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eyes. 
H

e couldn
’t an

sw
er h

er. N
ot h

ere. 
H

e jerk
ed h

is h
ead

 an
d con

tin
ued tow

ards th
e gate. Sh

e follow
ed, h

er 
eyes sh

iftin
g in

 every direction
, tryin

g to tak
e in

 th
e eyes an

d ears th
at 

could b
e on

 th
em

. A
 pair of D

eath
 E

aters stood in
side th

e gates, m
ore 

loun
gin

g an
d laugh

in
g th

an
 guardin

g. 
“A

lrigh
t th

ere, M
alfoy?” on

e of th
em

 called. 
“E

ven
in

g, R
elk

in
. I tak

e it your leg’s still h
ealin

g, if you can
’t b

e both
-

ered to stan
d an

d greet us?” 
A

 grum
ble an

d a distan
t reply as th

ey con
tin

ued up th
e path

 to a secon
d 

arch
w

ay, a tigh
ter en

tran
ce w

ith
 tall w

alls of ston
e on

 on
e side an

d a steep 
grassy h

ill on
 th

e oth
er. T

h
e m

oon
 sh

on
e brigh

t an
d over th

em
 as th

ey 
push

ed forw
ard. 

T
w

o m
ore D

eath
 E

aters at th
e secon

d en
tran

ce, stan
din

g a little 
straigh

ter th
an

 th
e first tw

o. T
h

ey n
odded to D

raco as h
e w

alk
ed th

rough
. 

H
e ign

ored th
em

 an
d H

erm
ion

e follow
ed, eyes fixed on

 th
e cobbleston

es. 
A

 low
 w

h
istle on

ce sh
e passed. Sh

e glan
ced up to fin

d an
 older m

an
 sh

e 
didn

’t recogn
ize, leerin

g at h
er from

 a set of steep ston
e stairs leadin

g up 
th

e h
ill. 

“Y
ou brin

g h
er to play, M

alfoy?” 
“Sh

e’s playin
g w

ith
 m

e ton
igh

t.” D
raco steered h

er tow
ards th

e steps, 
an

d th
ey started to clim

b. “I don
’t sh

are, M
orrison

,” h
e said, w

ith
 a w

in
k

 
an

d a h
an

dsh
ak

e as th
ey passed. M

orrison
 ch

uck
led, look

in
g h

er over be-
fore D

raco n
udged h

er to con
tin

ue ah
ead of h

im
. A

s th
ey ascen

ded, h
er 

ch
eek

s burn
ed at th

e sudden
 realization

 th
at h

e h
ad a full view

 of h
er legs 

an
d back

side. Sh
e sh

oved h
er em

barrassm
en

t aside, allow
in

g h
er m

in
d to 

w
an

der. 
Sh

e h
ad question

s. Q
uestion

s about th
e guards, th

e n
um

ber of D
eath

 
E

aters m
ovin

g in
 an

d out, th
e ran

k
in

gs…
 

A
fter m

en
tally recitin

g a list to ask
 on

ce th
ey w

ere h
om

e again
, H

er-
m

ion
e fin

ally reach
ed th

e top of th
e stairs, turn

in
g on

ce to look
 out over 
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in
 your opin

ion
.” 

W
ith

 h
is h

an
d coverin

g h
er lips, h

e reach
ed w

ith
 h

is oth
er to below

 
h

is w
aist. H

er eyes follow
ed, an

d sh
e foun

d h
im

 strok
in

g h
im

self. 
Sh

e ch
ok

ed, blin
k

in
g aw

ay quick
ly. 

“I th
ough

t I got rid of th
is,” h

e grow
led, an

d th
en

 h
is h

an
ds w

ere on
 

h
er satin

 slip, rippin
g th

e fabric dow
n

 th
e m

iddle, an
d tearin

g h
er bra 

apart. “M
uch

 better.” 
Sh

e w
as exposed. H

er breasts h
eavin

g un
der h

is gaze, a sob
 ch

ok
in

g in
 

h
er th

roat. N
ak

ed for th
e first tim

e. Sh
e w

atch
ed on

e h
an

d return
 to 

strok
in

g h
im

self, th
e oth

er again
st h

er stom
ach

, pressin
g dow

n
. 

H
is eyes w

ere h
un

gry, drin
k

in
g in

 h
er n

ak
ed ch

est. Som
eth

in
g flick

-
ered beh

in
d th

e grey, an
d h

e w
et h

is lips. 
T

h
e h

an
d on

 h
er stom

ach
 slipped again

st th
e rum

pled satin
, an

d th
en

 
h

is fin
gers w

ere un
der th

e sw
ell of h

er breast, h
ot on

 h
er sk

in
. 

H
e grun

ted, h
is h

ips th
rustin

g in
to h

is h
an

d. Sh
e w

atch
ed h

is features 
glaze over briefly before turn

in
g icy again

, h
is gaze back

 to h
er face. 

“G
on

n
a pain

t m
y n

am
e on

 your tits, G
ran

ger.” 
Sh

e could do n
oth

in
g but exist un

dern
eath

 h
im

 as h
e jerk

ed h
is h

an
d. 

W
h

en
 a slow

 tear trailed out of h
er left eye, h

e reach
ed forw

ard an
d turn

ed 
h

er face to th
e side. 

Sh
e stared at th

e w
all, con

cen
tratin

g on
 th

e colors th
ere. 

H
er bedside table w

ith
 a h

air tie. 
A

n
 em

pty jew
elry box. 

Sh
e h

eard h
is breath

 catch
. Sh

e assum
ed h

e w
as close to bein

g don
e. 

T
h

e h
an

d pressin
g h

er face aw
ay slipped, h

is fin
gers tum

blin
g in

to h
er 

h
air, grabbin

g th
e curls. 

A
 stran

gled m
oan

. A
n

d th
en

 som
eth

in
g w

et h
ittin

g h
er ch

est. 
H

e stayed lik
e th

at, h
is h

an
d clutch

in
g h

er h
air, catch

in
g h

is breath
. 

H
e sat up. A

 V
an

ish
in

g C
h

arm
 to h

er bra, an
d a R

epairin
g C

h
arm

 to 
h

er satin
 slip. 

H
e dism

oun
ted, un

stuck
 h

er h
an

ds, an
d stood b

y th
e bed. “G

et up. T
h

e 
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D
ark

 L
ord is h

ere.” 
Sh

e stared at th
e ceilin

g, h
ow

 th
e bedposts stretch

ed tow
ards it. 

Sh
e h

eard h
im

 button
 h

is trousers. 
“G

et m
ovin

g, or I’ll drag you.” H
is voice brok

e on
 th

e w
ord ‘drag.’ Sh

e 
h

eard a click
 from

 h
is th

roat, an
 in

fin
itesim

al sw
allow

, push
in

g som
e-

th
in

g back
 dow

n
. 

H
er ch

est w
as sh

ak
in

g an
d still tack

y w
ith

 h
is spen

d. 
Y

ou kn
ow

 h
ow

 I feel about th
ese tits, G

ran
ger. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, lik

e a tw
itch

. 
T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord w
as h

ere. 
Sh

e dragged h
erself off th

e bed, creepin
g tow

ards th
e w

all. 
H

er legs gave out after just a few
 steps. Sh

e push
ed h

erself to h
er k

n
ees, 

eyes screw
ed sh

ut to block
 everyth

in
g out. H

eat crack
lin

g ben
eath

 h
er 

sk
in

. T
h

e sm
ell of som

eth
in

g burn
in

g. M
aybe it w

as h
er. 

H
er ch

est seized as sh
e w

as h
auled rough

ly to h
er feet. 

“G
et it togeth

er, G
ran

ger,” h
issed in

 h
er ear. A

n
d th

en
 h

e w
as drag-

gin
g h

er out th
e door. 

T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord w

as h
ere. A

n
d sh

e w
as appearin

g before h
im

. 
Sh

e felt ten
der fin

gerprin
ts on

 h
er sk

in
, left b

y bruisin
g h

an
ds. M

ark
ed 

in
 m

ore w
ays th

an
 on

e, lik
e a w

h
ore. V

oldem
ort w

ould b
e th

rilled. 
W

ith
 a gasp, h

er m
in

d sh
arpen

ed, w
h

irrin
g. 

Sh
e w

as bein
g brough

t to V
oldem

ort. 
T

h
e back

 of D
raco’s h

ead bobbed dow
n

 th
e stairs as sh

e follow
ed duti-

fully. 
V

oldem
ort w

ould be readin
g h

er m
in

d. 
Sh

e h
ad n

o sh
oes on

. T
h

e M
an

or’s m
arble stairs w

ere cold on
 h

er arch
es 

an
d toes. 
T

h
in

k of a lake w
ith

 still w
aters. A

 booksh
elf w

ith
 leath

er tom
es. 

D
raco’s h

an
d slid dow

n
 th

e ban
ister, lon

g fin
gers th

at h
ad grabbed at 

h
er h

air, h
eld h

er dow
n

, pin
ch

ed at h
er sk

in
. H

er vision
 blurred w

ith
 un

-
sh

ed tears. 

2
4
3 

15
 

din
burgh

 C
astle loom

ed over th
em

 as th
ey approach

ed on
 th

e 
cobbleston

es, devoid of th
e usual tourists or fam

ilies. D
evoid of 

th
e M

uggle m
ilitary guards at th

e gates. In
stead th

ey passed 
cloak

ed D
eath

 E
aters an

d seedy D
ark

 ob
ject dealers beggin

g for 
D

raco M
alfoy’s gold lik

e paupers. 
H

ow
 far h

ad V
oldem

ort spread h
is reach

? Surely th
e M

uggle govern
-

m
en

ts w
ere n

ow
 aw

are of h
im

, if a popular tourist site h
ad been

 seized. 
W

h
at did th

e M
uggle papers say? 

Sh
e sh

oved h
er question

s aside, focusin
g on

 th
e fam

iliar silh
ouette in

 
th

e distan
ce. A

 w
in

d h
ow

led across th
e ston

e path
, an

d H
erm

ion
e sh

ivered 
in

 h
er n

égligée, h
er an

k
les tw

istin
g in

 th
e h

eels. Sh
e look

ed up at th
e castle 

n
ow

, an
d a differen

t h
ow

l grated w
ith

 th
e w

in
d. 

W
erew

olves. 
T

h
eir leth

al bodies prow
led th

rough
 th

e turrets over th
e arch

ed en
try-

w
ay. A

 jolt of terror sh
ot dow

n
 h

er spin
e. T

h
e last tim

e sh
e’d been

 th
is 

close to a w
erew

olf h
ad been

 in
 th

e G
reat H

all, w
atch

in
g in

 h
orror as it 

h
un

ch
ed over L

aven
der’s body. 

D
raco grabbed h

er arm
 an

d strode forw
ard. Sh

e focused on
 th

e pressure 
of h

is fin
gers as th

ey drew
 closer, h

er h
eart poun

din
g in

 h
er ears, as if try-

in
g to drow

n
 out th

e soun
ds of th

eir sn
iffin

g an
d pan

tin
g. O

n
ce th

ey 
reach

ed th
e en

d of th
e path

, h
e placed h

is fin
gers directly over th

e tattoo 
an

d gave h
er a yan

k
 forw

ard, over th
e th

resh
old. 

G
oosebum

ps prick
led on

 h
er flesh

. A
 m

agical barrier. “A
m

 I lock
ed in

 
n

ow
?” sh

e ask
ed, rubbin

g th
e sk

in
 w

h
ere h

e’d gripped h
er. H

e paused, 
turn

in
g to look

 at h
er w

ith
 a cruel expression

, a flash
 of w

arn
in

g in
 h

is 

E
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E
aters are gen

erally en
couraged to atten

d.” 
Sh

e n
odded, w

illin
g h

er n
erves to calm

. Sh
e exten

ded h
er arm

 to h
im

, 
an

d h
e stared dow

n
 at it before gin

gerly w
rappin

g h
is fin

gers aroun
d th

e 
tattoo an

d w
alk

in
g th

em
 th

rough
 th

e barrier. 
H

e w
alk

ed th
em

 to th
e top of th

e h
ill for A

pparition
, an

d as h
e drew

 
h

is w
an

d, h
er an

xiety tum
bled over. “W

ill som
eth

in
g sim

ilar h
appen

 to-
n

igh
t?” 

H
is eyes w

ere cold an
d dead as h

e look
ed at h

er, question
in

g. 
“S-sim

ilar to m
y room

. W
ill you n

eed to—
” 

“N
o.” It w

as h
arsh

 again
st th

e w
in

d. “Y
ou w

ill stay close to m
e, an

d w
e 

w
ill let everyon

e see you so th
at w

e don
’t h

ave to return
 for several w

eek
s. 

T
h

at’s all.” 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed, sh
iverin

g. 
“T

h
ere w

ill b
e m

in
or con

tact,” h
e said, clarifyin

g h
er question

. H
is 

eyes w
ere on

 th
e sk

y, an
d sh

e w
on

dered m
uch

 m
in

or con
tact h

e could 
stan

d. A
s if h

e’d been
 th

e on
e assaulted. 

T
h

en
 again

, th
ey’d both

 been
 violated. In

 differen
t k

in
ds of w

ays. 
Sh

e offered h
im

 h
er elb

ow
. H

e took
 it in

 a firm
 grip, an

d th
ey slipped 

aw
ay an

d appeared at th
e edge of a sm

all tow
n

, dark
 an

d quiet. T
h

e cob-
bleston

e streets led up a lon
g h

ill, an
d at th

e top, a loom
in

g castle look
ed 

dow
n

 on
 th

em
, th

e D
ark

 M
ark

 slith
erin

g in
 th

e sk
y above it. 

H
e led th

em
 forw

ard tow
ard th

e gates, an
d just before follow

in
g h

im
, 

sh
e caugh

t sigh
t of an

 old sign
 h

an
gin

g off a dead street lam
p. 

E
D

IN
B

U
R

G
H

 C
A

S
T
L
E

 T
H

IS
 W

A
Y
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H
e pin

ch
ed h

er in
stead of pen

etratin
g h

er. H
er m

in
d w

as flooded w
ith 

im
ages of an

 attack, of a
 rape, but th

at’s n
ot w

h
at h

ad h
appen

ed. 
H

is feet w
ere h

eavy on
 th

e stairs as th
ey turn

ed th
e fin

al staircase. H
is 

boots. H
is D

eath
 E

ater boots. 
T

h
at’s n

ot w
h

at h
ad been

 h
appen

in
g at M

alfoy M
an

or. E
ven

 th
ough

 it 
sh

ould h
ave been

. 
Sh

e paused on
 th

e fin
al steps, feelin

g h
er en

tire body trem
ble. 

T
h

in
k of a lake w

ith
 still w

aters. A
 booksh

elf w
ith

 leath
er tom

es. 
Sh

e open
ed a book

. T
ea w

ith
 N

arcissa
 M

alfoy—
h

er soft h
an

ds on
 h

er 
sh

oulder, h
er w

rist. Sh
e sn

apped it closed an
d tuck

ed it at th
e far edge of 

th
e sh

elf. 
A

n
oth

er book
: L

ucius M
alfoy’s Secrets. Stan

din
g at th

e edge of a study, 
“G

regory G
oyle. Sen

ior,” th
e playful lift of h

is brow
 as h

e baited h
er. A

 k
ey 

turn
ed, lock

in
g th

e pages of th
e book

 lik
e an

 old diary, an
d th

e text 
push

ed back
 in

to a forgotten
 sh

elf in
 th

e corn
er. 

D
raco w

alk
ed to a door an

d w
aited for h

er. Fittin
g th

at it w
as th

e 
draw

in
g room

 again
. 

Seven
 beautiful red spin

es, th
e collector’s edition

s: A
 H

an
d on

 M
y 

Jaw
—

H
ealin

g th
e C

ut; Y
ou D

on
’t D

rin
k C

offee A
n

ym
ore?; T

h
e G

azebo; 
Stron

g L
ips on

 M
y A

rm
; H

appy B
irth

day, D
raco; A

 C
obalt Jum

per, 
Stan

din
g W

atch
 at M

y W
in

dow
; W

e’re Q
uite a P

air, A
ren

’t W
e? 

Sh
e separated th

e copies, sen
din

g each
 of th

em
 to bottom

 sh
elves, 

tuck
in

g th
em

 in
to oth

er book
s, tearin

g th
e covers off of th

em
 an

d sen
d-

in
g th

eir pages over th
e top of th

e book
sh

elf. 
Stan

din
g b

y th
e door to th

e draw
in

g room
, h

is eyes w
ere off in

 th
e 

distan
ce lik

e on
e of th

e M
alfoy statues lin

in
g th

e corridors. W
h

en
 sh

e 
reach

ed h
im

, h
e grabbed h

er arm
 an

d pressed h
er again

st th
e w

all. Sh
e 

didn
’t flin

ch
 w

h
en

 h
e took

 h
er ch

in
 in

 h
is firm

 grip. A
n

y m
em

ories of 
softer touch

es h
ad been

 buried. 
In

 place of th
e glossy red spin

es, th
ere w

ere in
k

y, leath
ery copies filled 

w
ith

 h
air tuggin

g, pale fin
gers on

 h
er ribs, electrocution

, a w
eek

’s 
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isolation
, th

e sh
arp pan

g of h
is rin

g as h
e back

h
an

ded h
er, an

d take m
y 

cock so good, don
’t you. 

H
e sh

ook
 h

er jaw
, jarrin

g h
er back

 to h
im

. “Y
ou w

on
’t em

barrass m
e, 

w
ill you M

udblood?” 
Sh

e startled at th
e w

ord on
 h

is ton
gue. It h

ad been
 years. 

H
is eyes w

ere lik
e ice as h

is fin
gers dug in

to h
er jaw

. “Y
ou k

n
ow

 h
ow

 
to beh

ave, don
’t you?” 

Sh
e let th

e ten
sion

 m
elt from

 h
er m

uscles an
d sagged again

st h
is grip. 

L
ik

e a ragdoll. 
“Y

es.” H
er voice crack

ed, an
d sh

e felt th
e w

ord float betw
een

 th
e tw

o 
of th

em
. 

“Y
es, w

h
at?” 

P
ull forw

ard on
ly your ch

osen
 m

em
ory. L

et th
e rest drift back. 

In
den

tation
s on

 h
er jaw

 as h
is fin

gers curled. Sh
e let all m

em
ories of 

h
is w

arm
 eyes drift back

. 
“Y

es, M
aster.” 

A
 flick

er in
 h

is grey eyes. A
 curl of h

is lips th
at felt fam

iliar an
d cruel. 

H
e m

oved to th
e draw

in
g room

. 
Sh

e dragged h
er feet th

rough
 th

e en
tryw

ay an
d felt th

e D
ark

 L
ord be-

fore sh
e saw

 h
im

. 
T

h
e dark

n
ess h

un
g off of h

im
 lik

e a cloak
, drippin

g on
to th

e floors 
an

d sin
k

in
g in

to th
e ston

es. H
e stood in

 th
e cen

ter of th
e room

, fin
gers 

trailin
g over th

e back
 of an

 an
tique arm

ch
air, turn

in
g to bare h

is teeth
 to 

h
er in

 a grin
. 

“M
udblood G

ran
ger. T

h
an

k
 you for en

tertain
in

g.” 
L

ucius stood w
ith

 h
im

, h
oldin

g a glass. H
e spared h

er on
e glan

ce be-
fore sw

irlin
g h

is w
in

e an
d tak

in
g a deep sw

ig. 
A

 h
an

d betw
een

 h
er sh

oulders –
 just lik

e earlier – sh
oved h

er sh
arply 

un
til sh

e fell to h
er k

n
ees. D

raco’s sh
oes in

 h
er eye lin

e. 
H

adn
’t tak

en
 h

is sh
oes off. W

asn
’t th

at a
 ph

rase? Sh
e tried to rem

em
-

ber. 

C
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w
h

en
 sh

e open
ed it. H

e didn
’t respon

d to h
er com

m
en

t about bein
g fash

-
ion

ably late. 
Sh

e cleared h
er th

roat an
d exten

ded th
e gold n

eck
lace. “It w

on
’t close. 

I assum
e you n

eed to do som
eth

in
g?” 

H
e fin

ally look
ed up at h

er. H
e’d w

ash
ed h

is h
air, an

d h
is sk

in
 w

as back
 

to pale w
h

ite in
stead of grey. B

ut h
e w

as in
 h

is D
eath

 E
ater boots an

d trou-
sers. T

h
ey w

ere both
 in

 un
iform

 ton
igh

t. 
T

ak
in

g th
e n

eck
lace from

 h
er exten

ded fin
gers, h

e played w
ith

 th
e 

clasp w
h

ile sh
e turn

ed aroun
d an

d lifted h
er h

air off h
er sh

oulders. O
n

ce 
fasten

ed, th
e gold sh

run
k

 to h
er n

eck
, an

d sh
e gasped at th

e feelin
g of 

con
fin

em
en

t. 
Sh

e turn
ed aroun

d. “D
o th

ese h
ave m

agical properties?” sh
e ask

ed, fin
-

gerin
g th

e edge of th
e th

in
 gold. 

H
e jerk

ed h
is gaze from

 h
er n

eck
 to h

er eyes, a tin
ge of pin

k
 in

 h
is 

ch
eek

s. “It’s a class system
, barrin

g certain
 collars from

 certain
 room

s.” 
W

h
ere w

ere th
ey h

eaded? 
“I suppose I h

ave an
 all-access pass, th

en
?” T

h
e sh

arp h
um

or w
as com

-
in

g sw
iftly, coverin

g th
e bubble of h

er n
erves. 

“O
f sorts.” 

H
e led th

e w
ay dow

n
stairs, an

d w
h

en
 h

e turn
ed left tow

ard th
e fron

t 
door in

stead of th
e fireplaces, sh

e w
as rem

in
ded of w

h
en

 th
ey’d gon

e to 
H

ogw
arts. 

Sh
e froze. “W

ill th
e D

ark
 L

ord b
e th

ere?” sh
e ask

ed as h
e stepped 

th
rough

 th
e door. 

“N
o. H

e rarely is.” A
 pause, an

d th
en

 over h
is sh

oulder: “N
eith

er is m
y 

aun
t.” 

Sh
e follow

ed beh
in

d h
im

 dow
n

 th
e path

 as th
e tigh

tn
ess in

 h
er ch

est 
loosen

ed. “A
n

d w
h

y is th
at?” 

H
e didn

’t respon
d for a m

om
en

t. W
h

en
 th

ey’d fin
ally gotten

 to th
e 

gates, h
e said, “T

h
e parties are rath

er specific…
 for specific tastes. N

eith
er 

th
e D

ark
 L

ord n
or m

y aun
t h

ave a desire for th
ese affairs. T

h
ough

 D
eath
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corn
er of h

er eye, givin
g h

er a w
ide berth

 of space to en
ter h

er room
 un

-
im

peded. C
astin

g on
e last glan

ce at h
im

, sh
e ask

ed, “A
re you expected to 

join
 th

em
 n

ow
? T

h
e N

otts?” 
“Y

es.” 
Sh

e paused, an
d said, “Y

ou sh
ould m

ess your h
air.” 

H
is eyes, w

h
ich

 h
ad been

 solidly fixed on
 h

er k
n

ees, sn
apped up. 

“If you’ve been
 ‘dealin

g w
ith

 your M
udblood.’“ H

is eye tw
itch

ed, as if 
sh

e’d h
issed it at h

im
. “In

 your sex dun
geon

,” sh
e clarified. T

h
e corn

er of 
h

er m
outh

 pulled upw
ards. 

H
e stared at h

er for a m
om

en
t an

d th
en

 n
odded at th

e groun
d, run

-
n

in
g a h

an
d th

rough
 h

is h
air absen

tly. Sm
ooth

in
g it —

 th
e exact opposite 

of w
h

at w
as n

ecessary. 
Sh

e gave an
 exasperated sigh

 an
d foun

d h
erself steppin

g forw
ard, 

reach
in

g up, an
d draggin

g h
er fin

gers th
rough

 h
is frin

ge, pullin
g it for-

w
ard over h

is eyes, separatin
g th

e oily stran
ds an

d rustlin
g th

e top w
h

ere 
sh

e could reach
. 

Sudden
ly h

is h
ead jerk

ed back
, h

is body follow
in

g, stum
blin

g to th
e 

opposite w
all. 

Sh
e jum

ped, pullin
g h

er h
an

d back
 as if sh

e’d burn
ed h

im
. 

“Sorry,” h
e gasped, as if h

e’d been
 th

e on
e touch

in
g w

ith
out perm

is-
sion

, an
d th

en
 h

e w
as racin

g th
rough

 th
e h

all an
d dow

n
 th

e stairs before 
sh

e could blin
k

. 
Sh

e read th
e revised H

ogw
arts: A

 H
istory from

 fron
t to back

 th
at 

n
igh

t to k
eep h

erself from
 th

in
k

in
g about it. 

>
 

Friday even
in

g arrived, an
d w

ith
 it, a green

 silk
 slip, a pair of low

 black
 

h
eels, an

d a th
in

 gold ch
ok

er n
eck

lace th
at sh

e could on
ly assum

e w
as 

m
ean

t to b
e a collar of sorts. 

A
 con

cubin
e, to b

e paraded aroun
d, gaw

k
ed at an

d leered over. 
A

t a quarter past ten
, h

e k
n

ock
ed on

 h
er door. H

e didn
’t look

 at h
er 
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“H
ow

 are you en
joyin

g your accom
m

odation
s?” V

oldem
ort’s voice slid 

over h
er sk

in
, h

is m
ean

in
g n

ot lost on
 h

er. “E
veryth

in
g you’d h

oped it 
w

ould b
e an

d m
ore?” 

H
e cack

led. Sh
e k

ept h
er eyes cast dow

n
. T

h
e slip h

un
g forw

ard off h
er 

body. H
er ch

est still stick
y. 

Sh
e re-lived th

e en
tire experien

ce from
 m

om
en

ts ago. Sh
e pulled th

e 
sh

elf tow
ards h

er, lettin
g th

ose im
ages flutter in

 fron
t of h

er m
in

d. H
er 

cream
-colored w

alls. T
h

e soun
d of h

is grun
tin

g. 
“L

et’s h
ave h

er out an
d ab

out m
ore, D

raco. It w
ould b

e good for m
o-

rale to see h
er lik

e th
is, m

aybe teach
 a few

 oth
ers about th

eir place.” T
h

e 
w

ords bubbled ben
eath

 h
er sk

in
. Sh

e blin
k

ed, draw
in

g a sh
allow

 breath
. 

T
h

in
k of a lake w

ith
 still w

aters. 
“I assum

e you’ve brok
en

 h
er in

?” 
“Sh

e’s a w
ork

 in
 progress, m

y L
ord. B

ut I am
 en

joyin
g th

e ch
allen

ge.” 
T

h
e voice ech

oed, slippin
g in

to h
er m

in
d. 

“So you’ve fin
ally tak

en
 h

er?” cam
e V

oldem
ort’s low

 tim
bre. 

“Y
es, m

y L
ord. Several tim

es n
ow

.” A
 low

 ch
uck

le. “In
 fact, I m

ust 
apologize for our tardin

ess.” 
Sh

e felt h
er body bein

g lifted, lik
e a h

ook
 in

 h
er back

, pullin
g h

er up 
to face V

oldem
ort. 

A
 lake th

at stretch
es in

to th
e sun

set. W
aters still. D

epths below
 th

em
. 

Sh
e breath

ed deep in
to h

er tigh
t ch

est, but it w
as lik

e a sh
ark

 fin
 cut-

tin
g th

rough
 th

e w
aters—

 
V

oldem
ort w

as in
 h

er m
in

d again
. 

T
h

e cream
 w

alls in
 h

er bedroom
. 

H
er gasp of pain

. 
“T

ake m
y cock so good, don

’t you.” 
H

er fin
gers scratch

in
g at h

is face blin
dly—

 
D

raco above h
er, eyes vacan

t as h
e strok

ed h
im

self. 
T

h
e soun

d of h
er cloth

es rippin
g. 

T
h

e grun
t from

 h
is th

roat as h
is h

an
d tw

isted in
 h

er h
air, th

e soun
d of 
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h
is com

e h
ittin

g h
er ch

est—
 

Sh
e w

as alon
e. O

n
 th

e floor of th
e draw

in
g room

. Starin
g at D

raco’s 
sh

oes. L
isten

in
g to V

oldem
ort cack

le. 
T

h
ere w

ere still k
n

ives in
 h

er m
in

d, slow
ly slidin

g th
eir serrated edges 

th
rough

 h
er. T

h
e spin

es of h
er book

s w
ere saw

ed in
 h

alf. Sh
e felt th

e slow
 

seepin
g of h

er en
ergy leavin

g h
er. 

H
er eyes refocused. Sh

e’d m
issed som

eth
in

g alon
g th

e lin
es of “W

as it 
good for you, M

udblood G
ran

ger?” A
n

d a h
issin

g laugh
. T

h
en

 silen
ce; 

lon
g en

ough
 for h

er ears to stop rin
gin

g. 
“Y

our aun
t in

tim
ated th

at your treatm
en

t of th
e M

udblood w
as som

e-
w

h
at…

 ‘un
ique,’ D

raco. I w
ould h

ave com
e soon

er to see for m
yself, h

ad I 
n

ot been
 preoccupied. B

ut I can
 see n

ow
 th

at sh
e w

as m
istak

en
.” 

Footsteps, pausin
g in

 fron
t of h

er bow
ed h

ead. “Y
es,” h

e purred, voice 
low

 an
d soft. “Y

ou’re n
o m

ore th
an

 a com
m

on
, filth

y w
h

ore, are you, 
M

udblood? Y
ou sh

ould con
sider yourself luck

y to b
e covered in

 a P
ure-

blood’s seed.” 
H

er fin
gers pressed in

to th
e m

arble. H
er n

ails break
in

g, pullin
g back

-
w

ards. Sh
e h

eld th
e pain

 close to h
er. 

“... som
e in

form
ation

 from
 you, M

udblood. T
h

an
k

 you for ob
ligin

g.” 
A

n
d th

en
 th

e h
ook

 pulled at h
er ribs again

, draw
in

g h
er lim

p body 
upw

ards. H
e w

as about to look
 in

to h
er again

. T
h

ere w
ere cool w

aters 
som

ew
h

ere, h
idden

 beh
in

d a m
oun

tain
 ran

ge. If on
ly sh

e could see th
em

. 
T

h
ere w

ere book
s. Som

ew
h

ere th
ere w

ere book
s sh

e h
ad to close—

 
H

er h
ead tilted back

. E
yes open

in
g, focusin

g. L
ucius stood ten

 paces 
beh

in
d V

oldem
ort, h

is gaze in
ten

se on
 h

er. V
oldem

ort’s lon
g fin

gers 
pressed un

der h
er ch

in
 un

til sh
e m

et h
is eyes. 

R
ed fire dissolved to em

erald green
. Sh

e blin
k

ed, an
d H

arry w
as before 

h
er listen

in
g to h

er babb
le excitedly. 

“It m
ust h

ave been
 Fien

dfyre!” sh
e said, ch

est h
eavin

g w
ith

 exertion
, 

starin
g dow

n
 at th

e brok
en

 pieces of R
aven

claw
’s D

iadem
. 

“Sorry?” H
arry’s face w

as stain
ed w

ith
 dirt, h

is glasses foggy w
ith

 h
eat. 
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H
er pulse poun

ded. T
h

e on
ly oth

er tim
e sh

e’d gon
e “out,” th

ey’d vis-
ited H

ogw
arts. “W

h
at does th

at m
ean

?” 
“T

h
ere is a party every w

eek
en

d. Y
ou’ve h

ad D
ragon

 P
ox for four 

w
eek

s, too ill to atten
d.” H

is voice dripped w
ith

 cold irritation
. “A

n
d n

ow
, 

you are n
o lon

ger ill.” 
“W

h
at k

in
d of party?” H

er voice crack
ed. 

H
is eyes drilled in

to h
er w

ith
 a look

 th
at said, Y

ou kn
ow

. 
T

ryin
g to k

eep h
er breath

 steady un
der th

e w
eigh

t of h
er ribs, sh

e re-
alized som

eth
in

g. “A
re th

ere oth
er L

ots th
ere?” 

W
h

en
 h

e n
odded, h

er h
eart sk

ipped a beat, h
er m

in
d run

n
in

g w
ild 

w
ith

 th
e opportun

ities—
 

“T
h

e W
easleys are n

ever in
 atten

dan
ce,” h

e said, clearly readin
g h

er. A
 

h
eavy silen

ce. “T
h

ey don
’t ten

d to play n
ice w

ith
 oth

ers.” 
Sh

e stared up at h
im

, feelin
g a fam

iliar irritation
 surge th

rough
 h

er. 
“A

n
d w

ill I b
e expected to ‘play n

ice?’“ 
H

is eyes flash
ed at h

er, an
d h

e said, “Y
ou’re too sm

art n
ot to.” 

H
e w

as righ
t. Sh

e’d been
 look

in
g for a w

ay out of th
e M

an
or. A

n
d n

ow
 

th
at sh

e’d gotten
 it, sh

e w
ouldn

’t spoil it. 
T

urn
in

g on
 h

is h
eel, m

uch
 lik

e Sn
ape used to, h

e sw
ept to th

e stairs 
an

d paused at th
e first step, in

vitin
g h

er to follow
. T

h
ey w

oun
d up th

e 
back

 staircase in
 silen

ce, avoidin
g th

e route th
at passed th

e library, an
d 

arrived in
 th

eir sh
ared h

allw
ay w

ith
 a series of tw

ists an
d turn

s th
at H

er-
m

ion
e h

adn
’t been

 able to m
em

orize yet. 
H

e paused outside h
er door, an

d sh
e turn

ed to h
im

. “Friday?” 
“A

t ten
.” 

H
er m

outh
 fell open

. “In
 th

e even
in

g?” 
H

e lifted a brow
 an

d deadpan
n

ed, “D
o you h

ave an
 early exam

 in
 th

e 
m

orn
in

g, G
ran

ger?” 
A

n
d it w

as so fam
iliar, an

d so dram
atic, an

d so n
orm

al…
 H

er lips 
tw

itch
ed, an

d sh
e h

ad to tilt h
er ch

in
 aw

ay to k
eep from

 sm
ilin

g at h
im

. 
Sh

e push
ed open

 h
er bedroom

 door an
d saw

 h
im

 step back
 in

 th
e 
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“A
n

sw
er th

e dam
n

 question
!” 

“I don
’t k

n
ow

!” T
h

e sh
out silen

ced th
em

 both
. H

e sw
allow

ed, th
e ten

-
sion

 th
ick

 an
d h

eavy aroun
d th

em
. A

n
d th

en
, m

ore quietly: “It’s just 
w

h
ispers an

d gossip at th
is poin

t—
” 

“C
ould H

arry h
ave gotten

 out?” A
s soon

 as th
e w

ords left h
er lips, sh

e 
k

n
ew

 it w
as absurd —

 even
 before sh

e saw
 th

e expression
 on

 D
raco’s face. 

Still, sh
e w

h
ispered, “Is H

arry alive?” 
H

e stared at h
er as if sh

e w
ere a gh

ost. “G
ran

ger,” h
e said slow

ly, lik
e 

sh
e could break

. “I h
ave n

o
 reason

 to believe th
at P

otter is alive.” H
e tilted 

h
is h

ead at h
er. “D

o you?” 
Sh

e con
sidered th

e in
form

ation
 th

at V
oldem

ort h
ad been

 look
in

g for. 
T

h
e possibility th

at H
arry h

ad tw
o souls in

side of h
im

self…
 

D
raco stepped forw

ard, still w
atch

in
g h

er w
arily. “D

o you really be-
lieve th

at if P
otter w

ere alive, h
e w

ould h
ave allow

ed th
e A

uction
 to tak

e 
place? T

h
at h

e w
ouldn

’t h
ave been

 storm
in

g th
e gates every day you’ve 

been
 h

ere?” 
L

ook
in

g up at h
im

, blin
k

in
g quick

ly, sh
e felt h

er h
eart break

in
g 

again
, just as it h

ad in
 th

e courtyard w
h

en
 sh

e’d seen
 h

is sm
all body in

 
H

agrid’s arm
s. 

Sh
e turn

ed aw
ay, h

er fin
gers playin

g w
ith

 a th
read on

 h
er jum

per. “N
o. 

N
o, I suppose you’re righ

t. It w
as an

 un
foun

ded th
eory.” Sh

e closed h
er 

eyes, strugglin
g to collect h

erself. Sh
e took

 a deep breath
. “N

ott is h
ere to 

use th
e library?” 

“Y
es.” 

“A
n

d w
h

y did I h
ave D

ragon
 P

ox?” 
H

is tired eyes sh
arpen

ed as th
ey ran

 across h
er face, rem

em
berin

g h
is 

irritation
 w

ith
 h

er. “It doesn
’t m

atter n
ow

.” 
“W

h
ere w

ill h
e b

e seein
g ‘m

ore of m
e,’“ sh

e said, repeatin
g N

ott’s 
w

ords from
 earlier. 

D
raco pressed h

is lips togeth
er in

 a fin
e lin

e, an
d glared at th

e ston
e 

floor. “W
e’ll b

e goin
g out on

 Friday.” 
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“Fien
dfyre –

 cursed fire –
 it’s on

e of th
e substan

ces th
at destroy 

H
orcruxes, but I w

ould n
ever, ever h

ave dared use it, it’s so dan
gerous—

” 
A

n
d th

en
 th

ey w
ere youn

ger. R
on

 stood n
ext to h

er in
 G

rim
m

auld 
P

lace, w
h

isperin
g to h

er beh
in

d a C
h

ristm
as w

reath
. 

“H
e said h

e w
as th

e sn
ak

e. H
e said he attack

ed m
y dad.” 

“B
ut R

on
, th

at’s im
possible—

” 
“I k

n
ow

, I k
n

ow
.” R

un
n

in
g h

is fin
gers th

rough
 h

is m
essy h

air, R
on

 
look

ed for eavesdroppers over h
er h

ead—
righ

t w
h

ere V
oldem

ort’s con
-

sciousn
ess h

un
g, lik

e a cape on
 h

er sh
oulders. “D

um
bledore seem

ed lik
e 

h
e k

n
ew

 it. L
ik

e h
e guessed it. T

h
at H

arry saw
 it from

 th
e sn

ak
e. A

n
d th

en
 

h
e started lyin

g. Said h
e saw

 it from
 above. W

h
y w

ould h
e lie, H

erm
i-

on
e—

” 
A

 squeezin
g tw

ist, an
d sh

e w
as in

 C
h

arm
s class turn

in
g vin

egar in
to 

w
in

e, strain
in

g to h
ear Flitw

ick
’s in

struction
s from

 across th
e room

. 
H

arry cast a M
uffliato C

h
arm

 an
d w

h
ispered

 to h
er an

d R
on

 about h
is 

m
eetin

g w
ith

 D
um

bledore th
e n

igh
t before. 

“T
h

e diary’s gon
e, th

e rin
g’s gon

e. T
h

e cup, th
e lock

et, an
d th

e sn
ak

e 
are 

still 
in

tact. 
A

n
d 

th
ere’s 

a 
sixth

 
th

at 
w

as 
eith

er 
R

aven
claw

’s 
or 

G
ryffin

dor’s,” H
arry said. 

“A
re you sure th

ere’s on
ly six?” sh

e ask
ed. 

“D
um

bledore w
as sure. Said h

e m
ade six, w

ith
 h

is ow
n

 soul as th
e sev-

en
th

 piece.” 
H

er m
in

d w
h

ipped aroun
d, an

d sh
e foun

d h
erself stan

din
g n

ext to R
on

 
in

 a sea of studen
ts, w

atch
in

g H
arry an

d D
raco duel in

 th
eir secon

d year. 
Sh

e flin
ch

ed w
h

en
 D

raco produced a sn
ak

e from
 h

is w
an

d, h
er stom

ach
 

roilin
g as H

arry h
issed at it. Sh

e felt h
er w

orld slow
, an

d th
en

 alm
ost re-

w
in

d. 
V

oldem
ort 

stood 
over 

h
er 

as 
sh

e 
h

elplessly 
w

atch
ed 

H
arry 

spit 
P

arselton
gue at th

e sn
ak

e again
. T

h
ere w

as a pause as V
oldem

ort exam
in

ed 
th

e m
em

ory for a th
ird tim

e. 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er m

in
d scream

in
g. Sh

e n
eeded to get h

im
 out, to slam
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th
ese book

s sh
ut. B

ut sh
e h

adn
’t been

 prepared. 
T

h
ere w

as a slippery sen
sation

 in
side of h

er con
sciousn

ess. Som
eth

in
g 

far gen
tler in

 h
er m

in
d. In

stead of sh
arp blades, it w

as lik
e a table k

n
ife 

slippin
g th

rough
 butter. 

A
 jerk

 in
 h

er m
in

d, an
d th

e k
n

ives cut th
rough

 oth
er spin

es, look
in

g, 
search

in
g. 

Sh
e stood over H

arry’s sleepin
g form

. In
 th

e ten
t. Just m

on
th

s ago. 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed w
ith

 sh
allow

 breath
s as h

e th
rash

ed in
 h

is sleep, 
sn

arlin
g w

ords from
 dream

s th
at clearly w

eren
’t h

is. 
“Stan

d aside, you silly girl. . . stan
d aside n

ow
. T

h
is is m

y last w
arn

-
in

g—
” 

H
erm

ion
e reach

ed
 dow

n
 to w

ak
e h

im
, fin

gers sh
ak

in
g. “A

vada 
K

edavra!” h
e h

issed. Sh
e stum

bled back
, m

outh
 open

 in
 silen

t h
orror. B

ut 
th

e green
 ligh

t n
ever cam

e. 
Sh

e stared dow
n

 at h
is sh

aggy h
air, stick

in
g to h

is foreh
ead w

ith
 cold 

sw
eat. Sh

e h
eld th

e ch
ain

 of th
e lock

et in
 on

e h
an

d, h
avin

g severed it from
 

h
is ch

est earlier. Sh
e felt V

oldem
ort h

overin
g over H

arry, an
d sh

e tried to 
m

ove—
tried to sh

ield H
arry from

 h
is vicious eyes. 

B
ut th

e oth
er presen

ce in
 h

er m
in

d, calm
er an

d less violen
t, stood be-

h
in

d h
er. A

lm
ost as if h

e w
as a passen

ger, just flittin
g th

rough
 w

h
erever 

V
oldem

ort took
 h

im
. 

T
h

e poun
din

g in
 h

er h
ead w

as rock
in

g h
er, th

e vision
 of H

arry startin
g 

to blur w
ith

 black
 spots. 

Still, V
oldem

ort slith
ered over h

im
 on

 th
e bun

k
, w

atch
in

g as h
e 

th
rash

ed an
d h

issed in
 P

arselton
gue. Sh

e felt th
e pan

ic in
 h

er lun
gs, seiz-

in
g h

er ribs. Sh
e couldn

’t breath
e an

y lon
ger. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e w

as alon
e. H

er body collapsed to th
e ston

es on
 th

e draw
-

in
g room

 floor, h
er h

ead lollin
g to th

e side as sh
e pan

ted. A
 blur of im

-
ages, focusin

g an
d refocusin

g. 
D

raco’s sh
oes still n

ext to h
er. U

n
m

ovin
g. 

H
er vision

 refocused, an
d sh

e saw
 V

oldem
ort loom

in
g above h

er, red 
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P
erh

aps h
e’d gotten

 out som
eh

ow
, preparin

g to regroup…
 

H
er eyes drifted up, catch

in
g on

 th
e dark

 corn
ers of th

e dun
geon

. 
T

h
ere w

as n
o w

ay for h
er to k

n
ow

. N
ot righ

t n
ow

, an
yw

ay. 
H

erm
ion

e stepped forw
ard in

to th
e sh

adow
s an

d exam
in

ed th
e space. 

Sh
e h

adn
’t con

sidered th
at th

e dun
geon

s w
ould b

e w
orth

 look
in

g in
to 

before —
 th

ere w
ould b

e n
o w

ay out dow
n

 h
ere for certain

. 
O

n
e torch

 lit th
e room

, flick
erin

g n
ear th

e stairs. T
h

ere w
ere sh

ack
les 

an
d ch

ain
s m

oun
ted to th

e w
alls an

d an
 om

in
ous table w

ith
 cuffs, som

e-
th

in
g datin

g back
 cen

turies. 
A

 sm
all blan

k
et folded carefully lay n

ext to a ston
e pillar. B

eside it, a 
gam

e of jack
s an

d a few
 cards belon

gin
g to an

 E
xplodin

g Sn
ap set. 

L
un

a. 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed. L
un

a h
ad been

 k
ept h

ere. A
n

d accordin
g to h

er, 
D

raco h
ad visited w

ith
 h

er. K
ept h

er com
pan

y an
d told h

er about w
h

at 
w

as h
appen

in
g at sch

ool. 
T

h
is is w

h
ere prison

ers w
ere k

ept. T
h

is sh
ould h

ave been
 w

h
ere sh

e w
as 

k
ept. A

 w
ave of grief crash

ed over h
er, k

n
ow

in
g th

at coun
tless frien

ds an
d 

classm
ates h

ad been
 k

ept in
 sim

ilar location
s for th

e past few
 m

on
th

s. Sh
e 

sim
m

ered in
 h

er ow
n

 th
ough

ts, stavin
g off tears b

y focusin
g on

 w
h

at 
sh

e’d just h
eard about L

iverpool. 
P

ossibly tw
en

ty m
in

utes later, sh
e h

eard th
e grate at th

e top of th
e 

stairs creak
 open

. Scram
blin

g to a pillar out of in
stin

ct, h
er blood w

as still 
pum

pin
g furiously w

h
en

 recogn
izable boots stom

ped dow
n

 th
e ston

e 
steps, follow

ed b
y th

in
 legs sh

e k
n

ew
. 

“W
h

at th
e fuck

, G
ran

ger?” h
e h

issed before h
e even

 fully appeared in
 

th
e open

in
g of th

e stairs. 
“T

h
ere are people gettin

g out?” H
er sk

in
 tin

gled w
ith

 th
e question

s sh
e 

n
eeded an

sw
ered. 

“W
h

at don
’t you un

derstan
d about ‘stay in

 your room
—

’“ 
“W

h
o? H

ow
 m

an
y?” 

“—
fuck

in
g idiot som

etim
es, you k

n
ow

 th
at?” 
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roiled. 
“M

ippy!” N
arcissa called. T

h
e pop of th

e elf appearin
g. “T

ak
e th

e M
ud-

blood back
 to th

e dun
geon

s. M
ak

e sure sh
e stays th

ere.” 
L

ik
e a slice to h

er stom
ach

, h
earin

g N
arcissa use th

at w
ord. Sh

e 
blin

k
ed aw

ay h
er fuzzy vision

 as th
e en

d of N
ott’s can

e began
 to dip below

 
h

er collar. M
ippy’s h

an
d w

rapped aroun
d h

er w
rist, an

d th
en

 sh
e w

as 
squeezed th

rough
, arrivin

g…
 

In
 th

e dun
geon

s. 
Sh

e turn
ed on

 h
er k

n
ees to face th

e little elf. 
“M

ippy is sorry! M
ippy tells M

iss to stay upstairs!” M
ippy’s lips trem

-
bled, an

d th
en

 sh
e D

isapparated. 
H

erm
ion

e stood, spin
n

in
g in

 a circle as sh
e took

 in
 h

er surroun
din

gs, 
expectin

g a dragon
 to em

erge from
 th

e sh
adow

s. Sh
e’d n

ever been
 dow

n
 

in
 th

e dun
geon

s before. O
n

ly H
arry an

d R
on

 h
ad been

 dragged dow
n

 h
ere 

w
h

ile B
ellatrix k

ept h
er upstairs. T

h
e air w

as th
ick

 an
d m

oist, an
d th

ere 
seem

ed to b
e a draft com

in
g from

 som
ew

h
ere. 

M
ovin

g to th
e stairs, sh

e foun
d h

er feet couldn
’t clim

b. M
ippy h

ad cast 
a w

ard again
st h

er leavin
g th

e dun
geon

. Sh
e h

uffed an
d lean

ed again
st th

e 
ston

es. P
erh

aps sh
e’d regret vexin

g M
ippy later, but th

e in
form

ation
 sh

e’d 
learn

ed h
ad been

 w
orth

 it. 
P

eople w
ere successfully gettin

g out. Sh
e con

sidered L
iverpool —

 at 
first glan

ce, n
ot a particularly im

portan
t location

. B
ut it w

as close to th
e 

w
ater. T

h
e A

pparition
 L

in
e. 

H
er m

in
d w

h
irred. G

eorge an
d A

n
gelin

a’s attack
s h

ad been
 deliber-

ately plan
n

ed aw
ay from

 L
iverpool. D

iversion
s. 

Sh
e desperately w

an
ted to k

n
ow

 w
h

o h
ad escaped. W

as it an
yon

e sh
e 

k
n

ew
? A

n
y of th

e L
ots? H

ad R
on

 or G
in

n
y gotten

 out? 
A

 cold sh
iver passed over h

er. 
If V

oldem
ort w

as look
in

g for H
arry in

 h
er m

in
d…

 
If th

ere w
as an

y ch
an

ce th
at H

arry h
ad survived th

e Fin
al B

attle…
 

Sh
e ch

ew
ed on

 h
er lip, th

in
k

in
g. 
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eyes n
arrow

ed dow
n

 at h
er in

 th
ough

t. B
eh

in
d h

im
, L

ucius took
 a sip 

from
 h

is glass. Sm
ooth

 m
ovem

en
ts. L

ik
e a k

n
ife th

rough
 butter. 

T
h

ere w
as n

o cack
le of victory. N

o savage reven
ge for h

er k
n

ow
ledge 

about h
is m

ost precious secret. 
Just a sizzlin

g silen
ce. 

D
ark

n
ess. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, re-w

ak
in

g, driftin
g in

 an
d out of con

sciousn
ess. 

W
h

en
 sh

e focused, D
raco’s sh

oes w
ere still th

ere. L
ucius h

adn
’t m

oved. 
B

ut V
oldem

ort w
as w

alk
in

g to th
e w

in
dow

s, look
in

g out over th
e garden

s. 
“M

y L
ord?” L

ucius offered. “A
re you fin

ish
ed w

ith
 th

e M
udblood? 

Sh
e’s droolin

g on
 m

y m
arble.” 

H
erm

ion
e tried to close h

er m
outh

, but h
er body w

as bon
eless. 

V
oldem

ort didn
’t respon

d. H
erm

ion
e drifted in

to th
e dark

n
ess again

, 
an

d w
h

en
 sh

e reappeared, n
o on

e h
ad m

oved. 
A

n
d th

en
, “T

ak
e h

er out,” h
issed from

 th
e w

in
dow

s. “I don
’t n

eed an
-

yth
in

g else from
 h

er.” 
A

 cold h
an

d on
 h

er elb
ow

, yan
k

in
g h

er. Sw
eaty palm

s on
 h

er sh
oul-

ders, an
d pale arm

s aroun
d

 h
er w

aist. 
A

s D
raco dragged h

er out, sh
e h

eard a m
urm

ur across th
e room

—
”M

y 
L

ord. I w
ould lik

e to b
e of assistan

ce.” 
T

h
e draw

in
g room

 door sh
ut. 

M
ore h

an
ds, cool an

d soft. H
oldin

g h
er face, tippin

g potion
s in

to h
er 

m
outh

. L
on

g blon
de h

air brush
in

g h
er tem

ple as sh
e sagged in

to w
illow

y 
sh

oulders. 
Sh

e gagged, turn
in

g to spew
 on

 th
e ston

es. A
 w

h
ispered clean

in
g spell. 

A
n

oth
er potion

 poured in
to h

er m
outh

, drow
n

in
g h

er. 
T

em
porary relief from

 th
e daggers an

d butter k
n

ives in
 h

er m
in

d. 
H

er m
in

d…
 

Sh
e focused. 

H
er book

s…
 H

er sh
elves of m

em
ories an

d spin
es of purple an

d gold an
d 

periw
in

k
le. T

h
ey w

ere ruin
ed. Sh

redded open
 an

d destroyed. 
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Sh
e sw

ayed. A
 ligh

ter grip on
 h

er sh
oulders, supportin

g h
er. A

 vice 
aroun

d h
er righ

t w
rist. 

“C
ollect yourself,” a w

om
an

 h
issed n

ear h
er ear. B

ut it w
asn

’t directed 
at h

er. “Y
ou m

igh
t b

e n
eeded back

 in
side.” 

T
h

e blon
de w

om
an

 turn
ed h

er aroun
d, an

d sh
e caugh

t a glim
pse of a 

pale, th
in

 boy just in
ch

es aw
ay, pan

tin
g w

ith
 h

is foreh
ead again

st th
e w

all, 
ch

ok
in

g soun
ds com

in
g from

 h
is th

roat. 
Sh

e felt a pressure ease on
 h

er w
rist as th

e w
om

an
 steered h

er tow
ard 

th
e stairs, a sw

eaty h
an

d releasin
g its grip on

 h
er. 

T
h

e w
om

an
 h

elped h
er up th

e steps, on
e at a tim

e, brush
in

g a h
an

d
 

th
rough

 h
er curls lik

e h
er m

oth
er used to. 

A
t th

e top of th
e staircase cam

e a pop! 
“M

issus is n
eeded!” 

T
h

e soun
d grated again

st H
erm

ion
e’s fragile m

in
d. 

“I w
ill b

e righ
t th

ere—
” 

“M
aster says n

ow
! M

aster is goin
g w

ith
 D

ark
 L

ord!” 
A

 pause. A
 curse again

st h
er sh

oulder. 
“H

erm
ion

e, dear. It’s just a few
 m

ore steps to your roo
m

. I w
ill sen

d th
e 

elves in
 w

ith
 m

ore potion
s.” 

Sh
e barely registered th

e w
ords. H

er m
in

d felt raw
, flayed open

. Som
e-

th
in

g w
h

ispered sooth
in

gly again
st h

er tem
ple, an

d th
en

 sh
e w

as stan
din

g 
alon

e at th
e top of a staircase. 

T
h

e portraits w
ere silen

t. T
h

e h
allw

ay felt th
ick

 as sh
e m

oved tow
ards 

h
er door, but h

er h
ead began

 clearin
g. 

T
h

ere w
as a m

om
en

t—
years ago, it felt lik

e—
w

h
en

 sh
e h

ad trudged
 

th
is h

allw
ay, feelin

g h
er im

m
in

en
t rape an

d torture pressin
g dow

n
 on

 h
er, 

before sh
e’d seen

 th
e suite, before sh

e’d m
et N

arcissa, before sh
e’d h

ad 
w

arm
 lips suck

 poison
 from

 h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e stood at h

er bedroom
 door n

ow
. Sh

e h
adn

’t been
 raped in

 
th

is room
. 

Sh
e’d been

 violated, but n
ot raped. 
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h
is feet, on

e h
an

d puttin
g dow

n
 h

is drin
k

 w
h

ile h
is oth

er reach
ed for h

is 
w

an
d. H

is eyes w
ere m

urderous. 
“A

h
-h

a!” N
ott said. “T

h
e little filth

 just triggered m
y E

avesdroppin
g 

C
h

arm
.” 

H
erm

ion
e w

as decidin
g if run

n
in

g w
ould even

 b
e an

 option
 as N

ott’s 
w

an
d flick

ed, an
d h

er body w
as brough

t in
to th

e room
, zoom

in
g th

rough
 

furn
iture to tum

ble at th
eir feet. 

N
arcissa stood, an

d th
e icy look

 sh
e con

cen
trated on

 H
erm

ion
e froze 

h
er h

eart. 
“W

h
at h

ave I told you about w
an

derin
g th

e M
an

or?” N
arcissa h

issed. 
H

erm
ion

e’s m
outh

 gaped open
, an

d sh
e scram

bled for a role to play. 
“P

lease—
it’s n

ot w
h

at you th
in

k
. I’m

 sorry—
” 

“N
ot n

early as sorry as you w
ill b

e,” said N
arcissa, h

er voice soft an
d 

ven
om

ous. 
“H

m
m

,” said N
ott. “Sh

e doesn
’t look

 lik
e sh

e h
as D

ragon
 P

ox to m
e.” 

T
h

e room
 took

 a breath
. Sh

e look
ed up to N

ott Sr.’s w
ith

ered face from
 

h
er place at h

is feet. H
e leered dow

n
 at h

er. 
“O

f course sh
e doesn

’t. D
raco just doesn

’t lik
e to sh

are,” T
h

eo said w
ith

 
a ch

uck
le. H

erm
ion

e flick
ed h

er eyes over to w
h

ere T
h

eo grin
n

ed at h
er. 

“N
ot at all, I assure you,” D

raco said casually. “B
ut you’re righ

t about 
th

e D
ragon

 P
ox. It turn

ed out to b
e som

e M
uggle disease. Som

eth
in

g 
filth

y th
at sh

e brough
t in

 w
ith

 h
er.” 

“W
e’re very careful w

ith
 D

ragon
 P

ox in
 th

is fam
ily,” N

arcissa said to 
N

ott. “L
ucius’ fath

er died from
 it, you rem

em
ber.” 

N
ott lifted th

e tip of h
is can

e to h
er ch

in
, tiltin

g h
er face back

 w
ith

 
th

e cold en
d. H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed an
d m

et h
is eyes. “So, w

e’ll b
e seein

g 
m

ore of h
er th

en
?” H

is double m
ean

in
g w

asn
’t lost on

 h
er as th

e en
d of 

h
is can

e trailed dow
n

 h
er n

eck
 an

d tugged at th
e collar of h

er jum
per. 

“I expect so,” D
raco grit out. 

“G
ood. W

e purch
ased a m

ale slave, you k
n

ow
. E

xcellen
t for labor, but 

ob
viously lim

ited in
 oth

er uses.” H
e laugh

ed, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s stom
ach
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back
 to N

arcissa, as if D
raco h

adn
’t spok

en
 at all. “W

h
erever h

as L
ucius 

run
 off to?” 
A

 ten
se pause before D

raco’s voice lilted, “A
 con

fiden
tial request from

 
th

e D
ark

 L
ord.” 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed N

ott sm
ile slow

ly. 
“O

ur fam
ily is h

on
ored to serve h

im
,” N

arcissa said. 
T

h
eo w

aved h
is glass carelessly. “D

oes it h
ave an

yth
in

g to do w
ith

 
w

h
at’s h

appen
in

g in
 Fran

ce?” 
T

h
ree h

eads turn
ed to face h

im
. M

istak
in

g th
eir reaction

s as im
-

pressed, h
e con

tin
ued, “W

e’re in
 h

is con
fiden

ce as w
ell, you k

n
ow

. N
o use 

in
 puttin

g on
 airs aroun

d us.” H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed as N

ott Sr. frow
n

ed at 
h

is son
. 

N
arcissa took

 th
e lead an

d spok
e softly. “I’m

 sure I don
’t k

n
ow

, T
h

eo. 
T

h
e m

ission
 w

as betw
een

 L
ucius an

d th
e D

ark
 L

ord.” 
T

h
eo n

odded an
d sipped from

 h
is glass, ob

livious to h
is fath

er’s exas-
perated glare across th

e room
. 

“A
s your h

usban
d h

as sen
sitive orders from

 th
e D

ark
 L

ord, so do I,” 
N

ott said sm
ooth

ly. “I appreciate your graciousn
ess as alw

ays, N
arcissa.” 

“B
e th

at as it m
ay, sir, m

y fath
er’s n

ot at h
om

e. N
or is h

e ask
in

g for 
assistan

ce in
 yours.” A

 delicate pause. “H
ow

 can
 w

e be of service to you in
 

your research
?” D

raco spo
k

e w
ith

 th
e elegan

t disdain
 of th

e upper class. 
H

e look
ed better, h

ealth
ier. H

is h
air w

as clean
, an

d h
is sk

in
 clear again

. 
A

 prolon
ged silen

ce. A
n

d th
en

: “It con
cern

s th
e A

pparition
 lin

e. A
n

d 
th

e in
ciden

t in
 L

iverpool last w
eek

.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s h
eart poun

ded. T
h

e last tim
e sh

e’d h
eard of th

e A
ppari-

tion
 lin

e h
ad been

 at D
over C

astle, w
h

ere people w
ere tryin

g to get out. 
“W

e’re look
in

g for texts on
 ob

scure w
ards, on

es th
ey’re less lik

ely to—
” 

N
ott Sr. cut off. Sh

e h
eard h

im
 m

utter som
eth

in
g, an

d just as sh
e 

lean
ed in

 closer to h
ear better, th

e door ban
ged open

, revealin
g h

er th
ere 

in
 th

e doorw
ay. 

Four pairs of eyes turn
ed to h

er as h
er blood ran

 cold. D
raco sh

ifted on
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D
raco h

ad violated h
er today, because h

e sh
ould h

ave been
 doin

g 
m

uch
 w

orse for th
e past m

on
th

. 
H

e’d been
 clever an

d cun
n

in
g. H

e’d foun
d a w

ay to k
eep h

er un
-

touch
ed, to k

eep from
 tak

in
g th

e on
e th

in
g sh

e h
ad left to give. H

e’d 
played h

is role w
ell—

as h
ad sh

e. 
B

ut at w
h

at cost? 
Sh

e push
ed open

 h
er bedroom

 door an
d foun

d a catastroph
e. 

C
ough

in
g, sh

e w
aded th

rough
 th

e h
eavy sm

ok
e. H

er ch
airs k

n
ock

ed
 

over an
d cush

ion
s exploded. T

h
e curtain

s on
 h

er w
in

dow
s w

ere burn
in

g, 
still sizzlin

g in
 som

e places, th
e fire con

tain
ed b

y th
e room

’s w
ards. H

arsh
 

sun
ligh

t pierced th
rough

 th
e h

aze. T
o h

er righ
t, th

e book
case sm

ok
ed, 

pages flutterin
g to th

e groun
d still. C

opies destroyed, spin
es burst apart, 

covers burn
in

g. 
Feath

ers covered h
er m

attress. H
er bedposts h

ad crack
ed, an

d can
opy 

tilted to th
e side. 

Sh
e tried to ration

alize. Sh
e tried to fin

d th
e cause. 

A
n

d a ch
illin

g dread sun
k

 in
to h

er as sh
e realized sh

e did th
is. 

H
er m

agic. 
Sh

e’d been
 attack

ed, an
d h

er m
agic h

ad respon
ded. 

A
s th

ey’d left, h
e’d dragged h

er from
 th

e room
, puttin

g out flam
es as 

sh
e focused on

 h
is com

e on
 h

er ch
est. 

Sh
e turn

ed to h
er book

case, starin
g at h

er com
pan

ion
s over th

e past 
w

eek
s. B

urn
t. Flayed. G

on
e. 

T
h

e book
case in

 h
er m

in
d sh

ivered. Sh
e’d been

 so careful to save th
e 

M
alfoys today th

at sh
e’d forgotten

 to save H
arry. 

A
 sob

 sh
ook

 h
er, an

d sh
e foun

d w
et tears already on

 h
er ch

eek
s. Sh

e 
lean

ed forw
ard on

 th
e brok

en
 sh

elves. 
H

er priorities h
ad sh

ifted som
ew

h
ere. Sh

e’d th
ough

t H
arry w

as safe, 
dead in

 th
e groun

d. B
ut sh

e’d betrayed h
im

. 
H

er k
n

ees ach
ed. Sh

e’d fallen
 on

to th
em

. 
H

arry w
as dead. R

on
 w

as lost. A
n

d sh
e w

as playin
g h

ouse w
ith

 th
e 
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M
alfoys. 
Sh

e’d failed. 
H

er vision
 spotted as sh

e suck
ed in

 air, h
ead poun

din
g, h

eart break
in

g. 
H

arry w
as dead. H

e w
asn

’t com
in

g back
. 

A
n

d sh
e’d just told V

oldem
ort th

at h
e w

as a H
orcrux. 

Sh
e couldn

’t fath
om

 w
h

y V
oldem

ort w
an

ted th
at in

form
ation

. B
ut 

sh
e’d betrayed th

e en
tire last year of h

er life b
y offerin

g it to h
im

. 
If on

ly sh
e’d th

ough
t to protect w

h
at w

as m
ost im

portan
t, in

stead of 
w

h
at w

as con
ven

ien
t. 

A
 w

ailin
g sob

 sh
ook

 h
er, break

in
g h

er eardrum
s as h

er fin
gers claw

ed 
at th

e book
sh

elf. Sh
e sat lik

e th
at for w

h
at felt lik

e h
ours. 

A
 w

axy h
an

d on
 h

er sh
oulder. A

 w
h

ispered, “M
iss?” 

Sh
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead, h

eavin
g for air. Sh

e didn
’t w

an
t to b

e treated th
is 

w
ay. L

ik
e sh

e w
as som

eth
in

g precious. 
“M

ippy w
ill fix?” 

Sh
e ch

ok
ed, pan

tin
g an

d sob
bin

g. Sh
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead. “I can

’t stay 
h

ere. I can
’t—

I can
’t sleep h

ere.” 
L

ittle fin
gers w

rapped aroun
d h

er arm
, an

d w
ith

 a squeeze, sh
e w

as in
 

a differen
t guest room

, sm
aller an

d dark
er. 

M
ippy guided h

er to bed, pressin
g potion

s to h
er lips. 

Sh
e took

 th
em

 w
ith

out question
, beggin

g th
e w

orld to release h
er.
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th
e stairs, stoppin

g at th
e bottom

 to stare at th
e fireplaces, expectin

g an
 

en
tire din

n
er party to pour th

rough
 th

e fire at an
y m

om
en

t. 
T

h
e draw

in
g room

 door w
as closed. Sh

e suspected th
at w

as w
h

ere N
ar-

cissa M
alfoy en

tertain
ed guests. B

ut sh
e w

as sure to be caugh
t if sh

e stood 
in

 th
e doorw

ay w
ith

 h
er ear pressed to th

e w
ood. Sh

e tried to th
in

k
. 

T
h

ere w
as a rarely used ballroom

 attach
ed to th

e draw
in

g room
. Sh

e 
suspected it w

as for parties an
d gran

d affairs. T
h

ere w
as little ch

an
ce an

y-
on

e w
ould b

e w
alk

in
g th

at direction
 if th

ey w
ere leavin

g th
e draw

in
g 

room
. 

H
erm

ion
e h

urried th
rough

 th
e corridor, sw

eepin
g past th

e k
itch

en
s 

an
d all th

e little h
idin

g spots sh
e’d m

em
orized in

 th
e past tw

o m
on

th
s. 

P
ush

in
g open

 th
e back

door to th
e ballroom

 as slow
ly as sh

e could, sh
e saw

 
th

ere w
as n

o on
e in

side an
d dash

ed to th
e door leadin

g to th
e draw

in
g 

room
. It w

as crack
ed open

. 
P

eek
in

g th
rough

 th
e door, sh

e foun
d N

arcissa seated in
 an

 arm
ch

air, 
an

 un
touch

ed glass of bran
dy n

ext to h
er. D

raco stood to h
er side, h

oldin
g 

a Firew
h

isk
y. A

 th
in

 older m
an

 paced in
 fron

t of th
em

, usin
g a can

e but 
still m

ovin
g deftly th

rough
 th

e room
. W

h
en

 h
e turn

ed, H
erm

ion
e saw

 
h

is face. 
N

ott, Sr. 
Sh

e search
ed th

e rest of th
e room

 an
d foun

d a th
in

 boy exam
in

in
g th

e 
pain

tin
gs on

 th
e w

all. T
h

eodore. Sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 sip h

is Firew
h

isk
y an

d 
sn

eer at th
e taste w

h
ile h

is back
 w

as turn
ed to th

e room
. 

H
er ears h

on
ed in

. 
“...project th

at n
eeds quite a bit of research

. T
h

eo an
d I w

ere h
opin

g to 
spen

d th
e day in

 your library. P
rivately, if w

e m
ay.” 

“I see,” N
arcissa said. “I do w

ish
 L

ucius w
as h

ere to assist you, but of 
course you’re w

elcom
e to—

” 
“M

ay I ask
 w

h
at k

in
d of project?” D

raco cut in
 coolly. 

T
h

eo turn
ed to look

 at h
im

. N
ott took

 a lon
g sip from

 h
is glass. “A

 
con

fiden
tial request from

 th
e D

ark
 L

ord,” h
e said w

ith
 a sm

irk
. A

n
d th

en
 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

2
3
2
 

gen
tle rustle of bran

ch
es stretch

in
g tow

ard th
e ligh

t. 
So w

h
en

 th
e pop of apparition

 crack
ed across th

e leaves an
d flow

ers, 
H

erm
ion

e dropped h
er coffee cup, sh

atterin
g it w

h
en

 M
ippy arrived in

 
fron

t of h
er. 

“M
iss!” 

H
er h

an
d flew

 to h
er ch

est, calm
in

g h
er ow

n
 h

eartbeat. H
er blood ran

 
cold at th

e elf’s terrified eyes. 
“M

iss h
as to go to h

er room
!” M

ippy exten
ded a h

an
d. “M

ippy tak
es 

you n
ow

!” 
Sh

e gath
ered h

er book
s w

ith
 fum

blin
g fin

gers, rem
em

berin
g th

e dag-
gers of red eyes an

d th
e burn

in
g book

s—
 

W
ith

 a squeeze, M
ippy popped th

em
 aw

ay an
d in

to h
er bedroom

. 
“Is it th

e D
ark

 L
ord?” H

erm
ion

e ask
ed, voice trem

blin
g. 

“N
o, M

iss. M
issus an

d M
aster D

raco h
as visitors! It’s n

ot bein
g safe for 

M
iss dow

n
stairs.” M

ippy w
run

g h
er h

an
ds an

d disappeared w
ith

 an
oth

er 
pop! H

erm
ion

e stared at th
e spot w

h
ere th

e little girl elf h
ad been

, feelin
g 

h
er fear sh

ift to curiosity. 
V

isitors. Sh
e’d n

ever k
n

ow
n

 th
e M

alfoys to h
ave frien

ds to drop b
y for 

a frien
dly ch

at. 
A

 sm
all w

ar raged in
side h

er ch
est. M

ippy h
ad m

ade it seem
 urgen

t th
at 

sh
e w

as n
ot foun

d dow
n

stairs. B
ut th

is safety —
 th

is com
placen

cy, w
aitin

g 
for oth

er people to con
trol w

h
at h

appen
ed to h

er —
 it w

ould get h
er n

o-
w

h
ere. 
A

n
d if som

eon
e w

as dow
n

stairs discussin
g D

eath
 E

ater busin
ess…

 P
er-

h
aps L

ucius w
as back

? 
T

h
e n

eed for an
sw

ers, th
e n

eed to b
e useful, th

e n
eed to n

ot just sit h
ere 

an
d w

ait for som
eth

in
g else aw

ful to h
appen

 to h
er —

 th
ose n

eeds w
on

 
out. Sh

e slipped th
rough

 h
er door, look

in
g both

 w
ays as if sh

e w
as about to 

cross a dan
gerous street. H

er feet w
ere soft on

 th
e m

arble as sh
e descen

ded
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h
e slept for th

ree days. 
M

ippy k
ept th

e room
 dark

 for h
er, m

in
dful of h

er poun
din

g 
h

ead. T
h

e elf w
ok

e h
er on

ce every m
orn

in
g to pour a potion

 
dow

n
 h

er th
roat, an

d to ask
 if “m

iss w
an

ts to w
alk

.” 
M

iss did n
ot w

an
t to w

alk
. 

A
part from

 forcin
g a few

 bites of food dow
n

 w
h

en
 th

e trays w
ould ap-

pear an
d draggin

g h
erself to th

e toilet on
ce or tw

ice, H
erm

ion
e lay in

 bed 
all day, w

aitin
g for h

er n
ext dosage. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad disjoin
ted dream

s w
h

ile sh
e w

as un
der th

e pain
 potion

s. 
In

 som
e dream

s, D
raco’s h

an
d w

ould h
over on

 h
er low

er back
 as th

ey 
w

alk
ed th

e groun
ds, an

d th
en

 h
e’d turn

 an
d ab

ruptly slam
 h

er again
st a 

tree, rippin
g at h

er cloth
in

g an
d jerk

in
g h

is h
ips again

st h
er w

h
ile sh

e 
struggled an

d scratch
ed at h

im
. O

th
er dream

s started
 w

ith
 h

im
 over h

er, 
push

in
g h

er face in
to th

e m
attress, an

d th
en

 evolved in
to som

eth
in

g 
softer, slow

er, a breath
tak

in
g rh

yth
m

 w
h

ile h
e k

issed h
er deeply. 

D
raco didn

’t appear outside of h
er subcon

scious, an
d sh

e didn
’t expect 

h
im

 to. Sh
e could still h

ear th
e ch

ok
in

g, gaggin
g soun

ds h
e’d m

ade out-
side th

e draw
in

g room
. O

n
 th

e secon
d n

igh
t, sh

e stared for w
h

at felt lik
e 

h
ours at th

e roun
d bruises on

 h
er w

rist, n
ot rem

em
berin

g w
h

en
 h

e’d 
m

ade th
em

. Sh
e w

as h
alf asleep w

h
en

 sh
e fin

ally rem
em

bered th
e vice-

lik
e grip from

 a sw
eaty palm

 as N
arcissa h

ad turn
ed h

er tow
ard th

e stairs. 
N

arcissa visited th
e sm

aller, dark
er suite on

 h
er th

ird day, but H
erm

i-
on

e couldn
’t fin

d th
e en

ergy to pull h
erself up in

 bed. So sh
e lay on

 h
er 

side an
d listen

ed to N
arcissa m

ove about th
e room

, open
in

g curtain
s an

d 
fluffin

g pillow
s. 

S 
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“H
erm

ion
e, dear,” sh

e fin
ally w

h
ispered. “I n

eed for you to com
e w

ith
 

m
e back

 to your suite. T
h

ere are protective w
ards an

d en
ch

an
tm

en
ts on

 
th

at room
 for you. It’s safer th

ere.” 
H

er dry lips parted uselessly. Safer. Sh
e jerk

ed a h
alf n

od. 
N

arcissa h
elped h

er up, h
elped h

er dress, h
elped h

er tak
e a few

 sh
ak

y 
steps across th

e room
. A

n
d at every in

stan
ce, sh

e ask
ed H

erm
ion

e’s per-
m

ission
 to touch

 h
er. “M

ay I assist?” 
Sh

e k
n

ew
, of course. T

h
ey all did. 

Sh
ock

 pierced th
e fog in

 h
er h

ead on
ce N

arcissa open
ed th

e door to h
er 

origin
al room

. T
h

e curtain
s h

ad been
 replaced. A

 deeper color, a m
ore 

vibran
t gold sh

in
in

g w
ith

 th
e sun

. H
er bed curtain

s w
ere red n

ow
. H

er 
arm

ch
airs a deep m

ah
ogan

y. E
veryth

in
g sh

e’d destroyed h
ad been

 re-
placed w

ith
 som

eth
in

g rich
er, w

arm
er. M

uch
 m

ore lik
e G

ryffin
dor’s 

com
m

on
 room

. 
Sh

e felt N
arcissa w

atch
in

g h
er closely, so sh

e m
an

aged an
oth

er n
od, 

an
d on

ce sh
e w

as alon
e in

 h
er room

 again
, H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to h

er book
-

sh
elf. T

h
ere w

ere five or six book
s th

ere, tw
o un

fam
iliar to h

er. Sh
e saw

 
th

e crisped spin
e of on

e, an
d deduced th

at th
ese w

ere th
e on

ly volum
es left 

un
touch

ed b
y th

e ch
aos. Sh

e felt h
er h

eart ach
e w

ith
 th

e loss. T
h

e fire h
ad 

burn
ed aw

ay th
e spin

e of a th
ick

 forest green
 cover, but sh

e k
n

ew
 w

ith
out 

con
firm

in
g th

at it w
as th

e B
ron

të. Jan
e E

yre h
ad survived. 

W
ith

 a jolt, sh
e turn

ed to th
e bedside table, search

in
g for seven

 book
s 

stack
ed in

 a pile…
 

N
oth

in
g. A

 n
ew

 table w
ith

 just th
e brass-lin

ed jew
elry box still sittin

g 
proudly, w

in
k

in
g at h

er. D
raco’s person

al copies of th
e G

ain
sw

orth
 book

s 
w

ere gon
e n

ow
. 

A
cid rose from

 h
er stom

ach
, ch

ok
in

g h
er, burn

in
g h

er th
roat. T

ears 
prick

ed h
er eyes again

. Sh
e’d destroyed it all. Sh

e couldn
’t b

e trusted w
ith

 
precious th

in
gs. H

arry h
ad alw

ays trusted h
er w

ith
 crucial in

form
ation

 
an

d k
eys to puzzles, but perh

aps h
e sh

ouldn
’t h

ave. N
ow

 sh
e w

on
dered if 

sh
e m

igh
t h

ave crack
ed un

der B
ellatrix’s k

n
ife if D

ob
by h

adn
’t saved 
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in
form

ation
. 

Sh
e sat in

 th
e C

on
servatory, starin

g out at th
e July day w

ith
 a book

 in
 

h
er lap. It w

as th
e closest sh

e’d gotten
 to th

e outdoors. A
t first, after run

-
n

in
g in

to D
raco, sh

e’d been
 h

esitan
t to leave h

er routin
e of library to con

-
servatory to library to bed. B

ut as th
e days passed, sh

e grew
 an

xious to see 
h

im
. If sh

e w
as goin

g to h
elp th

e O
rder, sh

e n
eeded to b

e on
 good term

s 
w

ith
 h

im
. Sh

e n
eeded h

is access, h
is in

form
ation

. K
n

ow
in

gly or un
k

n
ow

-
in

gly. 
Sh

e began
 seein

g N
arcissa again

. R
eadin

g an
d tak

in
g lon

g w
alk

s 
th

rough
 th

e M
an

or, in
 places sh

e could easily b
e seen

. If D
raco realized 

th
at sh

e w
as lettin

g th
in

gs return
 to “n

orm
al,” th

en
 perh

aps so could h
e. 

N
arcissa tried to m

ak
e up for th

e absen
ce of th

e oth
ers b

y m
eetin

g H
er-

m
ion

e in
 th

e m
orn

in
gs for tea (an

d coffee) an
d ch

attin
g about n

ovels an
d 

h
olidays an

d oth
er th

in
gs n

orm
al people discussed. W

h
en

 th
e guilt 

gn
aw

ed at h
er in

sides, H
erm

ion
e rem

in
ded h

erself th
at th

eir con
versa-

tion
s m

igh
t m

ak
e it back

 to D
raco. Sh

e tried n
ot to let h

erself th
in

k
 about 

w
h

eth
er h

e w
as sleepin

g, or w
h

eth
er h

e’d put on
 an

y w
eigh

t. 
It h

ad been
 ten

 days sin
ce th

e in
ciden

t in
 th

e h
allw

ay, an
d H

erm
ion

e 
w

as h
alfw

ay th
rough

 th
e first volum

e of M
edieval M

agical E
urope. Sh

e 
sigh

ed an
d sn

apped it closed, h
avin

g fin
ish

ed an
oth

er useless ch
apter. 

C
on

siderin
g B

laise again
 an

d h
is rescue of P

an
sy, sh

e realized th
at 

D
raco surely k

n
ew

 of h
is plan

s. H
ad h

e n
ot bough

t h
er? W

as h
e n

ot 
sh

ock
ed 

to 
h

ear 
th

at on
ly 

on
e 

slave 
arrived 

th
at 

n
igh

t? 
H

erm
ion

e 
h

um
m

ed in
to h

er coffee cup, an
d th

ough
t of w

h
at in

form
ation

 sh
e could 

pry from
 D

raco if on
ly th

ey could talk
 again

, lik
e th

ey used to. T
h

in
k

in
g 

back
 to th

e gazebo, sh
e k

n
ew

 h
e w

as open
 to givin

g h
er in

form
ation

. 
W

h
at did D

raco k
n

ow
 about th

e tattoos an
d th

eir rem
oval? 

Sh
e sipped h

er coffee, b
reath

in
g in

 th
e m

oist air betw
een

 th
e vin

es. T
h

e 
con

servatory w
in

dow
s stretch

ed to th
e ceilin

g in
 a w

ide dom
e, allow

in
g 

all th
e sun

ligh
t in

. Sh
e som

etim
es saw

 H
ix, th

e groun
ds elf, trim

m
in

g an
d 

w
aterin

g th
e trees an

d plan
ts, but th

ere w
as n

o m
ovem

en
t except th

e 
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A
n

d sh
e w

as rem
in

ded of th
e first years th

at w
ould jum

p out of th
e 

Slyth
erin

 K
in

g’s path
 w

h
en

ever h
e sw

ept dow
n

 th
e H

ogw
arts corridors. 

B
ut to look

 at h
im

 n
ow

... 
H

e w
aited, allow

in
g h

er to pass w
ith

 as little disturban
ce of th

e air sh
e 

breath
ed as possible. Sh

e propelled h
er feet forw

ard, feelin
g lik

e sh
e w

as 
passin

g th
rough

 an
oth

er cloud of grief, just ach
in

g to fin
d th

e clean
 air 

an
d ligh

t again
. 

Sh
e th

ough
t of h

er book
case, a slow

-grow
in

g apology, a rebuildin
g of 

sorts. Sh
e th

ough
t of pale fin

gers on
 h

er w
rist, break

in
g th

e capillaries an
d 

bruisin
g th

e bon
es, un

able to let go. 
Stoppin

g in
 fron

t of h
im

, sh
e w

aited. H
is eyes didn

’t flick
er upw

ard. 
H

e stared off, across th
e floor, glazed eyes an

d h
eld breath

. 
“T

h
an

k
 you for m

y book
s,” sh

e w
h

ispered. 
Sh

e w
atch

ed h
is th

roat sw
allow

. H
er ch

est w
as tigh

t w
ith

 th
e desire for 

n
orm

alcy, for w
h

ere th
ey h

ad been
 before. H

er h
an

d lifted, fin
gers 

stretch
ed to touch

—
 

H
is grey eyes flick

ered to m
eet h

ers. H
ollow

. H
er h

an
d dropped. Sh

e 
con

tin
ued m

ovin
g th

rough
 th

e corridor, push
in

g aside h
er th

un
derin

g 
h

eart an
d h

er ach
in

g ch
est —

 h
er desire to com

fort an
d brin

g color back
 

to h
is sk

in
. 

W
h

en
 sh

e reach
ed th

e en
d

 of th
e h

allw
ay, sh

e look
ed back

 an
d foun

d
 

a th
in

 figure still lean
in

g again
st th

e w
all, bleedin

g in
to th

e back
groun

d 
of h

is ow
n

 m
an

or. 

>
 

L
ucius M

alfoy still h
ad n

ot return
ed. It h

ad been
 tw

o w
eek

s sin
ce h

e’d left 
w

ith
 V

oldem
ort, an

d still th
e question

s sw
irled in

 h
er m

in
d. H

e’d offered 
“assistan

ce” —
 w

h
atever th

at m
ean

t. Sh
e rem

em
bered th

e feelin
g of tw

o 
presen

ces in
 h

er m
in

d in
 th

e draw
in

g room
, on

e sm
ooth

er an
d dull. Sh

e 
w

as fairly certain
 th

at L
ucius h

ad seen
 w

h
at V

oldem
ort did in

 h
er m

in
d, 

but sh
e h

adn
’t th

e fain
test idea w

h
at h

e’d ch
osen

 to do w
h

at th
at 
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th
em

. P
erh

aps sh
e w

as w
eak

 —
 good for h

er m
in

d, but on
ce h

er h
eart 

becam
e in

volved, sh
e w

as useless. 
H

er k
n

ees trem
bled, an

d sh
e san

k
 to th

e floor an
d w

ept h
eavin

g sob
s 

th
at m

ade h
er lun

gs spasm
 an

d stun
g th

e sk
in

 on
 h

er face un
til n

oth
in

g 
existed but h

er grief an
d sh

am
e. O

n
ce sh

e’d fin
ally exh

austed h
erself, sh

e 
lay on

 h
er side, fin

gers curled in
 th

e carpet. W
atch

in
g th

rough
 sw

ollen
 

eyes as a sliver of sun
ligh

t in
ch

ed across th
e room

. 
A

t som
e poin

t, a tray of food appeared on
 h

er n
ew

 coffee table. Sh
e 

ign
ored it. 
W

h
at w

ould h
er frien

ds th
in

k
 of h

er n
ow

? W
h

at w
ould H

arry th
in

k
, 

after sh
e’d betrayed h

is deepest secrets? 
H

is green
 eyes flash

ed in
 h

er m
in

d, im
plorin

g h
er to fin

d th
e righ

t 
an

sw
ers, to com

e up w
ith

 th
e solution

s, to save th
em

—
 

T
o save th

em
. 

H
er breath

 caugh
t, an

d sh
e blin

k
ed back

 th
e tears. Slow

ly, sh
e push

ed 
h

erself up. It w
asn

’t too late for h
er to fix th

e m
ess sh

e’d m
ade. Sh

e could 
still do w

h
at H

arry n
eeded from

 h
er. 

Sh
e’d been

 m
ean

derin
g for m

on
th

s, w
aitin

g for som
eon

e to clearly 
delin

eate th
e n

ext problem
, to ask

 th
e question

 so sh
e could con

cen
trate 

on
 th

e an
sw

er. B
ut sh

e’d posed th
e righ

t question
s m

on
th

s ago, all on
 h

er 
ow

n
. It w

as just h
er n

ow
. Surely sh

e h
ad m

ore freedom
 th

an
 an

y of th
e 

oth
er slaves. P

erh
aps sh

e even
 h

ad m
ore resources at h

er disposal th
an

 
w

h
at w

as left of th
e O

rder. Sh
e’d just been

 too com
placen

t w
ith

 th
e M

al-
foys to w

ork
 th

e problem
 as sh

e ough
t to h

ave been
. 

W
ith

 a n
ew

 burst of passion
, H

erm
ion

e stood. Sh
e took

 a deep breath
 

an
d m

arch
ed out of h

er bedroom
, an

d dow
n

 th
e h

allw
ay. 

Sh
e n

eeded to k
ill N

agin
i. Sh

e n
eeded to w

ork
 on

 th
e tattoos. Sh

e 
n

eeded to get th
em

 out. A
ll of th

em
. T

h
ey w

ere coun
tin

g on
 h

er, an
d sh

e 
k

n
ew

 it. 
H

avin
g n

ow
 experien

ced on
ly a fraction

 of w
h

at h
er frien

ds h
ad been

 
goin

g th
rough

 for m
on

th
s, sh

e felt th
e guilt w

eigh
in

g h
eavy on

 h
er as sh

e 
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h
urried dow

n
 th

e stairs. 
Sh

e push
ed open

 th
e library doors an

d froze, h
eart poun

din
g in

 h
er 

ch
est. T

h
an

k
fully, it w

as safe. E
m

pty. Sh
e took

 a sh
ak

y breath
 an

d stepped 
in

side. Forcin
g h

erself to set aside th
ough

ts of th
e last tim

e sh
e’d been

 
h

ere, sh
e crossed to w

h
ere th

e H
orcrux book

 h
ad been

 a w
eek

 ago. Fin
din

g 
it still absen

t am
on

gst th
e oth

er D
ark

 texts, sh
e w

on
dered w

h
ich

 M
alfoy 

h
ad stolen

 it. W
ould sh

e fin
d it in

 L
ucius’ study? P

erh
aps it h

ad been
 de-

stroyed if th
ey’d k

n
ow

n
 V

oldem
ort w

as com
in

g for th
e in

form
ation

 in
 

h
er m

in
d. 

H
er addled m

in
d spun

 aroun
d th

e possibilities. T
h

e question
s sh

e’d 
buried for days un

dern
eath

 sleepin
g potion

s an
d grief. Sh

e blin
k

ed at th
e 

em
pty sh

elf, figh
tin

g off th
e h

eadach
e sh

e could feel com
in

g on
. 

D
id th

e M
alfoys k

n
ow

 m
ore about H

orcruxes th
an

 H
erm

ion
e h

ad as-
sum

ed? A
n

d w
h

y h
ad V

oldem
ort been

 in
terested in

 H
arry again

? 
Sh

e sh
ivered, th

e cool air in
 th

e library n
ot th

e cause. 
W

h
y look for th

e H
orcrux

es? 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed, k
n

ow
in

g th
e an

sw
er required h

er to look
 in

side h
er 

ow
n

 m
in

d. T
o w

ork
 th

rough
 th

e purpose of V
oldem

ort’s visit. 
Sh

e pressed h
er h

an
ds on

 th
e sh

elf in
 fron

t of h
er, closin

g h
er eyes an

d
 

tryin
g to rem

em
ber th

rough
 th

e terror an
d th

e closed doors in
 h

er ow
n

 
con

sciousn
ess. 

Som
e in

form
ation

 from
 you, M

udblood. T
h

an
k you for obligin

g. 
H

er low
er lip trem

bled, an
d sh

e bit it closed. H
e’d been

 th
ere specifi-

cally to look
 for H

orcruxes. T
h

at’s w
h

y th
e M

alfoys h
adn

’t been
 prepared 

for h
is visit. W

h
at D

raco h
ad ch

osen
 to do —

 to do to h
er —

 h
ad turn

ed
 

out to b
e a n

ecessary precaution
. V

oldem
ort h

ad decided to ch
eck

 on
 h

er 
treatm

en
t as a secon

dary m
otive, but h

e w
as th

ere for th
e H

orcruxes. 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, starin
g at th

e spot w
h

ere th
e H

orcrux book
 sh

ould 
b

e filed, as if sh
e could w

ill it in
to existen

ce. It w
ouldn

’t tell h
er an

yth
in

g 
sh

e didn
’t already k

n
ow

, but it w
ould b

e a com
fort of sorts. 

Sh
e tried to th

in
k

. Sh
e h

ad been
 righ

t —
 H

arry h
ad lik

ely been
 an

 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 14

 

2
2
9
 

th
e bottom

 of, so sh
e stopped th

ere, lettin
g h

er m
in

d w
an

der as sh
e ran

 
h

er fin
gers over h

er ow
n

 tattoo. 
D

.M
. 

Sh
e w

on
dered w

h
at B

laise k
n

ew
 about th

e tattoos. T
h

ough
 P

an
sy’s tat-

too h
adn

’t been
 activated b

y th
e estate, h

e m
ust h

ave k
n

ow
n

 som
eth

in
g 

about th
em

 in
 order to rem

ove h
ers. Sh

e could h
ave ask

ed h
im

 w
eek

s ago 
if h

er h
ead h

ad been
 in

 th
e righ

t place. 
A

 n
ew

 book
 arrived on

 h
er bedroom

 sh
elf every m

orn
in

g. In
 th

e eve-
n

in
gs, after a lon

g day’s w
ork

 in
 th

e library, sh
e’d rew

ard h
erself b

y pe-
rusin

g its h
un

dred-year-old pages, w
illin

g h
erself n

ot to th
in

k
 about h

ow
 

th
e book

 h
ad gotten

 th
ere. 

A
fter a frustratin

g day of m
ak

in
g little progress, sh

e decided on
 a 

ch
an

ge of scen
ery. H

erm
ion

e took
 several h

istory book
s an

d h
eaded to-

w
ard th

e C
on

servatory. T
h

e air th
ere w

as clear an
d easy on

 h
er m

in
d. P

ass-
in

g th
e k

itch
en

s an
d th

e din
in

g room
, sh

e w
oun

d h
er w

ay tow
ard th

e 
w

estern
 w

in
g of th

e M
an

or. 
Sh

e h
eard h

is footsteps before sh
e saw

 h
im

. 
H

er steps faltered, an
d sh

e squeezed th
e book

s in
to h

er ch
est. 

N
ot h

is D
eath

 E
ater boots. T

h
ey m

ade a h
arsh

er soun
d again

st th
e 

m
arble. 
Sh

e stood in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e corridor leadin
g to th

e w
estern

 w
in

g, 
lik

e a broom
stick

 acciden
t w

aitin
g to h

appen
. 

H
e turn

ed th
e corn

er, tw
en

ty paces aw
ay, eyes fixed o

n
 a stack

 of parch
-

m
en

t in
 h

is h
an

d. H
e look

ed th
in

n
er, if possible. B

on
es protrudin

g from
 

h
is face an

d ch
est lik

e k
n

ives. 
H

is eyes glan
ced up at h

er w
h

en
 h

e w
as h

alfw
ay dow

n
 th

e corridor. 
H

is body jolted, droppin
g h

alf h
is paperw

ork
. Sh

e could see th
e violet 

bruises of exh
austion

 un
der h

is eyes from
 h

alfw
ay across th

e room
. Suck

-
in

g in
 a rattlin

g breath
, sh

e w
atch

ed as h
is gaze dropped to th

e m
arble, 

h
is k

n
ees sh

ak
y as h

e ben
t to pick

 up th
e papers h

e’d fum
bled. H

e stood 
an

d pressed back
 again

st th
e w

all, eyes cast dow
n

. 
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A
fter a full aftern

oon
 of research

, sh
e slept for th

e first tim
e w

ith
out a 

potion
. W

h
en

 sh
e w

ok
e in

 th
e m

orn
in

g, gold-tin
ted sun

ligh
t sh

im
m

er-
in

g across h
er w

alls, th
ere w

ere tw
o n

ew
 book

s on
 h

er sh
elves. Sh

e pulled 
h

erself from
 th

e bed, an
d exam

in
ed th

em
. 

H
O

G
W

A
R

T
S: 

A
 

H
IST

O
R

Y 
B

A
T

H
IL

D
A

 
B

A
G

SH
O

T 
P

R
IN

T
E

D
 L

O
N

D
O

N
, 1984

 

H
O

G
W

A
R

T
S: 

A
 

H
IST

O
R

Y
 

- 
R

E
V

ISE
D

 
B

A
T

H
IL

D
A

 
B

A
G

SH
O

T 
P

R
IN

T
E

D
 L

O
N

D
O

N
, 1996 

H
er eyes w

iden
ed an

d h
er fin

gers itch
ed. C

om
parin

g tw
o edition

s side-
b

y-side? H
er sk

in
 tin

gled w
ith

 th
e desire. Sh

e resh
elved th

em
, an

d prom
-

ised sh
e’d w

ait un
til th

e en
d of th

e day to crack
 th

em
 open

. H
er traitorous 

h
eart fluttered on

 h
er w

ay to th
e library th

at day, as sh
e let h

er m
in

d 
briefly w

on
der w

h
ere D

raco w
as fin

din
g th

ese book
s. 

Sh
e spen

t a w
eek

 look
in

g in
to m

agical slavery. T
h

e catalog return
ed 

an
 assortm

en
t of book

s on
 th

e h
istory of en

slavem
en

t in
 E

urope, A
sia, th

e 
A

m
ericas, an

d of course th
e R

om
an

 E
m

pire. T
o h

er ch
agrin

, n
o ch

arm
s 

or potion
s book

s turn
ed up. B

ut at least it w
as a start. 

Sh
e started w

ith
 th

e m
ore recen

t E
uropean

 h
istory book

s. T
h

e problem
 

w
as th

at th
ere w

as n
o m

odern
 preceden

t for m
agical en

slavem
en

t in
 E

u-
rope—

apart from
 h

ouse-elves, of course, but th
eir m

agic w
ork

ed quite 
differen

tly. A
n

y m
agical en

slavem
en

t in
 recen

t cen
turies w

as taboo, so 
th

ere w
ere n

o records. T
h

ere w
ere rum

ors of m
agical slavery in

 m
ore sh

ad-
ow

y parts of th
e con

tin
en

t, but it w
as h

ard to fin
d research

 on
 spellw

ork
 

th
at n

o on
e adm

itted to doin
g. B

ut sh
e w

as certain
 th

at m
agic as pow

erful 
an

d quick
ly developed as th

e tattoos h
ad been

 in
spired b

y som
eth

in
g. Sh

e 
on

ly h
ad to fin

d th
e seeds. 

L
ook

in
g in

to th
e sign

ifican
ce of tattoos an

d sk
in

 bran
din

g in
 an

cien
t 

cultures lik
e th

e C
elts h

ad tak
en

 h
er dow

n
 a rabbit h

ole th
at sh

e n
ever saw
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un
in

ten
tion

al H
orcrux. A

 part of V
oldem

ort’s soul h
ad split from

 h
im

 th
e 

n
igh

t th
e K

illin
g C

urse h
ad reboun

ded, an
d attach

ed itself to H
arry. 

V
oldem

ort h
ad filtered th

rough
 th

e on
ly m

em
ories sh

e h
ad th

at could 
possibly prove th

at th
eory. So sh

e w
asn

’t alon
e in

 h
er h

ypoth
esis. B

ut w
h

at 
h

ad tipped V
oldem

ort off? 
A

 sliver of h
ope tugged at h

er ribs —
 w

as H
arry alive? 

Sh
e’d seen

 h
is body in

 th
e courtyard, but h

ad h
e survived after all? Sh

e 
h

adn
’t k

n
ow

n
 h

e w
as goin

g in
to th

e Forest to m
eet V

oldem
ort, or sh

e 
w

ould h
ave stopped h

im
. T

h
e last tim

e sh
e’d seen

 h
im

, h
e’d been

 clutch
-

in
g Sn

ape’s m
em

ories, racin
g for D

um
bledore’s P

en
sieve. W

h
at h

ad h
e 

discovered th
at m

ade h
im

 surren
der h

im
self? 

Sh
e rem

em
bered th

e urgen
cy in

 Sn
ape’s voice as h

e w
h

eezed blood an
d 

begged H
arry to tak

e h
is m

em
ories. Sh

e’d suspected th
en

 th
at h

e w
asn

’t 
loyal to V

oldem
ort, th

ough
 it w

as im
possible to con

firm
 n

ow
. P

erh
aps 

h
e’d k

n
ow

n
 about th

e H
orcrux. Foun

d a w
ay for H

arry to fak
e h

is ow
n

 
death

, w
h

ile k
illin

g th
e piece of V

oldem
ort in

side of h
im

. Sk
epticism

 
w

arred w
ith

 th
e burn

in
g h

ope in
 h

er ribs. It w
as h

igh
ly un

lik
ely —

 an
d 

yet, w
h

y w
ould V

oldem
ort care about H

arry if h
e w

as dead? 
T

h
e h

eadach
e w

as return
in

g. H
erm

ion
e rubbed h

er tem
ples, k

n
ow

in
g 

it w
as n

o use guessin
g about w

h
at w

as in
 Sn

ape’s m
em

ories. Sh
e w

ould 
n

ever see th
em

. 
T

h
e library doors creak

ed. 
Sh

e w
h

ipped aroun
d an

d stepped to th
e side, peerin

g th
rough

 th
e stack

s 
tow

ards th
e en

tran
ce, h

eartbeat th
un

derin
g. 

H
is ch

eek
bon

es cut th
rough

 h
is sk

in
; even

 in
 th

e distan
ce, sh

e could 
see th

at. H
e w

as h
un

ch
ed, h

is sh
oulders folded over on

 top of h
is ribs, h

is 
h

air th
in

 an
d greasy. H

is sk
in

 seem
ed grey. 

T
ake m

y cock so good, don
’t you. 

Sh
e felt h

er body trem
ble. H

er lun
gs refused to fill. 

Y
ou w

an
t m

e to fuck your m
outh

 again
, G

ran
ger? 

Stan
din

g in
 th

e open
 doorw

ay, h
e pulled h

is w
an

d. Sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
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m
utter, “H

om
en

em
 R

evelio,” an
d th

e w
an

d spark
ed blue, in

dicatin
g th

ere 
w

as som
eon

e in
 th

e room
. H

er. 
Sh

e dug h
er n

ails in
to h

er palm
s, preparin

g h
erself, w

h
en

 h
is eyes 

flick
ed over th

e sh
elves, an

d h
e stepped back

, quietly closin
g th

e doors 
beh

in
d h

im
. A

s if h
e’d n

ever been
 th

ere at all. 
It w

as ten
 m

in
utes before sh

e could trust h
er legs to m

ove again
. Sh

e 
grabbed several texts on

 C
eltic m

agic, ch
est seizin

g, an
d sprin

ted back
 to 

th
e safety of h

er room
, all earlier bravery forgotten

. 
T

ak
in

g calm
in

g breath
s, sh

e lean
ed h

er h
ead back

 on
 th

e closed door, 
starin

g at h
er n

ew
 room

. Sh
e h

adn
’t let h

erself th
in

k
 about D

raco sin
ce 

th
at n

igh
t. B

ut sh
e h

ad to th
in

k
 th

is th
rough

. T
h

ey couldn
’t avoid each

 
oth

er forever. 
H

er ch
est tw

in
ged pain

fully at th
e th

ough
t of h

is pin
ch

ed sk
in

. H
e’d 

look
ed even

 w
orse th

an
 h

e did sixth
 year. Sh

e screw
ed h

er eyes sh
ut, w

ill-
in

g th
e im

age aw
ay. Sh

e h
ad to use h

er brain
, as h

er h
eart h

ad failed be-
fore. 

D
raco did n

ot w
an

t to h
arm

 h
er. In

 fact, it w
as quite clear th

at h
urtin

g 
h

er w
as on

e of th
e m

ost traum
atic th

in
gs h

e’d ever gon
e th

rough
—

 
H

er h
eart th

um
ped w

ith
 th

e possibilities, but h
er m

in
d forced th

em
 

aside. 
Sh

e tried to put h
erself in

 D
raco’s position

 an
d foun

d little fault in
 h

is 
logic. H

e’d m
ade th

e safest ch
oice th

at n
igh

t. If h
e’d cued h

er in
 som

e-
h

ow
, sh

e m
igh

t n
ot h

ave m
an

aged to con
vin

ce V
oldem

ort th
at sh

e w
as 

bein
g routin

ely attack
ed. 

H
er m

in
d m

oved to th
e n

ext poin
t: D

raco w
as actively absen

t —
 n

ot 
visitin

g, n
ot en

terin
g room

s sh
e w

as in
. 

N
ot apologizin

g. 
Sh

e stopped h
erself. T

oo close to h
er h

eart. R
eelin

g back
, h

er m
in

d
 

fough
t for logic. 

D
raco w

as eith
er con

vin
ced sh

e didn
’t w

an
t to see h

im
, or h

e didn
’t 

w
an

t to see h
er. 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 14

 

2
2
7
 

T
h

at w
as fin

e. E
ith

er of th
ose w

ere acceptable, logical an
sw

ers. 
Sh

e stared dow
n

 at h
er book

s, an
d an

oth
er th

ough
t struck

 h
er. 

H
er greatest ch

an
ce of ex

itin
g th

e property w
as un

der D
raco M

alfoy’s 
w

atch
. 

U
n

til sh
e foun

d a w
ay aroun

d th
e tattoos, H

erm
ion

e n
eeded h

im
. T

h
ey 

couldn
’t k

eep run
n

in
g aw

ay from
 each

 oth
er. E

ven
tually, sh

e w
ould h

ave 
to seek

 h
im

 out, an
d h

ope h
e w

ould allow
 it. 

T
urn

in
g to h

er m
easly book

 collection
, sh

e grim
aced at th

e burn
ed

 
titles. Sh

e set dow
n

 th
e book

s from
 th

e dow
n

stairs library, an
d ran

 h
er 

fin
gers across th

e tw
o n

ew
 book

s. T
h

ey w
eren

’t n
ew

, per se, but th
ey 

h
adn

’t been
 th

ere a w
eek

 ago. Solidly boun
d but w

ith
erin

g w
ith

 th
e years, 

th
ey felt older th

an
 h

er b
y several lifetim

es. Sh
e ch

eck
ed th

e copyrigh
t 

pages. 

G
R

E
A

T
 

E
X

P
E

C
T

A
T

IO
N

S 
B

Y
 

C
H

A
R

L
E

S 
D

IC
K

E
N

S 
P

R
IN

T
E

D
 L

O
N

D
O

N
, 1861 

L
E

S 
M

ISE
R

A
B

L
E

S 
B

Y
 

V
IC

T
O

R
 

H
U

G
O

 
P

R
IN

T
E

D
 L

O
N

D
O

N
, 1862 

T
h

e h
eartbeat th

at sh
e’d suppressed earlier th

un
dered. F

irst edition
s. 

A
s sh

e brough
t h

er face close to th
e pages, in

h
alin

g th
e m

usk
 of aged 

parch
m

en
t an

d letterpress in
k

 th
at h

ad survived over a h
un

dred years, sh
e 

th
ough

t back
 to h

er earlier assessm
en

t. 
P

erh
aps h

e w
as apologizin

g. 
Sh

e placed th
em

 n
ext to Jan

e E
yre, th

e on
ly h

un
dred-year-old text 

th
at h

ad survived th
e fire. 

A
ll th

ree leath
erboun

d copies h
ad lived th

rough
 terrible th

in
gs. 

Sh
e could do th

e sam
e. 
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