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Sh
e w

as about to prod h
im

 again
 w

h
en

 h
e sh

ot up tall, starin
g over h

er, 
h

is eyes dark
 an

d em
pty. H

is jaw
 w

as set an
d h

is expression
 dead. 

A
 ch

ill ran
 dow

n
 h

er sh
oulders as sh

e took
 in

 h
is vacan

t eyes. “A
re you 

alrigh
t?” W

h
en

 h
e said n

oth
in

g, sim
ply gazin

g in
to th

e fireplace, sh
e 

in
ch

ed closer. “D
o you h

ave it un
der con

trol?” 
H

is h
ead turn

ed, an
d w

h
en

 h
is eyes lan

ded on
 h

er, th
ey seem

ed to flash
 

w
ith

 a black
 fire before it van

ish
ed —

 lik
e a reptilian

 blin
k

. 
“P

erfectly.” H
e reach

ed for h
is discarded w

an
d w

ith
 lon

g, elegan
t fin

-
gers. H

e stared at a poin
t over h

er ear an
d said, “L

ead th
e w

ay.”

4
4
5
 

2
2
 

ll of us. 
H

erm
ion

e h
eard h

er h
eartbeat drum

 in
 h

er ears. 
B

ellatrix. Sh
e w

as goin
g to see B

ellatrix again
. 

“Fath
er.” Sh

e h
eard D

raco’s voice from
 far aw

ay. “Y
ou 

can
’t possibly b

e suggestin
g—

” 
“A

m
 I in

 th
e h

abit of m
ak

in
g ‘suggestion

s,’ D
raco?” 

Silen
ce. 

L
ucius rolled h

is sh
oulders —

 th
e sm

allest of m
ovem

en
ts. “T

h
e D

ark
 

L
ord h

as ob
served th

at your aun
t an

d I seem
…

 som
ew

h
at strain

ed. A
p-

pearan
ces m

ust b
e m

ain
tain

ed. Y
our aun

t an
d un

cle h
ave in

vited us to din
-

n
er, an

d th
ey in

sisted th
at M

iss G
ran

ger b
e in

cluded.” 
L

ucius turn
ed h

is cold eyes on
 H

erm
ion

e w
h

ere sh
e sat ask

ew
 on

 th
e 

ch
aise, h

er ch
est still poun

din
g. 

D
raco sh

ifted beh
in

d h
er. “Surely th

ere’s an
 excuse th

at can
 b

e m
ade—

” 
“Y

our m
oth

er an
d I h

ave th
is un

der con
trol. A

ll four of us w
ill b

e at-
ten

din
g, an

d I expect you both
 to b

e on
 your best beh

avior.” L
ucius look

ed 
from

 D
raco to H

erm
ion

e, h
is gaze catch

in
g on

 h
er rum

pled top an
d 

m
ussed h

air. Sh
e felt h

er face h
eat as h

e studied h
er, h

is lip curlin
g in

 
am

usem
en

t. “W
ell? D

on
’t you tw

o h
ave O

cclum
en

cy to b
e practicin

g?” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, th
en

 scram
bled off th

e couch
. Sh

e n
early collided 

w
ith

 D
raco as sh

e rush
ed to th

e door, h
er m

in
d racin

g w
ith

 vision
s of 

sh
arp k

n
ives an

d ech
oes of cack

lin
g laugh

ter —
 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” L

ucius draw
led. “A

 w
ord?” 

H
er h

an
d froze on

 th
e doork

n
ob

. Sh
e turn

ed slow
ly, seein

g D
raco do 

th
e sam

e beh
in

d h
er. 

A
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L
ucius cock

ed h
is h

ead, th
en

 an
 eyebrow

. “Y
ou are dism

issed, D
raco.” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed D

raco sw
allow

. 
“A

n
yth

in
g you h

ave to say, you can
—

” 
“P

erh
aps in

 m
y absen

ce,” L
ucius cut in

, claspin
g h

is h
an

ds beh
in

d h
is 

back
, “you’ve forgotten

 w
h

o is m
aster of th

is h
ouse.” H

is eyes glittered as 
h

e w
atch

ed h
is w

ords lan
d. “R

un
 alon

g.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s m
outh

 w
en

t dry as sh
e w

atch
ed D

raco
 clen

ch
 an

d un
-

clen
ch

 h
is fists, th

en
 fin

ally turn
 to m

ove slow
ly th

rough
 th

e doorw
ay. H

e 
k

ept h
is eyes ah

ead of h
im

, a m
uscle tw

itch
in

g in
 h

is jaw
. Sh

e listen
ed to 

h
is footsteps disappear dow

n
 th

e corridor. 
L

ucius w
atch

ed h
er w

ith
 a tw

ist to h
is lips —

 lik
e a h

aw
k

 starin
g dow

n
 

a field m
ouse. 

“M
y w

ife tells m
e th

at you h
ave a partially-fun

ction
in

g reproductive 
system

,” h
e said, as if discussin

g th
e w

eath
er over tea. “I suppose con

grat-
ulation

s are in
 order.” 

H
erm

ion
e felt h

er ch
eek

s blush
 crim

son
 as sh

e tried
 to th

in
k

 of a re-
spon

se. 
“A

n
d m

igh
t I ask

, M
iss G

ran
ger,” h

e said, h
an

ds still beh
in

d h
is back

 
as h

e strolled tow
ards h

er, “w
h

eth
er it w

as your in
ten

tion
 to carry th

e 
M

alfoy h
eir b

y con
cealin

g th
is? D

id you believe a pregn
an

cy w
ould brin

g 
you addition

al protection
?” 

H
er eyes popped, an

d h
er breath

 ch
ok

ed in
 h

er th
roat. 

“N
-n

o! N
o, n

ot at all!” Sh
e gaped at h

im
, tryin

g to form
 coh

eren
t 

w
ords. “It w

as m
ade perfectly clear from

 th
e begin

n
in

g th
at I h

ad n
o cause 

for con
cern

 in
…

 in
 th

at area. T
h

ere w
as n

o n
eed to m

en
tion

 it!” 
“H

m
m

,” h
e draw

led. “A
n

d yet, m
y poor ch

aise begs to differ.” 
“N

o, w
e’re n

ot—
 T

h
is w

asn
’t—

” H
erm

ion
e squeezed h

er face in
 h

er 
h

an
ds. “T

h
is h

asn
’t—

 before.” 
“B

efore?” 
“N

o! T
h

is w
as th

e first!” L
ucius’s eyebrow

 raised even
 furth

er, an
d H

er-
m

ion
e groan

ed, sh
ak

in
g h

er h
ead. “T

h
is h

asn
’t ever! I sw

ear it. It just —
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protests van
ish

ed. H
er fin

gers curled in
to h

is rob
es, k

n
ees buck

lin
g. 

D
raco’s h

an
ds sn

apped to h
er back

side, squeezin
g h

er, liftin
g h

er up, 
causin

g h
er th

igh
s to w

rap aroun
d h

im
 on

 in
stin

ct. H
er m

in
d spun

 to k
eep 

up, scream
in

g at h
er to slow

 h
im

 dow
n

, but th
en

 h
er back

 slam
m

ed 
again

st a w
all an

d h
is h

ips rolled h
arsh

ly again
st h

er core. H
er eyes sh

ot 
open

. 
“D

raco—
” 

H
e m

um
bled brok

en
 desires again

st h
er n

eck
, h

an
ds roam

in
g h

er 
th

igh
s an

d slippin
g un

der h
er th

in
 dress to cup h

er arse. 
“W

an
n

a taste you…
” H

e breath
ed h

eavily on
 h

er sk
in

, an
d w

h
en

 h
is 

h
ips pressed in

to h
er again

, h
er h

an
ds gripped h

is h
air, th

igh
s tigh

ten
in

g 
aroun

d h
im

. “Fuck
…

 W
an

n
a fuck

 you. W
an

t you to com
e…

 W
an

n
a feel it 

on
 m

y cock
…

” 
H

erm
ion

e sh
uddered at th

e im
ages, th

e n
eed, th

e raw
n

ess of it all —
 

an
d th

en
 reality crash

ed th
rough

 h
er foggy con

sciousn
ess. 

“Stop,” sh
e gasped. 

H
is body slow

ed. H
is lips paused. 

“W
e h

ave to stop,” sh
e pan

ted. “Y
ou n

eed th
e an

tidote.” 
H

is foreh
ead dropped again

st h
er sh

oulder, h
is en

tire body trem
blin

g. 
Sh

e slow
ly let h

er legs drop to th
e floor. H

e exh
aled sh

ak
ily, an

d seem
ed 

to breath
e h

er in
 on

e last tim
e before push

in
g aw

ay from
 h

er an
d stum

-
blin

g back
w

ard. H
e push

ed h
is h

an
ds in

to h
is eyes an

d h
un

ch
ed over, 

breath
in

g deeply. 
Sh

e took
 a cautious step forw

ard, h
er pulse racin

g. “W
e h

ave to act 
quick

ly. D
o you h

ave an
y m

ore of th
e an

tidote? O
r do w

e n
eed to brew

 it?” 
H

e w
as still, apart from

 th
e sh

arp rise an
d fall of h

is ribs. “N
eed to brew

 
it,” h

e w
h

eezed. “N
ot sure it w

ork
s on

 th
is version

.” 
Sh

e n
odded, ign

orin
g th

e cold fear in
 h

er ch
est. “L

et’s go.” 
“I n

eed a m
in

ute,” h
e grow

led. 
Sh

e bit h
er lip an

d dug h
er fin

gers in
to h

er palm
s, w

aitin
g. H

e breath
ed 

in
to h

is h
an

ds, h
is ribs expan

din
g slow

er an
d slow

er as h
e calm

ed h
im

self. 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

4
7
4
 

th
is state. 
H

erm
ion

e tossed th
e Floo pow

der, stepped in
to th

e fire, an
d th

e m
o-

m
en

t h
is fin

gers w
rapped aroun

d h
er sk

in
, sh

e yelled, “M
alfoy M

an
or!” 

T
h

e soun
d of h

is gasp as th
eir sk

in
 con

n
ected w

as audib
le even

 in
 th

e 
w

h
oosh

 of th
e fire. H

is arm
 slipped aroun

d h
er w

aist in
 th

e tran
sport, 

grippin
g h

er close to h
im

. W
h

en
 sh

e stum
bled out of th

e fireplace in
to 

th
e M

an
or’s en

tryw
ay, h

e stum
bled w

ith
 h

er, h
is face buried in

 h
er h

air, 
h

is arm
s clin

gin
g to h

er body. 
H

e m
oan

ed again
st h

er ear, as if th
e m

ost delicious m
eal h

ad been
 

served in
 fron

t of h
im

, an
d th

en
 a h

an
d w

as slidin
g dow

n
 h

er spin
e, roam

-
in

g over h
er back

side, an
d grippin

g h
er close. 

Sh
e squeak

ed, grabbin
g h

is sh
oulders to steady h

erself, an
d h

is w
an

d 
dropped from

 h
er fin

gertips. Sh
e w

h
ipped h

er h
ead to w

atch
 it k

n
ock

 
again

st th
e floor just before h

e grabbed h
er face an

d k
issed h

er. 
T

h
ere w

as n
oth

in
g h

esitan
t, n

oth
in

g gen
tle about it. H

is ton
gue w

as 
in

 h
er m

outh
 an

d h
is h

an
d tw

istin
g in

 h
er h

air, as if h
e n

eeded h
er lik

e 
oxygen

. Sh
e could feel h

im
 h

ard again
st h

er stom
ach

, an
d th

e h
an

d on
 

h
er arse w

as k
n

eadin
g h

er, fillin
g h

is palm
 w

ith
 h

er. 
H

erm
ion

e tore h
er m

outh
 aw

ay, tryin
g to breath

e. “D
raco—

” 
H

is lips attach
ed to h

er n
eck

 as sh
e squirm

ed, tryin
g to put distan

ce 
betw

een
 th

em
. “N

eed you,” h
e groan

ed. “P
lease.” 

“D
raco, listen

—
” 

“P
lease, G

ran
ger. N

eed you, I n
eed—

” 
H

er h
an

ds faltered. H
e screw

ed h
is eyes sh

ut, foreh
ead pressed again

st 
h

ers, draw
in

g in
 ragged breath

s. Sh
e felt h

im
 sh

ak
in

g, tryin
g to reclaim

 
som

e sem
blan

ce of con
trol. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e surged forw

ard, overw
h

elm
in

g h
er sen

ses, h
an

ds sk
im

-
m

in
g h

er an
d m

outh
 devourin

g h
er lik

e w
ater in

 th
e desert. Sh

e parted 
h

er lips to reason
 w

ith
 h

im
 as h

e brok
e aw

ay, h
is ton

gue an
d teeth

 follow
-

in
g th

e path
 dow

n
 h

er n
eck

 h
e’d m

apped tw
o days prior, but th

en
 h

e 
foun

d th
e place ben

eath
 h

er ear th
at m

ade h
er vision

 spot w
h

ite an
d h

er 
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n
o.” 

A
 lon

g pause. 
“E

xcellen
t,” L

ucius said dryly. “Y
our eloquen

ce con
tin

ues to im
press, 

M
iss G

ran
ger.” 

H
erm

ion
e pressed h

er eyes closed as h
e brush

ed past h
er, w

ish
in

g h
er 

em
barrassm

en
t could sw

allow
 h

er w
h

ole. 
“O

n
e last th

in
g.” H

erm
ion

e took
 a deep breath

 before turn
in

g to face 
h

im
. “I expect you to tak

e preparation
 for Friday even

in
g seriously. If m

y 
son

 is un
able to focus”—

h
e look

ed h
er up an

d dow
n

, as if h
e couldn

’t fin
d 

th
at believable in

 th
e least—

”I’ll h
ave your bedroom

 m
oved. N

ext to m
y 

study.” 
Sh

e stood, dum
bfoun

ded b
y h

is m
ean

in
g, un

til sudden
ly it daw

n
ed on

 
h

er. Sh
e jerk

ed forw
ard. “O

f course w
e’ll—

 
L

ucius silen
ced h

er w
ith

 a raised h
an

d. Sh
e bit h

er lip, h
er ch

eek
s burn

-
in

g im
possibly h

ot. A
n

d th
en

: “T
o your room

, M
iss G

ran
ger. I expect to 

fin
d you fully O

ccluded th
e n

ext tim
e I lay m

y eyes on
 you.” H

is eyes 
dropped to h

er bare k
n

ees. “A
n

d fully cloth
ed.” 

H
er face w

as on
 fire as sh

e scurried th
rough

 th
e door, relish

in
g h

er dis-
m

issal an
d lon

gin
g for th

e days w
h

en
 L

ucius M
alfoy w

as in
 R

om
an

ia. 

>
 

T
h

e n
ext m

orn
in

g, th
ree n

ew
 O

cclum
en

cy book
s arrived on

 h
er break

fast 
tray. T

h
ere w

asn
’t a n

ote. T
h

ere didn
’t h

ave to b
e on

e. Sh
e k

n
ew

 better 
th

an
 to seek

 h
im

 out, so sh
e lock

ed h
erself aw

ay an
d studied. T

h
e on

ly 
break

s sh
e took

 w
ere to force dow

n
 a few

 bites of each
 m

eal, as M
ippy h

ad 
ch

arm
ed th

e tray to start n
udgin

g h
er if sh

e ign
ored it for too lon

g. 
O

n
 Friday m

orn
in

g, after coun
tless careful h

ours of m
editation

 an
d 

m
en

tally slicin
g pages out of book

s, N
arcissa cam

e to visit h
er w

h
en

 H
er-

m
ion

e w
as deep in

 h
er O

cclum
en

cy. 
“I k

n
ow

 you m
ust b

e n
ervous for th

is even
in

g.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded, h

er m
in

d begin
n

in
g to prick

 w
ith

 reem
ergin

g 
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m
em

ories. G
rey eyes an

d rollin
g h

ips, a silk
y voice an

d h
ot w

ave of em
-

barrassm
en

t—
 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, tuck

in
g th

em
 aw

ay. 
N

arcissa m
oved th

rough
 th

e sittin
g area, crossin

g to th
e w

in
dow

s. 
“I alw

ays th
ough

t of m
y sister as eccen

tric,” sh
e said. “B

ut m
ost don

’t 
h

ave th
e luxury of seein

g h
er th

at w
ay.” A

 lon
g sigh

. “T
h

ese days, sh
e is 

un
predictable an

d dan
gerous —

 even
 to m

e. B
ut I do prom

ise th
at I w

ill 
do everyth

in
g in

 m
y pow

er to m
an

age th
e situation

 th
is even

in
g.” 

A
 book

 sh
ivered on

 a h
igh

 sh
elf, an

d H
erm

ion
e gasped as h

er pages 
fluttered open

 to freck
les an

d spearm
in

t an
d th

e G
ryffin

dor com
m

on
 

room
. Sh

e screw
ed h

er eyes sh
ut, breath

in
g steadily un

til it closed. 
H

er eyelids flick
ered open

, an
d sh

e foun
d N

arcissa starin
g at h

er, h
er 

expression
 soft an

d con
cern

ed. 
“I’ve h

eard th
at R

on
 W

easley is bein
g k

ept at th
e L

estran
ge E

state,” 
H

erm
ion

e said dully. 
N

arcissa took
 a sh

arp breath
. “M

r. W
easley is bein

g h
eld at R

abastan
’s 

property. Y
ou w

on
’t see h

im
 ton

igh
t.” 

Sh
e n

odded an
d tuck

ed th
e in

form
ation

 aw
ay, starin

g out h
er w

in
-

dow
s. T

h
e h

eavy, earth
y tom

e sm
ellin

g of spearm
in

t w
as still. 

“H
erm

ion
e,” N

arcissa said gen
tly. “Just try your best. M

y sister already 
h

as a sen
se of your accom

m
odation

s an
d your treatm

en
t, an

d I’m
 sure 

sh
e’s told h

er h
usban

d as w
ell. If an

yth
in

g slips th
rough

, I w
ill h

an
dle it.” 

Sh
e n

odded again
, eyes fixed on

 th
e pon

d outside. T
h

e calm
 w

aters th
at 

rippled w
ith

 th
e breeze. 

“In
 fact,” N

arcissa con
tin

ued, “th
e on

e th
in

g sh
e can

n
ot fin

d out is 
th

at you h
ave learn

ed O
cclum

en
cy.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed. A

 sh
elf collapsed in

 h
er m

in
d, an

d sh
e flin

ch
ed 

w
h

en
 an

oth
er n

early follow
ed. 

Sh
e turn

ed to fin
d N

arcissa’s sh
rew

d eyes on
 h

er. H
erm

ion
e rubbed h

er 
tem

ples, tum
blin

g th
e idea aroun

d h
er sore m

in
d. 

“B
ecause th

en
 sh

e w
ould k

n
ow

 th
at m

y m
agic isn

’t suppressed,” sh
e 
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“D
on

’t—
” 

“L
et’s go. D

raco, w
e’re goin

g.” 
Sh

e stood sw
iftly an

d dragged h
im

 up b
y th

e collar. H
e stum

bled 
again

st th
e fireplace, tuggin

g to un
do h

is topm
ost button

s. 
“A

ccio F
loo pow

der,” sh
e w

h
ispered, an

d m
agic san

g in
 h

er blood as a 
sm

all orn
ate jar sh

ot in
to h

er h
an

d. Sh
e grabbed a h

an
dful an

d turn
ed to 

h
im

. 
H

e w
as sw

eatin
g, h

is h
air dam

p an
d h

is fin
gers scratch

in
g at th

e but-
ton

s of h
is sh

irt. 
O

ver-h
eatin

g. D
row

sin
ess. D

izzin
ess. O

bsessive euph
oria at skin

 con
-

tact. A
n

d th
at w

as th
e old version

. 
“Y

ou’ll”—
h

er voice sh
ook

—
”you’ll n

eed to tak
e m

y arm
. T

o tak
e us 

over th
e boun

dary.” 
H

e laugh
ed, th

e soun
d as m

an
ic as h

is aun
t’s. “T

h
at’s n

ot an
 option

, 
G

ran
ger.” 

Sh
e w

run
g h

er h
an

ds. “O
r you can

 sum
m

on
 your fath

er. C
on

jure a 
P

atron
us?” Sh

e w
in

ced at th
e glare h

e sen
t h

er. H
e did

n
’t h

ave on
e. “I can

’t 
sen

d m
in

e. T
h

ey’d—
 th

ey’d k
n

ow
 about m

y m
agic.” H

er teeth
 w

orried 
h

er bottom
 lip, an

d h
is eyes w

atch
ed th

e m
ovem

en
t w

ith
 a th

ick
 h

un
ger. 

Sh
e look

ed dow
n

 th
e dark

 h
allw

ay. “I can
 go fin

d th
em

 an
d tell th

em
 

you’re sick
.” W

alkin
g w

an
dless th

rough
 a

 D
eath

 E
ater’s m

an
or—

 “O
r I 

can
 go back

 to Flin
t an

d R
abastan

, an
d dem

an
d th

ey—
” 

H
e push

ed off th
e m

an
tle of th

e fireplace, bracin
g h

im
self as h

e stood 
tall. H

e loom
ed over h

er w
ith

 black
, h

ooded eyes, an
d sh

e resisted th
e urge 

to step back
w

ard. 
“Stun

 m
e as soon

 as w
e’re th

rough
.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed at th

e th
reat in

 h
is w

ords. “I k
n

ow
 you w

on
’t h

urt m
e—

” 
“Stun

 m
e. Is th

at clear?” H
e stepped closer to h

er, an
d sh

e could feel h
is 

breath
 on

 h
er face. 

Sh
e k

n
ew

 sh
e w

ouldn
’t. Sh

e couldn
’t risk

 leavin
g h

im
 un

con
scious in
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D
raco’s h

an
ds reach

ed for h
er, eyes w

ild an
d starved, before h

e jerk
ed

 
th

em
 back

 to h
is sides. H

e slapped h
is h

an
ds on

 th
e w

all beh
in

d h
im

, 
squeezin

g h
is eyes sh

ut. 
T

h
e room

 spun
 as sh

e stared at h
im

, dread fillin
g h

er vein
s. Som

eh
ow

, 
Flin

t or R
abastan

 h
ad procured a stran

d of h
er h

air. 
“W

e can
 m

ak
e an

 an
tidote,” sh

e said, figh
tin

g to soun
d calm

. 
H

e let out an
oth

er m
oan

, an
d H

erm
ion

e jerk
ed in

to action
. Sh

e ran
 to 

th
e fireplace, search

in
g for th

e Floo pow
der. 

“W
e h

ave to get back
 to th

e M
an

or—
” 

“Y
ou n

eed to leave. Y
ou go. I can

’t b
e w

ith
 you—

” 
“D

raco.” Sh
e spun

 to h
im

, h
oldin

g out h
er tattooed forearm

. “I can
n

ot 
go an

yw
h

ere w
ith

out you.” 
A

 w
h

im
per w

as w
ren

ch
ed from

 h
is ch

est. T
h

e h
eels of h

is h
an

ds pressed
 

in
to h

is eyes as h
e slid dow

n
 th

e w
all to a crouch

. 
H

erm
ion

e spied h
is w

an
d again

st a far corn
er. Sh

e darted for it, 
sn

atch
ed it up, an

d turn
ed back

 to h
im

. 
A

 quiverin
g w

arm
th

 spun
 up h

er arm
, slidin

g in
to h

er vein
s an

d ign
it-

in
g h

er soul. H
erm

ion
e gasped an

d stared dow
n

 at h
er h

an
d, vibratin

g 
w

ith
 th

e sen
sation

 of h
oldin

g a w
an

d for th
e first tim

e in
 m

on
th

s. T
h

e 
h

aw
th

orn
 h

um
m

ed for h
er, ready to b

e useful. 
H

er h
eartbeat ech

oed in
 h

er ears. 
Sh

e could go. Sh
e could fin

d R
on

. Sh
e could figh

t h
er w

ay out an
d run

. 
T

h
ere w

ere four people to k
ill —

 an
d th

ree M
alfoys to Stun

. Sh
e’d h

ave to 
tak

e D
raco w

ith
 h

er for th
e tattoo to let h

er leave. R
on

 m
ust h

ave a tattoo 
as w

ell. P
erh

aps if th
ey took

 R
abastan

’s body—
 

A
 th

um
p drew

 h
er eyes up, an

d sh
e caugh

t sigh
t of D

raco on
 h

is k
n

ees, 
bracin

g h
im

self w
ith

 h
is h

an
ds on

 th
e floor, pan

tin
g. 

H
er h

eart th
un

dered even
 louder, h

er guilt an
d con

scien
ce tuggin

g h
er 

both
 w

ays. A
fter an

oth
er h

alf-secon
d’s h

esitation
, sh

e ran
 to h

im
. Sh

e 
push

ed h
im

 up b
y th

e sh
oulders, careful n

ot to touch
 h

im
, an

d h
is eyes 

fluttered open
. H

is gaze w
as lik

e black
 glass. 
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surm
ised. “T

h
at you h

aven
’t been

 givin
g m

e th
e potion

s.” 
N

arcissa n
odded. “Sh

e’s k
ept several th

in
gs to h

erself, but h
er w

illin
g-

n
ess to look

 th
e oth

er w
ay depen

ds on
 h

er believin
g you’re un

der lock
 an

d 
k

ey.” 
N

arcissa brok
e off, ask

in
g h

er som
eth

in
g, but H

erm
ion

e couldn
’t pro-

cess th
e w

ords. H
er body felt flim

sy an
d n

um
b, h

er brain
 dizzy. H

er k
n

ees 
began

 to buck
le, an

d N
arcissa flew

 to h
er side, h

elpin
g h

er sit in
 a ch

air. 
Sh

e called for M
ippy, an

d H
erm

ion
e pressed h

er eyes closed, h
er h

ead 
poun

din
g. M

ippy return
ed

 w
ith

 a potion
, an

d N
arcissa h

elped h
er drin

k
 

it. O
n

ce H
erm

ion
e’s vision

 stopped blurrin
g, N

arcissa poured th
em

 both
 

tea an
d took

 a seat across from
 h

er, perch
ed on

 th
e edge of h

er cush
ion

. 
“So w

h
at am

 I supposed to do w
h

en
 sh

e tries to read m
y m

in
d?” H

er-
m

ion
e set dow

n
 h

er saucer an
d curled up in

 h
er ch

air, etiquette givin
g w

ay 
to exh

austion
. 

N
arcissa sipped h

er tea. “W
h

at tech
n

ique are you usin
g? A

 box? A
 

draw
er? P

erh
aps a sealed cave?” 

“A
 book

sh
elf.” H

erm
ion

e sigh
ed, rubbin

g h
er tem

ples. “B
ook

s of 
m

em
ories. P

ages of m
om

en
ts.” 

“V
ery useful,” sh

e said. “A
n

d you are tak
in

g pages out?” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded. 

“I k
n

ow
 a th

in
g or tw

o about th
at.” N

arcissa’s voice w
as quiet an

d low
, 

lullin
g. “W

ould you lik
e m

e to assist you?” 
T

h
e air left H

erm
ion

e’s lun
gs as sh

e turn
ed to look

 at h
er. N

arcissa’s 
blue eyes w

ere w
arm

 an
d open

. Steadyin
g. Slow

ly, H
erm

ion
e n

odded 
again

. 
N

arcissa h
overed h

er teacup an
d saucer over h

er lap, h
er spin

e h
eld 

straigh
t. “P

erh
aps it is tim

e to create a n
ew

 book
,” sh

e said on
 a low

 h
um

, 
th

e w
ords carryin

g to H
erm

ion
e on

 a platin
um

 th
read, loopin

g th
rough

 
h

er eyes an
d en

terin
g h

er m
in

d lik
e gossam

er. “P
erh

aps,” N
arcissa said, 

“you can
 visualize on

ly th
e th

in
gs you w

an
t to presen

t.” 
T

h
e w

ords w
h

ispered in
to h

er m
in

d. A
 slow

 th
read w

ith
out a n

eedle 
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w
ove th

rough
 h

er book
sh

elves, tappin
g at covers an

d rustlin
g pages. H

er-
m

ion
e breath

ed deeply, relaxin
g in

 h
er ch

air. 
A

 leath
er cover appeared in

 fron
t of h

er book
sh

elf, open
 an

d barren
 of 

pages. U
n

titled. P
ages fluttered dow

n
 to fill it, driftin

g slow
ly. T

h
e plati-

n
um

 th
read curled th

rough
 th

em
, proddin

g som
e to th

e side, beck
on

in
g 

oth
ers forw

ard. 
N

ott Sr. catchin
g h

er eavesdroppin
g —

 h
is can

e un
der h

er ch
in

. 
T

h
e O

n
e O

’C
lock G

un
 at E

din
burgh

. 
V

oldem
ort h

overin
g over h

er on
 th

e M
alfoy’s draw

in
g room

 floor. 
T

h
ey all fluttered dow

n
, dow

n
, n

estled in
to th

e leath
er cover. 

T
h

e th
read tum

bled th
rough

 th
e pages of D

raco th
row

in
g h

er on
 h

er 
bed, rippin

g h
er slip open

. H
erm

ion
e tried to close th

e book
, terror an

d 
h

um
iliation

 an
d pain

ed sym
path

y floodin
g h

er library, but th
e th

read 
tugged m

ore in
sisten

tly, an
d th

e pages fell, join
in

g th
e oth

ers. 
M

ore of E
din

burgh
. T

h
e din

n
er parties, th

e L
oun

ge. H
alf a page of 

C
h

o k
issin

g h
er w

h
ile D

raco w
atch

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e’s en
tire body ten

sed as th
e th

read slith
ered th

rough
 th

e 
pages of D

raco pin
n

in
g h

er h
an

ds to th
e w

all, h
is th

igh
 slidin

g betw
een

 
h

er legs. H
is h

an
ds on

 h
er h

ips as sh
e straddled h

im
 on

 th
e ch

aise —
 h

er 
gravity flipped, back

 th
row

n
 on

 th
e cush

ion
 as h

e slipped betw
een

 h
er legs. 

T
h

e platin
um

 th
read paused over h

is m
uttered, “O

k
ay?” an

d as if on
 a 

n
eedle, it w

ove th
rough

 th
e page —

 over, un
der, cross stitch

, over, un
der, 

cross stitch
 —

 erasin
g th

e w
ord from

 h
istory un

til just a pattern
 of plati-

n
um

 rem
ain

ed. 
A

n
d fin

ally, th
e th

read zoom
ed th

rough
 h

er sh
elves, turn

in
g pages, 

sk
im

m
in

g w
ords, before stoppin

g over a m
em

ory. 
D

oloh
ov an

d th
e M

ediw
itch

es 
From

 far aw
ay, H

erm
ion

e felt h
er legs jerk

. 
T

h
e th

read cut th
e page aw

ay from
 its book

, lettin
g th

e m
em

ory tum
-

ble dow
n

 to join
 th

e oth
ers. 

H
erm

ion
e tw

itch
ed in

 protest. W
ouldn

’t it b
e dan

gerous to k
n

ow
 w

h
at 
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H
erm

ion
e stared after h

im
, stun

n
ed. 

“D
raco, com

e back
! W

e’ll m
iss th

e sh
ow

!” 
H

e w
ren

ch
ed open

 th
e door an

d storm
ed th

rough
. H

erm
ion

e stood 
an

d ran
 after h

im
, ign

orin
g Flin

t’s protests as P
en

elope m
oved to straddle 

h
im

. D
raco w

h
ipped aroun

d a corn
er as sh

e stum
bled out of th

e room
, 

an
d sh

e darted after h
im

. 
“W

h
at in

 th
e w

orld—
?” Sh

e roun
ded th

e corn
er an

d
 foun

d h
im

 at th
e 

fireplace th
ey’d com

e th
rough

, on
e h

an
d bracin

g h
im

self on
 th

e w
all as 

h
e h

un
ch

ed over, h
eavin

g. “A
re you ill?” 

N
o respon

se, except for th
e rattle of h

is breath
in

g. Sh
e approach

ed cau-
tiously, reach

in
g for h

is h
an

d. A
 soft brush

 of h
er fin

gers over h
is w

rist—
 

A
n

d h
e jerk

ed back
w

ard, h
is w

an
d clatterin

g to th
e ston

e floor. H
er-

m
ion

e gaped as it rolled aw
ay. 

H
e groan

ed, suck
in

g in
 a sh

arp breath
. “W

e h
ave to—

 Y
ou h

ave to go.” 
“D

raco. W
h

at’s w
ron

g?” Sh
e reach

ed for h
is face—

 
“D

on
’t touch

 m
e,” h

e pan
ted, pressin

g h
im

self again
st th

e w
all. T

h
ere 

w
as h

orror in
 h

is eyes. “Y
ou can

’t touch
 m

e.” 
“A

lrigh
t.” Sh

e raised h
er h

an
ds in

 surren
der. “Just let m

e get a better 
look

.” Sh
e m

oved closer, frow
n

in
g. H

is pupils w
ere blow

n
 w

ide, h
is ch

eek
s 

an
d n

eck
 flush

ed, h
is m

outh
 pan

tin
g w

ith
 ragged breath

s. H
is gaze 

dropped from
 h

er face, sk
atin

g over h
er exposed n

eck
, fixatin

g on
 th

e 
curve of h

er breasts, th
e dip of h

er w
aist, th

e sw
ell of h

er h
ips. 

H
erm

ion
e felt an

 iced ch
ill run

 over h
er sk

in
, freezin

g th
e air in

 h
er 

lun
gs. 
T

h
ey’d dosed h

im
. R

abastan
 an

d Flin
t. W

ith
 th

e lust potion
. 

T
h

is on
e’s a n

ew
 con

coction
—

 
W

e’ll m
iss th

e sh
ow

! 
H

er m
in

d click
ed in

to action
. Sh

e flipped th
rough

 h
er m

em
ories, 

th
in

k
in

g back
 on

 th
e n

otes sh
e’d m

ade th
at day in

 D
raco’s laboratory. 

B
ut th

ey w
ould n

eed h
er h

air for th
at potion

. A
 m

ore gen
eral lust po-

tion
 didn

’t n
ecessarily m

ean
 h

e w
as dan

gerous to h
er—
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“N
o w

on
der h

e m
isses h

er.” R
abastan

 ch
uck

led, sh
ak

in
g h

is h
ead. 

“M
erlin

, I’ll n
ever forget th

at n
igh

t. B
ack

 w
h

en
 w

e still could serve th
ese.” 

H
e tapped h

is L
ot’s em

pty glass. “N
ever seen

 a girl drop to h
er k

n
ees so 

quick
. G

ettin
g fuck

in
g h

ard just th
in

k
in

g about it.” 
“W

ell sh
e’s a profession

al, isn
’t sh

e?” said Flin
t. 

T
h

ey both
 laugh

ed. D
raco took

 a sip from
 h

is glass. 
“Y

ou k
n

ow
, G

ran
ger, I’ve alw

ays w
on

dered,” Flin
t’s voice drifted to 

h
er. “D

o blow
 job

s get you w
et? C

ertain
ly look

ed lik
e it.” 

A
 lak

e w
ith

 still w
aters. A

 slopin
g m

oun
tain

 ran
ge. G

eese floatin
g 

across th
e w

ater, creatin
g ripples. 

“I w
ouldn

’t m
in

d seein
g a bit m

ore of h
er. N

ow
 th

at your fath
er’s 

back
, you m

igh
t n

eed som
e m

ore privacy, eh
, D

raco?” 
“C

om
e off it, R

abastan
. Y

ou k
n

ow
 h

e doesn
’t fuck

 un
less th

e curtain
s 

are draw
n

 aroun
d h

is four-poster. O
r h

is L
ot’s. Isn

’t th
at righ

t?” 
D

raco sh
ook

 h
is h

ead w
ith

 a w
ry sm

ile. H
e tugged at h

is collar a bit, 
an

d sipped h
is drin

k
. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed over at Flin
t, an

d foun
d P

en
elope startin

g to k
iss h

is 
n

eck
, pressin

g h
er legs togeth

er. T
h

e oth
er girl appeared dizzy an

d
 

flush
ed, sittin

g several feet aw
ay from

 R
abastan

 an
d starin

g at h
im

 lon
g-

in
gly. 
H

erm
ion

e let th
e ch

atter w
ash

 over h
er, glan

cin
g over at D

raco to 
gauge h

ow
 m

uch
 lon

ger th
ey w

ould stay. 
H

is face w
as tigh

t an
d h

is ch
eek

s w
ere pin

k
. Sh

e lean
ed in

to h
im

 to 
w

h
isper, “Sh

ould I sit in
 your lap or—

” 
T

h
e arm

 aroun
d h

er sh
oulder disappeared. H

e sat forw
ard, draw

in
g 

aw
ay from

 h
er sh

arply an
d placin

g h
is h

an
ds on

 h
is k

n
ees. H

e pressed h
is 

eyes closed, lik
e h

e m
igh

t b
e sick

. 
“E

veryth
in

g alrigh
t th

ere, D
raco?” Flin

t lilted. 
D

raco’s eyes flew
 open

 to glare at h
im

. In
 a h

eartbeat, h
e w

as stan
din

g 
an

d m
ovin

g to th
e doors. 

“G
ran

ger. C
om

e.” 
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N
arcissa h

ad don
e? If B

ellatrix k
n

ew
 N

arcissa h
ad O

bliviated a m
em

ber of 
th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s in

n
er circle—

 
T

h
e platin

um
 th

read sh
im

m
ered th

rough
 th

e m
em

ory, fin
din

g th
e 

m
om

en
t a green

 ligh
t rose from

 h
er fertile ovary. H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed as 
th

e th
read sn

ak
ed forw

ard, tw
istin

g aroun
d th

e green
 ligh

t, tw
irlin

g tigh
t 

lik
e a ball of yarn

, ob
scurin

g it —
 an

d th
en

 burn
in

g red. A
s if th

e test w
as 

n
egative. 

T
h

e th
read fell aw

ay, an
d a red ligh

t rem
ain

ed. 
T

h
e page sliced in

 h
alf, an

d th
e m

om
en

ts follow
in

g th
e reveal of th

e 
green

 ligh
t fluttered aw

ay. T
h

e top h
alf fell in

to th
e book

. 
W

eavin
g th

e spin
e togeth

er, th
e th

read push
ed th

rough
 th

e pages, 
cin

ch
in

g th
em

 tigh
t. T

h
e book

 glued itself togeth
er, an

d closed w
ith

 a 
soft sn

ap. 
T

h
e platin

um
 th

read tapped again
st th

e fron
t cover, w

eavin
g a title 

in
to th

e leath
er: A

ftern
oon

 T
ea. 

Sh
e felt th

e th
read un

w
in

d, slippin
g back

w
ards, pullin

g aw
ay from

 h
er 

sh
elves, slidin

g th
rough

 h
er eyes an

d return
in

g to a pale blue gaze. 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, h
er lun

gs draggin
g in

 air. N
arcissa M

alfoy studied 
h

er, th
en

 brough
t h

er teacup to h
er lips, relaxin

g again
st th

e cush
ion

. 
H

er eyes roved aroun
d th

e room
. T

h
e w

alls w
ere pin

k
, th

e sun
 settin

g. 
T

h
e clock

 in
dicated th

at it h
ad been

 th
ree h

ours sin
ce N

arcissa en
tered 

h
er room

. 
Sh

e turn
ed back

 to h
er, m

outh
 open

. “Y
ou’re a L

egilim
en

s.” 
N

arcissa settled h
er teacup silen

tly on
 its saucer. “It run

s in
 th

e fam
ily. 

T
h

e B
lack

-R
osiers are very stron

g w
ith

 it.” 
A

 w
ell of em

otion
s bubbled in

 h
er ch

est. “A
re you…

 D
o you use it of-

ten
?” 
“N

o. V
ery rarely, in

 fact,” sh
e said w

ith
 a sm

ile. “I try to afford people 
th

eir privacy.” Sh
e paused h

alfw
ay to h

er n
ext sip. “I h

ope you don
’t m

in
d 

m
y assistan

ce w
ith

…
 several of your m

ore private m
em

ories.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s ears burn
ed red-h

ot. N
arcissa h

ad seen
 h

er an
d D

raco 
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togeth
er…

 an
d…

 w
ell…

 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at th

e carpets. “N
o, I un

derstan
d w

h
y th

ose m
em

o-
ries sh

ould b
e sew

ed in
. T

h
at w

as…
 very h

elpful.” 
T

h
ere w

as a th
ick

 silen
ce before N

arcissa spok
e again

. “It w
ill rem

ain
 

betw
een

 us, H
erm

ion
e. I don

’t th
in

k
 an

y differen
tly of you.” 

A
 pause as H

erm
ion

e tried to sh
ove aside h

er burn
in

g em
barrassm

en
t 

an
d say som

eth
in

g in
 an

 in
telligen

t lan
guage—

 
“If you th

in
k

 th
ere is a n

eed, th
e elves can

 stock
 your cabin

ets w
ith

 
C

on
traceptive P

otion
s.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes sn

apped up. “N
o! N

o, n
o. N

o. U
m

…
” Sh

e sw
allow

ed as 
N

arcissa look
ed at h

er in
n

ocen
tly from

 beh
in

d h
er teacup. “I m

ean
 to say, 

yes th
at w

ould b
e n

ecessary if w
e w

ere…
 B

ut w
e’re n

ot an
d…

b
ecause I don

’t 
w

an
t to”—

sh
e gestured aw

k
w

ardly to h
er stom

ach
—

”to becom
e…

 O
f 

course.” 
N

arcissa’s m
outh

 tw
itch

ed, an
d H

erm
ion

e caugh
t a glin

t in
 h

er eye 
before sh

e n
odded. “O

f course.” 
“Y

es.” 
“If th

e n
eed sh

ould ever arise, please don
’t h

esitate to ask
. M

ippy w
ill 

b
e h

appy to assist you.” 
H

erm
ion

e tried to w
ave h

er off, but all sh
e m

an
aged w

as a croak
. 

“W
ell, I didn

’t m
ean

 to fluster you, dear. P
lease forgive an

y assum
p-

tion
s.” H

erm
ion

e flush
ed even

 brigh
ter as N

arcissa stood an
d look

ed at 
th

e clock
. H

er brow
 furrow

ed. “W
e leave in

 tw
o h

ours. Y
ou sh

ould h
ave 

som
e tim

e alon
e to m

editate.” 
T

h
e rem

in
der m

ade h
er stom

ach
 drop. N

arcissa gen
tly touch

ed h
er 

sh
oulder before slippin

g from
 th

e room
. H

erm
ion

e breath
ed deep, filin

g 
aw

ay h
er m

ortification
. 

Sh
e took

 a bath
 an

d stared at th
e w

ater, clearin
g h

er m
in

d. Sh
e focused

 
on

 th
e book

 A
ftern

oon
 T

ea, lettin
g everyth

in
g else fade to th

e back
 of h

er 
sh

elves. W
h

en
ever a m

em
ory in

side sh
uddered

 h
er, sh

e con
cen

trated on
 

th
e platin

um
 th

read w
oven

 th
rough

, h
oldin

g h
er th

ough
ts togeth

er, 
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dran
k

 th
eir ch

am
pagn

e, tippin
g th

eir glasses back
 an

d sw
allow

in
g lik

e 
th

ey’d don
e it a th

ousan
d tim

es before. 
H

erm
ion

e tried to O
cclude, but h

er m
in

d groan
ed in

 protest, still de-
pleted from

 B
ellatrix’s attack

. H
er k

n
ee began

 to boun
ce, an

d D
raco 

placed h
is h

an
d on

 h
er th

igh
, calm

in
g h

er. 
“W

ell, gen
tlem

en
”—

h
e quick

ly stood—
”N

ever been
 m

uch
 of voyeur 

m
yself, so w

e’ll just see ourselves out—
” 

“R
elax,” R

abastan
 sm

irk
ed, pourin

g th
ree tum

blers of Firew
h

isk
y. 

“T
h

is on
e’s a n

ew
 con

coction
 I’ve been

 h
elpin

g M
arcus w

ith
. T

ak
es som

e 
tim

e to k
ick

 in
, but on

ce it h
its, it gets stron

ger un
til you scratch

 th
e itch

, 
if you catch

 m
y m

ean
in

g. I lik
e to w

atch
 h

er w
rith

e a bit beforeh
an

d.” H
e 

strolled to D
raco, offerin

g h
im

 on
e of th

e glasses of Firew
h

isk
y. “H

ave a 
drin

k
, tak

e th
at ch

ip off your sh
oulder, an

d en
joy yourself.” H

e sh
oved 

th
e tum

bler in
to D

raco’s h
an

ds an
d sm

iled, a crook
ed fron

t tooth
 glin

t-
in

g in
 th

e can
dleligh

t, before push
in

g h
im

 dow
n

 on
 th

e couch
. Flin

t 
laugh

ed an
d settled in

to h
is ch

air w
ith

 P
en

elope. 
D

raco sch
ooled th

e irritation
 from

 h
is features an

d settled n
ext to h

er. 
“G

ran
ger,” Flin

t called out. “Y
our boyfrien

d’s quite th
e scream

er.” 
Sh

e felt h
er en

tire body grow
 cold. H

er vision
 n

arrow
ed to Flin

t’s sm
ug 

sm
ile as h

e sipped from
 h

is glass. Sh
e tried to breath

e deeply. 
“T

ell m
e. D

id h
e scream

 lik
e th

at w
h

en
 you used to suck

 h
is cock

 in
 

th
e G

ryffin
dor com

m
on

 room
?” 

R
abastan

 laugh
ed. Sh

e blin
k

ed, h
er sh

elf rattlin
g an

d groan
in

g. 
“D

raco, you sh
ould h

ave seen
 h

im
 w

h
en

 I told h
im

 sh
e w

as h
ere,” R

a-
bastan

 crow
ed. “Scream

in
g h

er n
am

e, th
row

in
g h

im
self at th

e bars, try-
in

g to A
pparate w

ith
out a w

an
d or m

agic.” 
T

h
e taste of blood in

 h
er m

outh
. Sh

e’d bitten
 th

e in
side of h

er ch
eek

. 
D

raco’s ribs barely m
oved n

ext to h
ers as h

e took
 a sip of h

is Firew
h

isk
y 

an
d said in

 an
 em

pty voice, “I’d love to see th
at on

e day.” 
Sh

e focused on
 h

er breath
in

g, push
in

g th
rough

 th
e pain

 un
til sh

e 
could see still w

ater in
 a large lak

e. A
 m

oun
tain

 ran
ge surroun

din
g it. 
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D
raco sh

rugged. “T
h

e n
igh

t is youn
g. M

aybe w
e’ll catch

 th
e en

d of th
e 

R
in

g M
atch

. I h
ear Fin

n
igan

 is back
.” 

“D
raco, com

e catch
 up,” R

abastan
 coaxed. “I n

ever get to spen
d tim

e 
w

ith
 you. A

n
d I h

aven
’t h

ad a proper look
 at your M

udblood.” 
Flin

t w
rapped h

is arm
s aroun

d P
en

elope’s w
aist. “N

o on
e gets a proper 

look
.” H

e grin
n

ed. “C
om

e on
, D

raco. A
n

 h
our at least. D

on
’t tell m

e 
you’re as m

uch
 of a prat at a fam

ily din
n

er as you are at E
din

burgh
.” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed D

raco’s jaw
 tick

 before h
e sm

iled tigh
tly. “T

w
ist m

y arm
, 

w
h

y don
’t you?” 

R
abastan

 laugh
ed an

d jerk
ed h

is h
ead in

 th
e direction

 of th
e door. 

D
raco push

ed in
 h

is ch
air m

eth
odically an

d grabbed h
er elb

ow
 to lead h

er 
out. Sh

e brough
t h

er oth
er h

an
d up an

d squeezed h
is fin

gers, th
in

k
in

g 
about th

e w
ay B

ellatrix h
ad touch

ed h
im

. H
er m

in
d drifted to Sw

itzer-
lan

d, but sh
e forced it aside. 

T
h

ey w
ere led in

to a sm
all sittin

g room
, just as dark

 an
d gh

ostly as th
e 

rest of th
e m

an
or. Flin

t an
d P

en
elope dropped in

to an
 arm

ch
air w

h
ile R

a-
bastan

 w
en

t to th
e drin

k
 cart. H

is L
ot took

 a sofa, an
d D

raco led H
erm

i-
on

e to th
e oth

er m
atch

in
g sofa. Sh

e let h
im

 sit first, th
en

 tuck
ed h

er legs 
on

 th
e couch

 an
d lean

ed in
to h

im
, tryin

g to look
 com

fortable. 
“C

an
 I get M

iss G
ran

ger an
yth

in
g to drin

k
?” R

abastan
 turn

ed a sm
ile 

on
 h

er. “P
erh

aps som
e w

in
e w

ith
 a splash

 of som
eth

in
g else?” 

H
e pulled a sm

all bottle of clear liquid from
 h

is in
side pock

et an
d 

sh
ook

 it tan
talizin

gly. 
Flin

t laugh
ed. “D

raco doesn
’t n

eed th
at potion

, R
abs. H

is slut is w
ild 

for h
im

 w
ith

out it, isn
’t th

at righ
t?” 

H
erm

ion
e said n

oth
in

g, feelin
g th

e h
airs on

 th
e back

 of h
er n

eck
 

stan
d up. D

raco m
ade a n

on
com

m
ittal n

oise as R
abastan

 popped a bottle 
of ch

am
pagn

e, poured tw
o glasses, an

d split th
e potion

 betw
een

 th
em

. 
Flin

t join
ed h

im
 at th

e cart, an
d th

ey each
 added a h

air to a glass before 
offerin

g th
em

 to th
e girls. 

D
raco stiffen

ed besides h
er as P

en
elope an

d th
e oth

er girl ob
edien

tly 

C
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k
eepin

g th
em

 safe. 
A

t ten
 till seven

, sh
e descen

ded th
e stairs in

 a sm
all, sim

ple sh
ift dress 

w
ith

 flat sh
oes. Sh

e w
as to b

e a slave ton
igh

t an
d n

oth
in

g m
ore. 

D
raco an

d L
ucius stood n

ear th
e fireplace, speak

in
g in

 low
 ton

es. T
h

ey 
stopped w

h
en

 L
ucius caugh

t sigh
t of h

er. H
e w

h
ispered on

e last th
in

g to 
h

is son
, an

d turn
ed a lazy expression

 on
 h

er. 
“M

iss G
ran

ger,” h
e greeted. 

Sh
e n

odded to h
im

, an
d glan

ced at D
raco. H

is eyes w
ere on

 th
e fire, 

cold an
d distan

t. 
C

lick
in

g h
eels caugh

t th
eir atten

tion
, an

d H
erm

ion
e turn

ed to see a 
very stern

 expression
 on

 N
arcissa’s face as sh

e approach
ed, w

earin
g a struc-

tured black
 dress. 

“W
e’re leavin

g after an
 h

our,” sh
e clipped, raisin

g a cool brow
 as L

u-
cius appraised h

er. “W
e’ve survived w

orse.” 
A

 pop soun
ded from

 beh
in

d L
ucius. “M

aster!” a voice squeak
ed. “A

n
 

urgen
t letter from

 M
adam

 L
estran

ge!” 
L

ucius pluck
ed up th

e n
ote, an

d sh
ook

 it open
 w

ith
 a flourish

. H
erm

i-
on

e h
eld h

er b
reath

 as h
is eyes dan

ced across th
e page. A

 sn
arl pulled at h

is 
lips. “A

 ch
an

ge of plan
s,” h

e said. “Y
our sister’s m

an
or is ‘in

h
ospitable’ at 

th
e m

om
en

t. Sh
e’s ask

ed us to m
eet h

er at R
abastan

’s estate for din
n

er.” 
N

arcissa sn
atch

ed th
e letter, eyes n

arrow
in

g as sh
e read. “A

bsolutely 
ridiculous,” sh

e h
issed. “If th

at’s h
ow

 sh
e’s goin

g to play it—
” Sh

e brok
e 

off, look
in

g up at H
erm

ion
e, h

er features cloudin
g w

ith
 con

cern
. 

T
h

ere w
as a rin

gin
g in

 h
er ears, h

er blood m
ovin

g quick
ly. R

on
. 

H
erm

ion
e gave a sh

ak
y n

od, th
en

 closed h
er eyes, push

in
g th

e earth
y 

tom
e back

 even
 farth

er. 
T

h
e clock

 ch
im

ed seven
. L

ucius tossed th
e Floo pow

der an
d called out 

th
e destin

ation
. N

arcissa stepped th
rough

, follow
ed by h

er h
usban

d. 
O

n
ce th

e green
 flam

es h
ad died, D

raco m
oved for th

e first tim
e. H

e 
reach

ed in
to th

e b
ag, tossed th

e pow
der, an

d silen
tly exten

ded h
is h

an
d. 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

4
54

 

H
erm

ion
e m

oved beside h
im

 an
d presen

ted h
er arm

, h
is tattooed sign

a-
ture glim

m
erin

g in
 th

e fireligh
t. H

is fin
gers w

ere cold as th
ey w

rapped 
aroun

d h
er sk

in
. H

e called out for R
abastan

’s estate, an
d th

ey stepped 
th

rough
. 

T
h

e first th
in

g H
erm

ion
e n

oticed w
as a lack

 of ligh
t or w

arm
th

. T
h

e 
fire at th

eir back
s van

ish
ed w

ith
 a h

iss, an
d sh

e sh
ivered violen

tly as th
e 

ch
ill of th

e en
tryw

ay crept over h
er. 

T
h

ey stood in
 a goth

ic m
an

or h
ouse —

 th
e h

allw
ay stretch

in
g before 

th
em

 n
arrow

er th
an

 M
alfoy M

an
or’s, but th

e ceilin
gs still dizzyin

gly 
h

igh
. T

h
e sm

ok
e from

 th
e fireplace dissipated, an

d th
e black

 w
alls closed 

in
 lik

e a void sw
allow

in
g h

er air. T
h

e pain
tin

gs on
 th

e w
all started h

issin
g 

at h
er, m

utterin
g about h

er dirty blood as N
arcissa glared daggers at th

em
. 

D
raco dropped h

er arm
 an

d stepped sligh
tly in

 fron
t of h

er. L
ucius 

spared th
em

 a con
descen

din
g sn

eer an
d con

tin
ued in

spectin
g h

is fin
ger-

n
ails. 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes roved th

e ceilin
gs. R

on
 w

as in
 th

is h
ouse, som

ew
h

ere 
ben

eath
 th

ese black
, deaden

ed w
alls. Sh

e blin
k

ed an
d sh

ook
 h

er h
ead, re-

focusin
g. 

R
abastan

 w
as th

e youn
ger broth

er —
 possibly in

 h
is m

id-th
irties. A

ll 
H

erm
ion

e k
n

ew
 about h

im
 w

as th
at h

e w
as an

 un
m

arried D
eath

 E
ater —

 
lik

ely m
ediocre in

 ran
k

, given
 h

ow
 little sh

e’d h
eard about h

im
. R

abas-
tan

, R
odolph

us, an
d B

ellatrix. Sh
e’d face th

ree en
em

ies ton
igh

t. 
Sm

all, titterin
g footsteps grew

 n
earer, an

d all four guests turn
ed to see 

a beaten
 little elf lim

pin
g tow

ard th
em

. 
“Jik

 tak
es you n

ow
. D

in
n

er th
is w

ay.” 
H

erm
ion

e scow
led as Jik

 turn
ed in

 a circle, h
is righ

t k
n

ee pivotin
g 

w
ith

 difficulty, an
d lim

ped tow
ard a dark

 h
allw

ay. T
h

ere w
as blood trick

-
lin

g beh
in

d h
is ear, drippin

g dow
n

 to h
is n

eck
. 

Sh
e felt h

er ch
est burn

 as sh
e follow

ed L
ucius an

d N
arcissa. Jik

 h
ad 

clearly been
 fresh

ly tortured, an
d th

en
 told to retrieve th

e guests. Sh
e’d 

n
ever seen

 an
 elf in

 poorer sh
ape, an

d th
at in

cluded th
e beh

eaded on
es on
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“E
n

ough
,” L

ucius sn
arled. H

e sh
ifted to N

arcissa. “I w
ill speak

 to th
e 

D
ark

 L
ord. Sw

itzerlan
d is in

 a delicate situation
 after your sister’s m

an
y 

m
istak

es, an
d I w

ill m
ak

e it clear—
” 

“It’s already settled, L
ucius. T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord h
as agreed.” A

 pause. “I’ll 
k

eep h
im

 un
der m

y protection
, of course.” 

B
efore h

e could reply, th
e doors sw

un
g open

, draw
in

g H
erm

ion
e’s eyes 

an
d startlin

g th
e room

. R
abastan

, Flin
t, an

d th
e girls w

ere back
. H

erm
i-

on
e h

adn
’t even

 realized th
e scream

in
g h

ad stopped. 
“It w

as quick
 th

is tim
e,” R

abastan
 said. “H

e passed out early.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
ayed on

 h
er feet, bracin

g h
erself on

 th
e w

all. 
N

arcissa’s face w
as pale w

ith
 rage. “G

en
tlem

en
, you’ll excuse m

y sister 
an

d I, an
d our h

usban
ds. W

e h
ave a private m

atter to discuss. R
abastan

, 
m

ay w
e use your study?” 

R
abastan

 n
odded h

is acceptan
ce an

d sh
e m

oved brisk
ly to th

e door-
w

ay, L
ucius just beh

in
d h

er. R
odolph

us abruptly stood an
d follow

ed, 
grabbin

g h
is w

in
e. 

B
ellatrix push

ed back
 from

 th
e table w

ith
 a screech

 of w
ood. Sh

e 
dropped D

raco’s h
an

d an
d patted h

is ch
eek

. H
erm

ion
e k

ept h
er eyes dow

n
 

as sh
e passed, tuck

in
g th

e soun
d of fresh

 scream
in

g in
to a h

eavy, earth
y 

tom
e. 

O
n

ce th
e door closed beh

in
d th

e four of th
em

, Flin
t said, “W

ell, I h
ate 

to in
form

 you R
abs, but your elf can

’t cook
 w

orth
 sh

it.” H
e clapped R

a-
bastan

 on
 th

e back
. “Sh

all w
e just pass th

rough
 th

en
?” 

“I h
ave a sittin

g room
 just across th

e h
all,” R

abstan
 said, grabbin

g sev-
eral em

pty w
in

e glasses. “W
e can

 get com
fortable.” H

is h
an

d slid aroun
d 

th
e w

aist of h
is L

ot. 
H

erm
ion

e’s h
eart raced. Sh

e h
adn

’t th
ough

t th
is even

in
g w

ould b
e an

-
yth

in
g lik

e th
e L

oun
ge. D

raco stood abruptly, straigh
ten

in
g h

is collar. “I 
sh

ould get goin
g.” 

“Y
ou can

’t b
e serious.” Flin

t sh
ook

 h
is h

ead. “W
h

ere do you h
ave to 

be?” 
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appallin
g soup I’ve ever h

ad th
e displeasure of tastin

g. E
xcuse m

e, but it’s 
ten

 past th
e h

our I agreed to suffer th
rough

.” 
B

ellatrix cack
led, still graspin

g D
raco’s h

an
d. 

“A
lw

ays so quick
 to get to it.” Sh

e turn
ed to N

arcissa. “I k
n

ew
 h

e w
asn

’t 
on

e for foreplay.” L
ucius stood stiffly, refusin

g to tak
e th

e bait. B
ellatrix’s 

face fell in
to a m

ock
 pout. “A

ll I w
an

ted w
as to spen

d a little tim
e as a 

fam
ily before D

raco goes to Sw
itzerlan

d.” 
A

 th
ick

 silen
ce settled over th

e room
. H

erm
ion

e could coun
t th

e 
h

eartbeats betw
een

 th
em

 all, h
ardly darin

g to breath
e. 

“Sw
itzerlan

d,” L
ucius repeated in

credulously. “I th
ough

t Sw
itzerlan

d 
w

as your project.” 
“Y

es, w
ell th

e D
ark

 L
ord th

in
k

s th
at a M

alfoy’s political cun
n

in
g m

ay 
b

e just w
h

at w
e n

eed over th
ere. A

n
d sin

ce you just return
ed from

 such
 a 

lon
g assign

m
en

t, L
ucius, I th

ough
t th

is w
ould b

e th
e perfect opportun

ity 
for D

raco to rise to th
e ch

allen
ge.” 

N
arcissa stood, icy rage radiatin

g off h
er sh

oulders. “So, because you’ve 
failed to in

filtrate th
e Sw

iss M
in

istry, you’re draggin
g m

y son
 in

to your 
m

ess? H
oldin

g h
im

 ran
som

 for —
 for w

h
at?” 

“Failed is a stron
g w

ord, love,” B
ellatrix cooed, flash

in
g h

er teeth
. “I’d 

prefer to call it a little delay. A
n

d on
 th

e con
trary, I’m

 tak
in

g your son
 

un
der m

y w
in

g. W
e’re goin

g to stren
gth

en
 h

im
.” Sh

e sh
ook

 D
raco’s h

an
d, 

an
d H

erm
ion

e could see h
is w

h
ite k

n
uck

les clen
ch

in
g h

ers. 
“T

h
is is preposterous—

” 
“I th

in
k

 w
e can

 all agree th
at th

e D
ark

 L
ord w

ould b
e m

ost pleased 
w

ith
 th

e M
alfoy fam

ily if D
raco h

elped secure Sw
itzerlan

d.” H
er voice 

dropped. “P
leased en

ough
 to overlook

 certain
 w

eak
n

esses —
 w

h
ich

 I’m
 

sure w
e all h

ope w
ill rem

ain
 a secret.” 

B
ellatrix’s eyes sudden

ly slid to h
er, an

d H
erm

ion
e sh

ivered, h
er sk

in
 

h
ot an

d itch
y. Sh

e quick
ly turn

ed h
er gaze to th

e floor. 
“I’ll h

elp you, D
raco,” sh

e h
eard B

ellatrix h
um

. “Y
our fath

er’s blood 
m

ay b
e w

eak
, but you’re still h

alf a B
lack

.” 
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th
e w

alls at G
rim

m
auld P

lace—
 

C
old fin

gers tapped h
er w

rist. Sh
e look

ed up to see D
raco, fully O

c-
cluded, starin

g off after h
is paren

ts. 
“Focus, G

ran
ger.” T

h
e on

ly w
ords h

e’d spok
en

 to h
er in

 days. 
Sh

e n
odded, an

d h
is fin

gers drifted off h
er sk

in
 before h

e began
 m

ov-
in

g again
. B

y th
e tim

e th
ey caugh

t up to L
ucius an

d N
arcissa at tw

o large 
doors, H

erm
ion

e w
as th

in
k

in
g on

ly of a lak
e w

ith
 still w

aters, an
d a book

 
laid open

 on
 th

e sh
ore titled, A

ftern
oon

 T
ea. 

T
h

e doors push
ed open

 w
ith

 a tortured creak
, an

d Jik
 stepped aside. 

T
h

e party paused at th
e en

tran
ce. H

erm
ion

e’s eyes caugh
t on

 a gran
d

 
ch

an
delier w

ith
 burn

t-dow
n

 can
dles an

d drippin
g w

ax. Sim
ilar scon

ces 
decorated th

e black
 w

alls, an
d th

ere w
as a m

assive oil pain
tin

g spraw
lin

g 
th

e w
idth

 of th
e far w

all. T
h

e m
agical lan

dscape depicted a battle from
 

R
om

an
 tim

es w
ith

 soldiers run
n

in
g th

rough
 th

e field an
d slaugh

terin
g 

each
 oth

er. 
N

arcissa m
oved first, follow

ed b
y L

ucius. O
n

ce H
erm

ion
e’s vision

 
cleared, sh

e foun
d a large table set for a form

al din
n

er. A
 bran

ch
in

g can
-

delabra lay in
 th

e cen
ter lik

e an
 overturn

ed A
crom

an
tula, its can

dleligh
t 

illum
in

atin
g th

e rest of th
e room

. H
erm

ion
e steadied h

er breath
in

g as 
sh

e sk
im

m
ed th

e faces starin
g back

 at th
em

 —
 m

ore th
an

 sh
e’d expected. 

C
h

airs scraped. 
“A

h
,” a sin

g-son
g voice called from

 th
e h

ead of th
e table. “T

h
e M

al-
foys, ladies an

d gen
ts.” 

B
ellatrix L

estran
ge stood in

 an
 opulen

t black
 ball gow

n
, com

plete 
w

ith
 puffin

g sleeves an
d cin

ch
ed w

aist. H
er curls w

ere carelessly pin
n

ed 
back

, h
er arm

s open
ed w

ide in
 a m

ock
in

g w
elcom

e. 
“G

ood even
in

g, B
ella,” N

arcissa said coolly. Sh
e look

ed h
er sister up 

an
d dow

n
. “M

y. B
ut it seem

s w
e are un

derdressed.” 
B

ellatrix’s plum
 lips tw

isted in
 a tigh

t sm
ile. “O

n
ly full even

in
g dress 

for a din
n

er w
ith

 th
e M

alfoys.” 
“D

ear m
e,” said L

ucius, steppin
g past h

is w
ife. “Is th

is your even
in

g’s 
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best? I didn
’t realize h

ow
 m

uch
 T

w
ilfitt an

d T
attin

gs is sufferin
g.” 

B
ellatrix’s eyes n

arrow
ed dan

gerously before flash
in

g a w
olfish

 sm
ile. 

“M
in

d your m
an

n
ers, broth

er. W
e h

ave a special guest ton
igh

t.” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, eyes flyin
g over th

e room
. 

T
h

e tw
o L

estran
ge broth

ers sat across from
 B

ellatrix —
 R

abastan
 at 

th
e foot of th

e table, an
d R

odolph
us to h

is righ
t. A

 youn
g girl in

 a th
in

 
dress w

as again
st th

e w
all beh

in
d th

em
. A

n
d across th

e room
, ben

eath
 th

e 
R

om
an

 pain
tin

g, M
arcus Flin

t sm
irk

ed at h
er from

 h
is position

 at th
e 

sideboard. P
en

elope stood n
ext to h

im
, h

er eyes dow
n

cast. 
D

raco’s sh
oulders ten

sed from
 h

is position
 sligh

tly in
 fron

t of h
er. 

“A
h

,” L
ucius draw

led, h
is eyes on

 Flin
t. “H

ow
 curious th

at you de-
scribed th

is as a ‘fam
ily affair.’“ 

B
ellatrix leered, h

er lips pulled taut. “T
h

in
gs ch

an
ge, L

ucius.” A
b

-
ruptly, h

er features brigh
ten

ed, an
d sh

e sw
ept back

w
ard, in

vitin
g th

em
 

in
. “A

pologies for th
e ch

an
ge of location

. T
h

an
k

fully, R
abastan

 w
as 

h
appy to ob

lige.” 
N

on
e of th

e M
alfoys m

oved. 
“M

arcus,” D
raco said, a sh

arp edge to h
is voice. “W

h
at brin

gs you 
h

ere?” 
Flin

t’s eyes glin
ted even

 in
 th

e distan
ce. “B

usin
ess w

ith
 R

abs. Y
our aun

t 
w

as gen
erous en

ough
 to in

vite m
e to stay for din

n
er.” 

N
arcissa sm

ooth
ed h

er h
air over h

er sh
oulder an

d
 offered a papery 

sm
ile. “Sh

all w
e sit?” 

B
ellatrix gestured for N

arcissa to sit n
ext to h

er at th
e h

ead of th
e table. 

L
ucius approach

ed R
abastan

 an
d R

odolph
us, sh

ak
in

g th
eir h

an
ds w

ith
 

barely-con
cealed disdain

. H
erm

ion
e assum

ed a blan
k

 expression
 as sh

e 
sidestepped again

st th
e w

all, follow
in

g D
raco. 

“D
raco, darlin

g,” B
ellatrix san

g. T
h

ey both
 froze. “C

om
e sit n

ext to 
your aun

tie.” Sh
e patted th

e place settin
g to h

er left. 
D

raco’s jaw
 tick

ed before h
e slow

ly pivoted an
d crossed th

e room
 to 

tak
e th

e ch
air across from

 h
is m

oth
er. L

ucius sat to N
arcissa’s righ

t. 
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“A
re you th

reaten
in

g m
y son

?” 
B

ellatrix scoffed. “D
on

’t be absurd. H
e’s th

e future of th
e B

lack
s.” Sh

e 
grabbed N

arcissa’s w
rist, pullin

g h
er h

an
d close an

d w
eavin

g th
eir fin

gers 
togeth

er. T
h

en
 h

er an
ger seem

ed to van
ish

. Sh
e sen

t h
er sister a soft sm

ile 
th

at sen
t ch

ills dow
n

 H
erm

ion
e’s back

. “I can
 protect h

im
 an

d h
is w

eak
 

h
eart. A

n
d I’ll do it for you, C

issy.” 
Sh

e reach
ed for D

raco w
ith

 h
er oth

er h
an

d, pluck
in

g up h
is lim

p w
rist 

an
d claspin

g th
eir fin

gers togeth
er. Sh

e tilted h
er h

ead, pressin
g h

er ch
eek

 
to th

eir clasped h
an

ds. “U
n

til h
e’s stron

g en
ough

 to k
ill it,” sh

e w
h

ispered. 
B

ile crept up th
e back

 of H
erm

ion
e’s th

roat. Sh
e directed h

er atten
tion

 
to L

ucius, w
atch

in
g carefully across th

e table, seeth
in

g. 
A

n
oth

er scream
 from

 below
, ch

ok
in

g off an
d th

en
 garblin

g in
to a 

w
ild pitch

. H
erm

ion
e look

ed dow
n

, im
agin

in
g R

on
’s bloody an

d beaten
 

body th
rash

in
g in

 pain
. B

lin
k

in
g rapidly, sh

e breath
ed in

 an
d out. A

 lake, 
clear an

d calm
—

 
N

arcissa peeled h
erself aw

ay from
 h

er sister. “W
e h

ave very differen
t 

ideas of w
h

at m
ak

es a w
eak

 h
eart, B

ella.” 
B

ellatrix look
ed dow

n
 at h

er em
pty righ

t h
an

d, lik
e th

e sigh
t of it of-

fen
ded h

er. H
er eyes turn

ed to ice. “P
erh

aps w
e do. Y

our n
eed for affection

 
outw

eigh
ed your sen

se of loyalty lon
g ago. N

ow
, you’re n

o better th
an

 our 
m

oth
er —

 a sim
perin

g h
ousecat w

h
ose purpose is to h

ost tea durin
g th

e 
day, spread your legs at n

igh
t, an

d pop out ch
ildren

 n
in

e m
on

th
s later.” 

Sh
e sn

atch
ed h

er w
in

e glass, lip curlin
g as sh

e brough
t it to h

er m
outh

. 
“A

n
d you w

eren
’t even

 particularly good at th
at, w

ere you?” 
“T

h
at’s en

ough
.” L

ucius’s voice sh
ook

 th
e room

, h
is ton

e so low
, H

er-
m

ion
e h

ad to search
 for th

e source. T
h

e plates an
d glasses trem

bled w
ith

 
h

is restrain
ed m

agic. 
“O

oo,” 
B

ellatrix 
giggled, 

stretch
in

g 
to 

w
h

isper 
in

to 
D

raco’s 
ear, 

“D
addy’s h

om
e.” 

L
ucius push

ed back
 h

is ch
air an

d rose to a loom
in

g h
eigh

t. “Y
ou h

ave 
th

reaten
ed m

y son
, in

sulted m
y w

ife, an
d, fran

k
ly, served th

e m
ost 
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h
er elb

ow
s. “I’m

 sure you w
ish

 for som
eon

e to ask
, ‘W

h
at w

en
t w

ron
g in

 
Italy?’ So I w

ill ask
 it.” 

H
erm

ion
e could see N

arcissa an
d L

ucius plain
ly, B

ellatrix’s profile, an
d 

th
e back

 of D
raco’s h

ead from
 th

is van
tage poin

t. Sh
e w

atch
ed D

raco’s 
sh

oulder blades tw
itch

 before h
is ribs expan

ded. 
“I did m

y task
. T

h
e M

in
ister is alive. T

h
e in

surgen
ts w

ere disabled—
” 

“T
w

en
ty rioters an

d w
ould-b

e assassin
s Stun

n
ed, an

d n
ot a sin

gle K
ill-

in
g C

urse cast.” B
ellatrix tutted m

ock
in

gly. “I did sh
ow

 you h
ow

 to cast 
on

e, didn
’t I? In

 th
e M

an
or basem

en
t on

 th
e rats an

d verm
in

?” 
A

 pause. 
“O

f course, A
un

t. I w
as bein

g cautious. N
o n

eed for a m
assacre in

 a 
volatile coun

try—
” 

“T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord approved an

y an
d all force n

ecessary to protect M
in

-
ister R

om
an

o.” B
ellatrix’s fin

gers circled th
e rim

 of h
er glass, lik

e a cat 
playin

g w
ith

 din
n

er. “In
 fact, h

e w
ould h

ave been
 quite pleased to learn

 
th

at you disposed of a group of violen
t dissen

ters. In
stead you left th

at 
h

on
or to D

oloh
ov.” H

erm
ion

e saw
 D

raco’s left fist clen
ch

 in
 h

is lap. “O
f 

course, you’re lik
e your fath

er in
 th

at regard,” sh
e con

tin
ued ligh

tly. “Far 
m

ore in
terested in

 elbow
-rubbin

g an
d politics th

an
 in

 gettin
g your h

an
ds 

dirty.” 
H

erm
ion

e dared to look
 up at L

ucius. H
e w

as perfectly still, h
is eyes 

flittin
g back

 an
d forth

 betw
een

 h
is sister-in

-law
 an

d h
is son

. O
n

ly h
is lips 

m
oved as h

e lilted, “W
e all h

ave differen
t stren

gth
s.” 

B
ellatrix tilted h

er h
ead. “A

re you sure th
e D

ark
 L

ord w
ould agree th

at 
D

raco’s —
 tim

idn
ess —

 is a stren
gth

?” 
A

 scream
 from

 below
 th

eir feet —
 som

ew
h

ere in
 th

e bow
els of th

e 
m

an
or. H

erm
ion

e’s air con
stricted an

d sh
e jum

ped violen
tly. Sh

e k
n

ew
 

th
at scream

. Sh
e look

ed up at th
e fam

ily —
 n

ot a sin
gle brow

 arch
ed in

 
in

terest. N
ot even

 R
odolph

us took
 h

is eyes off h
is w

in
e glass. Sh

e dug h
er 

fin
gers in

to h
er palm

s. 
N

arcissa lifted h
er ch

in
 off h

er h
an

ds, stared h
er sister dow

n
, an

d said, 
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H
erm

ion
e k

ept h
er eyes dow

n
 as sh

e m
oved tow

ard th
e w

all beh
in

d 
D

raco. 
A

s soon
 as h

er gaze flick
ed up, sh

e caugh
t N

arcissa’s cold eyes. N
arcissa 

look
ed aw

ay, turn
in

g to R
abastan

’s boom
in

g laugh
, an

d H
erm

ion
e 

quick
ly did th

e sam
e. B

ut sh
e could feel tw

o black
, predatory eyes borin

g 
in

to h
er even

 as sh
e studied h

er sh
oes. 

H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
 dropped at th

e sudden
 realization

 of th
e purpose 

beh
in

d th
e n

igh
t’s tw

ists. B
ellatrix an

d h
er h

usban
d w

ere aw
are of h

er 
treatm

en
t at th

e M
an

or, an
d h

ad k
ept th

e in
form

ation
 from

 V
oldem

ort 
for som

e reason
. B

ut w
ith

 oth
er w

itn
esses —

 Flin
t, R

abastan
 L

estran
ge —

 
th

e M
alfoys couldn

’t protect h
er ton

igh
t. 

Sh
e quieted h

er fear w
ith

 deep breath
s, focusin

g on
 th

e dark
 w

ood. 
“M

udblood!” H
erm

ion
e jum

ped. 
T

h
e first course h

ad appeared on
 th

e table: a m
urk

y soup th
at L

ucius 
w

as curren
tly sn

iffin
g at w

ith
 a curled upper lip. 

“Fetch
 th

e bread bask
et.” B

ellatrix didn
’t spare h

er a glan
ce, but H

er-
m

ion
e k

n
ew

 th
e com

m
an

d w
as for h

er. 
H

er eyes fran
tically scan

n
ed th

e table. W
h

en
 sh

e foun
d n

oth
in

g, sh
e 

look
ed to N

arcissa, but sh
e w

as starin
g at h

er soup, h
er lips in

 a th
in

 lin
e 

as h
er sister w

atch
ed h

er. T
h

en
 L

ucius caugh
t H

erm
ion

e’s eye, an
d look

ed 
poin

tedly at th
e sideboard —

 w
h

ere th
e bread bask

et sat. 
H

erm
ion

e scurried aroun
d th

e table an
d m

an
euvered

 th
e gian

t bask
et 

in
to h

er arm
s. Steppin

g carefully to B
ellatrix’s side, sh

e reach
ed for th

e 
servin

g ton
gs. A

 sizzlin
g pain

 sh
ot up h

er fin
gers w

h
en

 sh
e touch

ed th
em

. 
Sh

e yelped before sh
e could stop h

erself, n
early upen

din
g th

e bask
et. 

B
ellatrix turn

ed to glow
er at h

er, but quick
ly cack

led, givin
g th

e gam
e 

aw
ay. “I forgot about th

e curses on
 th

e silver to k
eep dirty little th

ieves 
aw

ay.” B
ellatrix turn

ed to D
raco an

d w
h

ispered, “C
an

’t h
ave a M

udblood 
m

uck
in

g up our th
in

gs, can
 w

e?” 
T

ak
in

g a sh
udderin

g breath
, H

erm
ion

e turn
ed back

 to th
e sideboard, 

grabbed a spare serviette, an
d gin

gerly w
rapped it aroun

d th
e ton

gs. Sh
e 
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m
oved back

 to B
ellatrix an

d steadily pluck
ed a piece of bread to set dow

n
 

on
 h

er sm
all plate. 

B
ellatrix gasped loudly, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s ch

est lurch
ed. 

E
very m

outh
 an

d h
an

d at th
e table froze. E

ven
 R

odolph
us, w

h
o h

adn
’t 

spok
en

 m
ore th

an
 ten

 w
ords, turn

ed to stare at h
er. 

“Y
ou dare serve a guest before th

e lord of th
e m

an
or?” B

ellatrix 
breath

ed, placin
g h

er h
an

d over h
er ch

est. “W
h

ere are your m
an

n
ers, 

M
udblood?” 
H

erm
ion

e bow
ed h

er h
ead an

d took
 a sh

ak
y step back

w
ard, ch

est still 
th

um
pin

g. Sh
e could vaguely h

ear Flin
t an

d R
abastan

 gigglin
g in

to th
eir 

n
apk

in
s. 

“P
ardon

 h
er ign

oran
ce,” N

arcissa clipped. “W
e’ve alw

ays foun
d h

ouse 
elves to b

e superior table servan
ts.” 

H
erm

ion
e w

alk
ed th

e len
gth

 of th
e table to w

h
ere R

abastan
 sat, still 

ch
uck

lin
g. 

“H
ow

 un
fortun

ate,” B
ellatrix respon

ded. “I’m
 sure sh

e could learn
 

quick
ly w

ith
 th

e proper m
otivation

.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, an
d served R

abastan
, feelin

g h
is gaze slith

er 
dow

n
 h

er body. H
er dress w

as con
servative, but th

e fabric w
as too th

in
, 

catch
in

g h
er curves w

h
en

 sh
e m

oved. 
“I w

ill disciplin
e h

er as I see fit, B
ella,” N

arcissa said, sm
ooth

in
g h

er 
n

apk
in

. 
Sh

e stiffly m
oved coun

terclock
w

ise, to R
odolph

us n
ext. 

B
ellatrix gave Flin

t an
 apologetic pout. “U

n
fortun

ately, m
y sister an

d 
I h

ave alw
ays disagreed on

 th
e topic of ‘disciplin

e.’“ Sh
e sigh

ed. “It’s th
e 

sam
e w

ith
 m

y dear broth
er-in

-law
, I’m

 afraid.” 
“Few

 can
 afford your m

eth
ods of ‘disciplin

e,’ B
ellatrix,” said L

ucius. 
“W

h
at elf are you on

 n
ow

? T
h

e eigh
th

?” 
“N

in
th

,” R
odolph

us grun
ted. B

ellatrix glared at h
im

, but h
e didn

’t 
look

 up. 
“A

 terrible w
aste, if you ask

 m
e,” N

arcissa said prim
ly, lettin

g h
er 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 2

2
 

4
6
3 

Sh
e felt th

e sk
in

 of h
er k

n
ees k

n
ittin

g back
 togeth

er. A
 sligh

t brush
 of h

is 
h

an
d on

 h
er ribs w

h
en

 sh
e sw

ayed, steadyin
g h

er —
 an

d th
en

 h
e w

as gon
e, 

tak
in

g h
is seat. 

“Speak
in

g of pets,” B
ellatrix san

g, “R
abastan

, M
arcus, w

h
y don

’t you 
go ch

eck
 on

 yours? W
e n

eed to h
ave a little fam

ily ch
at.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes blin

k
ed open

, th
e room

 still spin
n

in
g, but com

in
g 

back
 in

to focus. A
 th

rob
bin

g pain
 beh

in
d h

er tem
ples, but n

ot n
early as 

b
ad as sh

e’d expected. 
It h

ad w
ork

ed. B
ellatrix h

ad fallen
 straigh

t in
 th

eir trap, an
d w

as n
on

e 
th

e w
iser for it—

 
C

h
airs scraped back

w
ards. 

“T
ak

e th
e w

h
ores w

ith
 you. I’m

 sure th
e M

udblood w
ould deligh

t in
 

seein
g h

er old boyfrien
d again

.” 
“Sh

e stays.” H
erm

ion
e lifted h

er h
ead to see N

arcissa’s cold blue eyes 
borin

g in
to h

er sister’s, h
er posture rigid w

ith
 an

ger. “Sh
e goes n

ow
h

ere 
w

ith
out D

raco.” 
B

ellatrix sn
eered an

d turn
ed to h

er broth
er-in

-law
. “G

o on
, th

en
. B

ut 
b

e sure to let th
e gin

ger k
n

ow
 w

h
o our din

n
er guests are.” 

R
on

. 
H

erm
ion

e listen
ed to th

e sh
ufflin

g of feet as h
er blood raced. Sh

e w
as 

so close to h
im

, but so im
possibly far aw

ay. 
T

h
e doors click

ed closed. Sh
e w

as alon
e w

ith
 th

e M
alfoys, B

ellatrix, 
an

d R
odolph

us. T
h

ere w
as a stilted silen

ce before B
ellatrix spok

e. 
“I see D

raco is fin
ally en

joyin
g h

is playth
in

g. It’s an
 im

provem
en

t, I 
suppose, but if you ask

 m
e, th

e boy is still far too soft.” B
ellatrix took

 a 
deep sip from

 h
er w

in
e, eyein

g L
ucius over th

e rim
. L

ucius stared back
 at 

h
er im

passively. “I m
ust con

fess m
yself quite disappoin

ted w
ith

 h
is per-

form
an

ce in
 Italy.” 

T
im

e seem
ed to slow

. T
h

e pain
 beh

in
d H

erm
ion

e’s eyes faded, an
d sh

e 
w

atch
ed th

e en
tire fam

ily stare at each
 oth

er as if w
an

ds h
ad been

 draw
n

. 
N

arcissa sh
ifted, foldin

g h
er h

an
ds ben

eath
 h

er ch
in

 an
d lean

in
g on
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“Speak
in

g of brats—
” B

ellatrix reach
ed up, grabbed a fistful of H

er-
m

ion
e’s h

air, an
d tugged h

er dow
n

. T
h

e bottle slipped from
 h

er fin
gers 

an
d crash

ed to th
e floor, splatterin

g blood red w
in

e everyw
h

ere. 
“B

ella—
!” 

“Y
ou can

’t serve lik
e an

 elf, you can
’t cook

 lik
e an

 elf. B
ut surely you’re 

useful for som
e th

in
gs,” B

ellatrix h
issed in

 h
er face. “L

ook
in

g forw
ard to 

a lon
g life on

 your back
, darlin

g?” 
A

n
d th

en
 sh

arp claw
s dug in

to H
erm

ion
e’s m

in
d. B

lack
 tun

n
els sh

e 
couldn

’t see th
e en

d of bore in
to h

er. 
T

h
e page of A

ftern
oon

 T
ea fluttered. B

ut th
ey w

ere th
e on

ly pages th
at 

did. B
ellatrix flew

 th
rough

 h
er m

em
ories. D

oloh
ov an

d th
e M

ediw
itch

es, 
th

e ligh
t turn

in
g red above h

er h
ip. D

raco tearin
g h

er slip open
. T

rem
-

blin
g on

 th
e ston

es at V
oldem

ort’s feet. D
raco pressin

g h
er again

st a w
all, 

grin
din

g again
st h

er on
 a ch

aise. 
T

h
e claw

s in
 h

er m
in

d th
reaten

ed to sh
red th

e platin
um

 strin
g bin

d-
in

g h
er togeth

er, but it h
eld firm

. D
istan

tly, sh
e h

eard a w
h

im
per sh

e rec-
ogn

ized as h
er ow

n
; a spoon

 clattered in
to an

 em
pty soup bow

l to h
er left. 

B
ellatrix retracted, scratch

in
g on

 h
er w

ay out, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s body 
w

as dropped to th
e groun

d as a satisfied laugh
 grated h

er ears. T
h

e glass 
from

 th
e brok

en
 bottle w

as n
oth

in
g to th

e sh
reddin

g of h
er m

in
d, th

e 
pages of A

ftern
oon

 T
ea bleedin

g th
rough

 its spin
e. 

Sh
e tried to refocus, h

er eyes h
azy an

d seein
g red. T

h
e w

in
e an

d h
er 

ow
n

 blood coilin
g togeth

er on
 th

e ston
e floor ben

eath
 h

er cut k
n

ees. 
A

 disgusted soun
d from

 above h
er. “D

raco, com
e clean

 up after your 
pet.” 

Silen
ce. 

“W
h

at are you w
aitin

g for?” th
e voice h

issed. 
A

 cold h
an

d on
 h

er arm
 sh

ock
ed sen

sation
 in

to h
er. D

raco h
auled h

er 
up an

d m
uttered a spell to ban

ish
 th

e blood, w
in

e, an
d glass. H

e rough
ly 

push
ed h

er to lean
 again

st th
e w

all w
h

en
 sh

e couldn
’t stan

d on
 h

er ow
n

. 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 2

2
 

4
5
9
 

spoon
 drift th

rough
 h

er soup. “Servan
ts th

rive un
der order an

d a certain
 

degree of respect. Such
 dracon

ian
 m

easures are un
n

ecessary.” 
“‘R

espect!’“ B
ella sn

eered. Sh
e turn

ed back
 to Flin

t just as H
erm

ion
e 

arrived at h
is elbow

. “M
arcus, dear. T

ell m
e, h

ow
 do you disciplin

e your 
w

h
ore w

h
en

 sh
e forgets h

er place?” 
H

erm
ion

e glan
ced at P

en
elope, w

h
ose eyes w

ere fixed on
 th

e floor. 
Flin

t ch
uck

led. “A
n

 excellen
t question

, M
rs. L

estran
ge. B

ut sh
e doesn

’t 
forget. N

ot an
ym

ore.” 
Sh

e m
oved to D

raco n
ext, w

h
o h

ad been
 com

pletely silen
t sin

ce h
e sat 

dow
n

. H
e’d h

ad a few
 spoon

fuls of soup, but h
is w

in
e goblet rem

ain
ed un

-
touch

ed. H
erm

ion
e ch

an
ced a sidew

ays glan
ce an

d foun
d h

im
 starin

g at 
h

is bow
l, h

is eyes glazed over. 
“A

n
d tell m

e,” B
ella said, “does your w

h
ore sleep in

 th
e dun

geon
? P

er-
h

aps your closet, lik
e R

abastan
’s?” 

A
 m

uscle in
 D

raco’s jaw
 pulsed as sh

e set th
e bread on

 h
is plate. 

“W
ell, sh

e sleeps in
 m

y bed n
ow

. B
ut in

 th
e begin

n
in

g, w
h

en
 sh

e m
is-

beh
aved, sh

e h
ad a cage dow

n
 th

e h
all.” H

e sm
irk

ed. “C
lose en

ough
 for 

con
ven

ien
ce, but too far to h

ear h
er rattlin

g it.” 
H

erm
ion

e gripped th
e bask

et tigh
tly to h

er ribs. 
“O

f course,” B
ellatrix cooed. “A

n
d does sh

e h
ave h

er ow
n

 room
?” 

“N
ot yet,” said Flin

t, grin
n

in
g, “but I’ve h

eard som
e in

spirin
g stories 

about D
raco’s ‘dun

geon
.’“ 

R
abastan

 ch
uck

led. 
“I m

ean
t som

e place safe an
d w

arm
,” said B

ellatrix, lean
in

g forw
ard. 

“D
oes your little M

udblood h
ave h

er ow
n

 four-poster an
d en

-bath
room

 
suite?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s feet stum

bled. 
Flin

t laugh
ed. “Sh

e’s a slave, n
ot a h

ouse guest.” 
B

ellatrix cack
led, th

e soun
d sh

ootin
g dow

n
 H

erm
ion

e’s spin
e. T

h
en

 
sh

e sn
apped h

er fin
gers, po

in
tin

g to h
er bread plate. 

H
erm

ion
e slow

ly approach
ed h

er left side an
d served h

er a piece of 
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bread. B
efore sh

e could retreat, B
ellatrix seized h

er w
rist. H

erm
ion

e 
gasped, droppin

g th
e ton

gs w
ith

 a clatter. 
“Such

 pretty scars, M
udblood.” Sh

e yan
k

ed h
er closer an

d ran
 h

er fin
-

gers over th
e m

ark
in

gs on
 H

erm
ion

e’s arm
. A

n
oth

er tug, an
d h

er black
 

eyes lock
ed on

 H
erm

ion
e’s. “I h

ave m
ore design

s in
 m

in
d. W

e could m
ak

e 
a w

ork
 of art out of you.” 

H
erm

ion
e stared blan

k
ly back

 at h
er, even

 as h
er h

eart pum
ped furi-

ously. B
ellatrix’s n

ails started curlin
g, cuttin

g in
to h

er sk
in

. 
“I, too, w

ould lik
e som

e bread,” N
arcissa said icily. “W

h
en

ever you’re 
don

e playin
g w

ith
 th

e h
elp, B

ella.” 
O

n
e last dig, th

en
 B

ellatrix released h
er. H

erm
ion

e grabbed th
e ton

gs 
an

d scram
bled aw

ay. 
B

ellatrix raised a derisive brow
. “W

h
o are you foolin

g? Y
ou n

ever ate 
bread in

 your life.” Sh
e tore in

to h
er roll w

ith
 th

e grace of a w
ild cat, 

dipped it in
to h

er soup, an
d ch

ew
ed slow

ly, n
ever break

in
g h

er sister’s 
gaze. 

N
arcissa’s lips curled. 

“U
n

fortun
ately, th

e bread is th
e on

ly edible th
in

g on
 th

e table,” L
u-

cius cut in
. H

e turn
ed to Flin

t before B
ellatrix could reply. “So. L

ook
in

g 
forw

ard to th
e cerem

on
y n

ext w
eek

?” 
“I am

, sir,” Flin
t replied. “It’s a great h

on
or.” 

D
raco’s h

ead sn
apped up. “W

h
at’s th

is?” 
H

erm
ion

e placed bread on
 N

arcissa’s plate, h
er breath

 sh
allow

. 
“I’m

 receivin
g th

e M
ark

 n
ext w

eek
. A

lon
g w

ith
 T

h
eo an

d G
reg.” 

“C
on

gratulation
s,” D

raco said coldly. H
e turn

ed back
 to h

is soup. 
“I’m

 surprised you did
n

’t k
n

ow
,” Flin

t said in
n

ocen
tly. “T

h
eo an

d 
G

reg are such
 close frien

ds of yours.” 
D

raco’s spoon
 paused above h

is bow
l. “I’ve been

 a bit preoccupied w
ith

 
th

e efforts in
 Fran

ce an
d Italy.” H

e sw
irled h

is soup. “A
n

d th
ere’s n

o n
ew

s-
letter betw

een
 us all, as you’ll com

e to fin
d out.” 

H
avin

g placed bread on
 L

ucius’s plate, H
erm

ion
e m

oved to return
 th

e 
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bask
et to th

e sideboard. 
“M

udblood!” B
ellatrix called. “R

efill th
e w

in
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e froze, figh

tin
g th

e urge to look
 at th

e tw
o oth

er slave girls 
again

st th
e w

alls. Sh
e blin

k
ed, filin

g h
er em

otion
s aw

ay as sh
e exch

an
ged

 
th

e bask
et for th

e w
in

e bottle. 
“I th

in
k

 it’s h
igh

 tim
e,” said B

ellatrix. “Y
ou’ll m

ak
e an

 excellen
t ad-

dition
 to th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s elite, M

arcus. A
s for th

e G
oyle w

h
elp, w

ell, th
at 

rem
ain

s to b
e seen

. I suppose h
e can

’t b
e w

orse th
an

 h
is fath

er. I h
eard 

G
rin

gotts fin
ally declared h

im
 dead.” 

R
odolph

us grun
ted in

 assen
t. 

B
ellatrix rolled h

er eyes an
d took

 a lon
g dreg of w

in
e. “A

n
d I k

n
ow

 
T

ed is an
xious to see T

h
eodore tak

e th
e M

ark
. H

e th
in

k
s offerin

g up a 
capable son

 m
igh

t h
elp th

e D
ark

 L
ord b

e m
ore…

 patien
t w

ith
 som

e of h
is 

ow
n

 sh
ortcom

in
gs. B

ut apparen
tly h

is h
eart isn

’t in
 it at all.” Sh

e sm
iled 

over at L
ucius. “T

h
ere’s n

oth
in

g quite lik
e your on

ly h
eir disgracin

g th
e 

fam
ily n

am
e. Isn

’t th
at righ

t?” 
H

erm
ion

e reach
ed R

abastan
 at th

e h
ead of th

e table again
. 

“It w
ould b

e devastatin
g, in

deed,” said L
ucius, lazily reach

in
g for h

is 
w

in
e. “N

ot th
at you or R

odolph
us w

ould k
n

ow
 an

yth
in

g about h
eirs.” 

N
arcissa sh

ot h
im

 a h
eated glare. 

“I suppose n
ot.” B

ellatrix’s sm
ile w

iden
ed as sh

e lean
ed in

. “Y
ou see, I 

ch
ose pow

er over ch
ildren

. In
fin

itely m
ore satisfyin

g.” 
H

erm
ion

e m
oved to refill R

odolph
us’s glass. 

“W
e seem

 to h
ave differin

g view
s on

 ‘pow
er,’ B

ella,” N
arcissa said 

sh
arply. “T

h
e last tim

e I ch
eck

ed, you still an
sw

er to a m
an

.” 
B

ellatrix’s eyes w
h

ipped to h
er sister’s. “T

h
e secon

d you push
 a m

an
’s 

ch
ild out of you, you’re h

is slave.” Sh
e n

odded at th
e tw

o silen
t L

ots on
 

th
e w

all. “N
o better th

an
 an

y of th
ese girls. M

y on
ly m

aster is th
e D

ark
 

L
ord.” 

Sh
e drain

ed h
er glass an

d slam
m

ed it on
 th

e table. Slow
ly, stom

ach
 

tw
istin

g w
ith

 dread, H
erm

ion
e approach

ed B
ellatrix w

ith
 th

e bottle. 


