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“Sin
ce th

is appears to b
e a…

 difficult order for you to follow
, on

e m
igh

t 
h

ope you w
ould at least tak

e n
ecessary precaution

s.” H
e paused delicately. 

“H
ow

ever, m
y w

ife tells m
e th

at you declin
ed a C

on
traceptive P

otion
.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed at h

im
. T

h
e ch

oppin
g k

n
ives ceased. E

ven
 R

em
m

y 
seem

ed surprised, before turn
in

g to glare at h
er lik

e sh
e w

as an
 idiot. 

“T
h

e elves w
ill b

e stock
in

g your cabin
ets w

ith
 th

e potion
 ton

igh
t. 

E
ach

 dose is effective for exactly th
irty days.” 

O
utrage began

 prick
lin

g th
rough

 h
er sh

ock
. Sh

e open
ed h

er m
outh

 to 
defen

d h
erself. 

“L
et m

e b
e very clear, M

iss G
ran

ger. I expect you to drin
k

 it w
h

eth
er 

or n
ot you are curren

tly h
avin

g in
tercourse w

ith
 m

y son
.” H

e look
ed back

 
dow

n
 at th

e w
eek

’s m
en

u, scribbled h
is n

am
e w

ith
 a quill, an

d h
an

ded it 
to R

em
m

y w
ith

 a careless flourish
. “If you still refuse, th

e elves are un
der 

in
struction

 to dose your m
eals w

ith
 it.” 

H
erm

ion
e n

arrow
ed h

er eyes, fury lick
in

g h
er vein

s. “A
ssum

in
g I ig-

n
ore your w

ildly in
vasive accusation

 th
at I’m

—
I’m

—
” 

“H
avin

g sex w
ith

 m
y son

,” h
e offered. 

“—
m

igh
t I ask

 w
h

at D
raco’s con

traceptive respon
sibility is in

 all th
is?” 

L
ucius lifted a cool brow

. “H
e h

as already been
 given

 in
struction

s an
d 

is blatan
tly disobeyin

g th
em

. I’m
 afraid I don

’t trust h
im

 to rem
em

ber 
th

e C
on

traception
 C

h
arm

 every tim
e you tw

o h
appen

 to fin
d yourselves 

alon
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s ears burn

ed. L
ucius sm

irk
ed at h

er before glan
cin

g at th
e 

elves to h
is righ

t, w
h

o quick
ly resum

ed th
eir ch

oppin
g. 

“M
y w

ife is opposed to m
y m

ore... strin
gen

t suggestion
s, so m

y com
-

prom
ise w

as to com
e to you first. Y

ou can
n

ot becom
e pregn

an
t.” 

Som
eth

in
g stran

ge bubbled th
rough

 h
er, closin

g h
er th

roat. “O
f 

course, M
r. M

alfoy.” Sh
e felt h

er eye tw
itch

. “I w
ould h

ate for a M
udblood 

to sully your pristin
e fam

ily lin
e.” 

H
is lips tw

isted in
 a grin

 th
at didn

’t reach
 h

is eyes. H
e stepped tow

ard 
h

er, an
d sh

e fough
t th

e urge to retreat. 
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“A
m

 I correct to assum
e you are acquain

ted w
ith

 M
iss M

orten
sen

, 
A

drian
 P

ucey’s L
ot?” H

e tilted h
is h

ead at h
er, an

d sh
e blin

k
ed an

d n
od-

ded slow
ly. “T

h
e im

beciles w
h

o exam
in

ed h
er before th

e A
uction

 decided 
to spare h

er from
 full sterilization

, just as th
ey did w

ith
 you. Sh

e becam
e 

pregn
an

t.” H
e tapped h

is fin
gers on

 th
e table, w

atch
in

g h
er. H

erm
ion

e 
sw

allow
ed as blood poun

ded in
 h

er ears. “M
iss M

orten
sen

 is a M
uggle-

born
. P

er our n
ew

 law
s, th

e fetus w
as rem

oved. I’m
 told sh

e w
as fully con

-
scious an

d forced to w
atch

. D
oloh

ov h
im

self did th
e h

on
ors.” 

B
ile rose in

 H
erm

ion
e’s th

roat. L
ucius took

 a deep breath
. 

“Y
ou are un

der far m
ore scrutin

y th
an

 M
iss M

orten
sen

. In
 part due to 

your con
n

ection
 to H

arry P
otter”—

h
is lip curled—

”an
d in

 part due to 
th

e foolish
 ch

oices of m
y son

. H
idin

g you aw
ay for n

in
e m

on
th

s w
ould b

e 
n

igh
 im

possible. If you w
ere to becom

e pregn
an

t, w
e couldn

’t protect th
e 

ch
ild. A

n
d I w

ill do everyth
in

g in
 m

y pow
er to preven

t in
flictin

g th
at 

k
in

d of pain
 on

 m
y son

. A
n

d m
y w

ife.” 
H

erm
ion

e felt a spreadin
g n

um
bn

ess splin
terin

g out from
 h

er ch
est, 

run
n

in
g dow

n
 h

er arm
s an

d in
to h

er fin
gertips. 

“So,” L
ucius said, stan

din
g tall an

d seem
in

g to brush
 aw

ay th
e con

ver-
sation

 lik
e lin

t from
 h

is cloak
. “Y

ou w
ill tak

e th
e potion

. Is th
at clear?” 

H
er stubborn

 streak
 begged h

er to dem
an

d w
h

eth
er h

e’d said an
yth

in
g 

again
st th

ose law
s. O

r w
h

eth
er h

e’d sim
ply h

elped spread th
em

. In
 Sw

it-
zerlan

d, R
om

an
ia, an

d all th
e oth

er places h
e’d disappeared to on

 V
olde-

m
ort’s orders. 
B

ut h
er ration

al m
in

d k
n

ew
 h

e w
as righ

t. Sh
e didn

’t w
an

t a ch
ild. N

ot 
lik

e th
is. 

A
s sh

e n
odded slow

ly, sh
e w

on
dered if L

ucius w
ould m

ourn
 th

e loss of 
an

 un
born

, h
alf-blood gran

dch
ild in

 th
e sam

e w
ay h

e th
ough

t h
is w

ife 
an

d son
 w

ould. O
r if h

is pure-blood ideologies w
ould preven

t h
im

 from
 

th
in

k
in

g of a poten
tial pregn

an
cy as an

yth
in

g oth
er th

an
 a disgraceful 

in
con

ven
ien

ce. 
H

e exam
in

ed h
er, seem

in
gly satisfied th

at h
is dem

an
ds h

ad sun
k

 in
. 
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“C
om

e w
ith

 m
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes w

iden
ed as L

ucius sw
ept tow

ard th
e sm

all doorw
ay, 

duck
in

g sm
ooth

ly w
ith

 a practiced ease, an
d paused just outside th

e 
th

resh
old. 

“I w
on

’t ask
 tw

ice, M
iss G

ran
ger.” 

Sh
e stum

bled to follow
 h

im
, h

er m
in

d reelin
g. H

e m
oved th

rough
 th

e 
corridor quick

ly, n
ot both

erin
g to spare h

er a back
w

ard glan
ce. H

e fin
ally 

stopped at a w
in

dow
 overlook

in
g th

e garden
s. 

“W
e h

ave eleven
 elves in

 total at M
alfoy M

an
or,” h

e said con
versation

-
ally, on

ce sh
e join

ed h
im

 at th
e w

in
dow

. “Four k
itch

en
 elves for feasts. 

W
h

en
 th

e size of th
e fam

ily is sm
all an

d th
ere are n

o extravagan
t feasts, 

T
om

-T
om

 an
d H

avy double as tidy elves, alon
g w

ith
 B

oppy, Y
ipper, an

d 
C

af. Y
ipper is our youn

gest; h
e is B

oppy’s son
.” H

e poin
ted out th

e w
in

dow
. 

“H
ix, th

ere, is our h
ead groun

ds elf. H
e w

ork
s alon

gside Jot an
d M

ck
. Y

ou 
m

ay n
ever catch

 sigh
t of M

ck
. H

e’s terribly sh
y. M

ippy, as you k
n

ow
, is 

som
eth

in
g of a person

al elf to m
y w

ife.” 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed h

er gaze on
 L

ucius, astoun
ded. H

e w
as still m

ovin
g 

pieces on
 h

is ch
essboard, ten

 paces ah
ead

 of h
er. “W

h
y are you tellin

g m
e 

th
is?” 
H

e k
ept h

is eyes out th
e w

in
dow

. “Y
ou lik

e elves, do you n
ot?” 

“I—
” 

H
e spun

 aw
ay from

 th
e w

in
dow

 an
d m

oved brisk
ly dow

n
 th

e corridor. 
“D

o you k
n

ow
 w

h
ere th

e elves sleep, M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

Sh
e h

uffed an
d jogged to k

eep up w
ith

 h
im

. “N
o, but I still don

’t un
-

derstan
d—

” 
“N

o on
e but th

e elves can
 fin

d th
eir bedroom

s.” H
e stopped in

 fron
t 

of a tapestry an
d w

aited for h
er to catch

 up. 
H

erm
ion

e gaped at h
im

. “W
h

y?” 
“T

h
e M

an
or h

as m
an

y secrets. Som
e are k

n
ow

n
 to th

e im
m

ediate fam
-

ily, som
e on

ly b
y m

e. O
th

ers are still yet to b
e revealed, if an

d w
h

en
 th

e 
M

an
or deem

s it pruden
t.” 
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“B
ut w

h
y are you tellin

g m
e?” 

“D
o you k

n
ow

 th
e artist of th

is piece, M
iss G

ran
ger?” H

e gestured to 
th

e tapestry, ign
orin

g h
er question

. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
im

. “N
o?” 

“T
h

e M
an

or h
as a vast collection

 of art an
d an

tiques.” H
e eyed h

er 
coolly. “T

h
ough

 n
ot all of th

e furn
iture is treated w

ith
 th

e respect it de-
serves.” 

Sh
e blush

ed. 
Sh

e spen
t th

e n
ext tw

en
ty m

in
utes in

 a slow
 w

alk
 back

 to th
e library as 

L
ucius M

alfoy led h
er th

rough
 th

e M
an

or, poin
tin

g out fam
ily h

eir-
loom

s, th
e arch

itecture, even
 h

idden
 corridors. H

erm
ion

e felt a bit dizzy, 
h

er m
in

d still tryin
g to suss out h

is gam
e. P

erh
aps forcin

g h
er to b

e h
is 

captive audien
ce w

as som
e w

ay of dem
on

stratin
g con

trol over h
er. 

T
h

ey stopped at th
e library doors. L

ucius folded h
is h

an
ds beh

in
d h

is 
back

 an
d spun

 to face h
er. “A

n
d w

h
at, pray tell, are you research

in
g so 

diligen
tly th

ese days, M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

H
er h

eart poun
ded in

 its ribcage. If h
e k

n
ew

, h
e’d certain

ly put a stop 
to it. 

Sh
e cleared h

er th
roat, an

d closed th
e book

s in
 h

er m
in

d. “I foun
d a 

scroll th
at I believe w

as w
ritten

 b
y on

e of th
e earliest m

agical com
m

un
i-

ties in
 E

gypt. I’ve dated it aroun
d th

e 8th
 cen

tury B
.C

., but I w
on

’t k
n

ow
 

for certain
 un

til I can
 tran

slate it.” 
L

ucius raised a brow
. H

er h
eartbeat quick

en
ed. 

“I k
n

ow
 it soun

ds silly, but A
n

cien
t R

un
es w

as on
e of m

y favorite sub-
jects, an

d it’s…
 it’s n

ice to h
ave som

e n
orm

alcy.” Sh
e trailed off, blin

k
in

g. 
T

h
in

k
in

g about h
er old classes brough

t a gen
uin

e lum
p to h

er th
roat. 

“A
n

d th
is w

ould b
e an

 in
credible con

tribution
 if I succeed. It m

igh
t even

 
b

e from
 on

e of th
e lost cities—

” 
“Fascin

atin
g.” H

is voice w
as th

ick
 w

ith
 sarcasm

. “A
n

d m
igh

t I ask
 w

h
y 

m
y son

 is so eager to h
elp w

ith
 th

is little project?” 
“I ask

ed h
im

,” said H
erm

ion
e quick

ly. “H
e’s a good study partn

er.” 
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Sh
e flush

ed in
 spite of h

erself. “W
e m

ay get distracted at tim
es, but w

e’ve 
m

ade sign
ifican

t progress.” 
L

ucius slow
ly curled h

is lips. “V
ery w

ell. D
o rem

em
ber to tak

e th
at P

o-
tion

, M
iss G

ran
ger.” H

e turn
ed on

 h
is h

eel an
d left h

er at th
e doorw

ay. 
H

erm
ion

e stared after h
im

. T
h

ere w
as n

o w
ay to k

n
ow

 w
h

eth
er h

e’d 
bough

t it —
 on

ly tim
e w

ould tell. Sh
e sigh

ed h
eavily an

d push
ed th

rough
 

th
e library doors. 
D

raco’s h
ead sn

apped up from
 w

h
ere h

e loom
ed over th

eir research
 ta-

ble. H
e didn

’t so m
uch

 as blin
k

 as sh
e m

ade h
er w

ay over to m
eet h

im
. 

“W
ell?” 
Sh

e sh
rugged. “I don

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
ere to begin

. T
h

e w
h

ole th
in

g w
as 

just…
 odd, really.” 

R
elief flick

ered in
 h

is eyes. H
e m

oved quick
ly aroun

d th
e table an

d 
placed h

is h
an

ds on
 h

er h
ips. “Start at th

e begin
n

in
g.” 

Sh
e rose to h

er toes to place a k
iss again

st h
is lips. H

is h
an

ds slid up to 
h

er w
aist, an

d h
e k

issed h
er slow

ly before pullin
g aw

ay. “W
h

at did m
y 

fath
er w

an
t,” h

e w
h

ispered. 
A

n
d sudden

ly, th
e idea of tellin

g D
raco th

at sh
e w

ould soon
 b

e on
 a 

C
on

traceptive P
otion

 w
as ten

 tim
es as em

barrassin
g as an

y discussion
 

sh
e’d h

ad w
ith

 L
ucius or N

arcissa. Sh
e felt a blush

 spreadin
g across h

er 
ch

eek
bon

es, an
d decided th

at w
ith

 h
er body pressed to h

is —
 w

ith
 h

is 
h

an
ds rubbin

g sen
suous circles on

 h
er w

aist —
 it w

asn
’t th

e tim
e to m

en
-

tion
 sex. 

“H
e…

 h
e w

an
ted to in

troduce m
e to th

e h
ouse-elves. A

n
d bore m

e w
ith

 
k

n
ow

ledge of th
e portrait curation

 in
 th

e w
est w

in
g.” Sh

e laugh
ed. 

D
raco’s brow

s furrow
ed. “R

eally?” 
“R

eally. I th
in

k
 it w

as just an
 excuse to n

ag m
e about us sn

oggin
g on

 
h

is ch
aise. O

h
, an

d h
e ask

ed w
h

at w
e w

ere studyin
g.” 

“M
aybe h

e w
as tryin

g to distract you.” D
raco look

ed over at th
e door, 

as if h
e could suss out h

is fath
er’s in

ten
tion

s. “W
h

at did you tell h
im

?” 
“T

h
at you’re h

elpin
g m

e tran
slate an

 an
cien

t E
gyptian

 scroll. Speak
in

g 
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of distraction
s,” H

erm
ion

e said, slidin
g out of h

is em
brace an

d turn
in

g 
to th

e book
s. “I’d lik

e to get som
e th

in
gs don

e today.” 
H

e lean
ed over h

er, pressin
g h

is fron
t to h

er back
side an

d reach
in

g for 
a book

 in
 th

e cen
ter of th

e table. “H
ow

 am
 I supposed to get an

yth
in

g 
don

e w
h

en
 you’re w

earin
g th

ese sh
orts,” h

e w
h

ispered. 
Sh

e sh
ivered an

d suppressed a grin
. “Y

ou could alw
ays tran

sfigure th
em

 
in

to som
eth

in
g less distractin

g.” 
H

is lips ran
 over h

er ear as h
e m

urm
ured, “N

ot a ch
an

ce.” 

>
 

H
avin

g L
ucius h

om
e h

ad ren
ew

ed H
erm

ion
e’s sen

se of urgen
cy. T

h
ere 

w
as n

o guaran
tee h

e w
ouldn

’t storm
 in

 at an
y m

om
en

t an
d sh

ut th
eir re-

search
 dow

n
 in

 th
e blin

k
 of an

 eye. T
h

e th
ough

t terrified h
er. 

L
ucius h

ad been
 un

able to atten
d din

n
er last n

igh
t, so H

erm
ion

e an
d 

D
raco h

ad w
ork

ed late in
to th

e n
igh

t —
 truly w

ork
in

g. D
raco h

ad been
 

particularly grum
py w

h
en

 th
ey fin

ally turn
ed in

, but agreed to m
eet h

er 
at eigh

t o’clock
 th

e n
ext m

orn
in

g n
on

eth
eless. 

T
w

o h
ours in

to th
eir m

orn
in

g, H
erm

ion
e w

as curled up n
ext to h

im
 

on
 th

e loveseat, h
alfw

ay fin
ish

ed w
ith

 sk
im

m
in

g h
er eigh

th
 book

, an
d 

still n
o closer to fin

din
g th

e lan
guage source of th

e seven
th

 cluster of 
run

es. 
Sh

e sh
ifted an

d lean
ed forw

ard, tak
in

g a lon
g sip of coffee. H

er stom
-

ach
 tw

isted w
ith

 an
xiety. T

h
ere h

ad to b
e a sh

ortcut. E
ven

 if sh
e did locate 

th
e source, th

ey w
ere still look

in
g at m

on
th

s, if n
ot years, to tran

slate a 
sin

gle journ
al. T

h
e O

rder didn
’t h

ave th
at luxury. 

Sh
e pressed h

er lips togeth
er an

d set dow
n

 h
er coffee cup. “H

ow
 is 

T
h

eo?” 
D

raco look
ed up from

 th
e tran

slation
 h

e h
ad been

 w
ork

in
g on

 for th
e 

past w
eek

 —
 still on

 th
e first paragraph

 of a Scourer journ
al —

 an
d rubbed 

h
is eyes in

 a bleary, k
itten

ish
 w

ay th
at m

ade h
er stom

ach
 flip. 

“Y
ou’ll rem

em
ber,” h

is deep voice grum
bled, “th

at I don
’t give a fuck
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as h
e turn

ed back
 to h

er. “Y
ou h

ave to prom
ise m

e you’ll get O
liver out.” 

H
er lips parted, sym

path
y sw

eepin
g th

rough
 h

er vein
s. 

“A
s soon

 as possible. T
h

e first w
ave,” h

e clarified. “T
h

in
gs h

ave been
 

w
orse for h

im
 w

ith
 m

y fath
er’s state of m

in
d. H

is failures…
” T

h
eo sw

al-
low

ed, an
d h

e blin
k

ed rapidly. “H
e tak

es it out on
 O

liver.” 
“I sw

ear it.” Sh
e clutch

ed th
e journ

al to h
er ch

est. “I’ll m
ak

e sure O
li-

ver is a priority.” 
T

h
eo’s eyes h

arden
ed as h

e fin
ally look

ed to D
raco. 

H
e gave a sin

gle n
od. “I sw

ear it.” 
T

h
eo n

odded back
, clen

ch
in

g h
is jaw

. “So you’re h
elpin

g h
er,” h

e said, 
in

 con
firm

ation
. W

h
en

 D
raco didn

’t respon
d, a flash

 of con
cern

 crossed
 

h
is face. “B

e careful. Y
ou’re goin

g to get yourself k
illed.” 

D
raco tilted h

is h
ead an

d gave h
im

 a w
ry sm

ile. “Sam
e as you, I sup-

pose.” 
H

e took
 H

erm
ion

e’s arm
 an

d led th
em

 out, passin
g O

liver just outside 
th

e door, h
is eyes dow

n
cast. Sh

e look
ed back

 as D
raco tossed th

e Floo 
pow

der, an
d saw

 T
h

eo lean
 again

st th
e doorw

ay to w
atch

 th
em

 leave, h
is 

fin
gers reach

in
g for O

liver’s as th
ey disappeared in

 th
e green

 flam
es. 

>
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“A
m

azin
g th

e th
in

gs you can
 learn

 w
ith

 a little truth
 serum

.” H
erm

i-
on

e w
h

ipped h
er h

ead to look
 at D

raco, an
d h

e sm
irk

ed. “A
lw

ays get lev-
erage, G

ran
ger.” 

“W
ood!” T

h
eo scream

ed. “L
eave us.” 

T
h

ere w
as a cold silen

ce in
 th

e room
 as H

erm
ion

e tried to recover from
 

th
e w

h
iplash

 of th
e last ten

 secon
ds. Sh

e w
atch

ed as O
liver h

obbled out 
an

d closed th
e door beh

in
d h

im
. T

h
eo an

d D
raco h

eld each
 oth

er’s eyes 
in

 a fierce con
test. 

T
h

eo brok
e aw

ay first. H
e pursed h

is lips an
d took

 a deep breath
, pull-

in
g a book

 from
 th

e in
side breast pock

et of h
is jack

et. 
“T

h
e on

ly th
in

g I can
 say for sure,” h

e said quietly, “is th
at m

y fath
er 

w
as determ

in
ed to get h

is h
an

ds on
 every copy of th

is book
 after h

e’d cre-
ated th

e tattoos. W
e traveled all th

rough
out E

urope track
in

g th
em

 dow
n

 
an

d eith
er destroyin

g th
em

 or rem
ovin

g section
s.” H

e m
oved closer to 

th
em

, starin
g dow

n
 at th

e book
 lik

e it could h
urt h

im
. “I w

as supposed to 
destroy th

is on
e.” H

is eyes lock
ed on

 H
erm

ion
e’s. “H

e’ll k
ill m

e if h
e fin

ds 
out I gave it to you.” 

A
n

d in
 w

h
at seem

ed lik
e slow

 m
otion

, T
h

eo stretch
ed out h

is arm
 an

d 
offered h

er a fam
iliar book

 w
ith

 th
e n

am
e Jerem

iah
 Jon

es on
 th

e cover. 
Sh

e gasped an
d took

 it from
 h

im
, flippin

g th
rough

 th
e pages. 

It w
as a com

plete copy. N
o torn

-out pages. A
n

d at th
e cen

ter, th
irty or 

so pages in
 gold. A

 k
ey to deciph

erin
g th

e Scourers’ code. 
“So you k

n
ow

 w
h

at it is,” T
h

eo con
firm

ed. “Y
ou k

n
ow

 h
ow

 to use it.” 
H

er eyes sn
apped up to h

im
, an

d just as sh
e open

ed h
er m

outh
 to th

an
k

 
h

im
, D

raco pluck
ed th

e book
 from

 h
er fin

gers. H
e scow

led at T
h

eo. 
“W

h
y?” h

e ask
ed. 

T
h

eo pressed h
is lips togeth

er an
d m

et D
raco’s gaze. “G

ran
ger’s goin

g 
to break

 th
ese tattoos. Y

ou k
n

ow
 sh

e is. Sh
e’s probably th

e on
ly on

e w
h

o 
can

.” 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
ope spark

 in
 h

er ch
est, th

rum
m

in
g an

d burn
in

g. 
“A

n
d w

h
en

 sh
e does...” T

h
e lilt of con

n
ivin

g Slyth
erin

 sh
aded h

is ton
e 
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about T
h

eo. H
ow

 am
 I supposed to k

n
ow

?” 
H

erm
ion

e closed h
er book

 an
d turn

ed
 to face h

im
. T

h
ere w

as n
o poin

t 
in

 bein
g coy. “I n

eed to speak
 w

ith
 h

im
.” 

H
e fin

ish
ed h

is yaw
n

, en
din

g in
 an

 in
dulgen

t stretch
. “N

o.” 
“D

raco, you k
n

ow
 as w

ell as I do th
at w

e’re m
ovin

g far too slow
ly. A

t 
th

is rate…
” Sh

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead. “I kn
ow

 h
e k

n
ow

s som
eth

in
g. I can

 feel 
it—

” 
“W

h
at do you w

an
t to k

n
ow

?” h
e said lazily, break

in
g off a corn

er of 
a biscuit. “I’ll ask

.” 
“A

n
d w

h
y w

ould h
e tell you an

yth
in

g? Y
ou’re terrible to h

im
.” 

H
e scow

led. “I tak
e it you still th

in
k

 you can
 seduce th

e in
form

ation
 

out of h
im

?” 
Sh

e sigh
ed h

eavily. “I th
in

k
 h

e n
eeds flattery. A

 ch
an

ce to brag. H
e sees 

you as a rival, an
d th

ere’s n
o w

ay h
e’ll—

” 
D

raco abruptly stood, tossin
g h

is parch
m

en
t on

 th
e cush

ion
. “It’s far 

too early in
 th

e m
orn

in
g for you to b

e psych
oan

alyzin
g m

y frien
dsh

ips, 
G

ran
ger—

” 
“It’s h

alf-past ten
!” 

“A
n

d h
ow

 late did you k
eep m

e up last n
igh

t?” 
“T

om
orrow

 n
igh

t at E
din

burgh
 is th

e perfect opportun
ity. Flin

t w
on

’t 
b

e th
ere. I just n

eed five m
in

utes—
” 

H
e crack

ed h
is n

eck
 an

d took
 a few

 steps aw
ay. “I’m

 n
ot goin

g to leave 
you alon

e in
 a booth

 w
ith

 h
im

—
” 

“I’m
 n

ot ask
in

g you to!” Sh
e scram

bled to h
er feet. “W

h
at about a 

T
rade for th

e L
oun

ge.” It w
as a term

 sh
e’d h

eard th
row

n
 aroun

d on
ce or 

tw
ice. B

y n
ow

 sh
e could guess w

h
at it m

ean
t. “Just th

e couch
es, n

ot th
e 

booth
s.” 

D
raco glared at h

er. 
“H

ear m
e out,” sh

e said, approach
in

g h
im

 carefully. “T
h

eo h
as just 

tak
en

 th
e M

ark
. H

e’s w
ork

in
g closely w

ith
 h

is fath
er an

d loves braggin
g 

about it to an
yon

e w
h

o w
ill listen

. I th
in

k
 I could easily sw

ay con
versation
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tow
ard th

e tattoos.” 
“Y

ou really don
’t th

in
k

 h
e’d see th

rough
 you?” 

H
erm

ion
e lifted a brow

. “W
ith

 a bit of alcoh
ol? N

o. B
esides, I th

in
k

 
h

e’s been
 lack

in
g an

 opportun
ity to talk

 about h
im

self. For years, possi-
bly.” 

“H
ow

 k
in

d of you to tak
e an

 in
terest in

 h
im

.” H
e sn

eered an
d dragged

 
a h

an
d over h

is face. “I can
n

ot just m
ak

e you available for T
rades an

d 
Sh

ares. W
ord w

ould spread—
” 

“W
h

at about a on
e-tim

e bet?” Sh
e took

 an
oth

er step closer. “P
erh

aps 
an

oth
er card gam

e? Y
ou could w

ager a T
rade for th

e L
oun

ge.” 
D

raco rolled h
is eyes. “A

n
d you th

in
k

 T
h

eo w
ill w

in
?” 

“H
e doesn

’t h
ave to. Y

ou just n
eed to lose.” Sh

e w
atch

ed h
im

 frow
n

 
an

d let h
is eyes drift out th

e w
in

dow
, as if search

in
g for m

ore reason
s to 

say n
o. A

n
 idea spark

ed, an
d h

er h
eart quick

en
ed as sh

e closed th
e distan

ce 
betw

een
 th

em
. “Y

ou’re clearly th
e best card player th

ere. I h
ave n

o doubt 
you can

 tw
ist th

e gam
e h

ow
ever you see fit.” 

H
is eyes flick

ered dow
n

 at h
er. 

“I saw
 it th

e last tim
e you played cards w

ith
 th

em
,” sh

e h
um

m
ed, slid-

in
g h

er h
an

ds aroun
d h

is n
eck

. “D
id you play cards a lot in

 th
e dorm

ito-
ries?” 

“A
 bit, yeah

.” H
is th

roat bob
bed. 

“Y
ou probably w

on
 a lot of bets.” H

er lips tilted up to h
is jaw

, an
d h

is 
arm

s slid aroun
d h

er w
aist. “W

h
at w

as th
e best h

an
d you ever played?” 

H
e cleared h

is th
roat. “T

h
ere w

as a tourn
am

en
t fifth

 year—
” H

e w
en

t 
still as ston

e ben
eath

 h
er h

an
ds. “G

ran
ger, are you seducin

g m
e?” 

Sh
e grin

n
ed. “I w

as. D
id it w

ork
?” 

H
e push

ed h
er aw

ay, run
n

in
g a h

an
d th

rough
 h

is h
air. “Y

ou’re an
 am

-
ateur. T

h
ere’s n

o w
ay T

h
eo w

ill fall for th
at.” 

Sh
e gasped an

d h
it h

is sh
oulder. “A

n
 am

ateur? I h
ad

 you!” 
D

raco jerk
ed aw

ay an
d strode to th

e table. H
e lean

ed back
 on

 it, glow
-

erin
g at h

er. H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed. A

pparen
tly sh

e’d m
isfired. 
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you acciden
tally lost h

er in
 a bet ton

igh
t? I w

ould h
ave w

ritten
 it off if it 

w
eren

’t for h
er clum

sy probin
g—

” 
H

erm
ion

e open
ed h

er m
outh

, but D
raco grabbed h

er w
rist. 

“A
n

d speakin
g of probin

g,” T
h

eo h
issed. “I h

ave a m
oth

er of a h
ead-

ach
e despite n

ot drin
k

in
g m

ore th
an

 a glass or tw
o.” H

e poin
ted a fin

ger 
at D

raco. “Y
ou an

d B
laise are fuck

in
g w

ith
 m

e again
, aren

’t you? L
ik

e you 
used to w

ith
 your fuck

in
g m

in
d trick

s—
” 

“T
h

eo, it’s tw
o in

 th
e m

orn
in

g.” D
raco let out a lon

g-sufferin
g sigh

. 
“D

id you h
ave a poin

t besides th
ese w

ild accusation
s?” 

“I k
n

ow
 you’re up to som

eth
in

g, D
raco. If m

y fath
er h

ears th
at you’re 

ask
in

g question
s—

” 
“Fin

e,” D
raco cut h

im
 off in

 a bored ton
e. “Y

ou’re righ
t. I’m

 look
in

g 
in

to th
e tattoos.” H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed up at h
im

, stun
n

ed. H
e took

 a step 
forw

ard. “B
ut on

ly because I’m
 h

avin
g trouble w

ith
 h

ers. L
ast w

eek
, h

er 
tattoo allow

ed h
er outside th

e boun
dary w

ith
 h

ardly as m
uch

 as a sh
ock

. 
I’m

 tryin
g to fix your fath

er’s m
istak

e so m
y 65,0

0
0

 galleon
s doesn

’t run
 

off in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e n
igh

t.” 
T

h
eo glared at h

im
. T

h
en

 h
e let out a loud sn

ort. “M
erlin

. Y
ou’re los-

in
g your touch

. H
aven

’t h
eard you lie th

at poorly sin
ce sch

ool.” 
T

h
eo dow

n
ed h

is scotch
 an

d set th
e glass on

 th
e table. O

liver h
obbled 

across th
e room

 to clear it, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s h
eart crack

ed w
ith

 every 
stum

blin
g step. 

“I w
as tryin

g to do you a favor b
y look

in
g in

to it m
yself,” D

raco said 
coolly. “B

ut if you’d rath
er I in

form
 th

e D
ark

 L
ord th

at an
oth

er on
e of 

your fath
er’s projects is failin

g—
” 

“A
re you black

m
ailin

g m
e?” T

h
eo sn

arled. 
D

raco sm
iled, low

 an
d cat-lik

e. “T
h

at’s a rath
er in

delicate w
ord, but I 

suppose I am
. Speakin

g of black
m

ail, C
assan

dra an
d I h

ad a lovely con
ver-

sation
 ton

igh
t about w

h
at goes on

 in
 th

e booth
s —

 or better yet, w
h

at 
h

appen
s th

e n
ext day, w

h
en

 you bribe th
e guards to brin

g h
er h

om
e—

” 
“Sh

e w
ouldn

’t.” 
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h
er back

 to h
im

, sh
e sh

im
m

ied out of h
er old pair an

d in
to th

e black
 on

es. 
Sh

e balled up th
e dirty pair, un

able to m
eet h

is eyes. “I’ll just…
 put th

ese 
in

 m
y room

—
” 

H
is h

an
d sh

ot out, rippin
g th

e lace from
 h

er fin
gers an

d tossin
g th

em
 

across h
is sh

eets. “I’ll tak
e th

em
.” H

e grabbed h
er arm

 an
d led h

er to th
e 

fireplace. 
“O

h
,” sh

e squeak
ed. “I can

 w
ash

 th
em

 m
yself—

” 
“I’m

 n
ot goin

g to w
ash

 th
em

, G
ran

ger.” H
is voice w

as low
 an

d dan
-

gerous, an
d th

en
 h

e yan
k

ed th
em

 th
rough

 th
e Floo. 

A
 h

eat flash
ed th

rough
 h

er body, but it w
as quick

ly extin
guish

ed b
y 

appreh
en

sion
 as th

ey stepped th
rough

 th
e flam

es an
d in

to a gran
d h

all. 
T

h
e sm

ok
e cleared, an

d sh
e foun

d O
liver W

ood lean
in

g to on
e side, on

e 
arm

 in
 a slin

g an
d h

is eye purpled an
d sw

ollen
 sh

ut. 
H

erm
ion

e gasped. 
O

liver n
odded, an

d gestured for th
em

 to follow
 —

 lik
e a h

ouse-elf, 
sen

t to retrieve visitors. Sh
e blin

k
ed, h

er em
otion

s boilin
g an

d tum
blin

g 
over, strugglin

g to get con
trol. 

T
h

ey follow
ed h

is lim
pin

g form
 to a gran

d double-doorw
ay. O

liver 
h

ad alw
ays been

 tall an
d m

uscular. Sh
e’d n

ever seen
 h

im
 th

is th
in

 an
d 

brok
en

. A
n

ger crow
ded h

er ch
est, suffocatin

g h
er lun

gs. Sh
e h

adn
’t 

th
ough

t T
h

eo capable of th
is k

in
d of cruelty. 

O
liver led th

em
 th

rough
 th

e doors an
d m

oved to th
e w

all beside th
e 

door as D
raco an

d H
erm

ion
e filed in

to th
e sittin

g room
. A

 ston
e-faced 

T
h

eo stood from
 a large ch

air, a tum
bler of scotch

 in
 on

e h
an

d. 
“So,” T

h
eo began

 coolly. “Y
ou an

d your w
h

ore w
an

t to k
n

ow
 m

ore 
about th

e tattoos, do you?” 
H

erm
ion

e’s breath
 h

itch
ed, an

d sh
e felt D

raco stiffen
 n

ext to h
er. 

A
 low

 scoff. “I h
ave n

o idea w
h

at you’re talk
in

g about. If sh
e ask

ed you 
in

appropriate question
s ton

igh
t, I’m

 h
appy to disciplin

e h
er.” 

“D
isciplin

e h
er,” T

h
eo m

uttered in
to h

is glass. “Y
ou don

’t let an
yon

e 
com

e w
ith

in
 a foot’s radius of h

er, an
d n

ow
 you expect m

e to believe th
at 
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“D
raco, I h

ave to follow
 th

is lead. D
o you really w

an
t to sit in

 th
is li-

brary tran
slatin

g th
ose sym

bols for th
e n

ext tw
o years?” Sh

e w
atch

ed h
im

 
deflate. “T

h
ere h

as to b
e a better w

ay. A
n

y in
form

ation
 T

h
eo could give 

us m
igh

t h
elp.” Slow

ly, cautiously, sh
e approach

ed h
im

. “I k
n

ow
 you can

 
do your part, an

d I’ll do m
in

e.” Sh
e bit h

er lip. “P
lease.” 

Som
eth

in
g flick

ered in
 th

e grey. H
e crossed h

is arm
s an

d clen
ch

ed h
is 

jaw
. “If th

is idea w
ork

s —
 if h

e loses, an
d w

e do a T
rade…

” H
is eyes h

ard-
en

ed. “N
o k

issin
g.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
. “N

o. N
o, of course n

ot.” 
“N

ot on
 th

e m
outh

, n
ot on

 th
e face,” h

e con
tin

ued, lik
e h

e h
ad a list 

w
ritten

 up som
ew

h
ere. “N

o gropin
g, n

o sk
in

-to-sk
in

 con
tact—

” 
“T

h
at m

igh
t b

e a little extrem
e—

” 
“I don

’t w
an

t h
is h

an
ds on

 your body.” 
H

erm
ion

e stared at h
im

, w
atch

in
g a pin

k
 blush

 color h
is ch

eek
s. A

p-
paren

tly h
is rivalry w

ith
 T

h
eo ran

 deeper th
an

 sh
e’d th

ough
t. Sh

e n
odded 

h
er acceptan

ce, an
d th

e ten
sion

 in
 h

is sh
oulders relaxed. H

is gaze flick
ered 

dow
n

 to h
er lips, an

d h
e reach

ed for h
er arm

 to drag h
er closer. 

Sh
e let h

erself b
e pulled betw

een
 h

is legs, h
is h

an
ds dippin

g low
 on

 h
er 

w
aist to run

 over h
er h

ips an
d roun

d h
er back

side w
ith

 a squeeze. 
“So, w

h
at’s th

e plan
?” sh

e ask
ed breath

lessly. 
“B

laise.” 
“B

laise?” Sh
e tilted h

er ch
in

 to look
 up at h

im
, 

“H
e’s a sh

it L
egilim

en
s, but h

e’ll do th
e trick

.” 
H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t of w
h

at P
an

sy h
ad told h

er. H
ow

 B
laise h

ad 
m

oan
ed about D

raco gettin
g h

im
self k

illed. “I’m
 sure h

e’ll love th
at.” 

“M
m

m
.” H

e pressed h
is lips softly again

st h
ers. “N

ow
, tell m

e again
 

h
ow

 good I am
 at cards.” 

Sh
e sm

iled up at h
im

, an
d th

ey k
issed each

 oth
er un

til P
lum

b
 popped 

in
 to ask

 if th
ey w

an
ted m

ore tea. >
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B
y Friday aftern

oon
, P

an
sy h

ad delivered a silk
y black

 dress th
at slith

ered 
dow

n
 h

er th
igh

s an
d cut low

 across h
er back

. It h
ad a m

odest n
eck

lin
e, 

alm
ost up to h

er collarbon
es, but th

e tag on
 th

e h
an

ger in
 P

an
sy’s scraw

l 
read, W

ear braless. T
h

ere w
as also a tube of red lipstick

. 
H

erm
ion

e rolled h
er eyes, put on

 h
er bra, an

d slipped th
e dress over h

er 
sh

oulders. 
O

f course, th
e bra w

as glarin
gly visible across h

er back
. T

h
ere w

as n
o 

h
idin

g it. Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 of a spell to fix it, an

d th
ere w

as n
o w

ay sh
e w

as 
goin

g to ask
 D

raco. 
Sh

e rem
oved th

e bra an
d stared at h

erself. T
h

e silk
 clun

g to h
er body, 

h
er n

ipples pebblin
g un

der th
e cold fabric. T

h
e curve of h

er breasts an
d 

th
e poin

t of h
er n

ipples stood out perfectly un
der th

e silk
. 

Sh
e h

uffed an
d w

en
t to do h

er m
ak

eup an
d h

air carefully, lik
e P

an
sy 

h
ad taugh

t h
er, certain

 th
at D

raco w
ould n

ot stan
d for th

is dress on
ce h

e 
saw

 it. 

>
 

W
h

en
 D

raco saw
 h

er in
 th

e dress, h
e h

ad very little to say. In
 fact, h

e 
look

ed lik
e h

is ton
gue w

as stuck
 to th

e roof of h
is m

outh
. 

Sh
e felt th

e w
eigh

t of h
is gaze on

 h
er as sh

e descen
ded th

e staircase in
 

h
er h

eels an
d gold collar. W

h
en

 sh
e reach

ed th
e bottom

, h
e escorted h

er 
out w

ith
 a h

an
d on

 h
er bare back

, an
d th

e w
arm

th
 of h

is palm
 sen

t goose 
pim

ples over h
er sk

in
. 

B
ut sh

e n
eeded to focus. Sh

e h
ad a m

ission
 th

is even
in

g. A
n

d sh
e an

d 
D

raco couldn
’t act lik

e an
yth

in
g h

ad ch
an

ged betw
een

 th
em

. For all th
e 

w
orld k

n
ew

, h
e h

ad been
 push

in
g h

er again
st library stack

s an
d grin

din
g 

h
is body again

st h
ers for w

eek
s. 

(A
s h

e push
ed h

is ton
gue in

to h
er m

outh
 w

ith
 a m

oan
. A

n
d sough

t h
er 

eyes w
h

en
ever sh

e started to m
ove h

er h
ips back

 again
st h

im
—

) 
T

h
e burst of w

in
d w

h
ippin

g aroun
d th

em
 as th

ey stepped out of th
e 

M
an

or doors m
ade h

er sh
iver, an

d h
is h

an
d pressed m

ore firm
ly to h

er 
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“N
o,” sh

e said h
oarsely. “Just you.” 

D
raco sw

allow
ed. H

e slow
ly rem

oved h
is h

an
d from

 h
er k

n
ick

ers, an
d 

h
eld h

er h
ips, starin

g dow
n

 at h
er lik

e th
ere w

as m
ore to say. 

T
ap, tap, tap. 

T
h

ey both
 jum

ped. T
h

e rest of th
e w

orld cam
e back

 to h
er in

 a flash
 of 

ligh
t an

d color, un
steadyin

g h
er. 

D
raco turn

ed to th
e w

in
dow

. A
 beautiful black

 ow
l w

as peck
in

g at th
e 

glass. 
H

e glan
ced at h

er before m
ovin

g to open
 th

e pan
e. H

e grabbed th
e 

letter an
d tossed a treat to th

e ow
l before rippin

g it open
. 

B
lood rush

ed th
rough

 h
er ears as sh

e w
atch

ed h
im

 read, w
aitin

g. 
“It’s from

 T
h

eo.” H
is m

outh
 pressed in

 a h
ard lin

e. “H
e w

an
ts a ch

at 
as soon

 as possible.” H
e look

ed up at h
er. “W

ith
 both

 of us.” 
H

erm
ion

e staggered, th
e full w

eigh
t of th

e n
igh

t’s even
ts return

in
g to 

h
er. “N

ow
?” sh

e rasped. “W
ill w

e go n
ow

?” 
H

e look
ed h

er over. Sh
e m

ust look
 a m

ess if h
is flush

ed ch
eek

s an
d

 
open

 trousers w
ere an

y in
dication

. H
e n

odded. 
Sh

e ran
 h

er fin
gers th

rough
 h

er h
air, h

er h
eart poun

din
g. “D

raco, I’m
 

sorry I—
” 

“I h
ave it un

der con
trol.” 

“B
ut—

” 
“T

rust m
e. L

et’s go con
tain

 th
is.” 

Sh
e fell silen

t. H
e m

uttered a spell to clean
 h

im
self up, an

d w
h

en
 h

e 
adjusted h

is trousers, sh
e w

as sh
ock

ed to fin
d h

im
 h

alf h
ard again

. B
lush

-
in

g, sh
e quick

ly turn
ed aw

ay to slip on
 h

er sh
oes. Sh

e grim
aced as soon

 as 
sh

e sm
ooth

ed out h
er dress. H

er k
n

ick
ers felt lik

e th
ey’d been

 dun
k

ed in
 

soapy w
ater. 

“C
an

 I…
” Sh

e cleared h
er th

roat. “C
ould you sum

m
on

 a clean
 pair of 

k
n

ick
ers for m

e?” 
H

e blin
k

ed at h
er, an

d th
en

 h
is eyes dark

en
ed. H

e flick
ed h

is w
an

d, 
an

d a pair of black
 lace k

n
ick

ers appeared on
 th

e desk
 n

ext to h
er. T

urn
in

g 
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H
is fin

gers slipped ben
eath

 th
e lace. H

er h
an

ds jum
ped to h

is elb
ow

s, 
clutch

in
g h

im
 as sh

e sw
ayed. H

e ran
 a lon

g fin
ger th

rough
 h

er soak
ed 

folds, an
d it w

as so m
uch

 better th
an

 h
er ow

n
. Sh

e bit h
er lip to k

eep quiet, 
but w

h
en

 h
e foun

d h
er clit, h

er legs sh
ook

 an
d sh

e cried out h
is n

am
e. 

Sh
e buried h

er h
ead in

 h
is sh

oulder, k
n

ow
in

g h
er face w

as tw
istin

g an
d 

pin
ch

in
g in

 pain
ed pleasure. H

is free h
an

d took
 h

er ch
in

 an
d guided it 

back
 up to h

im
. 

“L
ook

 at m
e w

h
en

 you com
e.” 

H
er eyes fluttered open

 to fin
d h

is gaze burn
in

g in
to h

er. “P
lease,” h

e 
m

outh
ed, sw

irlin
g h

er clit. 
H

er eyes rolled back
. 

“Y
ou’re a fuck

in
g dream

, do you k
n

ow
 th

at?” 
“D

raco—
” 

H
e sw

allow
ed th

e w
ords, h

is m
outh

 h
ot an

d sloppy. 
H

e sped up h
is fin

gers, testin
g w

h
at w

ork
ed for h

er, but it seem
ed lik

e 
everyth

in
g w

ork
ed for h

er because sh
e w

as coilin
g tigh

ter an
d tigh

ter to 
th

e poin
t w

h
ere th

e strin
g in

side w
ould sn

ap an
d sh

atter h
er. 

Sh
e suck

ed in
 a tigh

t breath
, an

d D
raco pulled back

 to w
atch

 h
er face. 

“O
h

 god oh
 god oh

 god—
” 

“C
om

e on
, G

ran
ger. Just lik

e th
at.” 

T
h

e rh
yth

m
 of h

is fin
gers didn

’t slow
, jerk

in
g quick

ly over h
er clit, 

an
d just as sh

e started to m
oan

 sh
e forced h

er eyes open
 lik

e h
e’d ask

ed. 
Sh

e cam
e w

ith
 D

raco’s dark
 grey gaze burn

ed in
to h

ers, m
em

orizin
g 

h
er lik

e h
e’d n

ever h
ave th

e ch
an

ce again
. H

er body sn
apped, h

er fin
gers 

tearin
g at h

is sh
irt, h

er k
n

ees buck
lin

g as h
e h

eld h
er th

rough
 it. 

H
er breath

 w
as h

ot again
st h

is lips as sh
e gradually steadied h

erself. Sh
e 

took
 deep breath

s as h
er legs return

ed to h
er, an

d h
e carefully k

issed h
er 

on
ce. 
“H

as an
yon

e else ever touch
ed you lik

e th
at?” h

e w
h

ispered. Sh
e 

blin
k

ed at h
im

, an
d h

e quick
ly sh

uttered, rem
em

berin
g h

im
self. “Sorry. 

T
h

at doesn
’t m

atter—
” 
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back
 as th

ey m
oved dow

n
 th

e drive. 
Sh

e look
ed up at h

im
 as th

ey approach
ed th

e iron
 gates. “So you an

d 
B

laise are ready, th
en

?” 
“I’m

 n
ot con

cern
ed. W

e used to read T
h

eo’s m
in

d in
 sch

ool. T
ak

e th
e 

piss out of h
im

 for h
is fan

tasies.” 
“Is th

at w
h

at you told B
laise, th

en
? T

h
at you just w

an
t to m

ess w
ith

 
h

im
 again

?” D
raco h

esitated, an
d sh

e froze just as th
e gate open

ed. “W
h

at 
did you tell h

im
, D

raco?” 
H

e ran
 a h

an
d th

rough
 h

is h
air. “I…

 told h
im

 som
e of it, G

ran
ger.” 

A
 sh

arp w
arin

ess spik
ed th

rough
 h

er vein
s. “D

raco—
” 

“It’s fin
e.” H

e grabbed h
er arm

 an
d dragged h

er th
rough

 th
e barrier, 

an
d before sh

e could scold h
im

, th
ey w

ere D
isapparatin

g to arrive on
 th

e 
cobbleston

es outside E
din

burgh
. 

H
e w

alk
ed h

er th
rough

 th
e ston

e en
tran

ce an
d up th

e stairs to th
e 

courtyard. H
erm

ion
e barely h

ad a m
om

en
t to blin

k
 at C

h
arlotte before 

D
raco took

 h
er elb

ow
 an

d began
 draggin

g h
er th

rough
 th

e G
reat H

all. 
H

is jaw
 w

as tigh
t an

d h
is strides lon

ger th
an

 usual, seem
in

gly w
an

tin
g 

n
oth

in
g to do w

ith
 th

e oth
er guests. H

erm
ion

e tried to glan
ce aroun

d as 
h

e h
urried h

er th
rough

, but th
ey w

ere m
ovin

g so quick
ly sh

e couldn
’t 

sin
gle out an

y n
ew

 guests. Sh
e did catch

 a glan
ce of D

oloh
ov an

d Y
axley 

sch
m

oozin
g a pair of stiff an

d pale-faced m
en

 sh
e h

adn
’t seen

 before. 
D

raco tugged h
er up th

e stairs an
d in

to th
e din

in
g room

. H
er eyes 

lan
ded on

 T
h

eo, w
h

o w
as k

issin
g th

e n
eck

 of th
e sam

e dark
-h

aired C
ar-

row
 girl from

 w
eek

s ago. B
laise loun

ged at th
e h

ead of th
e table, w

h
ere 

Flin
t usually sat. A

s th
e boys greeted D

raco, P
an

sy gave h
er a cool, approv-

in
g look

 th
rough

 G
iulian

a’s eyes. 
“G

et a prom
otion

, B
laise?” D

raco lilted. 
B

laise took
 a dram

atic sip from
 h

is tum
bler. “H

eard Flin
t couldn

’t b
e 

h
ere ton

igh
t, so I took

 advan
tage. T

h
e early bird an

d all th
at.” 

“W
h

at a sh
am

e.” D
raco m

oved to th
e oth

er h
ead of th

e table, tuggin
g 

h
er in

to h
is lap. 
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T
h

e silk
 of h

er dress bun
ch

ed aroun
d h

er h
ips, an

d sh
e tugged it dow

n
 

w
h

ile situatin
g h

erself. 
Sh

e h
ad becom

e far m
ore com

fortable in
 D

raco’s lap sin
ce th

eir last 
visit. Sh

e fough
t th

e blush
 risin

g in
 h

er ch
eek

s, th
in

k
in

g of just h
ow

 com
-

fortable sh
e w

as as h
is arm

 w
rapped aroun

d h
er w

aist, h
is h

an
d slidin

g 
alon

g th
e silk

 barely coverin
g h

er back
. 

C
ertain

 form
alities h

ad started disappearin
g at th

e E
din

burgh
 din

n
ers. 

T
h

e girls n
o lon

ger stood b
y th

e w
all. In

stead, th
ere w

as a relaxed social-
izin

g —
 girls in

stan
tly ploppin

g in
to laps, eatin

g freely. H
er eyes flick

ered 
to M

orten
sen

, w
h

o w
as acceptin

g fruit from
 P

ucey’s fin
gers w

ith
 a gri-

m
ace, an

d to Susan
, w

h
o w

as still w
rapped tigh

tly in
 G

oyle’s em
brace. 

T
h

eo’s C
arrow

 G
irl w

as lean
in

g over to pour h
erself a glass of w

in
e an

d 
gigglin

g w
ith

 an
oth

er C
arrow

 G
irl on

 B
letch

ley’s lap. 
O

n
ce th

ey w
ere settled, D

raco’s voice rose above th
e rest: “A

n
yon

e 
fan

cy a card gam
e ton

igh
t?” H

e w
aved a h

an
d, an

d th
e box w

ith
 th

e cards 
an

d dice appeared. T
h

e boys ch
eered an

d slapped th
e table. 

“Y
ou ready to give aw

ay your secrets ton
igh

t, D
raco?” M

on
tague jeered. 

“W
e’ll see, G

rah
am

. T
ry com

in
g up w

ith
 som

eth
in

g w
orth

 k
n

ow
in

g 
th

is tim
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e tw

isted on
 D

raco’s lap to w
atch

 th
e w

h
ole table. D

raco dealt 
th

e cards, slidin
g th

em
 m

agically across th
e table to each

 player. T
h

e gam
e 

started w
ith

 th
e seat to th

e righ
t of th

e dealer, so H
iggs rolled th

e dice an
d

 
th

e gam
e began

. 
A

fter tw
o roun

ds, G
oyle w

as out, h
appy to suck

 on
 Susan

’s n
eck

 w
ith

-
out in

terruption
s. B

laise folded early, com
plain

in
g about h

is cards. H
er-

m
ion

e w
atch

ed h
im

 th
rough

 h
er lash

es, an
d caugh

t th
e occasion

al lin
-

gerin
g glan

ce w
ith

 D
raco. A

 subtle tilt of h
is h

ead or drum
 of h

is fin
gers. 

T
h

e first roun
d of w

agers began
, an

d w
h

en
 B

letch
ley lost in

 th
e n

ext 
roun

d, h
e revealed w

h
at h

e’d overh
eard from

 a guard at H
ogw

arts. 
“I k

n
ow

 th
e biggest th

orn
 in

 U
m

bridge’s side. T
h

e bloody h
ouse-

elves,” h
e an

n
oun

ced, to soun
ds of laugh

ter an
d disbelief. “Slow

 to an
sw

er 
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“G
ran

ger. F
uck.” 

Sh
e slipped h

er h
an

d betw
een

 th
em

, n
ot en

tirely sure w
h

at to do, but 
tak

in
g a few

 educated guesses. W
h

en
 h

er fin
gers slipped over h

is trun
k

s 
an

d cupped th
e bulge of h

im
, h

is eyes fluttered closed. 
“Fuck

. M
erlin

, fuck
 m

e.” 
H

e grabbed h
er w

rist, h
oldin

g h
er h

an
d on

 h
im

self as h
is h

ips jerk
ed 

again
st h

er. Sh
e h

eld very still an
d w

atch
ed in

 am
azem

en
t as D

raco M
al-

foy rode h
er palm

 lik
e it w

as th
e m

ost exquisite pleasure h
e’d h

ad in
 h

is 
life. H

is lips covered h
ers, m

oan
in

g lon
g an

d low
 in

to h
er th

roat as h
e 

th
rust again

st h
er an

d squeezed h
er breast. Sh

e w
h

im
pered, th

rob
bin

g an
d 

ach
in

g an
d ridin

g th
e h

igh
 of h

is pleasure. 
Just as sh

e w
on

dered if sh
e sh

ould b
e doin

g m
ore, h

is body seized, an
d 

a sigh
 poured from

 h
is lips. H

is cock
 tw

itch
ed un

der h
er h

an
d, an

d sh
e felt 

h
is com

e seepin
g th

rough
 th

e fabric of h
is trun

k
s. 

Sh
e stared w

ide-eyed at h
im

, h
er vein

s sin
gin

g an
d h

er sk
in

 vibratin
g. 

H
is eyes w

ere screw
ed sh

ut, h
is lips carved in

 a delicious “o.” H
e slow

ly 
caugh

t h
is breath

, an
d before h

e even
 open

ed h
is eyes, h

e w
as m

utterin
g, 

“I’m
 sorry. I’m

 sorry, I sh
ouldn

’t h
ave…

” 
H

e w
asn

’t allow
ed to run

 aw
ay. N

ot th
is tim

e. N
ot w

h
en

 sh
e w

as still 
suspen

ded betw
een

 h
is pleasure an

d h
ers. 

H
is eyes flew

 open
, an

d h
e released h

er w
rist. “I’m

 sorry—
” 

“T
ouch

 m
e,” sh

e begged. “P
lease.” 

H
is gaze focused. H

e gaped at h
er, tak

in
g in

 h
er eyes, h

er lips, h
er h

eav-
in

g ch
est. 

“D
raco, please. D

on
’t stop.” 

H
is h

an
d left h

er ch
est, slidin

g dow
n

 to th
e lace aroun

d h
er h

ips, dip-
pin

g to h
er dren

ch
ed cen

ter. 
“O

h
 fuck

,” h
e m

oan
ed. H

e rubbed h
er just a little. N

ow
h

ere n
ear 

en
ough

. 
“P

lease—
” 
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caugh
t, eyes flick

erin
g. Sh

e blush
ed. “M

aybe n
ot—

n
ot everyth

in
g, but…

 
m

ore?” 
H

e n
odded, m

outh
 parted in

 aw
e, an

d ben
t to k

iss h
er again

. Sh
e 

w
rapped h

er arm
s aroun

d
 h

is sh
oulders, pressin

g h
er ch

est to h
is. A

s h
e 

k
issed h

er —
 slow

er, w
ith

 a sim
m

erin
g fire —

 h
is h

an
ds glided aroun

d 
h

er back
side to h

er h
ips, follow

in
g th

e lace of h
er k

n
ick

ers. Sh
e sigh

ed as 
h

is th
um

bs brush
ed h

er bare stom
ach

. 
H

is ton
gue dan

ced w
ith

 h
ers, an

d h
is fin

gers in
ch

ed
 upw

ard, sk
atin

g 
tow

ard h
er ribs. H

er th
igh

s pressed togeth
er, ach

in
g for h

is leg betw
een

 
h

ers, but too afraid to ask
. H

is w
arm

 h
an

ds sen
t sh

ivers across h
er sk

in
, 

an
d h

er breasts pulled in
to peak

s, beggin
g. 

T
h

e first brush
 of h

is fin
gers on

 th
e sw

ell un
der h

er breasts h
ad th

em
 

both
 m

oan
in

g. B
oth

 h
an

ds roun
ded h

er outer curves, slippin
g betw

een
 

th
em

 un
der th

e silk
 of h

er dress. H
er k

n
ees buck

led w
h

en
 h

is th
um

bs 
foun

d h
er n

ipples, brush
in

g softly —
 as if som

eth
in

g in
side of h

er h
ad

 
m

elted an
d liquified, rush

in
g south

. 
H

is th
um

bs rolled an
d circled, h

is m
outh

 m
ovin

g to h
er n

eck
, groan

-
in

g in
 tim

e w
ith

 th
e steady th

rusts of h
is h

ips again
st h

ers. H
er breath

 w
as 

ragged, pan
tin

g quick
ly an

d gaspin
g h

is n
am

e w
ith

out h
er perm

ission
. 

Firm
er strok

es from
 h

is th
um

bs. H
er breasts fillin

g h
is fin

gers. H
arder 

pum
ps of h

is h
ips. 

T
h

e en
tire w

orld could burst in
 on

 th
em

 n
ow

, an
d sh

e w
ould ign

ore it. 
Sh

e n
eeded th

is. H
e n

eeded th
is. 

H
er arm

s slid from
 h

is n
eck

 to h
is belt. H

e cursed in
to h

er n
eck

 w
h

en
 

sh
e un

b
uck

led h
im

, pullin
g h

is face back
 to press th

eir foreh
eads togeth

er. 
“G

ran
ger…

” H
er sh

ak
in

g fin
gers un

button
ed h

im
. H

e paused. “Y
ou 

don
’t—

” 
Sh

e grabbed h
is retreatin

g h
an

d an
d dragged it back

 to h
er breast. 

“D
on

’t stop.” 
H

is pupils w
ere bottom

less, eyes glazin
g over as h

e palm
ed h

er. H
is 

oth
er h

an
d gripped h

er h
ip, an

d sh
e con

tin
ued to pull h

is button
s apart. 
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m

on
s, servin

g dreadful food. Just disob
eyin

g everyth
in

g.” 
D

raco reach
ed for h

is w
in

e glass an
d said, “M

aybe G
ran

ger h
ere h

ad
 

th
e righ

t idea tryin
g to free th

e lot of th
em

.” 
T

h
e table laugh

ed, an
d sh

e pressed h
er lips togeth

er as D
raco started 

dealin
g th

e n
ext roun

d. Sh
e n

oticed th
at B

laise w
as spen

din
g m

ore tim
e 

h
oldin

g T
h

eo’s eye. 
T

h
eo lost th

e n
ext roun

d. T
h

ey learn
ed th

at Y
axley an

d D
oloh

ov w
ere 

en
tertain

in
g B

elgian
 dign

itaries ton
igh

t, w
ork

in
g on

 gain
in

g th
eir alle-

gian
ce to th

e D
ark

 L
ord. 

Soon
 th

ey’d h
ave Fran

ce surroun
ded on

 all sides. 
H

erm
ion

e n
ibbled on

 a slice of ch
eese to k

eep h
er stom

ach
 at b

ay. 
Fin

ally th
e roun

d cam
e w

h
ere D

raco started bluffin
g. Sh

e w
ouldn

’t 
h

ave k
n

ow
n

 from
 h

is cards, but sh
e could feel th

e sligh
test of taps from

 
h

is righ
t foot. M

on
tague, W

arrin
gton

, H
iggs, an

d B
letch

ley all folded. 
B

laise k
ept raisin

g w
ith

 h
im

, but w
h

en
 P

ucey an
d D

errick
 folded, B

laise 
follow

ed. It w
as just T

h
eo an

d D
raco. 

“I’ll w
ager a bit about Sw

itzerlan
d,” D

raco an
n

oun
ced. 

“E
veryon

e k
n

ow
s your aun

t is fuck
in

g th
at up,” said P

ucey w
ith

 a 
sn

ort. “Is it an
yth

in
g w

e don
’t k

n
ow

?” 
“I’d say so.” D

raco ran
 h

is th
um

b
 across h

er bare back
. “I’d lik

e to 
k

n
ow

 h
ow

 poorly T
ed N

ott is doin
g in

 break
in

g th
e Fren

ch
 A

pparition
 

L
in

e. H
e’s been

 ch
ain

ed th
ere for —

 w
h

at, tw
o m

on
th

s n
ow

?” 
“H

e still com
es h

om
e,” T

h
eo sn

apped. “Just th
is w

eek
 actually—

” H
is 

ch
eek

s h
eated in

stan
tly. “I can

’t sh
are sen

sitive details about h
is m

ission
.” 

“O
h

?” D
raco sh

rugged an
d sipped h

is w
in

e. “T
h

en
 I assum

e your cards 
aren

’t great.” 
T

h
e boys tittered as T

h
eo glared at h

im
. “Y

our secret is sh
it, too. W

h
y 

w
ould I bet again

st you?” 
“Y

ou really sh
ouldn

’t.” 
“O

i, D
raco!” B

laise called out. “If you really w
an

t to k
n

ow
 about th

e 
A

pparition
 L

in
e, you sh

ould give T
h

eo a taste of G
ran

ger, lik
e Flin

t got.” 
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D
raco sn

eered at h
im

. “N
ot h

appen
in

g.” 
“L

ive a little, m
ate. Y

ou’re stricter th
an

 U
m

bridge.” T
h

e table h
ow

led. 
“W

h
at about a L

ap W
arm

er? M
aybe C

assan
dra an

d G
ran

ger could sw
ap 

for a n
igh

t in
 th

e L
oun

ge.” B
laise w

in
k

ed. “Y
ou could k

eep it m
ild, of 

course.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, turn
in

g to look
 up at D

raco. A
n

ger radiated 
from

 h
im

 as h
e scow

led at B
laise. H

e w
as an

 excellen
t actor, truly. 

T
h

e boys w
ere ban

gin
g th

e table, eggin
g h

im
 on

. D
raco w

aved th
em

 
off. “I guess your cards aren

’t th
at good, h

uh
, D

raco?” B
laise w

rapped h
is 

arm
s aroun

d G
iulian

a’s w
aist, an

d H
erm

ion
e foun

d P
an

sy’s eyes w
atch

in
g 

h
er. “I h

ave a great h
an

d.” 
B

laise lean
ed forw

ard. “T
h

en
 prove it.” 

A
 th

ick
 silen

ce. A
fter several lon

g m
om

en
ts, D

raco sigh
ed. “Fin

e.” 
T

h
e table erupted. T

h
eo look

ed a bit sh
ock

ed, but quick
ly recovered. 

“A
 L

ap W
arm

in
g T

rade it is,” h
e said. “A

lrigh
t w

ith
 you, love?” H

is girl 
laugh

ed, tossin
g h

er h
air over h

er sh
oulder. H

erm
ion

e sipped h
er w

in
e. 

“N
o k

issin
g on

 th
e m

outh
,” said D

raco sh
arply. “O

r touch
in

g un
der 

h
er cloth

es.” T
h

e boys groan
ed, an

d T
h

eo grin
n

ed. “T
h

ose are m
y term

s. 
I’m

 tak
in

g h
er w

h
en

 w
e get h

om
e, an

d I’d rath
er n

ot h
ave to w

ash
 h

er 
m

outh
 out first.” 

“Fin
e.” T

h
eo scooped up th

e dice an
d let th

e girl blow
 on

 h
is fin

gertips 
before h

e rolled. T
h

ey called th
e cards. A

n
d D

raco’s h
an

d lost —
 just 

barely. 
T

h
e boys ch

eered an
d jum

ped up on
 th

eir ch
airs, sh

ak
in

g T
h

eo’s sh
oul-

ders an
d toastin

g glasses. D
raco cursed. 

Sh
e could h

ardly believe h
ow

 w
ell th

eir plan
 h

ad w
ork

ed even
 as sh

e 
w

as dragged off D
raco’s lap an

d tossed in
to T

h
eo’s arm

s. H
e crack

ed a grin
 

at h
er, victory daw

n
in

g on
 h

im
, an

d slipped h
is arm

 aroun
d h

er w
aist. 

T
h

ey m
ade th

eir w
ay dow

n
 th

e L
oun

ge, th
e boys jostlin

g D
raco an

d 
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fough
t h

im
 back

, gaspin
g an

d divin
g betw

een
 h

is lips. 
H

er arm
s w

ere free for on
ly a m

om
en

t before h
is h

an
ds slid aroun

d h
er 

back
, draggin

g h
er closer. Sh

e rose on
 h

er toes an
d th

readed h
er fin

gers 
th

rough
 h

is h
air, usin

g h
er teeth

 an
d ton

gue to pour h
er an

ger in
to h

is 
m

outh
. 

T
earin

g h
is lips from

 h
ers, h

e grazed h
is teeth

 dow
n

 h
er jaw

, gaspin
g 

for air again
st h

er n
eck

 an
d suck

in
g sin

 in
to h

er sk
in

. Sh
e m

oan
ed as h

is 
h

an
ds slid dow

n
 over th

e silk
, ruck

in
g it up h

er h
ips an

d cuppin
g h

er 
back

side. T
h

ere w
as n

oth
in

g betw
een

 h
er sk

in
 an

d h
is greedy fin

gers but 
th

e lace of h
er k

n
ick

ers —
 som

eth
in

g th
at m

ust h
ave deligh

ted h
im

, be-
cause h

e started k
n

eadin
g h

is fin
gers in

to h
er ch

eek
s, groan

in
g low

 in
 h

is 
th

roat. 
Sh

e bit th
e lob

e of h
is ear, an

d h
is h

ips sn
apped forw

ard, pin
n

in
g h

er 
to th

e w
all, h

is h
an

ds still on
 h

er arse. “F
uck.” Sh

e could feel h
im

 h
ard

 
an

d h
eavy on

 h
er stom

ach
. 

H
er body w

as coilin
g, search

in
g for som

eth
in

g. Som
eth

in
g h

e could 
give h

er. 
B

ut h
e paused, ceasin

g all k
n

eadin
g an

d grin
din

g. Sh
e dragged h

is face 
back

 to h
ers, k

issin
g h

is jaw
, h

is ch
eek

, un
til sh

e foun
d h

is lips again
. H

e 
breath

ed h
arsh

ly in
to h

er m
outh

, lik
e h

e w
as tryin

g to con
trol h

im
self, 

to h
old back

. 
Sh

e didn
’t w

an
t h

im
 to. 

H
er fin

gers slid across h
is collar an

d pried th
e first button

 of h
is sh

irt 
open

. H
e pulled h

is face from
 h

er n
eck

, h
is eyes black

 as th
ey lock

ed on
 

h
ers. Sh

e lick
ed h

er lips an
d popped th

e secon
d button

 open
. H

is fin
gers 

squeezed h
er back

side again
. 

H
e stared dow

n
 at h

er, eyes curious an
d on

 fire. Studyin
g h

er. 
T

h
e jealousy th

at h
ad fueled h

er secon
ds ago calm

ed, an
d sh

e sudden
ly 

felt very aw
are of h

is body again
st h

ers, th
e closen

ess of h
is fin

gers to h
er 

core. H
e w

as ask
in

g h
er, w

aitin
g for h

er to tell h
im

 w
h

at sh
e w

an
ted. 

Sh
e bit h

er lip, an
d w

h
en

 sh
e popped th

e n
ext button

, h
is breath
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th
em

 if your girl h
adn

’t been
 as loud as a ban

sh
ee. If w

e arran
ge an

oth
er 

T
rade—

” 
“N

ot a fuck
in

g ch
an

ce,” h
e grow

led. “I h
ave to clean

 up th
is m

ess, lik
e 

I alw
ays k

n
ew

 I w
ould—

” 
“O

h
, th

an
k

 you for th
e vo

te of con
fiden

ce!” Sh
e th

rew
 h

er arm
s in

 th
e 

air. “I kn
ew

 you n
ever trusted m

e—
” 

“Y
ou sh

ould h
ave stuck

 to talkin
g. T

ryin
g to k

iss h
is n

eck
 an

d play w
ith

 
h

is h
air lik

e som
e fuck

in
g—

” 
“O

h
, I’m

 sorry I don
’t h

ave as m
uch

 ex
perien

ce ch
arm

in
g th

e k
n

ick
ers 

off of people lik
e you do, D

raco—
” 

H
e stepped in

to h
er an

d poin
ted a fin

ger in
 h

er face. “Y
ou h

ad plen
ty 

of tim
e, but in

stead you spen
t th

e en
tire n

igh
t grin

din
g all over h

im
—

” 
Sh

e slapped h
is h

an
d aw

ay. “I couldn
’t start w

ith
 a dam

n
 in

terrogation
, 

could I? L
ast tim

e I ch
eck

ed you w
ere b

usy run
n

in
g your h

an
ds all over 

C
lara—

” 
“C

assan
dra,” h

e corrected. A
n

d sh
e felt h

er sk
in

 ligh
t on

 fire. 
“O

h
, C

assan
dra,” sh

e h
issed. “O

f course. So glad you h
ad a ch

an
ce to 

learn
 h

er n
am

e w
h

ile you w
ere paw

in
g h

er!” 
H

e stepped in
to h

er, crow
din

g h
er again

st th
e w

all. “W
ell, m

aybe if 
you h

ad spen
t less tim

e purrin
g in

 h
is ear an

d lettin
g h

is h
an

ds grope your 
ass—

” 
“I did n

o such th
in

g—
” 

“—
th

en
 w

e w
ouldn

’t be in
 th

is situation
—

” 
“I w

as close to w
in

n
in

g h
im

 over, an
d it’s your fault w

e w
ere in

terrupted! 
M

aybe you can
 in

vite h
im

 b
y th

e M
an

or so I can
 fin

ish
 th

e job
—

” 
H

e gripped h
er upper arm

s, pressin
g h

er to th
e w

all. “Y
ou’re n

ot goin
g 

w
ith

in
 a m

ile of h
im

 ever again
.” H

is eyes flash
ed, an

d sh
e felt h

is breath
 

on
 h

er face. 
“If you even

 look at th
at girl again

, I’ll—
” 

H
e k

issed h
er, fierce an

d bitin
g. H

er h
an

ds grabbed for h
is w

aist, dig-
gin

g h
er n

ails in
to h

is robes as h
is ton

gue push
ed in

to h
er m

outh
. Sh

e 
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offerin
g fak

e con
dolen

ces. 
“I’ll k

eep h
er w

arm
 for you, D

raco,” said T
h

eo, sm
irk

in
g as th

ey 
passed. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed back
 at D

raco, an
d foun

d T
h

eo’s girl slippin
g h

er 
h

an
d aroun

d h
is elb

ow
, battin

g h
er lash

es. Sh
e tore h

er eyes aw
ay. 

T
h

ey en
tered th

e L
oun

ge, T
h

eo stridin
g over to th

e arm
ch

air D
raco 

usually sat in
 w

ith
 h

er an
d pullin

g h
er in

to h
is lap. B

laise an
d P

an
sy took

 
th

e adjacen
t couch

, w
ith

 P
ucey an

d M
orten

sen
 at th

e opposite en
d, an

d 
sh

e w
atch

ed as D
raco sat across from

 h
er an

d T
h

eo, tuggin
g th

e girl in
to 

h
is lap. T

h
e girl sh

im
m

ied, m
ovin

g closer. 
T

h
eo’s fin

gers sk
ated across h

er back
, an

d H
erm

ion
e jum

ped, rem
em

-
berin

g h
erself. “C

h
am

pagn
e?” 

H
erm

ion
e sm

iled an
d n

odded, tiltin
g h

er h
ead back

 as h
e tilted th

e 
glass to h

er lips. Sh
e could use a bit of liquid courage. 

“E
asy, G

ran
ger,” T

h
eo ch

uck
led, sn

appin
g h

is fin
gers at a n

earby C
ar-

row
 G

irl for an
oth

er glass. “Sin
ce w

h
en

 do you drin
k

 so m
uch

?” 
H

erm
ion

e pouted. “Sin
ce w

h
en

 do you gam
ble so m

uch
?” 

“Still feisty, I see.” H
e took

 a lon
g dreg, look

in
g over h

er sh
oulder. 

“W
an

t to get a bit m
ore com

fortable?” 
T

h
e m

usic buzzed th
rough

 h
er ears, an

d sh
e sw

allow
ed. “O

f course. 
H

ow
 sh

ould I—
?” 

H
is free h

an
d dropped to h

er th
igh

. “W
h

y don
’t you turn

 to face m
e.” 

Sh
e took

 a deep breath
 an

d sh
ifted, preparin

g to straddle h
im

. Sh
e 

w
ouldn

’t let h
erself th

in
k

 about h
ow

 h
er dress w

as ridin
g up h

er back
side, 

n
ow

 directly in
 D

raco’s eyelin
e. 

A
 trillin

g laugh
 as sh

e m
oved. Sh

e glan
ced over h

er sh
oulder an

d
 

caugh
t a glim

pse of silk
y h

air ben
t over a frin

ge of blon
de. T

h
e C

arrow
 

G
irl w

as straddlin
g D

raco, too. 
Sh

e turn
ed back

 to T
h

eo an
d slipped h

er arm
s aroun

d h
er n

eck
. “D

o 
you often

 w
in

 at cards?” sh
e purred. 

H
e look

ed at h
er, as if sudden

ly rem
em

berin
g sh

e w
as th

ere. “U
h

, yes.” 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

5
2
4
 

H
is ch

est puffed. “I lik
e strategy, th

at sort of th
in

g.” 
O

h
 th

is w
as goin

g to b
e easy. 

“M
m

m
.” Sh

e lean
ed closer in

 h
is ear. “W

h
at k

in
d of strategy?” 

Sh
e spen

t th
e n

ext fifteen
 m

in
utes listen

in
g to T

h
eo talk

 about W
iz-

ard’s C
h

ess an
d Q

uidditch
 bettin

g. H
is h

an
ds w

ere restin
g on

 h
er h

ips, 
occasion

ally sk
atin

g across h
er bare back

, but sh
e couldn

’t sh
ak

e th
e feel-

in
g th

at h
is touch

es w
ere perfun

ctory. O
n

ce, sh
e h

esitan
tly tried m

ovin
g 

h
er h

ips to th
e beat of th

e m
usic, but h

e gave h
er an

 odd look
 th

at stopped 
h

er in
 h

er track
s. So sh

e decided to up h
er gam

e b
y in

creasin
g h

er flattery. 
Sh

e could see it lan
d on

 h
im

, w
ith

 on
e boyish

 grin
 after an

oth
er. 

“Y
ou w

ere alw
ays sm

art in
 sch

ool, too.” Sh
e tuck

ed h
er h

air beh
in

d h
er 

ear. “D
o you h

elp your fath
er a lot w

ith
 h

is m
ission

s? I h
ear h

e’s alw
ays 

w
ork

in
g on

 terribly difficult projects.” 
“Y

eah
, a bit.” T

h
eo sh

ifted to reach
 for h

is glass, w
rappin

g h
is arm

 
aroun

d h
er back

 to steady h
er. “I’ve been

 sh
adow

in
g h

im
. M

ore th
an

 M
al-

foy’s allow
ed, I bet.” 

H
erm

ion
e laugh

ed, turn
in

g to look
 at D

raco, an
d foun

d h
is eyes glar-

in
g daggers at T

h
eo’s h

an
d on

 h
er back

. T
h

e girl redirected h
is atten

tion
 

to h
er, rubbin

g h
is sh

oulders. H
erm

ion
e scow

led an
d turn

ed back
 to 

T
h

eo. 
“Y

our fath
er m

ust really trust your sk
ills th

en
,” sh

e said, run
n

in
g h

er 
h

an
ds over h

is sh
oulders. 

“Y
eah

. Y
eah

, h
e does.” H

e sipped h
is ch

am
pagn

e. 
“Is th

e library at N
ott M

an
or as gran

d as M
alfoy M

an
or’s?” 

“It’s just as stock
ed an

d alm
ost th

e sam
e size.” H

e sn
eered. “Y

ou k
n

ow
, 

th
e on

ly reason
 people w

an
k

 over M
alfoy M

an
or is th

e peacock
s. O

ur acre-
age is just th

e sam
e. I’ve ch

eck
ed.” 

“I can
 on

ly im
agin

e.” H
erm

ion
e bit h

er lip. “I w
ish

 I could see it som
e-

day, but”—
sh

e raised h
er left arm

 an
d gave a h

elpless sh
rug. 

T
h

eo h
um

m
ed, sim

ply w
atch

in
g h

er. 
“T

h
ey really are a brillian

t bit of m
agic, you k

n
ow

,” sh
e con

tin
ued 
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ligh
tly. “T

h
e tattoos. I’ve n

ever seen
 an

yth
in

g lik
e th

em
.” 

“T
h

ey 
are.” 

T
h

eo 
sm

irk
ed. 

“It’s 
very 

dark
 

m
agic, 

G
ran

ger. 
Y

ou 
w

ouldn
’t h

ave read about it at H
ogw

arts.” 
“N

o, I doubt th
at I w

ould.” A
 giggle caugh

t h
er ear, an

d sh
e glan

ced
 

over h
er sh

oulder to fin
d D

raco w
h

isperin
g in

 th
e girl’s ear, tw

istin
g a 

lock
 of h

air aroun
d h

is fin
ger. H

er ch
est boiled. Sh

e quick
ly look

ed back
 

to T
h

eo. “W
h

at do you k
n

ow
 about th

em
?” 

T
h

e effect w
as in

stan
tan

eous. T
h

eo’s body stiffen
ed un

der h
er. H

is gaze 
zipped to D

raco an
d th

en
 back

 to h
er, h

is lips curlin
g. H

e abruptly push
ed 

h
er to h

er feet. 
“W

ell, th
is h

as been
 fun

,” h
e sn

eered. “B
ut I th

in
k

 I’ll tak
e m

y leave.” 
H

e turn
ed to D

raco. “T
h

an
k

s for th
e T

rade. H
er arse is divin

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed at h
is retreatin

g back
. H

e w
as on

to th
em

. Sh
e’d 

failed. B
efore sh

e could spiral furth
er, D

raco w
as beside h

er, reach
in

g for 
h

er arm
. 

“It’s tim
e for us to retire as w

ell.” H
e turn

ed to say goodn
igh

t to h
is 

frien
ds, h

is arrogan
t m

ask
 still in

 place. 
D

read prick
led th

rough
 h

er sh
ock

 as D
raco sw

ept th
em

 from
 th

e 
room

. If T
h

eo w
as on

to th
em

, th
in

gs could get bad. V
ery bad. D

raco 
w

ould n
ever let h

er run
 h

er ow
n

 m
ission

s ever again
. P

erh
aps th

ey sh
ould 

O
bliviate h

im
—

 
D

raco’s grip w
as tigh

t on
 h

er arm
 as h

e m
oved th

em
 to th

e fireplaces. 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed an
d w

h
ispered, “Sh

ould w
e go after h

im
?” 

“Y
ou’ve don

e en
ough

 for on
e n

igh
t, G

ran
ger,” h

e bit out. 
Sh

e glan
ced up at h

im
, expectin

g h
is an

ger —
 an

d h
er eyes fell on

 a 
lipstick

 stain
 on

 h
is collar. From

 th
e C

arrow
 G

irl. Sh
e saw

 red as th
ey 

sw
ept th

rough
 th

e Floo. 
T

h
ey arrived th

rough
 th

e fireplace in
 h

is room
, an

d h
e dropped h

er 
arm

 an
d spun

 to h
er. “W

ell, w
as it w

orth
 it?” 

“I don
’t w

an
t to h

ear it, D
raco!” Sh

e k
ick

ed off h
er h

eels an
d tore h

er 
collar off. “I w

as th
is close, an

d I w
ould h

ave gotten
 som

eth
in

g out of 


