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realized studen
ts w

ere usin
g it to sm

ack
 each

 oth
er in

 th
e h

ead w
ith

 a 
w

ell-tim
ed request for a zoom

in
g book

. 
Sh

e steered clear of th
e catalogue, n

ot w
an

tin
g an

y traces left of w
h

at 
sh

e w
as research

in
g. 

B
efore sh

e could tum
ble in

to th
e stack

s tow
ards th

e D
ark

 A
rts, sh

e 
foun

d a sh
elf th

at con
tain

ed on
ly seven

 book
s, organ

ized togeth
er in

 th
e 

cen
ter. R

ed spin
es glin

ted at h
er, an

d sh
e reach

ed forw
ard, pullin

g th
e first 

to h
er. 

U
n

desirable N
o. 1 

b
y L

an
ce G

ain
sw

orth
 

Sh
e gasped. Sh

e turn
ed th

e oth
er book

s to h
er an

d foun
d th

e rest of h
er 

favorite m
odern

 m
agical book

 series. T
h

e red spin
es w

ere from
 th

e collec-
tor’s edition

. Sh
e ran

 h
er fin

gers dow
n

 th
e first, an

d pulled th
e cover open

. 
T

h
ere, on

 th
e first page, w

as a person
al n

ote. 

Sh
e carefully closed th

e book
, an

d replaced it on
 th

e sh
elf before h

er 
sh

ak
in

g fin
gers dropped it. 

D
raco M

alfoy w
as a fan

 of h
er favorite book

 series. A
 very large fan

, if 
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O
n

ly about five w
an

ds dropped. 
“Sixteen

-five. Jum
pin

g up to sixteen
-five, gen

tlem
an

,” L
udo began

. 
Sh

e w
atch

ed as w
an

d h
an

ds slow
ly descen

ded, D
oloh

ov an
d M

ulciber 
k

eepin
g up w

ith
 each

 oth
er, laugh

in
g at th

eir little gam
e. 

H
er k

n
ees felt sh

ak
y, an

d sh
e w

on
dered if sh

e w
ould b

e seein
g food 

again
 an

ytim
e soon

. P
erh

aps n
ever. 

“E
igh

teen
 th

ousan
d G

alleon
s. D

o I h
ear—

Y
es, sir, eigh

teen
 th

ousan
d. 

W
h

at about eigh
teen

-five?” H
e poin

ted to D
oloh

ov. “E
igh

teen
-five to 

D
oloh

ov. Several oth
ers still in

. N
in

eteen
?” 

Sh
e let h

er eyes glaze over, w
atch

in
g th

e un
m

ovin
g D

eath
 E

ater. H
e 

sat still, w
an

d in
 h

is lap, h
ead supported in

 h
is h

an
d. H

e look
ed youn

g. 
T

h
in

 sh
oulders. T

all. 
“N

in
eteen

-five? Y
es, n

in
eteen

-five to M
ulciber. D

o w
e h

ave—
?” 

“T
w

en
ty-five th

ousan
d.” A

 ten
se voice. H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed as every 
person

 in
 th

e first th
ree row

s turn
ed to look

 at h
er solitary m

ask
ed m

an
. 

H
e’d raised h

is w
an

d, oran
ge spark

s. H
ad sh

e sum
m

on
ed h

is voice b
y star-

in
g at h

im
? 

W
h

ispers an
d sh

ufflin
g. Sh

e k
n

ew
 th

at G
in

n
y h

ad just sold for a bit 
m

ore th
an

 th
at. 

“E
r, yes. T

w
en

ty-five th
ousan

d to...” 
“T

w
en

ty-six,” D
oloh

ov sn
arled, sen

din
g a glare back

 at th
e youn

ger 
m

an
. 

“T
w

en
ty-six-five,” from

 th
e fourth

 row
. 

“T
w

en
ty-seven

.” 
“T

w
en

ty-seven
-five.” 

“T
w

en
ty-eigh

t!” D
oloh

ov yelled, irritated w
ith

 th
e boy in

 th
e fourth

 
row

. T
h

e boy w
h

ose voice draw
led out “T

w
en

ty-eigh
t-five,” lik

e m
on

ey w
as 

n
o ob

ject to h
im

. T
h

e boy w
h

ose eyes sh
e k

n
ew

 to b
e cold beh

in
d th

e 
m

ask
. W

h
ose lon

g fin
gers tw

irled h
is spark

in
g w

an
d. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e n
o-

ticed it w
as h

aw
th

orn
 again

. Sh
e w

on
dered if h

e’d stolen
 it back

 from
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H
arry’s dead body. 

D
oloh

ov h
esitated, look

in
g up to L

udo. “T
w

en
ty-n

in
e.” 

“T
w

en
ty-n

in
e-five.” 

A
n

d th
e th

ough
t floated th

rough
 h

er con
sciousn

ess th
at th

ere w
as an

 
auction

, an
d sh

e w
ould belon

g to som
eon

e in
 a few

 sh
ort m

in
utes. 

A
n

d D
raco M

alfoy w
as biddin

g. 
T

h
e th

eatre w
as buzzin

g. M
ost of th

e crow
d h

ad figured out th
at th

e 
M

alfoy boy w
as th

row
in

g h
is m

on
ey again

st A
n

ton
in

 D
oloh

ov. 
“T

h
irty,” D

oloh
ov stated firm

ly, lik
e h

e’d en
ded a gam

e of cards. 
“T

h
irty th

ousan
d, five h

un
dred,” D

raco h
um

m
ed. 

A
 crash

in
g w

ave of w
h

ispers. H
erm

ion
e look

ed dow
n

 at h
er feet, fin

d-
in

g speck
s of blood on

 h
er M

ary Jan
es th

at th
ey’d forgotten

 to clean
. 

G
in

n
y w

as left bloody an
d w

ild, H
erm

ion
e clean

ed an
d groom

ed. L
ik

e 
th

e prized m
are. 

“D
o I h

ear th
irty-on

e th
ousan

d?” L
udo ask

ed, speak
in

g up again
. 

D
oloh

ov’s w
an

d sh
ot in

 th
e air. D

raco’s follow
ed. 

D
oloh

ov h
ad been

 so arrogan
t, so firm

 in
 h

is beliefs th
at h

e could af-
ford h

er. B
ut h

e didn
’t h

ave th
e gold to back

 th
is up. So w

h
y w

as h
e—

 
H

er blood ran
 cold. 

G
in

n
y. G

in
n

y’s tw
en

ty-eigh
t th

ousan
d G

alleon
s n

ow
 belon

ged to 
D

oloh
ov. 

A
n

d L
un

a’s. A
n

d th
e oth

er girls’ h
e’d caugh

t. 
A

ssum
in

g h
e h

ad four virgin
s, h

e n
ow

 h
ad a lot of m

on
ey to bet. 

Y
axley an

d D
oloh

ov h
ad been

 in
 ch

arge of th
e L

ots. T
h

eir m
ain

 
guards. W

h
y h

ad th
ey left th

em
 back

stage in
 th

e h
an

ds of ran
dy youn

g 
boys w

h
o h

adn
’t even

 tak
en

 th
e m

ark
 yet? 

“T
h

irty-tw
o th

ousan
d,” on

e of th
em

 yelled, but H
erm

ion
e w

as con
-

cen
tratin

g on
 h

er h
ead poun

din
g, h

er sh
oulder ach

in
g. 

D
id th

ey w
an

t a riot? Seven
 guards again

st fifty girls? It certain
ly 

seem
ed lazy. 

A
 h

ow
lin

g in
 th

e balcon
y. 
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w
ould just open

 an
d sw

allow
 h

er. 
“M

ippy,” N
arcissa’s voice ch

im
ed, “brin

g biscuits an
d m

ore jam
 tarts 

for M
iss G

ran
ger.” A

n
d th

en
 in

 a th
eatrical w

h
isper: “N

ot th
e poison

ed 
on

es.” 
H

erm
ion

e blush
ed as th

e little elf sh
riek

ed an
d babbled, “P

oison
ed? 

M
issus? P

oison
ed?” 

“Sh
all I leave you to brow

se?” N
arcissa ask

ed. 
L

eave h
er? In

 freedom
? 

“I w
ould lik

e th
at very m

uch
. If you’ll allow

 it.” 
“M

iss G
ran

ger, I’ve already told you,” sh
e said k

in
dly. “Y

ou are free to 
m

ove th
rough

 th
e M

an
or.” 

H
erm

ion
e n

odded. “T
h

an
k

 you, M
rs. M

alfoy.” 
“P

lease, dear, you m
ay call m

e N
arcissa.” 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed N

arcissa M
alfoy sw

eep to th
e library doors, face 

tin
glin

g w
ith

 surprise. 
“E

r, you m
ay call m

e H
erm

ion
e. If you lik

e.” 
N

arcissa sm
iled, a gen

tle quirk
 of h

er lips. T
h

e doors sh
ut beh

in
d h

er 
w

ith
 a click

. 
Sh

e stood in
 th

e cen
ter of th

e low
er section

 an
d spun

 in
 slow

 circles for 
several m

in
utes, w

aitin
g for som

eth
in

g to jum
p out at h

er. W
aitin

g for 
th

e book
s to rebel at h

er presen
ce an

d begin
 a n

igh
tm

are craw
l tow

ards 
h

er to eat th
e M

udblood alive. 
Sh

e took
 a deep breath

, in
h

alin
g th

e sm
ell of book

s, of resourcefuln
ess, 

usefuln
ess. 

N
arcissa m

ade it soun
d lik

e sh
e could return

 h
ere again

, but still H
er-

m
ion

e w
an

ted to zoom
 th

rough
 th

e stack
s, an

d bleed th
e M

alfoy library 
dry of in

form
ation

. 
T

h
ere w

as a catalogue in
 th

e corn
er of th

e room
 w

h
ere on

e could ask
 

for a subject or a title an
d th

e book
s w

ould organ
ize th

em
selves, eith

er by 
guidin

g you w
ith

 fairy ligh
ts or brin

gin
g th

e book
s directly to you. H

og-
w

arts h
ad a sim

ilar system
 but P

in
ce disabled it years ago w

h
en

 sh
e 
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H
erm

ion
e w

asn
’t sure sh

e h
ad sm

iled on
ce in

 th
e past year. N

ot a sm
ile 

from
 h

er h
eart. N

ot a grin
 th

at began
 in

side of h
er, lik

e a star burstin
g 

apart. 
T

h
e library at M

alfoy M
an

or w
as th

e size of a sm
all book

sh
op. P

erh
aps 

a large book
sh

op, as H
erm

ion
e couldn

’t see to th
e back

 w
all. T

all as a 
gran

d ballroom
 w

ith
 stack

s reach
in

g h
igh

 to th
e ceilin

g, H
erm

ion
e 

couldn
’t breath

e for th
e love sh

e felt for on
e room

. H
ow

 lon
g h

ad it been
 

sin
ce sh

e’d set foot in
 a library? 

“O
h

 dear. It seem
s I’ve lost you.” 

Sh
e turn

ed from
 run

n
in

g h
er fin

gers across a sh
elf to see N

arcissa sm
il-

in
g at h

er. “I’m
 sorry. I do lik

e book
s very m

uch
.” 

“Y
es, I’ve h

eard.” N
arcissa tilted h

er h
ead. H

erm
ion

e w
as surprised th

at 
th

is detail stuck
 out to h

er after w
h

at sh
e assum

ed w
ere years of m

oan
in

g 
an

d com
plain

in
g from

 h
er son

. B
efore sh

e could con
sider furth

er, N
ar-

cissa con
tin

ued, “C
an

 I brin
g you an

yth
in

g w
h

ile you brow
se? T

ea?” 
A

 crack an
d M

ippy w
as th

ere at h
er h

ip. 
“M

ippy brin
gs M

iss tea an
d biscuits. W

h
at does M

iss w
an

t for tea?” 
M

ippy tw
irled h

er ear aroun
d h

er w
axy fin

ger, in
 a w

ay D
ob

by used to. 
H

erm
ion

e sm
iled in

 spite of h
erself. “M

ilk
 an

d h
on

ey please.” 
“D

oes M
iss w

an
t th

ree h
on

ey spoon
s?” M

ippy’s eyes blin
k

ed, lash
es 

boun
cin

g. 
“Y

es, th
at’s perfect. T

h
an

k
 you, M

ippy.” H
erm

ion
e turn

ed back
 to th

e 
sh

elf. 
“M

ippy k
n

ow
s h

ow
 to m

ak
e th

at. T
h

at is h
ow

 M
aster D

raco tak
es tea 

too!” 
H

erm
ion

e’s fin
gers slipped on

 th
e book

 sh
e w

as replacin
g. 

Fuck
. 

“Is it? H
ow

 stran
ge.” 

Sh
e felt N

arcissa’s eyes on
 th

e back
 of h

er n
eck

. A
n

d sh
e w

ish
ed a book
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“T
h

irty-th
ree th

ousan
d,” D

raco stated. 
L

ust an
d bloodlust. It probably in

creased th
eir bets. 

“T
h

irty-th
ree-five,” D

oloh
ov h

issed. 
“T

h
irty-four.” D

raco’s voice, lazy an
d fam

iliar, lulled h
er. 

W
h

at did h
e w

an
t from

 h
er? R

even
ge? Status? 

“T
h

irty-four-five.” 
T

h
e devil you k

n
ow

. Sh
e stared at D

raco’s m
ask

, drillin
g h

er eyes in
to 

h
im

, beggin
g h

im
 to w

in
. 

“T
h

irty-five th
ousan

d,” h
e said, crossin

g h
is legs again

. 
“G

ettin
g a bit steep for you, w

h
elp?” D

oloh
ov stood an

d faced th
e 

fourth
 row

, rem
ovin

g h
is m

ask
. “H

esitatin
g?” 

“Steep for m
e?” D

raco laugh
ed. “I’m

 surprised you can
 coun

t th
is 

h
igh

.” 
D

oloh
ov turn

ed to th
e stage again

. “Forty-five th
ousan

d G
alleon

s.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed as sh
e listen

ed to th
e h

issin
g. Sh

e look
ed to 

D
raco, still an

d silen
t. 

“H
ow

 m
uch

 of th
at in

h
eritan

ce did daddy give you to play w
ith

, boy?” 
D

oloh
ov sm

irk
ed back

 at h
im

. 
L

udo cleared h
is th

roat an
d said, “I h

ear forty-five th
ousan

d. D
o I h

ear 
forty-six?” 

D
raco’s w

an
d lifted. O

ran
ge spark

s. 
“I can

 go all n
igh

t, M
alfoy,” D

oloh
ov said, th

row
in

g h
is arm

s out 
w

ide. “I’ve been
 savin

g up for th
is for a w

h
ile n

ow
, an

d I just m
ade fifty-

tw
o th

ousan
d off m

y L
ots for th

is even
in

g.” 
“Fifty-th

ree th
ousan

d,” D
raco spat. 

D
oloh

ov laugh
ed an

d turn
ed back

 to L
udo. “Fifty-five.” 

“Sixty.” D
raco’s voice crack

ed. 
“Sixty-on

e.” D
oloh

ov grin
n

ed, yellow
 crook

ed teeth
 sh

in
in

g at h
er. 

Sh
e w

asn
’t sure if it w

as th
e con

cussion
, or th

e stage ligh
ts, or th

e future 
bearin

g dow
n

 on
 h

er, but sh
e felt h

er lun
gs beggin

g for air. 
Sh

e’d k
n

ow
n

 th
at th

is w
ould h

appen
. T

h
at sh

e’d b
e leavin

g w
ith
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D
oloh

ov. Sh
e’d been

 m
en

tally preparin
g for a w

eek
. E

ven
 so, h

er h
ope 

h
adn

’t died. 
Sh

e’d felt a spark
 of possibility w

h
en

 D
raco M

alfoy started biddin
g. Sh

e 
didn

’t k
n

ow
 if sh

e w
ould truly b

e better off w
ith

 h
im

. B
ut n

ow
, as h

e h
es-

itated before yellin
g, “sixty-tw

o,” sh
e w

ish
ed h

e’d n
ever jum

ped in
 at all. 

N
ow

 sh
e w

ould alw
ays w

on
der. 

“Sixty-five th
ousan

d,” said D
oloh

ov, ch
uck

led. 
L

udo w
as w

h
ite n

ext to h
er as h

e w
aited. “I h

ear sixty-five th
ousan

d,” 
h

e said at last. T
h

e crow
d started tw

istin
g, buzzin

g w
ith

 w
h

ispers. “D
o I 

h
ear sixty-six?” 

Sh
e didn

’t dare look
 to h

im
. C

ouldn
’t bear th

e idea th
at if sh

e look
ed, 

sh
e m

igh
t see in

decision
 in

 th
e w

ay h
e h

eld h
is sh

oulders. M
aybe sh

e could 
pin

poin
t h

is th
ough

ts lik
e in

 A
rith

m
an

cy, w
h

en
 h

e’d roll h
is sh

oulders 
back

 an
d reset h

is posture before divin
g back

 in
to a problem

. 
“Sixty-five th

ousan
d goin

g on
ce.” 

O
r th

e w
ay h

e’d stare at th
e ch

alk
board in

 P
otion

s, tiltin
g h

is h
ead to 

th
e side un

til sudden
ly grabbin

g for h
is quill, jottin

g h
is th

ough
ts on

to 
th

e parch
m

en
t as if th

ey’d disappear if h
e w

asn
’t quick

. 
“Sixty-five th

ousan
d goin

g tw
ice.” 

O
r in

 sixth
 year, w

h
en

 h
e’d been

 rem
oved an

d sullen
, strain

ed to figure 
out a solution

, an
d h

is eyes h
ad been

 distan
t, cold an

d grey. L
ifeless. H

is 
posture h

un
ch

ed an
d sm

all. 
A

 gavel ban
ged. 

T
h

e w
orld crack

ed open
, an

d a violen
t soun

d poured in
to h

er ears lik
e 

lava. 
H

er eyes on
 th

e “x” ben
eath

 h
er feet as D

oloh
ov jogged up on

stage an
d 

m
et M

acn
air in

 th
e m

iddle. T
h

e scroll. A
 burn

in
g o

n
 h

er left arm
. A

n
d 

th
en

 a fist in
 h

er h
air, draggin

g h
er h

ead back
. D

oloh
ov w

as th
ere, grin

-
n

in
g dow

n
 at h

er. H
e lick

ed h
er face an

d th
e balcon

ies w
en

t w
ild. 

Sh
e sh

oved at h
im

. A
n

d th
ey loved th

at. 
H

e laugh
ed, grabbin

g h
er h

ead to push
 h

er dow
n

 to th
e floor. W

h
en

 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 7

 

9
7
 

th
e N

arcissa M
alfoy sh

e’d m
et before, n

ose in
 th

e air, above everyon
e else. 

“Y
ou’re in

 n
o such

 dan
ger h

ere, I assure you. T
h

e M
alfoy m

en
 m

ay n
ot b

e 
sain

ts, but th
ey w

orsh
ip th

eir w
om

en
 ferven

tly.” 
H

erm
ion

e fough
t th

e urge to scoff. H
is w

om
an

? W
as th

at w
h

at sh
e w

as 
n

ow
? 

P
erh

aps 
N

arcissa 
m

isun
derstood 

th
is 

situation
. 

P
erh

aps 
N

arcissa 
th

ough
t th

ere w
as m

ore to th
is th

an
…

 w
h

atever th
ere w

as to th
is. B

ut sh
e 

seem
ed to gen

uin
ely believe th

at H
erm

ion
e w

as n
ot in

 dan
ger h

ere, th
at 

sh
e w

as n
ot purch

ased w
ith

 th
e in

ten
tion

 of defilin
g an

d debasin
g h

er. 
L

ucius on
 th

e oth
er h

an
d…

 H
er earlier con

versation
 w

ith
 h

im
 gave h

er 
n

o an
sw

ers eith
er, an

d left h
er feelin

g m
ore lik

e a bough
t w

h
ore th

an
 sh

e 
h

ad th
e en

tire w
eek

 prior. 
H

erm
ion

e stopped in
 fron

t of a rose bush
 bloom

in
g th

e m
ost perfect 

w
h

ite roses. Sh
e bit h

er lip, debatin
g w

h
eth

er to tell N
arcissa th

e truth
: 

th
at sh

e h
ad n

o idea w
h

y D
raco h

ad bough
t h

er. B
ut N

arcissa spok
e before 

sh
e could pluck

 up th
e courage. “Y

ou are w
elcom

e to com
e out h

ere an
y 

tim
e you lik

e. Y
ou n

eedn
’t h

ave a ch
aperon

e in
 th

is h
ouse.” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

iveled h
er h

ead to h
er. “T

h
at’s... T

h
at’s very k

in
d, M

rs. 
M

alfoy. Is th
ere an

yw
h

ere I sh
ould steer clear of?” 

“B
esides th

e com
m

on
 decen

cy of stayin
g out of oth

er’s private quarters 
–

 of w
h

ich
 I am

 positive you possess –
 n

ow
h

ere is barred to you. W
e h

ave 
n

o m
ad ex-w

ives in
 our attics.” 

H
erm

ion
e tripped on

 a pebble, or som
eth

in
g else im

agin
ary. “Y

ou 
k

n
ow

 B
ron

të?” 
“I do.” N

arcissa sm
iled. “T

h
e M

an
or’s library is too large to on

ly h
ouse 

w
izardin

g book
s.” 

N
arcissa w

alk
ed on

. H
erm

ion
e’s h

eart lifted for th
e first tim

e sin
ce 

som
eon

e else’s n
am

e h
ad been

 tattooed on
 h

er arm
. 

“T
h

at’s righ
t,” sh

e said, lik
e it w

as detail sh
e’d forgotten

. “T
h

e M
an

or 
h

as a library.” 
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G
ran

ger. Sh
e w

ill b
e stayin

g w
ith

 us.” H
ix n

odded a greetin
g. “A

n
yth

in
g 

w
e can

 do to m
ak

e h
er stay m

ore com
fortable, w

e w
ill en

deavor to do it.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s brow
s drew

 togeth
er, lips pursed. P

erh
aps N

arcissa m
ean

t 
to lull h

er in
to com

placen
cy as sh

e jok
ed about w

eddin
g plan

s, croon
ed 

about sh
rubbery, an

d offered h
er tea in

 com
fortable ch

airs. B
ut th

ere w
as 

an
 ech

o of “in
defin

ite” in
 h

er w
ords, an

d a sh
iver of “custody” in

 h
er ton

e. 
R

em
in

din
g h

er of exactly w
h

ere sh
e w

as. W
h

o sh
e w

as. 
T

h
ey m

oved aw
ay from

 H
ix an

d th
e bluebells an

d H
erm

ion
e scow

led 
at h

er feet. Sh
e n

eed to focus. Sh
e n

eeded to fin
d a w

ay for N
arcissa to sh

ow
 

h
er th

e perim
eter. T

h
ey arrived at th

e ban
k

 of th
e lak

e in
 a tigh

t silen
ce. 

A
n

d just as sh
e open

ed h
er m

outh
 to question

 N
arcissa, sh

e spok
e. 

“E
urope is a catastroph

e at th
e m

om
en

t.” 
Sh

e look
ed up at th

e blon
de w

om
an

, startled. N
arcissa glan

ced aroun
d

 
for eavesdroppers before con

tin
uin

g. 
“I can

n
ot free you, M

iss G
ran

ger.” H
erm

ion
e’s breath

 caugh
t. “E

ven
 

if I th
ough

t it w
ould b

e safe for you on
 th

e run
, I could n

ot. If you w
ere 

to... ‘escape,’ D
raco w

ould b
e pun

ish
ed for it.” 

N
arcissa M

alfoy pressed h
er lips togeth

er, look
in

g out past th
e h

edges, 
an

d H
erm

ion
e felt a cold w

in
d in

side of h
er, settlin

g aroun
d h

er ribs. 
“So,” N

arcissa sigh
ed, stan

din
g tall. “W

e w
ill k

eep you un
der our care, 

an
d w

e w
ill k

eep you com
fortable. I am

 sorry for all th
at you’ve lost, but I 

can
n

ot offer you m
ore th

an
 th

e assuran
ce th

at M
alfoy M

an
or is th

e safest 
place for you.” 

It w
asn

’t th
e first tim

e sh
e’d h

eard th
ose w

ords, an
d sh

e un
derstood 

th
em

 n
o better th

e secon
d tim

e. 
E

ven
 if sh

e w
ere to believe th

at, w
h

y w
as sh

e th
e on

e to b
e safe? W

h
y 

w
as sh

e special? 
Sh

e took
 a deep breath

, h
eart h

am
m

erin
g in

 h
er ears. “H

ow
 is th

at?” 
N

arcissa look
ed at h

er, blue eyes piercin
g. “B

ecause I’ve h
ad th

ose an
i-

m
als in

 m
y h

ouse, sn
arlin

g an
d pissin

g an
d prow

lin
g. I k

n
ow

 w
h

at th
ey 

do, I k
n

ow
 h

ow
 th

ey th
in

k
.” Sh

e sn
iffed, an

d H
erm

ion
e w

as rem
in

ded of 
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sh
e look

ed up from
 h

er k
n

ees, D
oloh

ov w
as w

avin
g at th

e audien
ce, bask

-
in

g in
 h

is victory, an
d un

buck
lin

g h
is belt. 

Sh
e craw

led back
, sh

ak
in

g h
er h

ead, rattlin
g h

er bruised brain
. 

Y
axley w

as sm
ilin

g in
 th

e fron
t row

, scream
in

g, “N
ot un

til I get m
y 

m
on

ey!” 
Sh

e couldn
’t m

ak
e out soun

ds an
ym

ore. T
oo m

uch
 in

 h
er ears. 

A
s M

acn
air w

ren
ch

ed h
er up, th

row
in

g h
er to th

e back
stage guards, 

sh
e ch

an
ced on

e last look
 to see th

e crow
d on

 its feet, on
e seat in

 th
e 

fourth
 row

 em
pty.



7
0
 

6
 

h
e guards dragged h

er th
rough

 th
e h

allw
ays of th

e P
alace T

h
ea-

tre, tak
in

g stairs an
d turn

in
g corn

ers th
at sh

e couldn
’t possibly 

m
em

orize even
 if sh

e w
as tryin

g. 
T

h
ey turn

ed a corn
er an

d foun
d a guard in

 fron
t of a door. T

h
ey 

passed h
im

, an
d just before turn

in
g an

oth
er corn

er an
d tak

in
g stairs 

dow
n

, sh
e h

eard a loud crack an
d w

h
ipped h

er h
ead aroun

d to see a sm
all 

elf stan
din

g in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e h
all. 

“C
uppy is h

ere for th
ree L

ots,” h
e squeak

ed. 
T

h
ey dragged h

er aroun
d th

e corn
er before sh

e could h
ear an

y m
ore. 

T
h

e furth
er dow

n
 th

ey w
en

t, th
e m

ore often
 sh

e h
eard a crack fol-

low
ed b

y a sm
all voice. U

sin
g elves to tran

sport th
e L

ots. 
Sh

e supposed th
ey w

eren
’t “L

ots” an
ym

ore. Slaves? C
on

cubin
es? 

T
h

ey push
ed h

er in
to an

 em
pty broom

 closet. Sh
e w

atch
ed as th

ey 
m

urm
ured th

e room
 n

um
ber to each

 oth
er, on

e of th
em

 w
ritin

g it dow
n

 
an

d tappin
g h

is w
an

d on
 th

e parch
m

en
t. 

T
h

ey sh
ut th

e door an
d left h

er in
 dark

n
ess. Sh

e tried
 th

e door h
an

dle, 
un

surprised w
h

en
 it didn

’t budge. 
Sh

e sat in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e floor, h
uggin

g h
er k

n
ees to h

er ch
est, an

d 
w

aited. 

>
 

“A
re th

ere an
y boys at sch

ool you like?” 
H

erm
ion

e sn
apped h

er eyes to h
er m

oth
er, starin

g at h
er over th

e bow
l 

of cookie dough
. “M

um
!” 

H
er m

oth
er laugh

ed. “Just askin
g! W

h
at about H

arry?” 

T 
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H
erm

ion
e in

to tak
in

g food from
 h

er, or m
aybe it w

as because sh
e w

as just 
so h

un
gry. B

ut H
erm

ion
e bit in

to th
e corn

er of th
e tart, k

n
ow

in
g th

at sh
e 

sh
ouldn

’t. B
ut also k

n
ow

in
g th

at sh
e w

ouldn
’t survive lon

g if sh
e couldn

’t 
trust th

e food. 
T

h
e sugar dan

ced across h
er ton

gue as th
ey passed th

e large w
in

dow
 

overlook
in

g th
e pon

d in
 silen

ce, an
d even

 th
ough

 H
erm

ion
e h

ad a sim
i-

lar view
 from

 th
e guest room

, sh
e still couldn

’t tak
e h

er eyes off th
e sigh

t. 
“L

ucius’s m
oth

er cultivated th
e garden

s.” H
erm

ion
e turn

ed to see 
N

arcissa follow
in

g h
er gaze. T

h
ey paused in

 fron
t of th

e w
in

dow
, an

d 
N

arcissa poin
ted. “T

h
e gazebo w

as built for h
er w

eddin
g day. Sh

e took
 

extra care to k
eep th

e surroun
din

g plots as beautiful as possible – ten
din

g 
to th

e pon
d, carin

g for th
e peacock

s. Sh
e w

as very set on
 h

avin
g all future 

M
alfoy w

eddin
gs on

 th
e groun

ds in
 th

e gazebo, carryin
g on

 th
e tradi-

tion
.” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed, ch

oosin
g h

er w
ords carefully. “I’m

 sure your 
w

eddin
g w

as beautiful, M
rs. M

alfoy.” 
N

arcissa stared out th
e w

in
dow

. “It w
as,” sh

e h
um

m
ed. “It w

as at th
e 

C
h

ateau de C
h

am
bord.” H

er lips quirk
ed an

d h
er eyebrow

 lifted. “M
y 

fam
ily h

as tradition
s, as w

ell.” 
A

 sh
ock

ed breath
 push

ed from
 h

er lun
gs as th

e w
ords sun

k
 in

. T
h

e 
older w

om
an

 sen
t a satisfied sm

irk
 tow

ards th
e gazebo, an

d gestured for 
H

erm
ion

e to con
tin

ue on
 w

ith
 h

er. A
s th

ey descen
ded th

e stairs, H
erm

i-
on

e m
editated on

 w
h

eth
er L

ucius M
alfoy h

ad m
et h

is m
atch

. P
erh

aps L
u-

cius didn
’t h

old as m
uch

 pow
er as h

e lik
ed to believe. 

N
arcissa led h

er out th
e fron

t doors in
to th

e M
ay m

orn
in

g. T
h

ey 
turn

ed righ
t at th

e bottom
 of th

e steps, w
in

din
g aroun

d th
e perim

eter of 
th

e M
an

or w
h

ile N
arcissa sh

ow
ed h

er th
e flow

ers sh
e’d brough

t over from
 

N
orw

ay, th
e tree th

at h
ad survived th

e battle on
 th

e M
an

or in
 164

3, th
e 

seam
 in

 th
e exterior w

all w
h

ere th
e expan

sion
 h

ad begun
. 

T
h

ey stum
bled across an

 old h
un

ch
ed elf w

eedin
g th

e bluebells on
 th

e 
n

orth
 side of th

e M
an

or, an
d N

arcissa stopped. “H
ix, dear. T

h
is is M

iss 
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A
 flick

er of som
eth

in
g flash

ed in
 N

arcissa’s eyes, an
d th

e corn
er of h

er 
lips tw

itch
ed. “N

o, dear. P
lease b

e com
fortable.” H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed 
again

. It felt lik
e sh

e’d don
e som

eth
in

g righ
t, w

h
en

 in
 fact, sh

e’d don
e 

n
oth

in
g at all. W

h
atever gam

e N
arcissa w

as playin
g, H

erm
ion

e w
as ten

 
paces beh

in
d. Sh

e’d h
ave to ch

an
ge th

at. 
Sh

e ran
 to look

 for sock
s an

d sh
oes, before N

arcissa could ch
an

ge h
er 

m
in

d. T
h

e train
ers in

 th
e closet w

ere just h
er size, w

h
ich

 w
as luck

y. 
M

on
th

s on
 th

e run
 h

ad taugh
t h

er h
ow

 to pull on
 an

d lace train
ers in

 
un

der five secon
ds, an

d sh
e th

an
k

ed M
erlin

 for it today w
h

ile N
arcissa 

M
alfoy w

aited in
 th

e doorw
ay lik

e sh
e w

as a guest in
 h

er ow
n

 h
om

e. 
N

arcissa sm
iled w

h
en

 sh
e reappeared, but before th

ey could depart, h
er 

eyes caugh
t on

 th
e tray of food. Sh

e pressed h
er lips togeth

er, an
d after a 

pause, said, “A
re you fin

ish
ed w

ith
 your tray, M

iss G
ran

ger?” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed an
d n

odded. “I don
’t h

ave m
uch

 of an
 appetite.” 

H
er stom

ach
 grow

led on
 cue. 

N
arcissa tilted h

er h
ead at th

e tray. “W
ould you m

in
d if w

e took
 som

e 
of th

ose jam
 tarts w

ith
 us? T

h
ey’re m

y favorite.” 
H

erm
ion

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead an
d w

en
t to retrieve several tarts from

 th
e 

bow
l, w

rappin
g a n

apk
in

 aroun
d th

em
. N

arcissa took
 th

em
 from

 h
er, say-

in
g som

eth
in

g about th
e recipe, but H

erm
ion

e w
as starin

g at th
e sugary 

m
orsels, tryin

g to k
eep h

er k
n

ees from
 givin

g out. Sh
e w

as so h
un

gry. 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed as N
arcissa ch

ew
ed, w

on
derin

g if th
is w

as som
e 

k
in

d of trick
. Som

e w
ay to get h

er trust. N
arcissa poin

ted out on
e of h

er 
favorite pain

tin
gs, an

d th
en

 sudden
ly th

e tarts w
ere exten

ded to H
erm

i-
on

e. “T
ak

e on
e, dear.” H

erm
ion

e reach
ed for a straw

b
erry tart, fin

gers 
sh

ak
in

g. Sh
e h

ad n
o in

ten
tion

 of eatin
g it –

 just bein
g polite. B

ut th
en

 
N

arcissa said, “E
xcellen

t ch
oice. N

ot a drop of poison
 in

 th
at on

e.” 
H

er eyes sn
apped up to fin

d N
arcissa sm

irk
in

g at h
er before poppin

g a 
raspb

erry tart betw
een

 h
er lips. A

n
d m

aybe it w
as th

e satisfied h
um

 from
 

h
er lips aroun

d th
e crun

ch
in

g, or perh
aps th

e clever w
ay sh

e h
ad trick

ed 

C
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“O
h

, m
oth

er, n
o.” H

erm
ion

e rolled h
er eyes an

d grabbed a h
an

dful of 
dough

 from
 th

e bow
l. “H

arry’s…
 n

o.” 
“O

r R
on

? Y
ou spen

d m
ore tim

e w
ith

 h
is fam

ily th
an

 your ow
n

, you 
kn

ow
.” Sh

e bum
ped H

erm
ion

e’s h
ip as sh

e placed th
e ball of dough

 on
 th

e 
bakin

g sh
eet. 

H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed. “R

on
 is in

furiatin
g. H

e’s lazy an
d sleeps too m

uch
 

an
d h

e’s alw
ays late.” Sh

e h
uffed an

d push
ed h

er h
air aw

ay from
 h

er face. 
“H

e w
as so rude to m

e th
is past C

h
ristm

as. I alm
ost didn

’t forgive h
im

. 
H

e’s such
 a ch

ild.” 
H

er m
oth

er ch
uckled an

d open
ed th

e oven
 door. “H

e’ll grow
 up. I’m

 
sure you’ll turn

 aroun
d on

e day an
d

 fin
d h

e’s quite ch
an

ged.” Sh
e placed 

th
e bakin

g sh
eet on

 th
e rack. “A

n
d n

o on
e else? D

idn
’t you leave th

in
gs a 

bit un
fin

ish
ed w

ith
 th

at V
in

cen
t?” 

“V
iktor,” H

erm
ion

e corrected. “V
iktor K

rum
. Y

es, w
e still w

rite but…
” 

H
erm

ion
e w

ash
ed h

er h
an

ds. “I guess h
e w

asn
’t quite m

y type. H
e’s very 

h
an

dsom
e. B

ut…
 I th

in
k I like…

” 
Sh

e stopped h
erself, frow

n
in

g dow
n

 at th
e suds. 

“Y
es?” 

“L
igh

ter h
air,” sh

e settled on
. 

H
er m

oth
er push

ed H
erm

ion
e’s curls over h

er ear. “A
n

d is th
ere an

yon
e 

w
h

o does h
ave ligh

t h
air?” Sh

e could h
ear th

e sm
ile in

 h
er voice. 

“T
h

ere is.” H
erm

ion
e reach

ed for th
e dish

 tow
el an

d w
ren

ch
ed th

e m
a-

terial over h
er h

an
ds. “B

ut h
e’s cruel, an

d pon
cy, an

d arrogan
t.” Sh

e tossed
 

th
e tow

el dow
n

. “A
n

d I’m
 a fool.” 

H
er m

oth
er kissed h

er tem
ple. “T

h
at h

an
dsom

e, h
uh

?” 
H

erm
ion

e groan
ed. “H

is h
air is so beautiful, M

um
.” 

H
er m

oth
er laugh

ed. 

>
 

Sh
e h

ad n
o w

ay to coun
t tim

e, but sh
e suspected sh

e’d been
 lock

ed in
 th

e 
closet for tw

o h
ours. Stran

ge, because oth
ers h

ad been
 collected as soon

 as 
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th
e A

uction
 h

ad en
ded. 

T
h

e door w
ren

ch
ed open

, blin
din

g h
er w

ith
 th

e ligh
t from

 th
e h

all-
w

ay. Sh
e th

rew
 h

er arm
 up, sh

ieldin
g h

er eyes an
d h

er body. 
“U

p.” 
Sh

e craw
led to h

er feet, starin
g at th

e outlin
e of Y

axley in
 th

e doorw
ay. 

H
e stepped aside for h

er to exit. N
o h

ouse elf in
 th

e h
allw

ay. 
Y

axley scow
led at h

er an
d led h

er dow
n

 th
e h

all, th
e w

ay sh
e cam

e. Sh
e 

w
asn

’t sure w
h

at h
e h

ad to scow
l about. H

e w
as 65,0

0
0

 G
alleon

s rich
er. 

N
ot in

cludin
g w

h
atever price P

an
sy fetch

ed. 
T

h
e im

age of P
an

sy piercin
g th

e belly of th
at guard floated up. H

is 
stran

gled yell as sh
e bared h

er teeth
 at h

im
. 

Sh
e h

adn
’t seen

 th
at guard later eith

er. 
T

h
ey clim

bed th
e stairs sh

e’d just descen
ded, an

d h
er poun

din
g h

ead 
an

d burn
in

g sh
oulder m

ade h
er w

ish
 an

 elf h
ad appeared to relocate h

er. 
It h

urt to breath
e. 

Sh
e h

eard a crack from
 dow

n
 a h

allw
ay. T

h
e elves w

ere still appearin
g. 

T
h

ere w
ere still L

ots beh
in

d th
ese doors. 

Y
axley stopped in

 fron
t of a door an

d turn
ed to h

er. “If I ever see you 
again

, it w
ill b

e too soon
, M

udblood.” 
Sh

e raised a brow
 at h

im
 an

d gave h
im

 a look
 th

at said, T
h

e feelin
g is 

m
utual. 

H
e push

ed th
e door open

 an
d sh

oved h
er in

side. 
Sh

e expected to fin
d D

oloh
ov. M

aybe a cot or a ch
air w

h
ere h

e’d force 
h

er dow
n

 an
d push

 up h
er dress. 

Sh
e didn

’t expect to fin
d P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
. Sh

e h
adn

’t expected to fin
d 

h
er ever again

. 
P

an
sy seem

ed to feel th
e sam

e as sh
e sat up tall from

 th
e coun

ter sh
e’d 

been
 lean

in
g on

, eyes w
ide an

d h
un

gry. T
h

ey w
ere in

 a dressin
g room

 w
ith

 
m

irrors on
 th

e w
alls an

d large bulbs flick
erin

g. 
Y

axley sh
ut th

e door, lock
in

g th
em

 in
. 

A
 sh

arp burn
in

g on
 h

er left arm
. H

erm
ion

e’s m
outh

 open
ed in

 a silen
t 
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balcon
y, sh

e w
on

dered if an
y of th

e oth
er elves w

an
ted to b

e free. M
aybe 

sh
e could use th

at. 
T

o h
er left, an

oth
er roun

ded balcon
y. Separated, but close. Sh

e tilted 
over th

e railin
g, look

in
g at w

h
at w

ould break
 h

er fall sh
ould sh

e try to tie 
h

er bedsh
eets togeth

er. Som
e un

forgivin
g-look

in
g bush

es an
d decorative 

ston
es. If it w

as n
ecessary, sh

e could m
ak

e th
e drop. 

Sh
e stood in

 th
e doorw

ay, facin
g th

e suite, en
joyin

g th
e sun

 on
 th

e 
back

 of h
er n

eck
. Ign

orin
g th

e plate of food again
, sh

e stared at th
e w

alls. 
A

n
d sh

e realized th
ere w

asn
’t a sin

gle portrait in
 th

e guest room
. A

 few
 

lan
dscapes an

d artistic sw
irls, but n

o im
m

ortalized tattletale to w
atch

 h
er 

every m
ove. 

P
rivacy. 

Sh
e w

on
dered h

ow
 lon

g th
at w

ould last. 
T

w
o sw

ift k
n

ock
s on

 th
e door. Sh

e w
aited, h

an
ds braced on

 th
e door-

fram
e. N

o elf voice an
n

oun
cin

g itself. 
H

erm
ion

e sh
ut th

e doors to th
e balcon

y, an
d m

oved quick
ly to th

e 
door, h

eart poun
din

g, pullin
g it open

. 
N

arcissa M
alfoy in

 flow
in

g blue rob
es, lik

e w
ater in

 a lak
e, an

d a sm
ile 

on
 h

er lips. 
“G

ood m
orn

in
g, M

iss G
ran

ger.” 
Sh

e stared at h
er. “H

ello.” 
N

arcissa sw
ept h

er gaze dow
n

 h
er body, eyein

g h
er den

im
s an

d bare 
feet. H

erm
ion

e blush
ed. 

“I w
as w

on
derin

g if you w
ould fan

cy a w
alk

. P
erh

aps a tour of th
e 

M
an

or?” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed. In
 h

er tw
elve h

ours in
 th

is room
, sh

e h
ad n

ot on
ce 

con
sidered th

at sh
e w

ould b
e perm

itted out of it. T
h

e suite h
ad everyth

in
g 

sh
e n

eeded. A
 gilded cage. 

“A
 tour? I... er, yes,” sh

e stam
m

ered un
der N

arcissa’s sh
rew

d gaze. A
 

tour could b
e useful. P

erh
aps sh

e could scour th
e groun

ds for vuln
erabili-

ties. “Sh
all I ch

an
ge in

to som
eth

in
g m

ore suitable?” 
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Sh
e pok

ed h
er h

ead in
to th

e bedroom
, seein

g sh
e h

ad n
o visitors. Sh

e 
dried off, tw

isted th
e tow

el aroun
d h

er again
, an

d w
addled to th

e w
ard-

rob
e. Sh

e assum
ed th

e ow
n

er of th
e rob

es an
d jum

pers an
d den

im
s 

w
ouldn

’t m
in

d h
er borrow

in
g a few

 th
in

gs un
til... 

U
n

til... sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at. U

n
til h

er n
ew

 cloth
in

g w
as provided? 

P
erh

aps a un
iform

, so sh
e could join

 th
e elves in

 th
e k

itch
en

s? T
h

at’s if 
N

arcissa’s protection
 again

st “visitors” w
as to b

e believed. 
Sh

e pluck
ed a pair of ligh

t-colored jean
s from

 th
e draw

er, an
d dragged

 
h

er fin
gers across th

e jum
pers un

til sh
e foun

d a fabric th
at sun

g “com
fort” 

to h
er. W

h
ite, soft, an

d fuzzy. Sh
e con

sidered for a m
om

en
t, an

d th
en

 
sn

atch
ed up a pair of cotton

 k
n

ick
ers from

 th
e draw

er on
 th

e righ
t. 

T
uck

in
g h

erself beh
in

d th
e w

ardrob
e door, sh

e dropped th
e tow

el, 
sh

im
m

ied in
to th

e k
n

ick
ers, dragged th

e fuzzy jum
per over h

er h
ead, an

d 
scram

bled in
to th

e jean
s. Sh

e w
as pleased w

h
en

 th
e zip an

d button
 closed 

perfectly aroun
d h

er h
ips. 

Sh
e tw

isted to look
 in

to a m
irror on

 th
e opposite w

all, fin
din

g a 
scrappy youn

g w
om

an
 w

ith
 dirty h

air in
 som

ebody else’s jean
s an

d jum
per. 

It w
ould do. 

Sh
e ben

t to put aw
ay h

er tow
el, but it disappeared, lik

e th
ey used to at 

H
ogw

arts. E
lf m

agic. 
H

erm
ion

e m
ade h

er bed, w
ash

ed th
e em

pty potion
 vial from

 th
e n

igh
t 

before, folded an
d reh

un
g h

er n
igh

tcloth
es, an

d resh
elved th

e book
s sh

e 
h

ad tak
en

 dow
n

. Studyin
g th

e balcon
y doors again

, sh
e tried th

e h
an

dle 
ten

tatively. It turn
ed. T

h
e doors sw

ept open
, out to th

e w
orld, an

d sh
e put 

on
e foot out, testin

g. 
Sh

e stepped th
rough

 w
ith

 n
o issues. A

n
d w

h
en

 th
e ligh

t greeted h
er 

sk
in

, sh
e realized sh

e h
ad n

ot seen
 th

e sun
 sin

ce th
e day before th

e Fin
al 

B
attle. C

losin
g h

er eyes an
d breath

in
g in

 th
e outdoors, sh

e en
joyed th

e 
dayligh

t. 
Several h

ouse elves w
atered th

e h
edges th

at lin
ed th

e law
n

. Sh
e th

ough
t 

of D
ob

by an
d h

ow
 h

is life w
ould h

ave been
 h

ere. L
ean

in
g h

er arm
s on

 th
e 
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h
iss of pain

. Sh
e look

ed dow
n

 to w
h

ere A
n

ton
in

 D
oloh

ov h
ad been

 in
k

ed
 

in
to h

er sk
in

. T
h

e letters sizzled. Sh
e squeezed h

er fist an
d w

atch
ed as th

e 
in

k
 lifted, rearran

gin
g un

til a differen
t sign

ature form
ed on

 h
er sk

in
. 

D
.M

. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed dow
n

 at th
e letters, h

er vision
 sw

im
m

in
g. It couldn

’t be... 
P

an
sy w

as at h
er side, grabbin

g h
er arm

. 
“H

a!” 
T

h
e soun

d jarred h
er. P

an
sy h

ad been
 silen

ced th
e last tim

e sh
e’d seen

 
h

er. H
erm

ion
e w

as on
 day four. 

P
an

sy turn
ed aw

ay, run
n

in
g h

er n
ails th

rough
 h

er h
air. T

h
e m

irrors 
allow

ed H
erm

ion
e to see th

at sh
e’d pressed h

er eyes closed, squeezin
g h

er 
lips togeth

er. 
“W

ow
.” Sh

e spun
 aroun

d to face h
er. “H

ow
 m

uch
?” 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead, decidin

g th
at P

an
sy didn

’t n
eed to k

n
ow

. 
“T

h
irty-th

ree th
ousan

d?” P
an

sy guessed, stalk
in

g tow
ard h

er slow
ly. 

“T
h

irty-five th
ousan

d?” sh
e said w

h
en

 H
erm

ion
e didn

’t an
sw

er. “C
om

e 
on

, n
ow

. I’m
 curious. Forty?” 

H
erm

ion
e turn

ed aw
ay but w

as un
able to fin

d a w
all in

 w
h

ich
 P

an
sy’s 

face did n
ot reflect back

 at h
er. H

er ow
n

 face w
as alm

ost un
recogn

izable. 
D

eep circles un
der h

er eyes an
d dry sk

in
. H

er jaw
lin

e stuck
 out un

pleas-
an

tly. 
“T

ell m
e, G

ran
ger,” P

an
sy h

issed over h
er sh

oulder. H
erm

ion
e m

et 
h

er eyes an
d som

eth
in

g storm
ed in

side of th
em

, lik
e th

e m
om

en
t before 

th
un

der crack
s. Sh

e w
atch

ed P
an

sy’s blue eyes flood, an
d sh

e took
 a slow

 
breath

 before ask
in

g, “M
ore th

an
 forty th

ousan
d?” 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed aw
ay, sh

iverin
g. Sh

e caugh
t sigh

t of th
e in

k
 on

 
P

an
sy’s arm

. 
A

 m
atch

in
g D

.M
. 

A
 crack outside th

eir door. T
h

e tw
o of th

em
 jum

ped, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s 
fin

gers tw
itch

ed for a w
an

d th
at w

asn
’t th

ere. 
A

 squeak
y girl elf said, “M

ippy is h
ere for M

isses P
an

sy an
d H

erm
ion

e.” 
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T
h

e door sw
un

g open
. Y

axley stood guard w
h

ile a tin
y elf in

 a pin
k

 
pillow

case look
ed up at th

em
 w

ith
 brigh

t green
 eyes. 

“M
isses! I tak

e you n
ow

!” 
Sh

e sm
iled an

d h
eld out h

er tw
o h

an
ds. L

ik
e th

ey w
ere goin

g on
 a 

pleasan
t adven

ture togeth
er. 

P
an

sy sn
iffed, blin

k
in

g h
er eyes dry, an

d saluted Y
axley. “L

ater, Y
ax.” 

Sh
e took

 M
ippy’s h

an
d. 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed dow

n
 at M

ippy’s outstretch
ed h

an
d, an

d glan
ced at 

Y
axley. It w

asn
’t a trick

. Sh
e w

as leavin
g it all beh

in
d. 

H
er con

cussion
 w

as goin
g to b

e a m
ess to h

an
dle after A

pparition
, but 

h
opefully th

e elf m
agic w

ould m
ak

e it better. Sh
e took

 M
ippy’s h

an
d, an

d 
th

e vision
 of Y

axley in
 th

e doorw
ay van

ish
ed w

ith
 a squeeze. 

A
 h

eavy M
ay w

in
d assaulted th

em
 upon

 lan
din

g. H
erm

ion
e’s h

air 
w

h
ipped in

to h
er eyes an

d w
h

en
 sh

e push
ed it back

, th
e tall gates of M

al-
foy M

an
or pressed dow

n
 upon

 h
er. A

 ch
ill dan

ced alon
g h

er flesh
, an

d sh
e 

felt th
e pierce of th

ousan
ds of eyes on

 h
er. 

M
ippy w

aved th
e gates open

 an
d gestured to com

e in
. T

h
e dark

 h
edges 

beck
on

ed h
er, ready to sw

allow
 h

er w
h

ole. Sh
e turn

ed to P
an

sy –
 starin

g 
at th

e M
an

or lik
e sh

e couldn
’t believe h

er eyes – th
en

 to th
e h

ills in
 th

e 
distan

ce. H
ow

 far w
ould sh

e get if sh
e ran

? 
“M

iss?” M
ippy called over th

e w
in

d. 
H

erm
ion

e stepped th
rough

 th
e gates an

d h
er arm

 tin
gled. Sh

e look
ed 

dow
n

, an
d saw

 th
e tattoo spark

le before return
in

g to n
orm

al. Sh
e assum

ed 
th

ere w
as a barrier at th

e gates. Sh
e w

as lock
ed in

 n
ow

. 
T

h
e gates began

 to close. H
erm

ion
e spun

 to see P
an

sy, arm
s w

rapped 
aroun

d h
erself, w

atch
in

g th
e iron

 block
 h

er out. 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to M

ippy, poin
tin

g to P
an

sy outside of th
e gates. 

“M
iss P

an
sy stays,” M

ippy said h
elpfully. “W

e go n
ow

, M
iss.” 

M
ippy tottered up th

e drive, expectin
g H

erm
ion

e to follow
. H

erm
ion

e 
stood frozen

, w
atch

in
g th

e distan
ce betw

een
 h

er an
d th

e tin
y h

ouse elf 
grow

. 
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“C
om

e in
?” It soun

ded m
ore lik

e a question
 th

an
 sh

e lik
ed. 

T
h

e door push
ed open

, an
d an

 older fem
ale elf tottered in

, a tray h
ov-

erin
g beh

in
d h

er. T
h

e elf —
 R

em
m

y —
 frow

n
ed. “M

istress says R
em

m
y 

m
ust k

n
ock

.” 
H

erm
ion

e stared at h
er, w

on
derin

g h
ow

 sh
e w

as to reply. R
em

m
y 

scow
led an

d sen
t th

e tray barrelin
g tow

ard th
e en

d table n
ear h

er w
in

g-
back

 ch
air. Sh

e spun
 an

d w
obbled out th

e door. B
efore sh

e could close it, 
H

erm
ion

e said, “T
h

an
k

 you, R
em

m
y.” 

R
em

m
y turn

ed, eyes squin
ted, an

d n
odded on

ce before sh
uttin

g th
e 

door beh
in

d h
er. 

B
ean

s an
d toast. E

ggs, juice, bacon
, grilled tom

atoes. P
astries an

d tarts. 
A

n
d tea service. 
H

erm
ion

e’s stom
ach

 tw
isted an

d rum
bled. Sh

e h
adn

’t eaten
 sin

ce yes-
terday —

 an
 apple slice L

un
a h

ad h
an

ded h
er in

 th
e m

orn
in

g. N
arcissa 

h
ad claim

ed sh
e w

ouldn
’t poison

 h
er last n

igh
t, but H

erm
ion

e k
n

ew
 of at 

least seven
 potion

s th
at could b

e bak
ed in

to th
e pastries or stirred in

 w
ith

 
th

e tea th
at could alter h

er perception
s, relax h

er m
in

d or m
uscles, or leave 

blan
k

 spots in
 h

er m
em

ories —
 all of w

h
ich

 w
ere tasteless an

d odorless. 
Sh

e w
an

dered in
to th

e bath
room

 suite to h
ide from

 th
e delicious scen

t 
of th

e food an
d stared at th

e tub. It h
ad several m

agical taps for bubbles 
an

d scen
ts. T

h
e tub

 w
as deep an

d w
ide, an

d m
uch

 m
ore luxurious th

an
 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad seen
 in

 th
e last year. H

er last decen
t bath

 h
ad been

 last 
sum

m
er, before B

ill an
d Fleur’s w

eddin
g. 

B
ut sh

e th
ough

t of th
e w

ay L
ucius M

alfoy h
ad sw

ept in
to th

e suite, lik
e 

h
er privacy m

ean
t n

oth
in

g to h
im

. 
Sh

e quick
ly turn

ed to th
e large sh

ow
er, draped a tow

el over th
e side, 

an
d stripped. T

h
e w

ater h
it th

e perfect tem
perature, an

d sh
e spen

t th
irty 

secon
ds in

side, scrubbin
g an

d w
ash

in
g on

ly th
e essen

tial areas, sk
ippin

g 
h

er h
air. Sh

e turn
ed off th

e w
ater, grabbed th

e tow
el, an

d w
rapped h

erself 
tigh

tly. Sh
e stood, drippin

g on
 th

e bath
m

at, w
aitin

g for som
eth

in
g to 

h
appen

. 
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H
e stepped tow

ard h
er, n

ow
 on

ly several paces aw
ay, an

d exten
ded h

is 
h

an
d. “M

igh
t I h

ave w
h

atever’s in
 your pock

et?” 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed, an
d h

e saw
 it. H

e sm
iled. 

Sh
e w

ith
drew

 th
e com

b an
d placed it in

to h
is w

aitin
g h

an
d. H

e 
grin

n
ed, an

d th
en

 brok
e th

e sh
arp tail off. H

e h
an

ded h
er back

 th
e be-

n
ign

 piece, look
ed to h

er h
air, an

d said, “Y
ou’ll n

eed th
is.” 

Sh
e scow

led at h
im

. Such
 stron

g resem
blan

ce to h
is son

 an
d th

e easy 
w

ay h
is in

sults w
ould flow

. H
er fin

gers curled aroun
d th

e com
b, teeth

 cut-
tin

g in
to h

er palm
. 

“M
y son

 paid a h
eavy price to obtain

 you, M
iss G

ran
ger.” H

is eyes trav-
eled dow

n
 h

er jaw
, dow

n
 h

er n
eck

. Sh
e sh

ivered. “D
o try to sh

ow
 your... 

gratitude.” H
e w

h
ispered th

e w
ord across th

e air lik
e a k

iss again
st h

er 
sk

in
. H

e sm
irk

ed at h
er, an

d sw
ept to th

e door. 
H

er eyes burn
ed in

to h
is back

, an
d sh

e th
ough

t of P
arvati an

d th
e B

ax-
ter girl. P

en
elope C

learw
ater curled in

 a corn
er refusin

g to eat. T
h

e slice 
to h

er abdom
en

. T
h

e last glim
pse of G

in
n

y as sh
e w

as dragged aw
ay. 

Sh
e couldn

’t stop th
e w

ords. L
ik

e bile creepin
g up. “M

y gratitude?” 
H

e paused w
ith

 on
e h

an
d on

 th
e door. “O

f course, M
iss G

ran
ger.” A

 
raised brow

. “Y
ou h

ave been
 saved.” 

H
e exited, sh

uttin
g th

e door beh
in

d h
im

. 

>
 

R
elyin

g on
 N

arcissa M
alfoy’s supposed protection

 w
asn

’t goin
g to get h

er 
an

yw
h

ere. It w
asn

’t protection
 sh

e n
eeded—

it w
as a w

ay out. 
A

fter sh
e w

as sure L
ucius w

ouldn
’t b

e return
in

g, sh
e pulled H

ogw
arts, 

A
 H

istory off th
e sh

elves, an
d sat in

 th
e ch

air facin
g th

e door, readin
g 

absen
tly w

h
ile k

eepin
g an

 eye on
 th

e en
tran

ce. 
A

t 8A
M

 on
 th

e dot, a k
n

ock
 soun

ded from
 th

e door. B
efore H

erm
ion

e 
could release h

er ten
se sh

oulders or con
tem

plate w
h

at h
orrors could aw

ait 
h

er, a treble voice said, “R
em

m
y is h

ere for break
fast!” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed. Sh

e stood, placin
g th

e book
 delicately on

 th
e ch

air. 
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T
h

ey w
ouldn

’t let P
an

sy in
? W

as sh
e outcast? B

an
ish

ed? H
erm

ion
e 

sprin
ted for th

e gates, m
eetin

g P
an

sy as sh
e did th

e sam
e. T

h
ey pulled an

d 
tugged at th

e iron
 just as it fin

ish
ed closin

g. A
fter, P

an
sy stared at h

er, 
th

en
 at th

e sk
y, as if w

aitin
g for ligh

tn
in

g. 
A

 w
h

ippin
g pop follow

ed b
y an

oth
er. B

oth
 girls turn

ed to see tw
o fig-

ures in
 cloak

s ten
 feet aw

ay. P
an

sy scram
bled back

, grabbin
g for th

e iron
. 

“N
o!” on

e of th
e figures yelled. 

B
laise Z

abin
i pulled off h

is h
ood; D

aph
n

e G
reen

grass appeared n
ext to 

h
im

. “D
on

’t cross th
e th

resh
old,” h

e in
structed. 

P
an

sy sob
bed, th

row
in

g h
erself in

to th
eir w

aitin
g em

brace. H
erm

ion
e 

blin
k

ed, w
atch

in
g as P

an
sy w

as reun
ited w

ith
 h

er frien
ds. Sh

e w
on

dered 
w

h
ere R

on
 h

ad en
ded up. 

“W
e h

ave to b
e quick

,” D
aph

n
e said. H

erm
ion

e could barely h
ear 

th
em

 over th
e w

in
d. N

on
e of th

em
 spared h

er a secon
d glan

ce. 
B

laise grabbed P
an

sy’s arm
, th

e on
e w

ith
 th

e tattoo, stretch
in

g it out 
aw

ay from
 h

er body. D
aph

n
e un

cork
ed a bottle an

d laced h
er fin

gers 
th

rough
 P

an
sy’s, pullin

g h
er h

an
d tigh

t. B
laise pulled from

 h
is pock

et a 
scrap of leath

er, an
d push

ed it in
to P

an
sy’s m

outh
. Sh

e fough
t, con

fused, 
un

til B
laise h

ad it betw
een

 h
er teeth

. 
“T

h
is is goin

g to h
urt,” h

e said to h
er. P

an
sy’s eyes grew

 w
ide. 

D
aph

n
e started pourin

g th
e con

ten
ts of th

e bottle over P
an

sy’s arm
. 

A
cid. B

ubblin
g an

d boilin
g an

d sizzlin
g at h

er sk
in

. P
an

sy’s scream
s 

stretch
ed out over th

e w
in

d, ech
oin

g dow
n

 to th
e h

ills in
 th

e distan
ce. 

H
erm

ion
e h

un
g on

 th
e bars, w

atch
in

g w
ith

 w
ide eyes as B

laise pulled h
is 

w
an

d an
d h

issed a dark
 spell. 

B
lack

 in
k

 bled out of h
er arm

 an
d on

to th
e grass. It th

in
n

ed, turn
in

g 
to red. T

urn
in

g to blood. A
n

d h
e stopped. 

P
an

sy w
h

im
pered, tears run

n
in

g dow
n

 h
er face. D

aph
n

e pressed a cloth
 

to th
e blistered sk

in
 of h

er arm
 an

d pulled off h
er ow

n
 cloak

, tossin
g it 

over P
an

sy’s sh
oulders. Sh

e lin
k

ed th
eir arm

s an
d readied th

em
 for D

isap-
paratin

g. 
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H
erm

ion
e ban

ged on
 th

e bars, rattlin
g th

em
. 

B
laise turn

ed aroun
d, seein

g h
er lik

e a gh
ost. Sh

e exten
ded h

er tat-
tooed arm

 as far as it w
ould go, ask

in
g B

laise w
ith

 h
er eyes. 

H
e look

ed at h
er, th

en
 at th

e M
an

or. “T
h

is is th
e safest place for you, 

G
ran

ger.” 
H

er lips parted, form
in

g a plea sh
e couldn

’t h
ear. B

laise gave h
er on

e 
last look

 an
d th

en
 took

 D
aph

n
e’s oth

er arm
. 

A
n

d th
ey w

ere gon
e. A

ll sh
e h

eard w
as th

e w
in

d. 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed, lean

in
g back

 on
 th

e iron
 bars. 

A
 lon

g ston
e path

, cuttin
g th

rough
 h

edges an
d leadin

g to a gran
d 

m
an

or, devastatin
gly beautiful in

 th
e m

oon
ligh

t despite its sordid h
is-

tory. A
 sm

all elf stood fram
ed in

 th
e doorw

ay. 
W

as th
is h

er h
om

e? H
er prison

? 
Sh

e look
ed at h

er arm
 again

. 
D

.M
. N

ot L
.M

. D
raco h

im
self h

ad purch
ased h

er. 
W

h
at did h

e w
an

t w
ith

 h
er? W

h
at h

ad h
e given

 up to ob
tain

 h
er? 

Sh
e couldn

’t im
agin

e th
at D

oloh
ov w

ould h
ave parted w

ith
 h

er for an
-

yth
in

g less th
an

 an
 astron

om
ical sum

. 
T

h
e M

alfoys w
ere rich

; th
at m

uch
 h

ad been
 clear even

 w
ith

out th
e ev-

iden
ce of it starin

g dow
n

 at h
er. 

B
ut w

h
y spen

d so m
uch

 on
 h

er? 
Sh

e couldn
’t stan

d h
ere all n

igh
t. Sh

e assum
ed sh

e w
ould eith

er b
e 

forced in
side b

y elf m
agic, or w

orse. B
y on

e of th
e residen

ts of M
alfoy 

M
an

or. 
Sh

e stepped forw
ard, an

d began
 h

er lon
g w

alk
. 

Scabior h
ad been

 eager th
e last tim

e sh
e’d m

ade th
is w

alk
. H

e’d 
dragged h

er beh
in

d h
im

 lik
e a disobedien

t dog. Sh
e h

adn
’t been

 able to 
th

in
k

, h
adn

’t been
 able to breath

e. 
Sh

e follow
ed h

er feet, th
e doors grow

in
g larger in

 fron
t of h

er. T
h

e 
tin

y elf in
 th

e pin
k

 pillow
case blin

k
ed dow

n
 at h

er as sh
e clim

bed th
e 

ston
e steps, th

en
 turn

ed an
d m

oved in
to th

e h
ouse. 
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H
e pulled a deep breath

 th
rough

 h
is n

ostrils, th
e h

in
t of a sn

eer on
 h

is 
lips. “I h

ave n
o in

terest in
 slave-tradin

g. I h
ave en

ough
 h

ouse elves.” H
e 

clasped h
is h

an
ds beh

in
d h

is back
 an

d look
ed out th

e w
in

dow
 at th

e view
 

sh
e h

ad been
 en

joyin
g. 

Sh
e rem

em
bered stron

g arm
s, grabbin

g h
er aroun

d th
e w

aist an
d lift-

in
g h

er, tak
in

g h
er som

ew
h

ere. If L
ucius h

adn
’t been

 th
ere, it h

ad been
 

D
raco. W

h
ere w

ould h
e h

ave tak
en

 h
er? 

A
n

d w
h

y did h
e w

an
t h

er in
 th

e first place? A
n

d h
ow

 h
ad h

e ob
tain

ed 
h

er? Sh
e look

ed up from
 th

e th
ough

tful gaze sh
e h

ad been
 sen

din
g th

e car-
pets to fin

d L
ucius M

alfoy still before h
er, w

atch
in

g h
er. H

is eyes sw
ept 

over h
er body, an

d sh
e sh

ivered, glad to b
e rid of th

e gold dress an
d in

 
sexless n

igh
tcloth

es. 
“H

ow
 do you lik

e your accom
m

odation
s, M

iss G
ran

ger?” H
is eyes 

pierced h
er, h

is w
ords diggin

g in
to h

er sk
in

. 
Sh

e w
on

dered if h
e w

an
ted h

er to m
isbeh

ave. If h
e w

an
ted h

er to spit 
at h

im
 an

d tell h
im

 sh
e’d prefer a cell. T

o act lik
e a M

udblood beast. Sh
e 

look
ed in

to h
is grey eyes, th

e sam
e grey eyes th

at h
ad sn

eered at h
er for 

seven
 years. 

Sh
e m

ay b
e un

der N
arcissa M

alfoy’s protection
, but sh

e w
as also un

der 
L

ucius M
alfoy’s roof. 

“It’s lovely, M
r. M

alfoy,” sh
e respon

ded icily. “T
h

an
k

 you for h
avin

g 
m

e for a visit.” Sh
e lifted a brow

 at h
im

. 
H

e return
ed th

e expression
, a slow

 curl to h
is lips. “A

n
y tim

e, M
iss 

G
ran

ger. T
h

e w
eath

er is lovely in
 th

e autum
n

,” h
e said, voice liltin

g, teas-
in

g. A
 pause, an

d th
en

 h
is features h

arden
ed. “I do h

ope you’ll still b
e h

ere 
th

en
.” 

A
 ch

ill crossed h
er sk

in
, but sh

e w
as careful n

ot to blin
k

. Sh
e burn

ed 
to ask

 h
im

 question
s. W

h
y am

 I h
ere? W

h
y did D

oloh
ov give m

e up? W
h

at 
am

 I ex
pected to do? B

ut sh
e k

n
ew

 sh
e w

ouldn
’t get th

e an
sw

ers sh
e 

w
an

ted. Just m
ore gam

es. 
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h
er suite, eyes lan

din
g on

 h
er at th

e w
in

dow
. Sh

e clutch
ed th

e curtain
s in

 
h

er fin
gers, on

e h
an

d slidin
g slow

ly to th
e com

b in
 h

er pock
et. 

L
ucius’s eyes w

ere abruptly pulled from
 h

er as h
e look

ed aroun
d th

e 
room

, gaze lan
din

g on
 th

e book
sh

elves, th
e sittin

g area. H
e paused on

 th
e 

bed, sh
eets tw

isted from
 h

er sleep. H
is grey eyes sn

apped to h
er again

. 
H

is lips pulled up in
to an

 ech
o of a sm

irk
. “W

elcom
e to M

alfoy M
an

or, 
M

iss G
ran

ger.” 
Sh

e felt h
er h

eartbeat pressin
g in

to th
e gauzy curtain

s, h
er fin

gers 
curled. H

e stood betw
een

 h
erself an

d th
e door. A

n
d if th

ere w
as a w

ay on
to 

th
is balcon

y, h
ow

 quick
ly could sh

e sprin
t out an

d h
urtle over th

e edge. 
G

rass or ston
es below

? 
H

e tilted h
is h

ead, exam
in

in
g h

er, w
aitin

g for a respon
se th

at didn
’t 

com
e. H

is eyes flick
ed over h

er satin
 pajam

as, over th
e rum

pled beddin
g. 

“I see you’ve m
ade yourself quite at h

om
e.” 

H
e m

oved in
to th

e room
, strollin

g betw
een

 th
e w

in
gback

 ch
airs, ex-

am
in

in
g th

e carpets, m
ovin

g to th
e drapes. 

W
h

ere N
arcissa w

as cautious an
d w

arm
, L

ucius w
as decisive an

d cold, 
in

scrutable. H
e slith

ered in
to th

e sleepin
g space, eyes turn

in
g over th

e bed
 

curtain
s an

d lan
din

g on
 th

e w
ardrob

e, still open
 from

 h
er in

vestigation
s. 

H
e pulled th

e doors open
 w

ide an
d just lik

e h
is w

ife, an
 im

possible expres-
sion

 spread across h
is lips. Sh

e’d n
ever seen

 som
eon

e frow
n

 a sm
ile. 

“A
ll th

e correct size, I presum
e,” h

e m
uttered. 

H
erm

ion
e guessed th

at L
ucius M

alfoy w
as n

ot th
e k

in
d of m

an
 w

h
o 

m
uttered th

in
gs aloud b

y acciden
t. 

H
e sh

ut th
e w

ardrob
e w

ith
 a click

. A
n

d turn
ed to h

er, stan
din

g be-
tw

een
 h

er an
d th

e bed. T
h

e com
b teeth

 click
ed betw

een
 h

er fin
gertips. 

“Sixty-five th
ousan

d G
alleon

s,” h
e said, draw

in
g th

e n
um

ber out lik
e 

a question
. B

ut sh
e k

n
ew

 it w
asn

’t. “M
y, m

y, M
iss G

ran
ger. W

h
at a h

an
d-

som
e prize you m

ak
e.” 

H
e w

an
ted h

er to in
teract w

ith
 h

im
. Sh

e sw
allow

ed h
er terror, an

d de-
cided to play h

is gam
e. “W

ere you in
 atten

dan
ce last n

igh
t, M

r. M
alfoy?” 
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H
erm

ion
e paused at th

e top an
d look

ed back
 at th

e gates. W
as sh

e go-
in

g to b
e pun

ish
ed for P

an
sy’s disappearan

ce? N
o, sh

e assured h
erself. It 

h
ad been

 b
y design

. T
h

e elf said P
an

sy h
ad to stay, an

d H
erm

ion
e w

as to 
com

e in
side. 

B
ut perh

aps sh
e w

ould b
e pun

ish
ed in

 oth
er w

ays. W
ith

out P
an

sy’s 
ch

arm
s, an

d legs, an
d sultry eyes to distract, H

erm
ion

e w
as vuln

erable. 
T

h
e on

ly ch
oice. Sh

e yan
k

ed th
e flim

sy gold dress h
igh

er up h
er n

eck
lin

e. 
Sh

e w
on

dered w
h

at it m
ean

t th
at P

an
sy’s tattoo h

ad been
 rem

oved. 
W

as sh
e free? 

“M
iss H

erm
ion

e?” 
Sh

e look
ed back

 dow
n

 at th
e elf —

 M
ippy, an

d stepped in
side. 

Several large fireplaces to h
er left. Sh

e rem
em

bered
 w

on
derin

g h
ow

 
quick

ly sh
e could fin

d th
e Floo pow

der tw
o m

on
th

s ago as H
arry yelped 

un
der G

reyback
’s grip. A

n
d just across th

e en
tran

ce h
all, th

ere w
as a closed 

door th
at sh

e k
n

ew
 led to a draw

in
g room

. 
“M

iss?” 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to see M

ippy on
 th

e first stair of a m
assive m

arble 
staircase. G

ran
d pain

tin
gs of th

e R
en

aissan
ce stretch

ed to th
e ceilin

g, 
dapplin

g th
e grey w

alls w
ith

 golds an
d reds an

d blues. 
Sh

e’d w
ok

en
 up in

 h
er first cell, been

 dragged b
y th

e h
air to h

er secon
d, 

an
d stron

g-arm
ed in

to h
er th

ird. A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e w

as bein
g ask

ed to clim
b 

th
e stairs an

d w
alk

 to h
er fin

al on
e. 

M
ippy’s brigh

t eyes blin
k

ed at h
er. H

erm
ion

e follow
ed th

e elf up th
e 

stairs. T
h

ey clim
bed to th

e th
ird floor, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s h

ead started to 
poun

d again
, breath

in
g m

ore difficult after th
e w

eek
 in

 captivity. 
H

er sk
in

 tw
itch

ed as th
ey passed statues an

d suits of arm
or, feelin

g lik
e 

eyes w
ere on

 h
er. T

h
e pain

tin
gs glared an

d raised th
eir brow

s. Sh
e sw

al-
low

ed an
d k

ept h
er eyes on

 th
e elf un

til sh
e passed th

rough
 a stream

 of 
m

oon
ligh

t. 
H

erm
ion

e stopped, fin
din

g a large w
in

dow
 to h

er righ
t. A

 pon
d n

ear 
th

e h
edges. A

n
d w

h
ite peacock

s sleepin
g on

 th
e ban

k
. Sh

e’d read about 
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M
alfoy M

an
or before in

 a book
 on

 th
e Sacred T

w
en

ty-E
igh

t. T
h

e w
h

ite 
peacock

s w
ere a favorite of D

raco’s gran
dfath

er, th
eir care passed dow

n
 

th
e lin

e. T
h

e view
 w

ould b
e lovely in

 th
e dayligh

t. Sprin
g flow

ers on
 th

e 
ban

k
 of th

e pon
d, a gazebo to th

e righ
t. 

“M
iss?” 

Sh
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead clear an

d con
tin

ued beh
in

d M
ippy. 

T
h

e h
all w

as dark
er n

ow
. A

n
d sh

e realized if th
ey w

ere on
 th

e th
ird 

floor, sh
e w

asn
’t bein

g tak
en

 to h
er cell yet. 

Sh
e w

as bein
g delivered straigh

t to th
e bedroom

. 
H

er pace slow
ed, an

d th
e elf stopped an

d cam
e back

 to h
er. “M

iss is 
ok

ay?” 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed dow

n
 at th

e sw
eet little th

in
g. Sh

e w
on

dered if L
u-

cius h
urt th

is on
e too. Sh

e probably k
n

ew
 D

obby at on
e poin

t. A
n

d sh
e 

w
on

dered if M
ippy h

ad an
y idea w

h
at w

as about to h
appen

 to “M
iss.” 

H
erm

ion
e grabbed th

e side of a creden
za, steadyin

g h
erself. Sh

e sw
al-

low
ed th

e bile as it craw
led its w

ay up h
er th

roat. 
W

ould it b
e D

raco or L
ucius? A

n
d w

h
ich

 w
as better? D

raco w
ouldn

’t 
b

e as cruel as h
is fath

er for certain
. H

e didn
’t h

ave it in
 h

im
. B

ut to b
e 

treated as h
is property, as h

is slave, w
h

en
 sh

e h
ad a h

istory of feelin
gs for 

h
im

... 
Sh

e dug h
er fin

gern
ails in

to h
er palm

, ban
ish

in
g th

e th
ough

t. W
h

y 
h

ad h
e bough

t h
er in

 th
e first place if n

ot to ow
n

 h
er as h

is slave. H
is 

w
h

ore. 
T

h
e con

cussion
 w

asn
’t h

ealin
g. Sh

e felt sm
all w

axy h
an

ds on
 h

er w
rist, 

an
d startled at th

e soft con
tact. 

“Is M
iss w

ell?” 
Sh

e laugh
ed silen

tly, pressin
g h

er eyes closed. N
o, M

ippy. M
iss is n

ot 
w

ell. 
H

er eyes drifted open
, lan

din
g on

 a portrait of a M
alfoy an

cestor, pos-
sibly tw

o h
un

dred years ago. L
ucius M

alfoy’s eyes stared dow
n

 at h
er, th

e 
corn

er of h
is lips liftin

g in
 a sn

arl. 
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n
igh

tdresses, follow
ed b

y sh
orter on

es. N
on

e too flash
y. T

h
en

 rob
es upon

 
rob

es upon
 rob

es of varyin
g colors, len

gth
s, an

d fabrics. A
t th

e en
d, jum

p-
ers an

d oth
er in

form
al w

ear. Sh
e pulled th

e draw
ers at th

e base of th
e 

w
ardrob

e an
d foun

d jean
s. 

H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed. W

h
at k

in
d of guests did th

e M
alfoys usually h

ave 
in

 th
is room

? Surely n
o on

e w
h

o n
eeded den

im
s. Sh

e open
ed th

e top 
draw

er on
 th

e righ
t. C

otton
 k

n
ick

ers in
 pale sh

ades. A
 few

 bras in
 th

e 
sam

e. A
 few

 sports bras. 
W

h
oever it w

as w
h

o usually stayed h
ere w

as prepared for everyth
in

g. 
T

h
e bottom

 draw
er h

eld sh
oes for all w

eath
er; train

ers an
d boots. 

Sh
e let h

er fin
gers drift across th

e fabric of th
e rob

es as sh
e push

ed th
e 

draw
ers back

 in
, an

d sh
e jum

ped w
h

en
 a th

ough
t crossed h

er m
in

d. 
W

as th
is P

an
sy’s room

? 
Sh

e glan
ced at th

e bed w
ith

 its cream
s an

d golds. Sh
e look

ed to th
e 

book
case w

ith
 its M

uggle book
s. Sh

e took
 in

 th
e fabrics in

 fron
t of h

er, 
an

d cataloged th
e k

n
ick

ers. 
N

on
e of th

is scream
ed P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
. P

an
sy w

ore red lipstick
 to th

e 
break

fast table, an
d n

ever n
eeded to reapply th

rough
out th

e day. P
an

sy 
w

ould n
ever b

e caugh
t dead in

 pale colors, especially h
er k

n
ick

ers. A
n

d 
P

an
sy on

ce ask
ed D

aph
n

e G
reen

grass in
 th

ird year if M
uggles k

n
ew

 h
ow

 
to read. H

erm
ion

e k
n

ew
 sh

e w
asn

’t jok
in

g. N
o, th

is w
asn

’t P
an

sy’s space. 
Sh

e sh
ut th

e draw
ers, m

em
orizin

g th
e placem

en
t of th

e belts, an
d 

m
oved to th

e w
in

dow
s, fin

ally push
in

g aside th
e soft m

aterial an
d peerin

g 
out in

to th
e groun

ds. L
ik

e sh
e’d guessed, th

e pon
d spark

led from
 th

is 
view

. T
h

e gazebo attracted th
e early m

orn
in

g fog lik
e bubbles in

 a glass, 
an

d just beyon
d th

e gates th
at en

com
passed th

e M
an

or, sh
e could see th

e 
sun

 dapplin
g th

e groun
d. Just to h

er left, a balcon
y attach

ed to h
er sittin

g 
room

. 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed. T
h

ere m
ust b

e a door. H
ow

 far w
as th

e drop? H
ow

 
m

uch
 len

gth
 w

ould th
e curtain

s an
d bedsh

eets give h
er? 

T
h

e door h
an

dle rattled, an
d H

erm
ion

e spun
 as L

ucius M
alfoy en

tered 
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h
e w

ok
e slow

ly, h
er body tryin

g to drag h
er m

in
d back

 in
to sleep 

for a few
 m

in
utes. Sh

e couldn
’t rem

em
ber th

e last tim
e sh

e’d slept 
in

 a real bed. T
h

e cots in
 th

e ten
t w

eren
’t as com

fortable as th
is, 

an
d H

arry sn
ored so loud sh

e w
as afraid h

e’d rupture th
e P

rotec-
tion

 Spells—
 

H
er eyes sn

apped open
, starin

g at an
 un

fam
iliar w

all in
 an

 un
fam

iliar 
bed. Sh

e h
adn

’t m
oved in

 th
e n

igh
t, an

d sh
e still lay on

 h
er side, facin

g 
th

e em
pty potion

 bottle. Sh
e bolted uprigh

t, search
in

g th
e room

. Sh
e w

as 
alon

e. D
ayligh

t stream
in

g in
 th

rough
 th

e large w
in

dow
s an

d cream
 cur-

tain
s. 

Sh
e slipped out of bed, peek

in
g aroun

d corn
ers to m

ak
e sure th

ere w
as 

n
o on

e h
idin

g. Slith
erin

g in
to th

e bath
room

, sh
e used th

e toilet, splash
ed 

w
ater on

 h
er face. T

h
e large claw

foot tub
 in

 th
e cen

ter of th
e m

arble floor 
called h

er to slip in
to th

e suds an
d drift aw

ay. 
Sh

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead, blin
k

in
g aw

ay th
e elegan

ce of th
e suite an

d refo-
cusin

g. W
eapon

s. E
x

its. 
T

h
e draw

ers in
 th

e van
ity h

eld lush
 tow

els an
d h

air potion
s. Sh

e foun
d 

a tail com
b w

ith
 a sh

arp en
d for stylin

g an
d pock

eted it. 
Still, n

o on
e in

trudin
g upon

 h
er space w

h
en

 sh
e exited th

e bath
room

. 
Sh

e ch
eck

ed th
e clock

 on
 th

e book
sh

elf. B
arely 7A

M
. 

T
h

e w
ardrob

e called to h
er as sh

e rem
em

bered N
arcissa’s expression

 
upon

 open
in

g it. Som
e k

in
d of displeased acceptan

ce. H
erm

ion
e pulled 

th
e doors open

, fin
din

g h
an

gers upon
 h

an
gers of cloth

in
g —

 an
 exten

-
sion

 ch
arm

 w
iden

in
g an

d deepen
in

g th
e space. T

o th
e left, a secon

d pair 
of pajam

as lik
e th

e on
es sh

e h
ad on

, on
ly in

 flan
n

el. A
 few

 lon
g 

S 
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A
n

d sudden
ly sh

e rem
em

bered h
ow

 im
portan

t L
ucius’s approval w

as 
to D

raco. H
ow

 m
uch

 h
e idolized h

is fath
er. 

P
erh

aps sh
e w

as a gift. 
Sh

e h
eaved, vom

it splash
in

g dow
n

 on
 th

e ston
e. T

h
e soun

d loud in
 th

e 
h

allw
ay. T

h
e first soun

d sh
e’d m

ade in
 days. 

M
ippy h

ad a tow
el at h

er m
outh

, a dam
p cloth

 at h
er foreh

ead. A
n

d 
van

ish
ed th

e sick
 from

 th
e M

an
or floor. T

h
e elf con

jured a w
ater glass an

d 
begged H

erm
ion

e to sip. Sh
e did, an

d th
en

 left it on
 th

e creden
za. 

Sh
e h

eard th
e portraits h

issin
g, bick

erin
g am

on
gst each

 oth
er about 

th
e proper place for h

er, about h
er blood. Sh

e con
cen

trated on
 th

eir voices 
as M

ippy trotted dow
n

 th
e h

all, beck
on

in
g h

er to follow
. 

A
 M

udblood, sullyin
g our sh

eets. 
Such a

 foul en
din

g—
 

—
said it before, an

d I’ll say it again
: th

at B
lack girl w

as th
e dow

n
fall 

of our en
tire lin

e. 
L

ucius w
as alw

ays w
eak. H

is son
 w

ould be, too. 
—

sh
ould be on

 th
e groun

d floor w
ith

 th
e elves. O

r outside w
ith

 th
e gar-

den
 gn

om
es. 

Sh
e com

pleted th
e journ

ey, an
d stood in

 fron
t of a carved w

ooden
 

door. M
ippy w

as sayin
g som

eth
in

g about quick
ly gettin

g h
er in

to bed. 
H

erm
ion

e laugh
ed. Y

es, please. A
s quick as possible. L

et’s get th
is over 

w
ith

. 
M

ippy push
ed open

 th
e door. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e w
as m

et w
ith

 a lush
 suite. 

C
ream

 w
alls lin

ed w
ith

 gold. D
eep carpets. A

 sittin
g area across from

 th
e 

door w
ith

 a lit fireplace. T
w

o deep w
in

gback
 ch

airs in
 fron

t of th
e fire. T

o 
th

e righ
t, an

 arch
ed open

in
g in

 th
e w

all led to th
e largest bed sh

e’d ever 
seen

. C
ream

 can
opy curtain

s w
ith

 fleck
s of gold h

un
g dow

n
 from

 th
e 

posts, an
d m

ore pillow
s th

an
 sh

e could coun
t littered th

e h
eadboard. 

Sh
e stepped in

to th
e suite, an

d foun
d book

sh
elves lin

in
g th

e w
all to 

h
er righ

t. Sh
e didn

’t let h
er eyes lin

ger on
 th

e texts. T
h

ey w
eren

’t for h
er. 

N
on

e of it w
as for h

er. 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

8
0
 

Sh
e w

on
dered w

h
ose room

 th
is w

as? P
erh

aps it w
as just a spare bedroom

 
so sh

e w
ouldn

’t defile th
e sh

eets in
 th

e m
aster suite. 

M
ippy w

as speak
in

g to h
er, but sh

e couldn
’t h

ear. T
h

e soun
d of w

in
d

 
rush

in
g betw

een
 h

er ears. T
h

e elf closed th
e door. A

n
d th

en
 H

erm
ion

e 
w

as alon
e. 

T
h

e bed look
ed decaden

t. A
n

d sh
e w

as so tired. B
ut sh

e refused to sleep 
in

 it, to get com
fortable in

 th
e bed sh

e’d b
e attack

ed in
. 

Sh
e m

oved in
to th

e bedroom
, run

n
in

g h
er fin

gers over th
e curtain

s 
an

d bedposts. T
urn

in
g to th

e book
sh

elves, sh
e foun

d fiction
 an

d n
on

-fic-
tion

. M
uggle an

d W
izard. C

lassics an
d M

odern
. T

estin
g a th

eory, sh
e 

reach
ed out, placin

g on
e fin

ger on
 th

e spin
e of H

uckleberry F
in

n
. 

N
oth

in
g. So sh

e w
as allow

ed to touch
 th

e book
s. Sh

e ran
 h

er fin
gers 

over every spin
e, w

aitin
g for som

eth
in

g to h
appen

. N
oth

in
g. 

H
er sh

oulder ach
ed. Sh

e h
eld h

er arm
 in

 fron
t of h

er ch
est, supportin

g 
th

e w
eigh

t, an
d con

tin
ued th

rough
 th

e bedroom
 suite. O

n
 th

e far side of 
th

e bed th
ere w

as a door. T
o th

e bath
room

 probably. Sh
e in

ch
ed h

er w
ay 

tow
ard it, k

eepin
g h

er eyes on
 th

e bedroom
 door. 

Sh
e push

ed open
 th

e w
ood door an

d gasped, pain
 squeezin

g th
rough

 
h

er sh
oulder. 

M
arble an

d brass everyw
h

ere. A
 claw

foot bath
tub

 in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e 
room

. L
ush

 tow
els an

d delicate ligh
tin

g. Sh
e turn

ed an
d jum

ped at th
e 

sigh
t of h

er ow
n

 reflection
. Sh

e eyed h
erself critically, pale an

d th
in

, still 
in

 th
e gold sh

ift dress Y
axley h

ad put h
er in

. 
H

er diet of fruit an
d bread h

ad n
ot been

 k
in

d to h
er. 

Sh
e turn

ed aw
ay, leavin

g th
e luscious bath

room
. T

h
e bed called to h

er 
again

, but sh
e still resisted. M

ovin
g back

 to sittin
g room

, sh
e exam

in
ed 

th
e far w

all of w
in

dow
s, ligh

t curtain
s draped over every fram

e. Sh
e pulled 

on
e back

 an
d foun

d th
at sh

e h
ad th

e sam
e view

 as th
e w

in
dow

 th
ey’d 

passed. T
h

e gazebo an
d th

e pon
d. 

T
h

e book
sh

elf puzzled h
er. Sh

e traced th
e spin

es un
til sh

e pluck
ed a 

book
 from

 th
e sh

elves, ch
eck

in
g th

e an
tique clock

 on
 th

e m
iddle sh

elf. 
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it burn
 aw

ay. 
Sh

e approach
ed th

e bed an
d paused. Fourteen

 pillow
s. T

h
at’s w

h
at it 

look
ed lik

e. C
ream

s an
d golds. Sh

e peeled back
 th

e sh
eets, expectin

g to 
fin

d a h
orse’s h

ead or som
e M

uggle n
on

sen
se. Just a fluffy, w

elcom
in

g 
m

attress. 
Sh

e stretch
ed up on

 h
er tiptoes, foldin

g h
erself in

to th
e bed, an

d still 
n

oth
in

g h
appen

ed. T
h

e m
attress an

d pillow
s accepted h

er w
eigh

t, lik
e 

th
ey h

ad been
 w

aitin
g for h

er for som
e tim

e. 
Sh

e look
ed to th

e door, alm
ost tw

o room
’s len

gth
s from

 th
e bed. Sh

e 
h

ad a perfect view
 of it h

ere, again
st th

e pillow
s. Sh

e lifted th
e D

ream
less 

Sleep potion
 M

ippy h
ad left h

er, un
cork

ed it an
d sn

iffed. It sm
elled lik

e 
th

e real th
in

g. 
U

n
der th

e protection
 of N

arcissa M
alfoy. 

T
h

e sam
e N

arcissa M
alfoy w

h
o h

ad sn
uck

 in
to th

e castle to fin
d h

er 
son

 as th
e D

ark
 L

ord boasted h
is victory from

 th
e courtyard. T

h
e sam

e 
w

om
an

 w
h

o’d talk
ed of escapin

g, even
 as h

er side’s arm
y k

illed th
e gen

-
erals from

 H
erm

ion
e’s. 

T
h

is is th
e safest place for you, G

ran
ger. 

P
erh

aps Z
abin

i w
as righ

t. P
erh

aps all w
asn

’t lost. O
n

ly tim
e w

ould tell. 
H

erm
ion

e dran
k

 th
e potion

. Sh
e set th

e vial dow
n

 on
 th

e bedside table 
an

d lay on
 h

er side, eyes catch
in

g on
 a jew

elry box lin
ed in

 brass. H
er eyes 

began
 to fall sh

ut as sh
e reach

ed out, open
in

g th
e lid, fin

din
g its blue vel-

vet in
terior em

pty.
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of h
er. W

ith
 h

er con
cussion

 gon
e, all th

ough
ts w

ere supposed to b
e ra-

tion
al n

ow
. 

M
ippy cleared th

e tea as N
arcissa m

oved to th
e doorw

ay. 
“M

rs. M
alfoy,” said H

erm
ion

e, h
er h

eart th
un

derin
g. “W

h
en

 am
 I to

 
expect a visitor?” 

B
lun

t. T
o th

e poin
t. P

erh
aps N

arcissa w
ould appreciate th

at, despite th
e 

fact th
at H

erm
ion

e m
ay be ask

in
g about h

er ow
n

 h
usban

d. 
N

arcissa’s blue eyes h
arden

ed in
to ice, m

uch
 closer to h

er son
’s h

ue. Sh
e 

folded h
er h

an
ds delicately in

 fron
t of h

er w
aist. 

“L
et m

e b
e quite clear, M

iss G
ran

ger.” H
erm

ion
e felt a ch

ill dan
ce 

dow
n

 h
er spin

e, bracin
g h

erself for som
e k

in
d of h

arsh
 fact, som

eth
in

g 
about h

er place in
 th

is w
orld n

ow
. “Y

ou are n
ow

 un
der th

e protection
 of 

N
arcissa M

alfoy. N
o on

e w
ill lay a fin

ger on
 you in

 th
is h

ouse.” 
A

n
d w

ith
 a stern

 lift of h
er brow

, N
arcissa M

alfoy sw
ept from

 th
e 

room
, tak

in
g h

er dotin
g h

ouse elf w
ith

 h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e rem

ain
ed frozen

 for a m
in

ute before collapsin
g in

 h
er 

ch
air, m

in
d racin

g. A
bsorbin

g. 
It could b

e lies, of course. Som
eth

in
g to m

ak
e h

er trust th
e M

alfoy m
a-

triarch
. Som

eth
in

g to settle h
er in

to security before th
e attack

. 
B

ut th
ere w

ere biscuits on
 th

e en
d table. P

ajam
as th

at seem
ed to b

e 
h

ers. A
 m

in
iature library at h

er disposal. A
n

d a bed. A
 bed th

at sh
e w

as 
n

ot m
ean

t to sh
are. 

H
erm

ion
e stood. L

ook
in

g aroun
d th

e room
 again

. It w
as palatial, re-

ally. A
 guest suite m

ean
t for som

eon
e to b

e m
ore th

an
 com

fortable. 
M

ean
t for som

eon
e to fin

d n
o reason

 to leave, sh
e realized. 

B
ook

s, a private bath
, a sittin

g area, an
d an

 atten
tive elf. 

It w
as th

e n
icest cell sh

e could h
ave h

oped for. 
Sh

e peeled th
e gold dress off, lettin

g it pool on
 th

e floor. Slippin
g in

to 
th

e n
igh

tcloth
es w

as lik
e cuttin

g th
rough

 butter, th
e satin

 w
arm

in
g to 

h
er sk

in
 w

ith
 som

e k
in

d of ch
arm

. Sh
e pluck

ed th
e gold dress off th

e 
groun

d an
d paced to th

e fireplace, tossin
g th

e fabric in
side an

d w
atch

in
g 
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N
earin

g m
idn

igh
t. 

Sh
e took

 A
 T

ale of T
w

o C
ities to th

e ch
airs n

ear th
e fireplace, ch

oosin
g 

th
e on

e facin
g th

e door, an
d sh

e sat, flippin
g pages, eyes scan

n
in

g betw
een

 
th

e w
ords an

d th
e door h

an
dle. 

M
adam

e D
efarge w

as k
n

ittin
g b

y th
e tim

e a k
n

ock
 rapped on

 h
er door. 

H
erm

ion
e froze. Sh

e w
atch

ed th
e door h

an
dle, w

aitin
g for it to turn

. 
A

n
oth

er k
n

ock
. T

h
is tim

e louder. 
Sh

e sh
ut h

er book
 an

d stood, m
ovin

g beh
in

d h
er ch

air, squeezin
g th

e 
w

in
gback

. 
T

h
e door open

 sw
iftly, an

d N
arcissa M

alfoy stepped th
rough

. H
er eyes 

lan
ded on

 H
erm

ion
e, an

d sh
e stopped. 

H
erm

ion
e’s h

eart beat in
 h

er fin
gertips. Sh

e w
as w

an
dless. A

n
d in

 th
is 

w
om

an
’s h

om
e. H

er th
roat ch

ok
ed on

 th
e dry air leavin

g h
er lun

gs, an
d 

sh
e took

 a slow
 breath

, ready for w
h

atever th
is w

om
an

 w
an

ted to do to 
h

er. N
arcissa 

M
alfoy’s 

lips 
turn

ed 
up 

in
 

a 
gen

tle 
sm

ile. 
“H

ello, 
M

iss 
G

ran
ger.” 

H
erm

ion
e w

aited. A
n

d N
arcissa stared at h

er, eyes tak
in

g in
 h

er sh
ort 

dress, h
er th

in
 sk

in
. 

“P
lease excuse m

e for bargin
g in

.” N
arcissa gestured to th

e door. “Y
ou 

did n
ot an

sw
er w

h
en

 I k
n

ock
ed an

d I w
as con

cern
ed th

at...” Sh
e trailed 

off. “W
ell, M

ippy told m
e you w

ere ill on
 your w

ay in
.” 

H
erm

ion
e took

 m
easured breath

s, w
aitin

g. 
N

arcissa tilted h
er h

ead, seein
g th

e book
 in

 th
e ch

air. 
“D

ick
en

s is on
e of m

y favorites too.” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed at h
er, h

er stom
ach

 tw
istin

g in
 k

n
ots. P

erh
aps 

sh
e’d b

e pun
ish

ed for touch
in

g th
e book

s. 
“I apologize I w

asn
’t h

ere to greet you. I h
ad n

o idea you w
ere on

 your 
w

ay un
til a few

 h
ours ago. A

n
d I h

ad som
e busin

ess to tak
e care of.” N

ar-
cissa folded h

er h
an

ds in
 fron

t of h
er, exam

in
in

g h
er. A

n
d th

en
 h

er eyes 
w

ere on
 th

e room
, tak

in
g in

 th
e book

sh
elves lik

e sh
e’d n

ever seen
 th

em
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before. 
Sh

e look
ed back

 to H
erm

ion
e. “A

re you alrigh
t, M

iss G
ran

ger? A
re you 

h
arm

ed?” 
H

erm
ion

e took
 a sh

arp breath
, feelin

g th
e air stin

g h
er lun

gs. H
er eyes 

w
atered w

ith
 tears sh

e prom
ised h

erself sh
e w

ouldn
’t cry in

 fron
t of th

is 
w

om
an

 just because sh
e w

as bein
g k

in
d. Sh

e still m
igh

t tak
e it all back

. 
N

arcissa M
alfoy w

aited. P
atien

t an
d calm

. H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed an

d 
brough

t h
er h

an
d to h

er th
roat, tappin

g a fin
ger again

st h
er laryn

x. Sh
e 

sh
ook

 h
er h

ead an
d turn

ed h
er eyes dow

n
 on

 th
e carpet. 

A
 m

om
en

t passed, an
d th

en
—

”F
in

ite In
can

tatem
.” 

H
erm

ion
e startled an

d look
ed up. N

arcissa w
as replacin

g h
er w

an
d in

to 
h

er rob
es, pressin

g h
er lips tigh

t in
 a w

ay th
at w

as so fam
iliar. In

 a w
ay 

th
at D

raco did w
h

en
ever h

e foun
d fault. 

N
arcissa took

 a deep breath
 an

d said, “L
et’s start again

? H
ello, M

iss 
G

ran
ger. I am

 M
rs. M

alfoy. Y
ou m

ay call m
e N

arcissa.” 
H

erm
ion

e 
sw

allow
ed 

pain
fully, 

lubricatin
g 

h
er 

un
used 

th
roat. 

“H
ello,” sh

e croak
ed. 

N
arcissa stepped forw

ard, com
in

g to th
e oth

er w
in

gback
 ch

air. “A
re 

you in
jured, M

iss G
ran

ger?” 
“I h

ave...” H
er voice pulled th

in
, lik

e strin
gs about to sn

ap. “I h
ave a 

dislocated sh
oulder th

at th
ey reset. A

n
d I h

ave a con
cussion

.” 
N

arcissa stared at h
er for a m

om
en

t, an
d th

en
: “M

ippy!” 
H

erm
ion

e jum
ped. T

h
e girl elf popped th

rough
. 

“M
issus!” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger h

as an
 in

jured sh
oulder an

d a con
cussion

. P
lease ten

d 
to it.” 

“O
h

!” M
ippy turn

ed to face h
er. “H

erm
ion

e M
iss! T

ell M
ippy you is 

sick
! T

ell M
ippy an

d sh
e w

ill fix it!” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded, n

ot both
erin

g tellin
g th

e elf about h
er voice. 

“A
n

d M
ippy, h

ave P
lum

b fix som
e tea, if you please.” 

M
ippy popped aw

ay, return
in

g th
ree secon

ds later w
ith

 potion
s an

d a 
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draw
strin

g pouch
. Sh

e directed H
erm

ion
e to sit in

 th
e ch

air sh
e w

as grip-
pin

g w
ith

 h
er n

ails. N
arcissa floated in

to th
e secon

d ch
air. A

n
 older elf 

popped in
 an

d delivered tea service w
h

ile M
ippy h

an
ded H

erm
ion

e a po-
tion

 for th
e con

cussion
, an

d started spreadin
g a h

ealin
g paste on

 h
er 

sh
oulder. A

s sh
e scurried to place a D

ream
less Sleep potion

 on
 th

e bedside 
table, H

erm
ion

e glan
ced at N

arcissa, w
h

o w
as sippin

g h
er tea patien

tly. 
W

atch
in

g h
er. 

“W
ould you lik

e som
e tea, M

iss G
ran

ger?” 
H

erm
ion

e stared dark
ly at th

e teapot, im
agin

in
g all sorts of dark

 po-
tion

s in
side. P

erh
aps N

arcissa h
ad already in

gested th
e an

tidote. 
H

erm
ion

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead. “N
o, th

an
k

 you, M
rs. M

alfoy.” H
er voice 

scratch
ed alon

g h
er ton

gue, beggin
g for som

eth
in

g w
arm

 to sooth
e itself. 

N
arcissa seem

ed to follow
 h

er th
ough

ts. H
er lips turn

ed dow
n

. “I sup-
pose you w

on
’t accept an

y biscuits eith
er?” Sh

e sen
t h

er a sm
irk

. “E
ven

 if I 
assure you th

at I h
ave far m

ore in
terestin

g m
eth

ods of dealin
g w

ith
 an

 
en

em
y?” 

H
erm

ion
e flush

ed an
d look

ed dow
n

 at h
er lap. H

er dress w
as all th

e 
w

ay to th
e tops of h

er th
igh

s, an
d sh

e pressed h
er legs togeth

er, pullin
g at 

th
e fabric. 
N

arcissa stood. “N
igh

t cloth
es, yes?” Sh

e m
oved to th

e w
ardrob

e in
side 

th
e bedroom

 area, an
d m

uttered to h
erself, “If I’m

 n
ot m

istak
en

...” Sh
e 

open
ed th

e w
ardrob

e. H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed h

er face an
d detected a resign

ed
 

sadn
ess. N

arcissa reach
ed in

to th
e closet, th

en
 paused an

d glan
ced at H

er-
m

ion
e. Sh

e reach
ed a differen

t direction
 an

d pulled out a m
atch

in
g pa-

jam
a set. Satin

, it seem
ed. Sh

e laid th
e satin

 trousers an
d lon

g-sleeved but-
ton

-up pajam
as across th

e bed. 
“G

et som
e rest, M

iss G
ran

ger,” N
arcissa said. “If you do fin

d yourself 
h

un
gry, or in

 n
eed of an

y m
ore m

edication
s, please call for M

ippy.” 
T

h
e little elf n

odded h
er h

ead vigorously n
ext to th

e tea service, ears 
floppin

g dan
gerously close to th

e sugar bow
l. 

Sh
e w

ould n
ot sleep in

 th
at bed. N

ot un
til sh

e k
n

ew
 w

h
at w

as expected 


