is is 

w
h

at h
appen

ed in
 public, sh

e couldn
’t even

 im
agin

e w
h

at th
e private af-

fairs con
sisted of. N

ot even
 th

e slow
 rub

 of D
raco’s th

um
b

 beh
in

d h
er ear 

could distract h
er from

 th
e tigh

tn
ess in

 h
er ch

est. 
T

h
e boys w

ere talk
in

g over each
 oth

er, louder an
d

 louder. Sh
e felt 
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D
raco laugh

 w
h

en
 N

ott m
ade a jok

e, bellow
 w

h
en

 P
ucey dared Flin

t to 
ch

ug th
e rest of h

is bottle, ch
uck

le w
h

en
 B

laise w
en

t to grab
 m

ore w
in

e. 
A

s h
er eyes follow

ed B
laise out, th

ey lan
ded on

 G
oyle push

in
g on

 Susan
’s 

sh
oulders, urgin

g h
er dow

n
 to h

er k
n

ees. 
Sh

e gasped, ch
ok

in
g on

 th
e air. N

o on
e batted an

 eye. O
n

e m
ore glan

ce 
sh

ow
ed Susan

’s sh
ak

in
g fin

gers un
buck

lin
g G

oyle’s trousers, h
er face pale 

but resign
ed. 

Sh
e couldn

’t breath
e. T

h
is w

as th
eir fate n

ow
 —

 reduced to w
h

ores at 
a pure-blood party, servin

g th
eir food an

d w
in

e an
d sm

ilin
g w

h
ile th

ey 
w

ere groped an
d raped. H

er eyes blurred as tears sprun
g. Sh

e un
derstood 

n
ow

 w
h

y G
in

n
y couldn

’t “play n
ice,” despite w

h
at it m

ust h
ave cost h

er. 
D

raco’s h
an

d m
oved to th

e back
 of h

er n
eck

, sen
sin

g th
e ten

sion
 in

 
h

er body, th
e ch

an
ge in

 h
er breath

in
g. D

isgust an
d guilt dripped in

to h
er 

vein
s lik

e poison
, sick

en
ed to th

in
k

 th
at sh

e felt safe w
ith

 h
im

 w
h

ile th
e 

rest of th
em

 w
ere forced in

to th
is. 

Sh
e felt h

im
 freeze th

e m
om

en
t h

e discovered w
h

at h
ad disturbed h

er. 
“R

eally, G
oyle?” D

raco h
issed, cuttin

g th
rough

 th
e n

oise an
d laugh

ter. 
H

erm
ion

e jum
ped w

ith
 th

e soun
d of it again

st h
er ear. “N

ot at th
e din

n
er 

table.” 
Several of th

e boys ch
uck

led as realization
 daw

n
ed, lean

in
g over th

e 
table to w

atch
. 

“W
an

ted dessert,” G
oyle m

uttered, h
ead tiltin

g an
d eyes rollin

g back
, 

h
is w

in
e glass clutch

ed in
 h

is h
an

d. 
“Y

ou k
n

ow
 th

at’s for th
e oth

er room
, G

reg,” Flin
t said disapprovin

gly. 
H

is free h
an

d reach
ed dow

n
, grabbin

g Susan
’s h

air. “A
lm

ost don
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e bit back

 th
e bile risin

g, sh
ak

in
g h

er sk
in

 an
d tw

istin
g 

aroun
d h

er lik
e in

k
. Sh

e still couldn
’t breath

e. E
ven

 w
ith

 D
raco’s h

an
d on

 
h

er n
eck

, tellin
g h

er to be calm
, sh

e couldn
’t drow

n
 out th

e soun
ds as 

Susan
 gurgled an

d ch
ok

ed. 
“W

on
der if B

on
es gives it as good as W

easley did.” 
H

er eye tw
itch

ed. H
er sh

allow
 breath

 felt lik
e ice in

 h
er ch

est. 


