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recruits durin
g a battle n

ear N
orm

an
dy —

 h
ad h

elped H
erm

ion
e puzzle 

togeth
er tw

o th
in

gs. First, Fran
ce w

as publicly again
st th

e G
reat O

rder —
 

som
eth

in
g sh

e’d suspected, but h
adn

’t con
firm

ed un
til n

ow
. Secon

d, th
e 

D
ark

 L
ord w

as en
raged about it en

ough
 to go on

 th
e offen

sive —
 som

e-
th

in
g un

com
m

on
 for h

im
. Sh

e w
on

dered w
h

y Fran
ce m

attered to h
im

. 
A

n
oth

er tw
o h

an
ds, an

d sh
e foun

d out m
ore. T

h
e n

am
e of a suspected 

traitor in
 C

irillo’s cabin
et. H

ow
 Jugson

 w
as m

issin
g m

ore th
an

 a h
an

d. 
Flin

t fin
ally lost h

is secret to a roun
d of jeers, revealin

g th
at A

n
gelin

a 
w

as spotted in
 B

ristol at a closed-dow
n

 A
poth

ecary. H
erm

ion
e’s m

in
d 

con
jured m

illion
s of possibilities, but in

 th
e en

d, sh
e k

n
ew

 th
at sh

e 
sh

ouldn
’t read too m

uch
 in

to it. A
fter all, w

h
ile sh

e h
ad been

 on
 th

e run
, 

sh
e’d n

eeded D
ittan

y an
d M

urtlap E
ssen

ce m
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g else. 
T

h
eo didn

’t seem
 terribly put out w

h
en

 h
e folded, sm

ugly an
n

oun
cin

g 
th

at E
din

burgh
 w

ould b
e h

ostin
g th

e U
n

dersecretary to th
e K

orean
 M

in
-

ister. 
D

raco didn
’t lose, k

eepin
g h

is secret of w
h

o h
ad escaped at D

over for 
an

oth
er roun

d. H
erm

ion
e sh

oved aside h
er irritation

 th
at h

e h
adn

’t told 
h

er before. Sh
e’d tak

e it up w
ith

 h
im

 later, but n
ow

 w
as n

ot th
e tim

e. 
B

y th
e en

d of th
e n

ext, P
ucey, h

avin
g lost h

is gold an
d secrets several 

roun
ds before, began

 k
issin

g M
orten

sen
’s n

eck
 as h

e listen
ed to th

e gam
e, 

on
ly pipin

g in
 every n

ow
 an

d th
en

. G
oyle w

as doin
g som

eth
in

g sim
ilar, 

on
ly it seem

ed h
e h

ad com
pletely disregarded th

e gam
e to focus on

 slop-
pily k

issin
g Susan

’s m
outh

. 
It w

as W
arrin

gton
’s turn

 to th
row

 th
e dice. T

h
e C

arrow
 G

irl in
 h

is lap 
giggled w

h
en

 h
e offered h

er th
e dice to blow

 on
, an

d h
e caugh

t h
er lips 

w
ith

 h
is as th

e dice tum
bled across th

e table. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed aw

ay from
 th

e scen
e as T

h
eo called out th

e results of 
th

e roll. T
h

ey played th
eir first h

an
d, exch

an
gin

g ch
ips an

d cards. A
n

d
 

w
h

en
 it w

as tim
e to bet th

eir in
form

ation
, T

h
eo offered an

oth
er visitor 

to E
din

burgh
 in

 th
e n

ext m
on

th
. 

“D
on

’t w
aste our tim

e w
ith

 th
at,” D

raco draw
led. “I w

an
t to k

n
ow
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th
e tw

o girls h
e’d bough

t at th
e A

uction
.” 

R
ook

w
ood. Sh

e tried to rem
em

ber if h
e h

ad been
 th

ere th
e n

igh
t be-

fore. “D
oes R

ook
w

ood k
eep a h

arem
 too?” sh

e ask
ed coolly. 

H
is eyes lan

ded on
 th

e vin
es over h

er sh
oulder. “L

on
gbottom

 w
as 

foun
d to b

e lack
in

g for th
e purposes of E

din
burgh

 C
astle. V

ery few
 D

eath
 

E
aters an

d dign
itaries foun

d h
im

 acceptable for private uses. A
n

d h
e w

as 
deem

ed un
in

spirin
g in

 th
e oth

er uses for m
ale slaves.” 

Sh
e felt a spik

e of pan
ic in

 h
er ch

est. 
A

 lake w
ith

 still w
aters. 

“W
h

at oth
er uses?” 

D
raco pressed h

is lips togeth
er, an

d tigh
tly said, “A

ren
a figh

ts. Slave 
versus slave.” 

H
er body jerk

ed aw
ay, turn

in
g to th

e w
in

dow
s. Sh

e breath
ed deep, 

push
in

g aw
ay th

e im
ages h

er m
in

d con
jured. 

“A
ren

a figh
ts,” sh

e repeated. 
A

 th
ough

t daw
n

ed in
 h

er, an
d sh

e spun
 back

 to h
im

, fin
din

g h
im

 al-
ready w

atch
in

g h
er from

 h
is place n

ear h
er ben

ch
. 

“H
ave you ever seen

 R
on

 at th
ese parties?” 

Sh
e could see h

is jaw
 clen

ch
 even

 from
 th

is far aw
ay. H

e replied w
ith

 a 
stilted, “N

o. I h
aven

’t seen
 h

im
 sin

ce h
e w

as requested b
y th

e D
ark

 L
ord, 

before M
acn

air’s death
.” 

Sh
e n

odded, tryin
g to stitch

 togeth
er th

e pieces an
d file th

em
 aw

ay for 
later. T

ak
in

g a deep breath
 an

d cen
terin

g h
erself, sh

e prepared to ask
 th

e 
on

e question
 sh

e k
n

ew
 sh

e didn
’t w

an
t to h

ear th
e an

sw
er to. 

“A
n

d G
in

n
y?” sh

e said, an
d th

e w
ords floated to h

im
 lik

e a feath
er. 

“W
h

y is sh
e n

o lon
ger at th

e parties?” 
Sh

e w
atch

ed h
im

 sw
allow

, an
d turn

 h
is eyes over h

er sh
oulder again

. 
“A

 few
 w

eek
s ago, sh

e brok
e a ch

am
pagn

e glass an
d sliced th

e n
eck

 of 
a guard an

d th
e aide to th

e H
un

garian
 M

in
ister. B

oth
 are dead.” 

H
erm

ion
e scarcely breath

ed, feelin
gs th

e w
ords lik

e a buck
et of w

ater 
over h

er h
ead. Sh

e tried to im
agin

e G
in

n
y, run

n
in

g feral th
rough

 th
e 
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L
oun

ge w
ith

 th
e jagged stem

 of a crystal glass in
 h

er h
an

d. Sh
e pressed h

er 
eyes closed, an

d said, “A
n

d I assum
e sh

e didn
’t get aw

ay w
ith

 th
is?” 

W
h

en
 D

raco did n
ot respon

d, sh
e look

ed to h
im

 an
d

 foun
d h

im
 star-

in
g out on

e of th
e C

on
servatory w

in
dow

s, eyes far aw
ay. 

“M
alfoy.” 

“N
o, sh

e did n
ot get aw

ay w
ith

 it.” 
A

 deep breath
. Sh

e crossed h
er arm

s, h
oldin

g h
er cardigan

 closed. 
“A

n
d?” sh

e prom
pted. 

“Sh
e w

as disciplin
ed. P

ublicly.” 
“T

ell m
e w

h
at h

appen
ed to h

er. I can
 h

an
dle it. I’ve seen

 w
h

at h
appen

s 
at th

ese parties—
” 

H
is face sn

apped back
 to h

er an
d h

e h
issed, “Y

ou h
aven

’t seen
 an

ythin
g, 

G
ran

ger.” 
H

er blood froze in
 h

er vein
s, an

d sh
e fough

t to appear calm
 as sh

e 
stared back

 at h
im

. “I h
ave a righ

t to k
n

ow
. I’m

 n
ot a ch

ild, M
alfoy.” 

A
 lon

g pause. “Sh
e w

as tak
en

 in
to th

e L
oun

ge.” H
e ran

 a h
an

d th
rough

 
h

is h
air. “W

h
ere A

very m
ade an

 exam
ple of h

er. In
 several w

ays, w
h

ich
 

I’m
 sure you can

 im
agin

e.” 
Som

ew
h

ere, th
ere w

as a lak
e w

ith
 still w

aters. B
ut a tem

pest w
as brew

-
in

g over th
e on

e in
 h

er m
in

d’s eye. 
“W

ere th
ere oth

ers?” 
“Just h

im
, th

ough
 th

ere w
ere spectators. Sh

e w
as in

 n
o sh

ape afterw
ard 

to b
e sh

ared. I w
as…

” D
raco cleared h

is th
roat. “I on

ly saw
 th

e very en
d of 

it.” Sh
e spun

 to face th
e violet flow

ers sh
e favored m

ost in
 th

is green
h

ouse, 
gaspin

g silen
tly. Sh

e couldn
’t let h

im
 see h

er lose con
trol. Figh

tin
g to 

steady h
er breath

in
g an

d clear th
e im

ages th
at flash

ed th
rough

 h
er m

in
d, 

sh
e stood tall, blin

k
in

g un
til h

er eyes stopped burn
in

g an
d sh

e could see 
clearly again

. 
T

h
ere w

ould b
e an

oth
er tim

e to process w
h

at h
ad h

appen
ed to G

in
n

y. 
B

ut for n
ow

 sh
e h

ad a role to play. Sh
e’d con

vin
ced h

im
 sh

e could h
an

dle 
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“I’m
 in

.” H
e tilted h

is h
ead, an

d H
erm

ion
e felt h

is h
air tick

le h
er 

n
eck

. “A
n

yon
e in

terested to k
n

ow
 w

h
o it w

as th
at sk

ipped th
rough

 th
e 

boun
dary at D

over last m
on

th
?” 

A
 ch

arge pulsed th
rough

 th
e table. Flin

t lifted a brow
; P

ucey lean
ed 

closer. W
arrin

gton
 set dow

n
 h

is glass w
ith

 a clin
k

. T
h

eo, on
 th

e oth
er 

h
an

d, stiffen
ed. 

“T
h

at’s classified,” h
e h

issed from
 th

eir left. “Y
ou can

’t give aw
ay th

at 
k

in
d of in

form
ation

.” 
“I’m

 n
ot givin

g it aw
ay,” D

raco draw
led. “I’m

 plan
n

in
g to w

in
 m

y 
h

an
d, th

an
k

 you very m
uch

.” H
e took

 a leisurely sip from
 h

is w
in

e glass. 
“A

n
d you, T

h
eo? D

o you h
ave an

yth
in

g of value?” 
T

h
eo sat up straigh

t in
 h

is ch
air, jostlin

g th
e arm

s of th
e straw

b
erry-

blon
de h

an
gin

g off of h
is sh

oulders. “I can
 tell you w

h
ich

 m
ajor govern

-
m

en
t official plan

s to pay E
din

burgh
 a visit n

ext m
on

th
,” h

e sn
arled. 

“C
irillo already said sh

e’d b
e back

—
” 

“N
o,” T

h
eo sn

apped. H
e sn

eered at th
e in

terruption
. “N

ot C
irillo.” 

A
 pause as th

e boys con
sidered. 

“W
ell, you h

ave m
y in

terest,” Flin
t said w

ith
 a grin

. “Sh
all w

e play, 
boys?” 

Flin
t w

h
ispered in

to P
en

elope’s ear, an
d w

ith
 som

e reluctan
ce, P

en
el-

ope lean
ed forw

ard an
d blew

 on
 th

e dice before Flin
t tossed th

em
. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed cards exch

an
ge h

an
ds —

 w
atch

ed th
e dice roll —

 
w

atch
ed th

e quick
 sh

ufflin
g as th

e boys laugh
ed an

d dran
k

. Sh
e still 

couldn
’t figure out h

ow
 th

e gam
e w

as played, but sh
e w

as far m
ore in

-
vested in

 th
e con

versation
. O

n
e b

y on
e, th

e boys lost, spillin
g th

eir secrets, 
an

d afterw
ard, th

eir gold. B
y th

e tim
e th

ey w
ere dow

n
 to th

eir last few
 

w
in

e bottles, on
ly D

raco, Flin
t, an

d T
h

eo h
ad k

ept th
eir secrets. 

Sh
e’d learn

ed th
at M

un
dun

gus Fletch
er h

ad been
 spotted outside th

e 
E

din
burgh

 gates attem
ptin

g to sell a T
im

e-T
urn

er. H
e’d been

 stripped of 
all h

is possession
s, tortured for a few

 h
ours, an

d set free. 
P

ucey’s n
ew

s on
 Fran

ce —
 th

at th
e D

ark
 L

ord h
ad lost several n

ew
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glyph
s on

 th
e sides w

ere differen
t th

an
 th

e on
es sh

e’d seen
 th

e W
easleys 

play w
ith

, so sh
e gave up tryin

g to sum
m

on
 th

e little sh
e rem

em
bered. 

A
fter th

e first h
an

d w
as sw

ept aw
ay, Flin

t called for w
agers. 

“L
et’s m

ak
e it good th

is tim
e, gen

tlem
en

.” H
e n

odded at M
on

tague. 
“Y

ou first.” 
“I h

ave th
e n

am
es of tw

o defectors at th
e M

in
istry.” 

Flin
t rolled h

is eyes. “T
h

at’s terribly dull, G
rah

am
.” 

“W
ell, th

at’s w
h

at I h
ave,” M

on
tague grum

bled. 
“T

h
en

 th
in

k
 of som

eth
in

g better. I’m
 n

ot risk
in

g w
h

at I k
n

ow
 for 

som
eth

in
g m

y gran
dm

oth
er could h

ave told m
e.” 

H
e turn

ed h
is eyes on

 P
ucey, w

h
o cleared h

is th
roat. “I h

ave n
ew

s on
 

Fran
ce.” 

“I’ll tak
e th

at,” Flin
t said. “I’ll raise you a sigh

tin
g of Joh

n
son

.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s m
outh

 felt dry, an
d sh

e resisted th
e urge to lean

 forw
ard. 

T
h

ey w
ere w

agerin
g secrets —

 sen
sitive topics about th

e w
ar. T

h
e outside 

w
orld. 

Sh
e ch

an
ced a look

 aroun
d th

e table an
d foun

d th
e straw

b
erry-blon

de 
m

eetin
g eyes w

ith
 an

oth
er C

arrow
 G

irl before quick
ly glan

cin
g aw

ay, 
reach

in
g for a slice of ch

eese off T
h

eo’s plate. 
“In

triguin
g, Flin

t. W
h

o’s your source?” 
“W

ell, you’ll h
ave to beat m

y h
an

d to fin
d out, w

on
’t you C

ass?” 
“G

oyle?” M
on

tague ask
ed. “A

re you in
? A

n
yth

in
g n

ew
 on

 your fath
er?” 

B
ut G

oyle w
as n

uzzlin
g in

to Susan
’s n

eck
, con

ten
t to fold. 

“I h
ave n

ew
s on

 D
un

g. Spotted outside E
din

burgh
 ton

igh
t,” D

errick
 

said. “T
h

at old pik
ey. W

h
at’s h

e sellin
g n

ow
?” 

“Y
ou’ll just h

ave to beat m
y h

an
d to fin

d out.” 
“D

raco?” Flin
t ask

ed. “A
re you in

?” 
H

erm
ion

e felt every pair of eyes turn
 on

 th
em

. Sh
e glan

ced dow
n

 to 
D

raco’s h
an

d, un
able to tell if w

h
at h

e h
ad w

as sufficien
t to w

in
. H

e 
pluck

ed a card from
 th

e m
iddle an

d replaced it on
 th

e en
d. 
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th
e truth

, an
d th

at’s exactly w
h

at sh
e in

ten
ded to do. Ign

orin
g th

e buzz-
in

g in
 h

er ears an
d th

e tigh
tn

ess in
 h

er ch
est, sh

e forced h
er sh

oulders to 
relax. Sh

e th
ough

t of G
in

n
y as sh

e stared at th
e purple h

ues, sufferin
g tor-

ture an
d rape daily at A

very’s estate. H
ad it been

 w
orth

 it? 
H

er ow
n

 treatm
en

t at E
din

burgh
 C

astle h
ad been

 tam
e. D

raco h
ad 

seen
 to th

at. B
ut sh

e’d still seen
 en

ough
 to en

rage h
er. Sh

e could b
e lik

e 
G

in
n

y, fin
din

g th
e fire to slice at th

em
, even

 if it m
ean

t h
er ow

n
 death

. 
O

r sh
e could give in

to h
er h

elplessn
ess an

d beh
ave lik

e D
raco ask

ed h
er 

to —
 push

 it all aw
ay at h

om
e an

d th
an

k
 th

e gods th
at sh

e didn
’t h

ave to 
suffer lik

e th
e oth

ers. B
ut sh

e’d been
 given

 sign
s of h

ope b
y girls w

h
o h

ad 
n

o busin
ess h

opin
g. A

 grape. H
er h

an
d grabbed un

der th
e table b

y n
in

e 
oth

ers w
ith

 glass in
 th

eir k
n

ees. 
A

n
d C

h
o w

as w
aitin

g for h
er. 

“N
ow

 th
at I k

n
ow

 w
h

at to expect,” sh
e said, h

er voice clear an
d stron

g, 
“I w

ill play m
y part better. T

h
e n

ext tim
e w

e go, I w
ill b

e better prepared 
to—

” 
“W

e’re n
ot goin

g again
.” 

It took
 a m

om
en

t for th
e w

ords to sin
k

 in
. Sh

e spun
 to h

im
, eyes w

ide. 
“W

h
at?” 

H
e stood w

ith
 h

is h
an

ds in
 h

is trouser pock
ets, eyes dead an

d em
pty. 

“W
e’ve m

ade our appearan
ces. Y

ou’ve been
 seen

.” H
e sw

allow
ed. “Y

ou 
w

on
’t go again

. N
ot for a lon

g tim
e, at least.” 

H
er h

eart poun
ded. E

din
burgh

 w
as h

er on
ly ch

an
ce to com

m
un

icate 
w

ith
 h

er frien
ds —

 h
er on

ly con
n

ection
 to w

h
at w

as h
appen

in
g outside 

of M
alfoy M

an
or. 

“So I’ll just con
tract D

ragon
 P

ox again
?” sh

e sn
iped. 

“I’ll speak
 to m

y fath
er, an

d w
e’ll com

e up w
ith

 som
eth

in
g—

” 
“T

h
ey’ll see th

rough
 you in

 an
 in

stan
t. It w

ill b
e far too suspicious—

” 
“W

h
at’s suspicious, G

ran
ger,” h

e h
issed, h

is eyes h
ot, “is th

at m
y L

ot 
an

d I can
 barely stan

d bein
g in

 th
e sam

e room
, m

uch
 less touch

in
g each

 
oth

er—
” 
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H
er m

outh
 fell open

 in
 a sn

arl. “W
h

ose fault is th
at!” 

“—
an

d alth
ough

 I’ve been
 fuck

in
g h

er daily, I still h
aven

’t been
 able 

to rem
ove th

e stick
 from

 H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger’s ass—

” 
“H

ow
 dare you.” Sh

e storm
ed tow

ards h
im

 un
til h

e w
as just a breath

 
aw

ay. “Y
ou gave m

e n
o in

form
ation

 goin
g in

to th
at castle. N

o w
ay of 

k
n

ow
in

g w
h

at to expect or h
ow

 to act. Y
ou gave m

e n
o in

dication
 of h

ow
 

I sh
ould touch

 you because I can
’t touch

 you w
ith

out you run
n

in
g aw

ay 
lik

e a beaten
 dog—

” 
H

e turn
ed aw

ay from
 h

er w
ith

 a ch
ok

ed soun
d, an

d th
e rest died in

 h
er 

th
roat. H

e rolled h
is sh

oulders back
, an

d sh
e w

atch
ed h

is ribs m
ove to 

tak
e a deep breath

. 
“L

isten
,” h

e said quietly. “If w
e go back

, M
arcus w

ill m
ak

e you tak
e 

th
e potion

.” 
Sh

e rolled h
er eyes, feelin

g th
e fire burn

 in
 h

er belly again
. “W

h
o do I 

belon
g to? Y

ou or M
arcus?” 

H
e turn

ed back
 to h

er, gazin
g dow

n
 at h

is rin
g. “E

very girl h
as tak

en
 

th
is potion

 at som
e poin

t. A
n

d Flin
t is brew

in
g an

 especially large batch
 

for n
ext w

eek
’s party. If I refuse, th

ey w
ill suspect som

eth
in

g is off about 
our relation

sh
ip.” H

is eyes flick
ered up to h

er. “M
arcus already suspects.” 

H
er brain

 m
oved quick

ly th
rough

 th
e differen

t option
s. Sh

e circled 
on

e possibility, but sh
e n

eeded m
ore in

form
ation

. 
“I’d lik

e to see th
at potion

,” sh
e said. 

H
e n

arrow
ed h

is eyes at h
er. “For w

h
at purpose?” 

“I’d lik
e to see it brok

en
 dow

n
. I’d lik

e to k
n

ow
 th

e in
gredien

ts an
d 

effects.” 
H

is jaw
 tigh

ten
ed. “G

ran
ger, if you m

ean
 to m

im
ic th

is potion
—

” 
“D

o you h
ave a vial of it? I assum

e you h
ave a potion

s k
it. P

erh
aps a 

laboratory?” 
“—

I’ve already said w
e’re n

ot goin
g back

—
” 

“D
raco. Y

ou ow
e m

e th
is.” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed it lan

d on
 h

im
, th

e w
ords dyin

g on
 h

is lips before th
ey 
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deck
 of cards an

d th
ree dice. H

e began
 sh

ufflin
g th

e deck
 as som

e boys 
groan

ed about th
e h

oles in
 th

e pock
ets, an

d oth
ers rubbed th

eir greedy 
h

an
ds togeth

er in
 glee. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad seen
 th

e W
easleys play th

is gam
e at th

e B
urrow

 before 
(usually on

ly bettin
g K

n
uts). H

er rudim
en

tary un
derstan

din
g w

as th
at it 

w
as sim

ilar to M
uggle pok

er. R
on

 h
ad tried to teach

 h
er in

 sixth
 year, but 

h
ad gotten

 frustrated w
ith

 h
er question

s an
d gave up after on

ly tw
en

ty 
m

in
utes. 

Sh
e felt a sh

ard of ice in
 h

er ch
est at th

e m
em

ory. Sh
e’d buried R

on
 in

 
a book

 n
ext to G

in
n

y w
eek

s ago. 
P

ucey started divvyin
g th

e ch
ips, an

d th
e cards slid across th

e table w
ith

 
a m

agical push
 as Flin

t dealt th
em

. Sh
e look

ed up an
d realized th

at over 
h

alf of th
e girls w

ere oth
erw

ise occupied. Som
e sat in

 laps or draped over 
th

e sh
oulders of th

eir “dates.” T
h

e oth
er h

alf refilled glasses an
d offered 

sn
ack

s. O
n

ly H
erm

ion
e w

as left stan
din

g at atten
tion

. 
Sh

e stepped forw
ard as D

raco pluck
ed up h

is cards. G
rabbin

g th
e de-

can
ter of w

in
e, sh

e refilled h
is alm

ost full glass to look
 busy, an

d as h
e 

rearran
ged h

is cards, sh
e brush

ed h
er fin

gers over h
is collar. “D

o you h
ave 

a good h
an

d?” sh
e m

urm
ured, doin

g h
er best to im

itate P
an

sy’s purr. 
H

is jaw
 tigh

ten
ed for a split secon

d. “E
xcellen

t,” h
e said, w

ith
 a con

fi-
den

t flick
 of h

is eyes to m
eet Flin

t’s. 
Flin

t sm
irk

ed, th
en

 turn
ed h

is gaze on
 h

er. “H
ow

 are th
ose h

eels to-
n

igh
t, G

ran
ger?” H

is gaze ran
 over h

er. “If you n
eed to sit, you k

n
ow

 m
y 

lap’s alw
ays free.” 

B
efore sh

e could craft a respon
se, D

raco’s h
an

d w
as on

 h
er h

ip, pullin
g 

h
er dow

n
w

ard w
ith

out even
 look

in
g up from

 h
is cards. T

h
e boys laugh

ed. 
Sh

e lan
ded across both

 h
is legs, th

e righ
t side of h

er ch
est pressin

g 
again

st h
is left. W

ith
 h

ow
 sh

ort an
d tigh

t th
e dress w

as, sh
e w

as forced to 
sh

ift h
erself un

til h
er legs crossed, h

er arm
 slun

g beh
in

d D
raco’s sh

oulder. 
D

raco provided n
o assistan

ce. 
P

ucey started b
y rollin

g th
e dice, grin

n
in

g dow
n

 at th
e result. T

h
e 
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a sour expression
 on

 h
is face as D

raco took
 th

e praise an
d adulation

. Sh
e 

caugh
t th

e eye of th
e girl on

 T
h

eo’s arm
, an

d sh
e w

in
k

ed at h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed, an

d turn
ed aroun

d. D
raco h

erded h
er to th

e h
ead 

of th
e table, an

d H
erm

ion
e took

 h
er position

 beh
in

d D
raco’s ch

air. Sh
e 

foun
d Susan

 beh
in

d G
oyle, M

orten
sen

 beh
in

d P
ucey, an

d P
en

elope be-
h

in
d Flin

t. A
 few

 n
ew

 C
arrow

 G
irls beh

in
d th

e oth
ers. A

n
d as th

e straw
-

berry-blon
de took

 h
er place beh

in
d T

h
eo as h

e sat, H
erm

ion
e realized th

e 
ch

air to D
raco’s left w

as em
pty. 

B
laise w

asn
’t h

ere. Sh
e w

as th
an

k
ful th

at m
ean

t G
iulian

a w
as som

e-
w

h
ere else as w

ell. 
A

s soon
 as th

e boys w
ere seated, th

e girls stepped forw
ard for th

e w
in

e 
bottles. H

erm
ion

e follow
ed, reach

in
g beyon

d D
raco’s sh

oulder an
d pour-

in
g w

in
e in

to h
is glass. 

T
h

ey repeated th
eir toast —

 “T
o th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s pow

er. M
ay h

e reign
 

foreverm
ore” —

 an
d H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed as eleven
 boys dran

k
 deeply to 

h
is h

on
or. T

h
ere w

as less food on
 th

e table th
an

 tw
o w

eek
s ago. N

o opu-
len

t pig roast or decaden
t side dish

es. A
s th

e boys settled back
 in

to con
-

versation
, th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de an

d tw
o oth

er girls started m
ovin

g 
aroun

d w
ith

 trays, servin
g ligh

t h
ors d’oeuvres an

d ch
eese. 

W
ith

out din
n

er in
 th

e w
ay, it didn

’t tak
e lon

g for th
e first girl to drop 

in
to a lap —

 a giggly w
aif in

 a silver collar w
h

o draped h
erself over T

er-
ren

ce H
iggs w

ith
out a fuss. A

s if h
e’d been

 w
aitin

g for th
e cue all even

in
g, 

G
oyle directed Susan

 to h
is lap, h

is arm
s w

rappin
g aroun

d h
er stom

ach
 

an
d h

is face in
h

alin
g deeply at h

er n
eck

 as sh
e grim

aced. 
H

erm
ion

e w
as listen

in
g to th

e con
versation

s an
d w

atch
in

g th
e boys 

closely, so sh
e saw

 th
e exact m

om
en

t Flin
t pulled a sm

all box out of h
is 

rob
es. 
“W

h
at do w

e say, gen
tlem

en
,” h

e called out over th
e n

oise. “Sh
all w

e 
lose som

e G
alleon

s ton
igh

t?” 
T

h
e boys laugh

ed an
d jeered, ribbin

g on
e an

oth
er about w

h
o h

ad w
on

 
an

d lost last tim
e. Flin

t’s lon
g fin

gers open
ed th

e box an
d pluck

ed out a 
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could b
e uttered. Sh

e tigh
ten

ed h
er fin

gers aroun
d th

e sleeves of h
er car-

digan
, an

d tilted h
er ch

in
 up in

 defian
ce. 

H
is eyes lin

gered on
 h

er face before look
in

g aw
ay. “I don

’t h
ave a vial. 

I w
ould n

eed to procure on
e.” 

“E
xcellen

t. I’ll w
ait h

ere.” Sh
e return

ed to h
er ben

ch
, pluck

ed up h
er 

book
, an

d open
ed to th

e page sh
e w

as last on
. 

Sh
e preten

ded to read in
n

ocen
tly un

til sh
e fin

ally h
eard h

is sh
oes sh

uf-
fle tow

ard th
e doors, disappearin

g. 
H

er sh
elves trem

bled, beggin
g h

er to th
in

k
 about sliced th

roats, a 
tigh

t fist of red h
air an

d jeerin
g m

en
—

 
A

 lake w
ith

 still w
aters. Sh

e breath
ed deep, tastin

g blood from
 w

h
ere 

sh
e’d bitten

 th
e in

side of h
er ch

eek
. Sh

e tuck
ed G

in
n

y aw
ay on

to a top 
sh

elf n
ext to H

arry. 
Som

etim
e later, just as h

er book
 on

 th
e h

istory of m
agical A

sia h
ad 

tak
en

 h
er in

terest again
, th

e C
on

servatory doors open
ed. Sh

e look
ed up, 

an
d h

er breath
 caugh

t to fin
d N

arcissa look
in

g for h
er am

on
gst th

e leaves. 
W

h
en

 h
er blue eyes lan

ded on
 h

er, N
arcissa sm

iled, folded h
er h

an
ds, 

an
d said, “T

ea?” 
H

erm
ion

e felt a w
arm

th
 return

 to h
er body th

at h
ad been

 absen
t for 

h
ours. Follow

ed by a stab
 of guilt th

at sh
e h

ad som
eon

e w
h

o sat w
ith

 h
er 

for tea. W
ith

 a quick
 sm

ile, H
erm

ion
e n

odded an
d sh

ifted h
er discarded

 
book

s off th
e secon

d seat. 
N

arcissa did w
h

at sh
e did best —

 distracted from
 th

e h
orrors outside 

H
erm

ion
e’s gilded cage w

ith
 h

er truly pleasan
t com

pan
y. H

erm
ion

e felt 
h

er body urgin
g h

er to relax in
to th

e fam
iliar com

fort of it, but sh
e re-

sisted. 
A

fter a pause w
h

ere th
ey both

 turn
ed to a book

 in
 th

eir laps, a cup of 
tea on

 each
 side table, N

arcissa said, “I h
eard you w

en
t to E

din
burgh

 C
as-

tle last n
igh

t.” 
H

erm
ion

e darted a sidew
ays glan

ce to fin
d N

arcissa’s lips curlin
g in

to 
h

er tea. “Y
es,” sh

e m
an

aged. 
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“I h
aven

’t h
ad th

e pleasure of atten
din

g a gath
erin

g th
ere. N

or do I 
h

ave an
y in

ten
tion

 to.” Sh
e took

 a lon
g sip. 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed, w

on
derin

g h
ow

 m
uch

 N
arcissa k

n
ew

 about h
er 

son
’s activities th

ere. T
h

e th
in

gs h
e w

itn
essed. T

urn
ed a blin

d eye to. 
“It w

asn
’t to m

y lik
in

g eith
er.” H

erm
ion

e stared in
to h

er teacup. 
N

arcissa patted h
er lips an

d placed h
er teacup on

 th
e en

d table. “W
h

en
 

th
ey w

ere in
 m

y h
ouse, th

ere w
as little I could do about th

at k
in

d of be-
h

avior. It w
as…

 a pow
erless feelin

g, H
erm

ion
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed up at h

er, h
ardly darin

g to breath
e. 

“A
n

d even
 th

en
 I w

on
dered, ‘H

ow
 can

 I n
ot stop th

is? H
ow

 can
 I pos-

sibly stan
d b

y an
d allow

 th
is to h

appen
?’“ Sh

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead. “B
ut I h

ad
 

little ch
oice in

 th
e m

atter. M
y prin

ciples w
ere overruled b

y th
e n

eed to 
k

eep m
y fam

ily safe.” N
arcissa push

ed a lock
 of blon

de h
air beh

in
d h

er 
ear. “I th

in
k

 it’s a com
m

on
 ph

ilosoph
y am

on
gst us M

alfoys,” sh
e said w

ith
 

a sm
ile. “Survive. In

 dan
gerous tim

es, let pragm
atism

 b
e th

e death
 of prin

-
ciples.” 

N
arcissa turn

ed h
er eyes on

 H
erm

ion
e for th

e first tim
e, a fire in

 th
em

 
th

at H
erm

ion
e h

ad seen
 th

e n
igh

t before in
 a differen

t pair of eyes. “A
n

d
 

on
ce th

ey’ve un
derestim

ated you —
 strik

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e w
as still, w

aitin
g for h

er breath
 to return

. W
aitin

g for N
ar-

cissa to sm
ile an

d return
 to discussin

g th
e w

eath
er. 

It didn
’t com

e. 
H

erm
ion

e’s lips parted, sk
in

 tin
glin

g w
ith

 adren
alin

e. 
T

h
e doors flun

g open
, an

d sh
e jum

ped. D
raco w

as stopped in
 th

e door-
w

ay, starin
g at th

e sigh
t of h

is m
oth

er sittin
g w

ith
 h

er. Sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 

push
 a h

an
d in

to h
is pock

et, a vial disappearin
g. 

“M
oth

er,” h
e greeted. “I h

ave to borrow
 G

ran
ger, I’m

 afraid.” 
H

erm
ion

e stood, placin
g h

er teacup dow
n

. H
er h

eart poun
ded w

ith
 th

e 
fire ign

ited in
 h

er. 
Sh

e h
ad to break

 dow
n

 th
e potion

. Sh
e h

ad to learn
 h

ow
 to m

im
ic it. 

Sh
e h

ad to go back
 to E

din
burgh

. 
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H
er talen

ts. Sh
e im

agin
ed th

e oth
er H

erm
ion

e sh
iftin

g sen
suously on

 
D

raco’s lap, un
buck

lin
g h

is belt an
d un

zippin
g h

is trousers w
h

ile h
is h

an
d 

w
an

dered up h
er dress—

 
Sh

e breath
ed deep an

d cen
tered h

er m
in

d, ign
orin

g th
e an

ger an
d dis-

gust bubblin
g ben

eath
 h

er sk
in

. In
stead sh

e let h
er eyes flit across th

e 
room

, search
in

g for C
h

o. 
“Fath

er’s righ
t, you k

n
ow

,” T
h

eo said as th
e th

ree of th
em

 h
eaded

 
th

rough
 th

e passage to th
e oth

er buildin
g. “Y

ou’re on
ly m

ak
in

g th
in

gs 
w

orse. I h
eard th

at m
en

 in
 th

e oth
er room

 h
ave been

 talk
in

g about h
er—

” 
“A

n
d w

h
ere’s your w

h
ore ton

igh
t, T

h
eo?” D

raco draw
led, leadin

g 
th

em
 up th

e w
in

din
g stairs w

ith
out a look

 back
w

ard. “W
aitin

g for you 
on

 h
is k

n
ees in

 th
e m

en
’s room

?” 
H

erm
ion

e’s eyes w
iden

ed, an
d sh

e h
eard T

h
eo m

iss a step beh
in

d h
er. 

H
e w

as sputterin
g an

d scram
blin

g for a reply w
h

en
 D

raco reach
ed th

e 
lan

din
g, grabbin

g h
er elbow

 to guide h
er for th

e last tw
o steps an

d ign
or-

in
g th

eir com
pan

ion
. 

H
arper stood at th

e door again
, an

d w
ith

 h
im

 w
as th

e straw
b

erry-
blon

de girl from
 tw

o w
eek

s ago. H
arper stood up straigh

t, an
d th

e girl 
batted h

er lash
es dem

urely at th
em

 as th
ey arrived. 

T
h

eo’s protests died on
 h

is lips as th
e girl sk

ipped to h
is side an

d pressed 
a k

iss to h
is ch

eek
. H

is ch
eek

s w
ere brigh

t red, an
d h

is jaw
 clen

ch
ed as h

e 
slipped h

is arm
 aroun

d h
er back

. 
H

arper did h
is security tests on

 th
eir rin

gs an
d collars, an

d th
en

 th
ey 

w
ere h

eaded in
to th

e sn
ak

e pit. B
oisterous laugh

ter an
d sh

outin
g assaulted 

h
er ears, an

d w
h

en
 th

e door sw
un

g open
, th

e roo
m

 ch
eered, greetin

g 
D

raco an
d T

h
eo. M

on
tague started a ch

an
t of “F

ratelli d’Italia!” an
d th

e 
boys sh

ook
 D

raco’s h
an

d w
ith

 m
ock

in
g greetin

gs of “B
uon

giorn
o!” an

d 
“C

iao bello!” 
D

raco took
 it all in

 stride, sh
ovin

g th
em

 off an
d join

in
g th

eir ch
an

t-
in

g w
ith

 an
 en

ergy sh
e k

n
ew

 w
as put upon

. O
n

e look
 back

 at T
h

eo sh
ow

ed 
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n
o luck

. Sh
e an

d D
raco passed a pale-faced Jugson

 w
ith

 a n
od, an

d sh
e 

n
oticed th

at h
e w

as m
issin

g a h
an

d. 
“D

raco,” a slim
y voice called out beh

in
d th

em
, H

erm
ion

e felt a n
au-

seous dread slidin
g th

rough
 h

er vein
s. T

h
ey turn

ed an
d foun

d N
ott Sr. ap-

proach
in

g w
ith

 T
h

eo at h
is side. “I didn

’t expect you back
 so soon

.” 
“Sir.” D

raco sh
ook

 N
ott’s h

an
d an

d gave T
h

eo a careless n
od. “W

e w
ere 

able to resolve th
e situation

 quick
ly. Y

axley is stayin
g for an

oth
er w

eek
, 

an
d D

oloh
ov join

ed h
im

 as w
e w

ere leavin
g.” 

“G
ood,” N

ott Sr. said. A
n

d th
ough

 sh
e w

as starin
g at th

e floor, sh
e 

could feel h
is eyes slith

er dow
n

 h
er body. 

“H
ello, little dove.” T

h
e h

an
dle of h

is can
e push

ed un
der h

er ch
in

 un
-

til h
er face tilted back

. Sh
e felt D

raco’s th
um

b tw
itch

 again
st h

er back
. “I 

m
issed your little sh

ow
 last w

eek
. P

erh
aps you’ll grace us w

ith
 a repeat per-

form
an

ce ton
igh

t.” 
H

er blood froze, soun
d rush

in
g in

 h
er ears. A

 sn
ort from

 T
h

eo as 
D

raco’s h
an

d pressed h
arder in

to h
er sk

in
. “N

ot lik
ely, Fath

er. I’m
 sure 

D
raco is goin

g to h
oard h

er talen
ts for at least an

oth
er year or tw

o.” 
“Is th

at so? H
ow

 un
fortun

ate.” H
e tsk

ed. “Y
ou k

n
ow

 D
raco, forbid-

din
g th

e fruit on
ly m

ak
es it m

ore tem
ptin

g.” 
H

erm
ion

e k
ept h

er gaze steady on
 N

ott’s, h
oldin

g h
er breath

. H
is can

e 
slipped dow

n
 h

er n
eck

, betw
een

 h
er clavicles, an

d lan
ded betw

een
 h

er 
breasts. 

“Such
 a pretty dress,” h

e croon
ed. A

n
d even

 w
ith

 D
raco stan

din
g so 

close, w
ith

 h
is h

an
d tigh

ten
in

g on
 h

er w
aist, N

ott Sr. stepped even
 closer, 

lon
g fin

gers slidin
g low

 over h
er h

ip. Sh
e felt every m

uscle tigh
ten

. “It just 
begs to b

e peeled off.” 
“U

n
fortun

ately, T
ed,” D

raco’s voice w
as sm

ooth
 in

 h
er ear, lik

e a 
w

arm
 breeze. “I’ll b

e th
e on

e doin
g th

e peelin
g.” 

D
raco’s fin

gers curled tigh
tly on

 th
e curve of h

er w
aist, un

steadyin
g 

h
er un

til sh
e h

ad to step back
. Sh

e foun
d h

er breath
, an

d D
raco quick

ly 
excused th

em
, tak

in
g T

h
eo w

ith
 th

em
. 
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“O
f course, dear,” N

arcissa said. Sh
e gave a quick

 n
od to H

erm
ion

e, 
h

er face as seren
e an

d un
assum

in
g as ever. “I’ll see you for break

fast to-
m

orrow
, H

erm
ion

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded back

, an
d m

oved quick
ly to th

e doorw
ay, follow

in
g 

D
raco out. 

H
e sw

ept from
 th

e C
on

servatory, already h
alfw

ay dow
n

 th
e corridor 

b
y th

e tim
e sh

e caugh
t up to h

im
. Follow

in
g h

im
 dow

n
 h

allw
ays sh

e h
ad 

yet to m
em

orize an
d turn

in
g dow

n
 an

oth
er staircase to a low

er floor, sh
e 

struggled to k
eep up w

ith
 h

is lon
g legs. 

A
 door at th

e en
d of th

e h
allw

ay appeared, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s brow
s 

jum
ped w

h
en

 sh
e recogn

ized th
e N

otice-M
e-N

ot C
h

arm
. N

o w
on

der sh
e 

h
adn

’t spen
t tim

e dow
n

 h
ere yet. 

H
e push

ed open
 th

e door an
d lit th

e can
dles w

ith
 a w

ave. Sh
e stepped 

in
to a potion

s laboratory lin
ed w

ith
 beak

ers an
d cauldron

s an
d in

gredi-
en

ts. H
er eyes scan

n
ed th

e w
alls greedily, search

in
g for secrets an

d rare 
fin

ds. 
“Is th

is your fath
er’s laboratory?” 

H
e look

ed over h
is sh

oulder at h
er. “It’s m

in
e.” H

e pulled h
is eyes from

 
h

ers. “Y
ou are w

elcom
e to it, n

ow
 th

at you k
n

ow
 th

e w
ay.” 

H
er eyes w

iden
ed. T

h
e Suppressan

t P
otion

. Sh
e could break

 it dow
n

 
h

ere if on
ly sh

e h
ad a vial. Sh

e tuck
ed aw

ay h
er excitem

en
t at th

e possibil-
ities, an

d return
ed to th

e presen
t, w

h
ere D

raco w
as ligh

tin
g th

e fires. 
H

e retrieved an
 elm

 spoon
 an

d pulled th
e vial from

 h
is pock

et, placin
g 

it n
ext to th

e h
eatin

g pot. T
h

en
 h

e stepped aside. Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
, re-

alizin
g th

at h
e w

as allow
in

g h
er to do th

e w
ork

. 
Sh

e stared at th
e lab table. Sh

e h
adn

’t th
ough

t sh
e’d ever b

e allow
ed 

n
ear m

agical in
gredien

ts again
. 

Sh
e stepped forw

ard, eyein
g th

e cauldron
. H

er fin
gers pried th

e cork
 

from
 th

e vial, an
d sh

e tipped tw
o drops in

to th
e bottom

. 
“W

h
ere did you get it?” sh

e ask
ed. 

“B
laise. H

e h
as a few

 vials, but h
e doesn

’t lik
e to use th

em
.” 
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Sh
e look

ed up at h
im

, fin
din

g h
is eyes on

 th
e cauldron

, an
d quick

ly 
turn

ed aw
ay. 

T
h

e sh
elves w

ere im
peccably organ

ized. Sh
e read each

 label un
til sh

e 
foun

d an
 acid th

at w
ould w

ork
. Sh

e pulled dow
n

 distilled w
ater an

d a 
h

on
ey paste for th

ick
en

in
g. Sh

e search
ed for an

 oil, perh
aps beaver oil 

or—
 

L
on

g fin
gers n

ext to h
ers, tiltin

g beh
in

d a tall bottle to pluck
 out a jar 

labeled N
iffler Saliva. H

er eyes grew
 w

ide. Sn
ape w

ould n
ever let th

em
 use 

such
 expen

sive products in
 sch

ool. Sh
e glan

ced up at D
raco, tak

in
g th

e jar 
from

 h
is fin

gertips. H
e w

as stan
din

g as far aw
ay as possible w

h
ile still be-

in
g able to reach

 th
e sh

elves. H
e look

ed aw
ay. 

Sh
e drizzled th

e acid, added th
e distilled w

ater, an
d prepared th

e sec-
on

d cauldron
 w

ith
 h

on
ey paste. Sh

e felt h
is eyes on

 h
er h

an
ds as sh

e 
w

ork
ed, th

ough
 sh

e refused to look
 up to con

firm
. T

h
e steam

 rose as th
e 

cauldron
 bubbled, an

d sh
e w

on
dered w

h
y Slyth

erin
s alw

ays brew
ed th

eir 
potion

s in
 th

e m
ost ill-con

ceived un
dergroun

d location
s. Sw

eat rolled 
dow

n
 th

e back
 of h

er n
eck

, an
d sh

e push
ed h

er h
air over h

er sh
oulder as 

h
er curls expan

ded. 
H

e stood b
y h

er side, steppin
g in

 silen
tly w

h
en

 it w
as tim

e for w
an

d-
w

ork
. Sh

e scribbled h
er fin

din
gs in

to an
 em

pty n
otebook

 n
earby. 

A
sh

w
in

der eggs, rose petals, an
d m

oon
ston

e for th
e obsessive euph

oria. 
H

e w
as righ

t about th
e asph

odel, possibly for a bit of drow
sin

ess. P
orcu-

pin
e quills to add en

h
an

ce th
e euph

oria. Sn
eezew

ort for con
fusion

 an
d a 

bit of reck
lessn

ess. 
M

ixed w
ith

 th
e h

air of th
e in

ten
ded partn

er, th
e drin

k
er w

ould be-
com

e dizzy an
d con

fused
 un

til th
eir sk

in
 touch

ed th
eir partn

er’s. T
h

e 
con

fusion
 w

ould fade an
d th

e ob
session

 w
ould begin

, euph
oria spik

in
g. 

P
ullin

g aw
ay from

 th
e partn

er w
ould brin

g back
 th

e con
fusion

 an
d diz-

zin
ess. 
H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed dow
n

 at h
er n

otes. It w
ould w

ear off even
tually, 

but it could tak
e h

ours. 
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th
at it w

as truly h
appen

in
g again

. 
T

h
e w

erew
olves h

ow
led, th

e guards sm
ack

ed th
eir lips, an

d th
e crow

d 
of D

eath
 E

aters in
 th

e courtyard w
h

istled. Sh
e ign

ored th
em

 all, h
ardly 

registerin
g th

eir jeers about h
er bare legs as sh

e focused on
 a lak

e w
ith

 still 
w

aters. 
D

raco w
as puttin

g on
 a sh

ow
 of bein

g quite relaxed. D
urin

g th
eir first 

w
alk

 in
to E

din
burgh

, h
e w

as rush
ed an

d an
xious. T

h
is tim

e, h
e w

as sh
out-

in
g back

 at th
e crow

d w
ith

 a laugh
, stoppin

g to ch
at w

ith
 som

eon
e at th

e 
top of th

e stairs, an
d teasin

g som
eon

e w
h

o w
as cough

in
g on

 th
eir cigar. 

B
ut w

h
en

 th
e spectators van

ish
ed an

d it w
as on

ly th
e tw

o of th
em

, sh
e 

w
atch

ed h
is face fall, an

 em
pty expression

 in
 h

is eyes. 
H

e led h
er th

rough
 th

e doors to th
e G

reat H
all, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s 

breath
 caugh

t to see C
h

arlotte turn
in

g to th
em

 w
ith

 a tray of ch
am

pagn
e. 

“M
aster M

alfoy,” sh
e said w

ith
 a flirty grin

. “G
ood even

in
g. A

n
d M

iss 
G

ran
ger.” 

C
h

arlotte’s eyes m
et h

ers briefly before offerin
g h

er ch
am

pagn
e. H

er-
m

ion
e reach

ed for h
er ow

n
 glass th

is tim
e, h

opin
g to draw

 C
h

arlotte’s 
eyes, but sh

e w
as already reach

in
g for th

e curtain
 an

d lettin
g th

em
 in

to 
th

e G
reat H

all. 
T

h
e m

usic an
d th

e ch
atter h

it h
er lik

e a w
all, stirrin

g h
er m

em
ories of 

tw
o w

eek
s ago. Sh

e w
as flooded w

ith
 terror for a freezin

g m
om

en
t before 

feelin
g D

raco’s h
an

d on
 h

er back
, w

arm
 an

d steadyin
g. 

H
e stopped to talk

 w
ith

 people as th
ey sipped th

eir ch
am

pagn
e. H

er-
m

ion
e tried to catalog th

e guests an
d con

versation
s m

ore fastidiously th
is 

tim
e. T

w
o w

eek
s ago, sh

e w
as far m

ore focused on
 th

e girls. T
h

is tim
e sh

e 
n

eeded to listen
 to th

e w
h

ispered jok
es an

d un
spok

en
 clues. 

D
raco greeted R

abastan
 L

estran
ge w

h
ile h

e w
as m

id-con
versation

, a 
quick

 tap on
 h

is sh
oulder an

d a few
 polite w

ords w
h

ile L
estran

ge’s eyes 
w

an
dered dow

n
 H

erm
ion

e’s w
aist an

d h
ips. H

e led h
er to a quick

 con
ver-

sation
 w

ith
 M

ulciber, w
h

o did n
ot h

ave C
h

o h
an

gin
g off of h

is elb
ow

 —
 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes scan

n
ed for h

er as in
con

spicuously as possible, but w
ith
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h
er im

agin
ation

 flick
ered th

rough
 a series of disgustin

g an
d depraved im

-
ages of…

 m
ultiple people…

 an
d—

 “H
ow

 old is sh
e?” sh

e croak
ed. 

D
raco paused. “Fourteen

.” H
is reply w

asn
’t surprisin

g, but it still h
it 

h
er lik

e a blow
 to th

e gut. Sh
e sw

ayed h
er on

 h
er feet. H

e con
tin

ued, “So 
Flin

t’s potion
 is n

o lon
ger allow

ed—
” 

“W
as your h

air m
ixed in

?” sh
e ask

ed, h
er voice crack

in
g. 

H
is face turn

ed to h
er sh

arply. A
n

d th
e disgust on

 h
is features brough

t 
h

er as m
uch

 relief as th
e w

ords from
 h

is m
outh

. 
“N

o. W
e w

ere at din
n

er w
h

en
 it h

appen
ed.” 

H
is lip curled, an

d h
e turn

ed aw
ay from

 h
er again

 as sh
e n

odded. 
“A

n
d th

e D
ark

 L
ord w

as displeased?” sh
e prom

pted, breath
in

g easier 
n

ow
. 

“T
h

e in
volved parties w

ere pun
ish

ed. H
e rem

in
ded h

is follow
ers of th

e 
purpose of th

ese revels. N
ot just a place to am

use ourselves. A
 place to serve 

h
im

 an
d h

is am
bition

s.” 
Som

eth
in

g w
as fam

iliar about h
is w

ordin
g, an

d it w
as on

ly a m
om

en
t 

before H
erm

ion
e realized th

at th
ey w

ere N
arcissa’s w

ords. 
A

 sm
irk

 curved h
er lips. It seem

ed th
at N

arcissa M
alfoy h

ad pulled n
ot 

on
ly h

er h
usban

d’s strin
gs, but th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s as w

ell. 
H

e h
eld out a h

an
d for h

er arm
, an

d sh
e gave it to h

im
. H

is h
an

d w
as 

w
arm

 over h
er tattoo as th

ey m
oved th

rough
 th

e gate. T
h

ey w
alk

ed to th
e 

h
ill w

h
ere th

ey could A
pparate from

, an
d sh

e felt relief th
rum

m
in

g 
th

rough
 h

er vein
s th

at h
e’d m

ade it th
rough

 th
e last w

eek
 un

scath
ed. 

“Y
our m

oth
er w

as w
orried about you in

 Italy. W
as it dan

gerous?” 
H

e look
ed aroun

d th
em

, alm
ost lik

e search
in

g for en
em

ies in
 th

e 
w

in
d, an

d said, “T
h

e Italian
 M

agical com
m

un
ity k

n
ow

s exactly w
h

at 
h

appen
ed to B

ravieri, despite Sk
eeter’s attem

pt to spin
 it differen

tly. It 
w

asn
’t a w

alk
 in

 th
e park

.” 
H

e took
 h

er elbow
 an

d spun
 th

em
 to th

e sign
post outside of E

din
burgh

 
C

astle. Sh
e allow

ed th
e lon

g w
alk

 up to th
e gates to cen

ter h
er m

in
d, th

e 
breeze to cool h

er em
otion

s, an
d th

e soun
d of h

er footsteps to con
firm
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“H
ave you ever used th

is potion
 at th

e parties? O
n

 a C
arrow

 G
irl?” sh

e 
ask

ed, break
in

g th
e h

our-lon
g silen

ce. 
“N

o. B
ut I’ve seen

 it.” 
Sh

e stared dow
n

 at th
e in

gredien
ts list. “W

e sh
ould b

e able to m
ak

e an
 

an
tidote fairly easily. I can

 tak
e it before th

e party on
 Friday, an

d th
en

 
w

h
en

 I’m
 given

 th
e potion

, I can
 m

im
ic its effects.” 

W
h

en
 n

o respon
se cam

e, sh
e look

ed up to fin
d h

im
 facin

g h
er, lean

in
g 

on
e h

ip on
 th

e lab
 table, h

is lips pursed an
d eyes fixed on

 th
e floor. 

“M
alfoy?” 

H
e didn

’t look
 up. “G

ran
ger, every eye w

ill b
e on

 you n
ext w

eek
. N

ot 
just M

on
tague an

d P
ucey an

d th
e oth

ers. Flin
t is plan

n
in

g quite th
e spec-

tacle, an
d m

ost of th
e guests are in

terested in
 you already. E

ven
 w

ith
out 

th
e potion

.” 
H

is jaw
 clen

ch
ed, lik

e h
e w

as stoppin
g h

im
self from

 sayin
g m

ore. 
Sh

e crossed h
er arm

s. “Y
ou’re suggestin

g th
at I w

ouldn
’t b

e con
vin

c-
in

g?” 
H

e paused, an
d tilted h

is h
ead. “H

ow
 do you suggest w

e steer clear of 
pen

etrative sex w
h

ile your…
 ob

sessive lust drives you?” 
Sh

e felt a blush
 rise in

 h
er n

eck
 an

d w
atch

ed th
e sam

e flush
 spread over 

h
is ch

eek
bon

es. 
“I see,” sh

e said, th
roat tigh

t. “H
ave you h

ad pen
etrative sex in

 th
e 

L
oun

ge before?” 
H

is eye tw
itch

ed an
d h

e sh
ook

 h
is h

ead, still focused on
 th

e floor. 
“T

h
en

 perh
aps it’s your preferen

ce to stick
 to m

ore m
in

or acts w
h

ile 
in

 public. T
h

at’s som
eth

in
g you can

 sell, righ
t?” 

H
e took

 a deep breath
, an

d th
e frustrated sigh

 on
 h

is exh
ale prick

led
 

th
e back

 of h
er n

eck
. 

“A
n

d w
h

at ‘m
in

or acts’ are you suggestin
g w

e en
gage in

, G
ran

ger?” 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed, listen
in

g to h
er th

roat click
 loudly in

 th
e sm

all room
. 

Sh
e search

ed for th
e w

ords to articulate—
 

H
e grabbed th

e h
on

ey paste an
d distilled w

ater from
 th

e table an
d 
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capped th
em

. “I’ve let you break
 dow

n
 th

e potion
. I ‘ow

ed you’ th
at.” H

e 
turn

ed from
 h

er, puttin
g aw

ay th
e in

gredien
ts on

 th
e sh

elf. “B
ut you’ve 

n
ever seen

 girls on
 th

is potion
. It’s h

um
iliatin

g. D
egradin

g. Y
ou h

ave n
o 

idea w
h

at it does—
” 

“I do, actually. I just brok
e it dow

n
—

” 
“A

n
d is research

 also h
ow

 you’ve prepared for th
e practical application

 
of th

is deception
, G

ran
ger?” H

is back
 to h

er. A
 jar slam

m
ed dow

n
 on

to a 
sh

elf. 
H

er m
outh

 fell open
, in

dign
ation

 burn
in

g in
 h

er gut. 
“A

re you suggestin
g th

at because I’m
 a virgin

 th
at I’ve n

ever lusted af-
ter som

eon
e? T

h
at I w

ouldn
’t un

derstan
d th

ose urges?” 
Sh

e lifted a brow
 an

d w
atch

ed h
is fin

gers sh
ak

e over th
e beak

ers on
 th

e 
sh

elf, glass click
in

g. 
“I’m

 sure you h
ave an

 idea of it, but you’ve seen
 th

e in
gredien

ts. T
h

is 
P

otion
 is n

o jok
e, G

ran
ger.” 

H
e sw

allow
ed, turn

in
g back

 to th
e table an

d pressin
g h

is lips togeth
er 

as H
erm

ion
e glared daggers at h

im
. 

Sh
e rem

em
bered th

e sim
perin

g sm
iles C

h
o w

ould give M
ulciber. T

h
e 

flirty laugh
 from

 C
h

arlotte to Flin
t. A

n
d N

arcissa’s rem
in

der about w
h

en
 

to strik
e. 

H
is h

an
ds reach

ed for th
e em

pty cauldron
 to sh

elve it an
d sh

e lurch
ed

 
forw

ard, grabbin
g th

e collar of h
is sh

irt. H
is quick

 reflexes caugh
t h

er, 
h

an
ds com

in
g up to h

er elbow
s, h

ead turn
in

g to h
er, an

d sh
e caugh

t sigh
t 

of h
is sh

ock
ed expression

 as th
ey stum

bled back
w

ards to th
e sh

elves, h
er 

m
outh

 lan
din

g on
 th

e corn
er of h

is. 
H

er ch
est fell again

st h
im

 as h
er lips slid from

 h
is m

outh
 w

ith
 th

eir 
tum

blin
g feet. H

e righ
ted th

em
, h

oldin
g h

er arm
s up, but sh

e focused on
 

th
e feelin

g of con
n

ectin
g h

er sk
in

 to h
is. H

ow
 dizzyin

g it w
ould b

e to n
ot 

touch
 h

im
. H

ow
 righ

t it w
as to k

iss h
is jaw

. 
H

e grabbed h
er sh

oulders an
d sh

oved h
er back

, h
er h

ips slam
m

in
g 

in
to th

e table edge. H
is eyes w

ere w
ide an

d h
ot, alm

ost scared. 
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T
h

ey w
ere steps aw

ay from
 th

e gate. D
raco’s pace didn

’t falter un
til 

H
erm

ion
e reach

ed out an
d grabbed h

is arm
, spin

n
in

g h
im

 back
. H

e m
et 

h
er w

ith
 a lazy expression

. 
H

er brow
s furrow

ed, tryin
g to w

ork
 out a piece. “W

h
y did you h

ave to 
go to Italy? A

re you…
 H

ave you been
 prom

oted?” 
H

e sm
irk

ed. “A
s L

ucius M
alfoy’s son

, I don
’t n

eed a prom
otion

. I vol-
un

teered, actually.” 
H

er lips parted in
 sh

ock
. “Y

ou—
” 

“For B
laise,” h

e said. “H
is m

oth
er w

as close frien
ds w

ith
 B

ravieri —
 a 

w
ell-k

n
ow

n
 bit of gossip. It w

as in
 h

is best in
terest to volun

teer h
is assis-

tan
ce w

ith
 th

e ‘tran
sition

.’“ H
e stared off over h

er sh
oulder at th

e M
an

or. 
“A

n
d it seem

s to h
ave deflected an

y suspicion
. T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord gifted G
iu-

lian
a to h

im
 as a tok

en
 of gratitude for h

is service.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s lip curled. “So sh
e’ll h

ave to preten
d n

ow
, too. O

n
ly it w

as 
real for h

er. I saw
 h

er th
ere. T

h
at girl is a child. Sh

e isn
’t stron

g en
ough

 to 
act lik

e Z
abin

i’s playth
in

g—
” 

“G
iulian

a w
on

’t b
e atten

din
g an

y tim
e soon

,” h
e cut h

er off. “Sh
e’s 

n
ot... in

 an
y state for it. B

laise w
ill m

ak
e h

er excuses.” 
T

h
e sum

m
er w

in
d brush

ed th
rough

 th
em

, an
d H

erm
ion

e felt it dan
ce 

across h
er spin

e in
 a sh

iver. 
“W

h
at h

appen
ed to h

er?” 
D

raco pressed h
is lips togeth

er. N
o respon

se. 
“M

alfoy—
” 

“D
o you really w

an
t to ruin

 your even
in

g before it even
 begin

s, 
G

ran
ger?” 

“Y
es.” 

H
e sigh

ed deeply. A
 h

an
d cam

e up to rub
 h

is brow
. “Jugson

 th
ough

t it 
w

ould b
e a bit of fun

 to put m
ultiple h

airs in
 h

er potion
. A

pparen
tly h

e 
w

as pluck
in

g th
em

 at ran
dom

 from
 aroun

d th
e room

. H
alf of th

e m
en

 
didn

’t even
 realize un

til…
 it began

.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed up at h
im

. “O
h

.” B
ile craw

led up th
e back

 of h
er th

roat as 
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w
ill com

e up?” 
H

e sw
allow

ed an
d said, “E

veryth
in

g w
as th

e sam
e un

til th
e L

oun
ge. 

T
h

e G
reat H

all, th
e ch

am
pagn

e, th
e din

n
er.” 

T
h

e im
ages flash

ed up in
 fron

t of h
er eyes again

 —
 red lips on

 h
is, 

pain
ted n

ails run
n

in
g th

rough
 h

is h
air, D

raco’s fin
gers dippin

g un
der-

n
eath

 h
er k

n
ick

ers—
 

“A
n

d th
e L

oun
ge?” sh

e ask
ed as even

ly as possible, sh
ovin

g th
e pictures 

aside. “W
h

at do I n
eed to k

n
ow

?” 
“Y

ou w
on

’t b
e ask

ed to do an
yth

in
g…

 A
n

yth
in

g m
ore.” H

e look
ed up 

at h
er for th

e first tim
e sin

ce sh
e lan

ded at th
e bottom

 of th
e stairs, an

d 
h

is eyes flick
ered. Sh

e caugh
t som

eth
in

g alm
ost guilty in

 th
em

 before h
is 

m
ask

 click
ed back

 in
to place. “T

h
e L

oun
ge w

ill b
e in

fin
itely tam

er to-
n

igh
t.” 

“W
h

y?” 
H

is jaw
 ten

sed. “T
h

ere w
as an

 in
ciden

t last w
eek

.” 
H

er eyebrow
s sh

ot up as h
e turn

ed on
 h

is h
eel an

d h
eaded to th

e door, 
as if h

e could just en
d th

e con
versation

 th
ere. Sh

e h
urried after h

im
, n

early 
joggin

g to catch
 up. 

“‘In
ciden

t?’ D
oes th

is h
ave to do w

ith
 Italy?” 

H
e push

ed th
rough

 th
e M

an
or doors, an

d as h
e sw

ept dow
n

 th
e stairs, 

sh
e could sw

ear sh
e h

eard h
im

 m
um

ble, “B
righ

test W
itch

 of H
er A

ge.” 
“Y

es,” h
e said. “T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord h
as forbidden

 th
e use of Flin

t’s potion
 

at E
din

burgh
. L

ast w
eek

, it w
as m

isused on
 th

e Italian
 M

in
ister’s n

iece.” 
H

erm
ion

e stum
bled dow

n
 th

e M
an

or steps, follow
in

g beh
in

d h
im

 on
 

th
e ston

e path
 as h

er m
in

d w
ork

ed at break
n

eck
 speed. 

“A
n

ton
io B

ravieri didn
’t support th

e D
ark

 L
ord, did h

e?” sh
e ask

ed as 
h

e m
oved brisk

ly dow
n

 th
e path

. “T
h

at’s w
h

y G
iulian

a w
as tak

en
 an

d 
given

 to a D
eath

 E
ater. T

o coerce h
im

 in
to ch

an
gin

g h
is m

in
d.” D

raco 
didn

’t respon
d, but sh

e didn
’t n

eed h
im

 to. “B
ravieri foun

d out w
h

at h
ap-

pen
ed to G

iulian
a at th

e party, cam
e to rage at th

e D
ark

 L
ord, an

d w
as 

k
illed for it.” 
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“W
h

at are you doin
g?” 

Sh
e pan

ted an
d let h

er eyes glaze over. “D
raco, please.” 

H
is eyes w

iden
ed, an

d sh
e caugh

t a glim
pse of black

 pupils before h
e 

back
ed aw

ay. Sh
e stum

bled forw
ard, reach

in
g up to pull h

is h
ead dow

n
 to 

h
er, but before sh

e could con
n

ect th
eir lips h

e push
ed aw

ay again
. 

“G
ran

ger, stop—
” 

“I n
eed you. P

lease, D
raco.” H

er fin
gers w

oun
d in

to h
is h

air, an
d sh

e 
rose up on

 h
er toes again

, aim
in

g for h
is lips, an

d m
urm

urin
g, “T

ouch
 

m
e.” 
Q

uick
 as ligh

tn
in

g, h
er h

an
ds w

ere off of h
im

 an
d h

er body w
as push

ed
 

in
to th

e table. H
e w

as across th
e room

 in
 th

ree strides. 
“I told you I could do it,” sh

e pan
ted, an

d h
e froze in

 th
e doorw

ay. 
H

is sh
oulder tw

itch
ed, an

d th
en

 h
e w

as gon
e. 

Sh
e tried to catch

 h
er breath

, h
er sk

in
 h

um
m

in
g an

d lips tin
glin

g 
from

 w
h

ere sh
e’d touch

ed h
im

. >
 

D
raco diligen

tly ign
ored h

er for th
e n

ext six days. T
h

e first few
 days, sh

e 
told h

erself th
at it w

as a good th
in

g, but b
y W

edn
esday n

igh
t, sh

e started 
to get n

ervous. Sh
e h

ad to go back
. R

egardless of h
ow

 th
ey m

igh
t feel 

about on
e an

oth
er at th

e m
om

en
t. 

Sh
e fin

ally sough
t h

im
 out on

 Friday m
orn

in
g, fin

din
g h

im
 in

 th
e 

k
itch

en
s tak

in
g an

 apple from
 th

e elves’ bask
et. 

Sh
e placed h

er h
an

ds on
 h

er h
ips an

d said, “I assum
e w

e’ll b
e leavin

g at 
ten

 ton
igh

t?” 
H

e turn
ed, an

d h
is eyes scan

n
ed h

er before replyin
g, “N

o. N
o party to-

n
igh

t.” 
Sh

e lifted a doubtful brow
. “W

h
y?” 

“It’s been
 postpon

ed.” H
e tossed th

e apple betw
een

 h
is h

an
ds, k

eepin
g 

h
is eyes aw

ay from
 h

er. “A
 m

ission
 from

 th
e D

ark
 L

ord h
as tak

en
 prece-

den
ce.” 
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“Y
ou can

’t avoid m
e forever, M

alfoy. W
e’re in

 th
is togeth

er w
h

eth
er 

you lik
e it or n

ot, an
d th

e soon
er you—

” 
“D

id you h
ear a w

ord I just said? It’s n
ot h

appen
in

g ton
igh

t.” H
e 

brush
ed past h

er w
ith

out an
oth

er w
ord. 

H
erm

ion
e h

uffed at th
e em

pty k
itch

en
, fists clen

ch
ed. H

e w
as clearly 

lyin
g. 

So at ten
 o’clock

 th
at n

igh
t, sh

e crack
ed h

er door open
, w

aitin
g to h

ear 
th

e soun
ds of h

im
 leavin

g th
e M

an
or. A

fter h
alf an

 h
our w

ith
 h

er eye on
 

th
e door, sh

e m
oved to h

er balcon
y w

in
dow

s, w
on

derin
g if h

e’d left 
th

rough
 h

is ow
n

 fireplace. W
h

ile sh
e still didn

’t h
ave access to h

er bal-
con

y, sh
e could press h

er face to th
e glass an

d look
 for th

e ligh
t com

in
g 

from
 h

is bedroom
. 

It w
as dark

. 
Sh

e glared an
d stom

ped in
to h

er bath
room

, decidin
g on

 a bath
 w

h
ile 

sh
e w

aited for h
im

 to return
. A

s sh
e relaxed in

to th
e w

arm
 w

ater an
d bub-

bles, sh
e tried to th

in
k

 of w
ays to con

vin
ce D

raco to brin
g h

er back
 to 

E
din

burgh
. H

e didn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e w

as capable of th
e sexual ch

allen
ges th

ey 
w

ould face, but sh
e could con

vin
ce h

im
. Sh

e h
ad to. 

Sh
e h

ad to get back
 to C

h
o. Sh

e n
eeded to figure out w

h
o C

h
arlotte 

w
as an

d w
h

eth
er th

at grape h
ad m

ean
t w

h
at sh

e th
ough

t it did. Sh
e’d been

 
stuck

 in
side of M

alfoy M
an

or for tw
o m

on
th

s n
ow

, an
d E

din
burgh

 w
as 

th
e closest sh

e’d gotten
 to th

e rem
ain

s of th
e O

rder. 
L

et pragm
atism

 be th
e death

 of prin
ciples. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad to prove to h
im

 th
at sh

e could h
an

dle h
erself. W

h
atever 

it took
. 

A
fter m

idn
igh

t, sh
e dragged an

 arm
ch

air to h
er balcon

y w
in

dow
 an

d 
read a book

 w
ith

 on
e eye on

 D
raco’s balcon

y, w
aitin

g for a sign
 of life 

from
 in

side th
e room

. 
A

t a quarter past tw
o, h

er bleary eyes drifted up from
 h

er pages. L
igh

t 
w

as pourin
g from

 in
side h

is room
 on

to h
is balcon

y. Sh
e jum

ped up, w
ide 

aw
ak

e, th
e book

 tum
blin

g on
 th

e carpet. Y
an

k
in

g a jum
per over h

er 
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quick
ly dism

issed h
er, ask

in
g h

er to tell D
raco th

at sh
e’d b

e dow
n

stairs 
m

om
en

tarily. 
T

h
e slip dress w

as black
 lace w

ith
 a low

 n
eck

. It w
ould b

e tigh
t on

 h
er 

body, leavin
g very little to th

e im
agin

ation
. B

ut perh
aps th

e revelers at 
E

din
burgh

 C
astle n

o lon
ger n

eeded to im
agin

e h
er in

 an
y w

ay. It w
as pos-

sible th
ey’d seen

 quite a bit of h
er body already. 

H
erm

ion
e pressed h

er lips togeth
er, an

d push
ed aw

ay th
ose th

ough
ts. 

Sh
e w

en
t to th

e arm
oire, reach

in
g in

to th
e draw

er th
at h

eld h
er k

n
ick

-
ers. Sh

e rum
m

aged th
rough

 th
em

 an
d decided on

 th
e pair th

at look
ed th

e 
m

ost sen
sual. 

T
h

e dress slith
ered dow

n
 h

er sk
in

, n
eedin

g to b
e tugged aroun

d h
er 

back
side. Sh

e slipped th
e collar on

, an
d th

e m
etal sh

run
k

 to h
er sk

in
 just 

as it h
ad last tim

e. Sh
e fidgeted w

ith
 th

e ch
illy gold m

etal as sh
e ch

eck
ed 

th
e clock

, testin
g to m

ak
e sure it h

adn
’t glued itself to h

er. It seem
ed to 

sh
rin

k
 an

d tigh
ten

 in
 respon

se to h
er touch

, attractin
g to h

er sk
in

 lik
e a 

m
agn

et. Sh
e easily fit h

er fin
ger betw

een
 h

er n
eck

 an
d th

e collar. 
W

ith
 sh

oes on
 an

d on
e last look

 in
 th

e m
irror, H

erm
ion

e h
eaded 

dow
n

 th
e h

allw
ay to th

e stairs. T
h

e portraits took
 th

e opportun
ity to h

iss 
an

d call h
er n

am
es as sh

e w
obbled b

y, righ
tin

g h
erself on

 th
e creden

za. 
Sh

e’d foun
d h

er footin
g by th

e tim
e sh

e descen
ded th

e stairs, but th
e 

sigh
t of D

raco w
atch

in
g h

er from
 th

e groun
d alm

ost sen
t h

er stum
blin

g 
again

. H
is eyes dripped over h

er face, dress, an
d legs before tearin

g aw
ay 

an
d starin

g dow
n

 at th
e m

arble. 
H

e look
ed rested, an

d despite th
e w

ay h
is gaze h

ad lin
gered, h

e seem
ed

 
to h

ave h
is m

ask
 in

 place. Sh
e click

ed dow
n

 th
e stairs in

 h
er h

eels, aw
k

-
w

ardly listen
in

g to every step un
til sh

e reach
ed th

e bottom
. 

H
e didn

’t im
m

ediately lead h
er out, so sh

e ask
ed, “Is it th

e sam
e en

try 
every tim

e? T
h

rough
 th

e m
ain

 gates?” 
A

fter a beat, h
e n

odded at th
e floor, alm

ost as if sn
appin

g out of a 
tran

ce. 
“W

h
at do I n

eed to k
n

ow
 about last w

eek
?” sh

e ask
ed tigh

tly. “W
h

at 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

3
0
4
 

“Y
es, G

ran
ger,” h

e said flatly, w
alk

in
g aw

ay from
 h

er. “W
e’ll go to 

E
din

burgh
 ton

igh
t.” A

n
d th

en
 un

der h
is breath

, “B
loody w

om
an

…
” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 trudge to h

is door, frow
n

in
g at h

is retreatin
g back

. 
H

ave you h
ad breakfast, sh

e’d been
 about to ask

. 

>
 

A
t eigh

t th
at even

in
g, sh

e did som
eth

in
g for th

e secon
d tim

e sin
ce sh

e’d 
tak

en
 up residen

ce at M
alfoy M

an
or —

 sh
e exam

in
ed h

er van
ity dresser. 

Sh
e’d rum

m
aged th

rough
 it just on

ce before, sh
ortly after sh

e arrived, 
w

h
ile look

in
g for w

eapon
s. 

Sh
e pulled out th

e top draw
er, fin

din
g basic m

ak
eup products an

d 
brush

es. 
H

erm
ion

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 m
uch

 about applyin
g pow

der an
d goo to h

er 
face, but sh

e could rem
em

ber a bit from
 fourth

 year. W
ith

 L
aven

der 
B

row
n

’s voice in
 h

er m
in

d, sh
e laid out th

e tubes an
d gels across h

er coun
-

ter an
d separated th

em
 b

y use. T
h

e eye m
ak

eup on
 h

er righ
t, th

e lips on
 

h
er left, an

d th
e rouge an

d pow
ders in

 th
e cen

ter. 
A

fter h
alf a dozen

 frustratin
g attem

pts, sh
e fin

ally w
as starin

g at a 
sh

adow
 of w

h
at P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 h

ad been
 able to do to h

er face. H
er eyes 

w
ere dark

, h
er lash

es lon
g. A

 dusty pin
k

 lipstick
 w

as all sh
e could fin

d in
 

th
e draw

er. Sh
e search

ed every draw
er an

d cabin
et for n

ail polish
, th

in
k

-
in

g of P
an

sy’s scarlet n
ails, but couldn

’t fin
d an

y. Sh
e w

asn
’t positive sh

e 
could pull off w

h
atever act P

an
sy h

ad played, but sh
e could com

e close to 
it. A

s for h
er h

air…
 H

erm
ion

e h
ad to leave it alon

e. Sh
e h

ad n
o tools, n

o 
w

an
d, an

d even
 if sh

e did h
ave a curlin

g iron
, th

ere w
as n

o electricity in
 

M
alfoy M

an
or. 

M
ippy k

n
ock

ed at quarter till ten
, h

an
din

g h
er th

e collar, th
e dress, 

an
d th

e sh
oes. T

h
e elf w

run
g h

er h
an

ds an
d stared

 trem
ulously at th

e 
floor, clearly k

n
ow

ledgeable about th
e plan

s for th
e even

in
g. P

erh
aps 

sh
e’d h

eard N
arcissa’s ran

ts as w
ell. H

erm
ion

e took
 pity on

 h
er an

d 
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pajam
as, sh

e m
arch

ed out h
er door an

d to h
is. 

Sh
e rapped on

 h
is door an

d w
aited, an

ger un
furlin

g in
 h

er belly. 
W

h
en

 n
o respon

se cam
e, sh

e k
n

ock
ed louder, m

ore in
sisten

tly. 
Sh

e w
as just raisin

g h
er fist to poun

d again
st th

e w
ood w

h
en

 it sw
un

g 
open

. D
raco stared dow

n
 at h

er, lean
in

g forw
ard on

 th
e doorfram

e w
ith

 
on

e h
an

d still on
 th

e door. 
“W

h
y are you still up?” h

e dem
an

ded. 
Sh

e glared at h
im

, liftin
g h

er ch
in

. “I sh
ould b

e ask
in

g you th
e sam

e 
th

in
g. Y

ou h
aven

’t been
 out, h

ave you, M
alfoy?” 

H
e sw

allow
ed an

d said, “I h
ave. I w

as on
 a M

ission
 from

 th
e D

ark
 

L
ord.” 

“T
h

en
 w

h
y do you sm

ell lik
e cigars an

d Firew
h

isk
y,” sh

e h
issed. 

Sh
e w

ould h
ave th

is out w
ith

 h
im

. Sh
e w

ould dem
an

d th
at h

e tak
e h

er 
n

ext w
eek

. 
H

erm
ion

e stepped forw
ard to push

 past h
im

 in
to h

is bedroom
, but 

D
raco stood in

 th
e w

ay, block
in

g h
er. Sh

e blin
k

ed up at h
im

, scow
lin

g. 
A

fter lyin
g egregiously to h

er, th
e least h

e could do w
as let h

er in
 h

is dam
n

 
room

. 
Sh

e stepped to th
e side an

d h
e m

oved w
ith

 h
er, ob

scurin
g h

er vision
. 

Sh
e stared up at h

im
, a pale h

orror crack
in

g over h
er sk

in
. 

H
e h

ad a guest. 
H

er m
in

d con
jured a rapid-fire sequen

ce of im
ages of a C

arrow
 G

irl 
spraw

led across h
is sh

eets —
 th

e activities sh
e’d just in

terrupted. 
“Is th

ere som
eon

e h
ere?” sh

e gasped. 
H

e stared dow
n

 at h
er, jerk

ed h
is h

ead on
ce, an

d said, “N
o. Just in

 th
e 

m
iddle of som

eth
in

g.” 
“O

h
, com

e on
, D

raco,” a fam
iliar voice called from

 in
side th

e room
. 

“G
ive it up. Sh

e’s caugh
t you.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s m

in
d w

h
irred, strugglin

g to place th
e voice th

at soun
ded 

lik
e —

 th
at soun

ded lik
e…

 
Sh

e w
atch

ed D
raco close h

is eyes in
 resign

ation
. 
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A
 girlish

 ch
uck

le from
 in

side th
e bedroom

. A
n

d th
ough

 th
e ton

e w
as 

all w
ron

g, H
erm

ion
e recogn

ized th
e soun

d of th
at voice. 

Sh
e push

ed th
rough

 h
im

, slidin
g un

der h
is arm

 an
d foun

d H
erm

ion
e 

G
ran

ger sittin
g in

 h
is arm

ch
air, legs crossed an

d sippin
g a glass of scotch

 
w

ith
 a sm

ile. H
er lips w

ere redder th
an

 C
h

arlotte’s h
ad been

, lash
es dark

-
en

ed an
d lids sm

ok
y, h

er black
 slip slidin

g up h
er th

igh
. 

H
erm

ion
e’s h

eart sk
ipped an

d stuttered as h
er stun

n
ed m

in
d tried to 

place th
e sm

irk
 on

 h
er face. T

h
e sm

irk
 on

 h
er ow

n
 face, w

orn
 b

y som
eon

e 
else. A

n
d w

h
en

 sh
e w

atch
ed h

er ow
n

 brow
 lift in

to a perfect arch
, th

e real-
ization

 daw
n

ed on
 h

er. 
“P

an
sy?” 

T
h

e girl in
 H

erm
ion

e’s body sm
iled brigh

tly, an
d toasted h

er. “B
righ

t-
est W

itch
 of H

er A
ge.” 

T
h

e puzzle fell in
to place in

 h
er m

in
d as h

er eyes turn
ed to D

raco’s 
carpets. H

e’d gon
e to E

din
burgh

 after all. A
n

d in
stead of tak

in
g h

er, h
e’d 

tak
en

 P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 in
 h

er body. 
“H

m
m

. T
h

at look
 of furious disgust th

ere?” P
an

sy said, poin
tin

g at 
H

erm
ion

e’s face. “I th
in

k
 I pulled th

at off quite n
icely ton

igh
t.” 

H
erm

ion
e couldn

’t fin
d h

er voice. Sh
e could do n

oth
in

g but w
atch

 as 
P

an
sy stood from

 th
e ch

air, pattin
g dow

n
 h

er dress an
d brush

in
g H

erm
i-

on
e’s curls over h

er sh
oulder. N

ot on
ly did sh

e h
ave on

 m
ak

eup, sh
e’d 

styled th
e un

ruly lock
s in

to som
eth

in
g soft an

d lustrous. E
ven

 as sh
e 

w
alk

ed, H
erm

ion
e could see th

e telltale sign
s of P

an
sy—

 th
e con

fiden
t 

strut an
d sw

ay to h
er h

ips th
at sh

e recogn
ized from

 H
ogw

arts —
 but it 

look
ed w

ron
g in

 H
erm

ion
e’s body. T

h
e artless grace an

d sen
suality. 

H
erm

ion
e’s ch

eek
s burn

ed, sudden
ly aw

are of h
er b

aggy pajam
a bot-

tom
s an

d sh
apeless jum

per. 
P

an
sy approach

ed D
raco, reach

ed for th
e gold collar aroun

d h
er n

eck
, 

an
d exten

ded it to h
im

. Sh
e’d pain

ted h
er n

ails scarlet. 
“I’m

 goin
g to get out of your h

air.” Sh
e turn

ed to H
erm

ion
e sh

arply. 
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black
 cloak

 aroun
d h

er sh
oulders. 

Z
abin

i an
d D

raco spok
e in

 h
ush

ed ton
es as Z

abin
i reach

ed in
to th

e bag 
of Floo pow

der, n
oddin

g h
is h

ead at som
eth

in
g D

raco said. Sh
e w

atch
ed 

Z
abin

i turn
 to th

e girl an
d h

um
 som

eth
in

g in
 a caden

ce sh
e recogn

ized
 

as Italian
. T

h
ey m

oved to th
e fireplace, an

d B
laise righ

ted h
er w

h
en

 sh
e 

stum
bled in

 h
er h

eels. 
“G

razie,” sh
e croak

ed. 
B

laise took
 h

er elb
ow

, an
d H

erm
ion

e caugh
t th

e fain
test glim

pse of 
gold an

d black
 letters on

 h
er arm

 as th
ey disappeared th

rough
 th

e Floo. 
D

raco stared at th
e em

pty fireplace for several lon
g m

om
en

ts after th
ey 

van
ish

ed. T
h

en
 h

e crossed th
e room

 an
d started to clim

b
 th

e stairs. 
H

is body m
oved slow

ly, exh
austed an

d th
in

. P
urple-blue rin

gs ben
eath

 
h

is eyes. H
e didn

’t look
 as w

asted as h
e h

ad a m
on

th
 ago, but h

e clearly 
h

adn
’t slept or eaten

 m
uch

. It w
asn

’t un
til h

e w
as steps aw

ay from
 th

e plat-
form

 sh
e w

as on
 th

at h
e fin

ally look
ed up an

d paused. 
“G

ran
ger.” H

e stood tall an
d took

 h
is h

an
d off th

e railin
g, rem

ovin
g 

all w
eak

n
ess from

 h
is stan

ce. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
im

, h
eart th

rum
m

in
g pain

fully w
ith

 th
e w

eigh
t of th

e 
th

in
gs sh

e w
ouldn

’t let h
erself say. “W

h
o w

as th
at?” sh

e fin
ally m

an
aged, 

n
oddin

g h
er h

ead dow
n

 at th
e fireplaces below

. 
H

is th
roat bobbed as h

is eyes took
 h

er in
. “G

iulian
a B

ravieri. Sh
e’ll b

e 
stayin

g w
ith

 B
laise from

 n
ow

 on
.” 

“B
ravieri,” sh

e repeated. “Sh
e’s th

e M
in

ister’s—
” 

“N
iece, yes. E

xcuse m
e, b

ut I’m
 n

ot in
 th

e m
ood for an

 in
quisition

 
righ

t n
ow

.” 
H

e started to clim
b

 again
, m

ovin
g past h

er as h
er m

in
d w

h
irred. 

“D
id you rescue h

er?” sh
e ask

ed. H
er h

eart th
udded dully in

 h
er ch

est, 
an

d h
er lun

gs h
eld tigh

tly, w
aitin

g for h
is respon

se. 
H

e laugh
ed —

 a dry, aged soun
d. “I’d h

ardly call it th
at.” 

A
 stran

ge h
ope fluttered in

 h
er ch

est. 
Sh

e spun
, tak

in
g a breath

 to ask
 —
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en
ough

 im
portan

ce in
 th

e D
eath

 E
ater’s ran

k
s th

at h
e w

as n
ow

 replacin
g 

h
is fath

er in
 h

is absen
ce? Sh

e sh
ivered, dread tw

istin
g in

 h
er stom

ach
. 

Sh
e spen

t th
e rest of th

e day look
in

g in
to th

e politics of th
e Italian

 
M

in
istry an

d th
e B

ravieri fam
ily, search

in
g for clues on

 w
h

y A
n

ton
io B

ra-
vieri h

ad dared to ch
allen

ge V
oldem

ort an
d paid for it w

ith
 h

is life. 

>
 

B
y Friday m

orn
in

g, w
h

en
 D

raco h
ad still n

ot return
ed, sh

e h
ad grim

ly 
com

e to term
s w

ith
 th

e fact th
at th

ey w
ould n

ot b
e goin

g to E
din

burgh
 

th
at n

igh
t. N

arcissa h
ad spen

t th
e w

eek
 distracted, in

vitin
g h

er to tea on
ly 

to drift off an
d th

en
 jum

p up, excusin
g h

erself. H
erm

ion
e assum

ed Italy 
h

ad tak
en

 a turn
 for th

e w
orse, but th

e P
roph

et h
ad b

een
 com

pletely silen
t 

on
 th

e situation
. 

A
fter tw

o an
xiety-filled days w

ith
 n

o n
ew

s of Italy or D
raco, sh

e h
ad 

th
row

n
 h

erself back
 in

to h
er research

 to steer h
er m

in
d firm

ly aw
ay from

 
h

is absen
ce. O

n
ly th

at topic w
as equally frustratin

g. Sh
e’d fin

ish
ed T

h
e 

M
ysteries of M

agical A
sia: V

olum
es 1, 2, an

d 3, an
d foun

d on
ly a h

an
dful 

of irrelevan
t, th

row
aw

ay referen
ces to m

agical slavery. Sh
e w

as n
o closer 

to fin
din

g th
e in

spiration
 for th

e tattoos th
an

 sh
e h

ad been
 a m

on
th

 ago. 
Sh

e w
as h

eaded to break
fast w

h
en

 sh
e h

eard voices in
 th

e en
try h

all. 
Sh

e froze at th
e top of th

e stairs, listen
in

g carefully to catch
 th

e m
um

bled 
w

ords an
d ascertain

 th
eir ow

n
ers. P

eek
in

g over th
e ban

ister, sh
e foun

d th
e 

top of D
raco’s blon

d h
ead —

 a w
ave of relief th

rough
 h

er vein
s —

 as w
ell 

as tw
o oth

ers. 
Z

abin
i an

d a dark
-h

aired girl. 
G

aspin
g, sh

e m
oved forw

ard un
til sh

e could see h
er face, fin

gers 
squeezin

g th
e polish

ed w
ood. 

It w
as th

e olive-sk
in

n
ed girl from

 E
din

burgh
. T

h
e on

e w
h

o h
ad been

 
cryin

g th
rough

 th
e n

igh
t, th

e on
e w

h
o look

ed too youn
g for all of th

is. 
Sh

e look
ed pale an

d dazed, h
er large eyes lock

ed on
 Z

abin
i. T

h
in

n
er th

an
 

th
e last tim

e H
erm

ion
e h

ad seen
 h

er, sh
e practically sw

am
 in

 th
e h

eavy 
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“O
r, your h

air, truly.” Sh
e laugh

ed at h
er jok

e, run
n

in
g h

er h
an

d over 
H

erm
ion

e’s curls. “I m
ust apologize to you for ever m

ak
in

g fun
 of your 

h
air in

 sch
ool. It really is quite a h

assle.” Sh
e sm

iled. “I w
on

’t m
iss it. B

ut 
your arse, G

ran
ger.” P

an
sy ran

 h
er h

an
ds over h

er h
ips, roun

din
g to H

er-
m

ion
e’s back

side. “I m
uch

 prefer th
is. I k

n
ow

 D
raco’s preferen

ce is—
” 

“T
h

at’s en
ough

, P
an

s.” H
is voice w

as cold an
d cuttin

g. 
“Just tryin

g to ligh
ten

 th
e m

ood. W
ell, I guess I’ll b

e goin
g.” P

an
sy 

strolled to th
e fireplace. “L

ook
s lik

e you tw
o h

ave loads to talk
 about.” 

P
an

sy w
in

k
ed, tossed th

e Floo pow
der, an

d disappeared. 
T

h
e sh

ock
 th

at h
ad frozen

 h
er for th

e past few
 m

in
utes w

as fadin
g to 

a fiery ch
urn

in
g in

 h
er stom

ach
, spreadin

g outw
ard an

d ligh
tin

g up every 
n

erve en
din

g on
 h

er sk
in

. H
erm

ion
e felt D

raco’s presen
ce n

ext to h
er, but 

sh
e refused to look

 up at h
im

. 
“Y

ou took
 P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 to E

din
burgh

. In
 m

y body.” 
Sh

e h
eard h

is th
roat click

. 
“It w

as th
e easiest of option

s.” 
Sh

e scoffed, w
h

ippin
g aroun

d to glare at h
im

. “E
asiest.” 

“Y
es, easiest. For both

 of us.” H
e ran

 a h
an

d th
rough

 h
is h

air. “P
an

sy 
h

ad experien
ced th

e effects of Flin
t’s potion

. Sh
e k

n
ew

 w
h

at it did. I 
brew

ed an
 an

tidote, lik
e you suggested. A

n
d sh

e m
im

ick
ed th

e effects.” 
Fury burn

ed in
 h

er bloodstream
. 

“T
h

e poin
t of break

in
g dow

n
 th

e potion
, w

as for m
e to tak

e th
e an

ti-
dote so I could return

 to E
din

burgh
—

” 
“A

n
d th

e poin
t of m

e ask
in

g P
an

sy w
as to spare you from

 th
at.” H

is 
eyes fin

ally m
et h

ers. H
is m

ask
 perfectly in

 place except for th
e spots of 

pin
k

 on
 h

is ch
eek

bon
es. “W

e put on
 a con

vin
cin

g sh
ow

. T
h

e boys sh
ould 

b
e appeased for n

ow
.” 

R
age ch

ok
ed h

er, h
er breath

 grow
in

g sh
allow

 as sh
e th

ough
t about h

er 
ow

n
 body in

 P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

’s h
an

ds, m
ovin

g over h
im

. 
“W

h
at k

in
d of ‘con

vin
cin

g sh
ow

,” sh
e h

issed, steppin
g closer to D

raco 
as h

e retreated. 
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“I did it for your ow
n

 good, G
ran

ger.” 
“Y

ou violated m
y body—

” 
“Y

our body w
as goin

g to b
e violated eith

er w
ay,” h

e sn
arled, h

oldin
g 

h
is groun

d. “T
h

is w
ay, you didn

’t h
ave to b

e in
 it.” 

H
er arm

 m
oved quick

ly, slicin
g th

rough
 th

e air an
d slappin

g h
im

 
across th

e face. H
is h

ead scarcely m
oved despite th

e an
gry, red h

an
dprin

t 
on

 h
is ch

eek
. H

is eyes w
ere h

ot on
 h

ers as th
ey pan

ted in
 each

 oth
er’s faces. 

“D
id you h

ave sex w
ith

 h
er in

 m
y body?” sh

e dem
an

ded, h
atin

g th
e 

w
ay h

er voice sh
ook

. H
is eyes dragged across h

er face, lips pressed togeth
er 

firm
ly un

til h
e an

sw
ered, “N

o.” 
Sh

e felt som
eth

in
g un

tan
gle in

 h
er ch

est, loosen
in

g lik
e a rope. Sh

e 
look

ed aw
ay. “If you put on

 such
 a ‘con

vin
cin

g sh
ow

,’ th
en

 I assum
e th

ey 
w

on
’t force you to use th

e potion
 again

,” sh
e said, h

er voice deadly calm
. 

“N
o. B

ut you’ve been
 seen

 tw
ice in

 a row
 n

ow
. I w

on
’t n

eed to brin
g 

you again
—

” 
“Y

ou w
ill brin

g m
e.” Sh

e stared in
to h

is eyes, dem
an

din
g to b

e h
eard. 

“Y
ou said it yourself —

 th
ey already suspect som

eth
in

g is off. T
h

e oth
er 

girls go every w
eek

 w
ith

 th
eir m

asters, an
d so w

ill you an
d I.” Sh

e tilted 
h

er ch
in

 up an
d w

atch
ed h

is gaze drop to h
er m

outh
 an

d back
 up to h

er 
eyes. “W

e w
ill con

tin
ue to appear at E

din
burgh

 C
astle. A

n
d you’ll stop 

treatin
g m

e lik
e a ch

ild w
h

o’s un
able to n

avigate th
is n

ew
 w

orld.” T
h

e 
silen

ce sen
t sh

ivers dow
n

 h
er spin

e. Sh
e sum

m
on

ed w
h

atever con
fiden

ce 
sh

e h
ad left an

d said, “D
o I m

ak
e m

yself clear?” H
is eyes w

ere dark
, th

e 
grey fadin

g in
to black

 dilated cen
ters. Sh

e felt h
is breath

 on
 h

er ch
eek

 an
d 

th
e h

eat from
 h

is ch
est just in

ch
es from

 h
er ow

n
. 

D
roppin

g h
is eyes on

ce m
ore before fin

din
g h

er gaze again
, h

e w
h

is-
pered, “P

erfectly, G
ran

ger.” 
“G

ood,” sh
e said, steppin

g back
 an

d reach
in

g for th
e door. 

Sh
e disappeared back

 to h
er ow

n
 room

, lettin
g h

er m
in

d w
an

der to th
e 

‘con
vin

cin
g sh

ow
’ P

an
sy h

ad put on
 in

 h
er ow

n
 body, w

on
derin

g if sh
e 

w
ould b

e able to replicate it th
e follow

in
g w

eek
.
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N

 
M
I
N

I
S
T
E
R
 
D
E
A
D
 
B

Y
 

H
E
A
R
T
 
A
T
T
A
C
K
 

b
y

 R
it

a
 S

k
e
e
t
e
r

 

A
n

t
o

n
io

 
B
r
a

v
ie

r
i
, 
It

a
l
ia

n
 
M

in
is

t
e
r

 
f
o
r

 
M

a
g

ic
, 
w

a
s
 
f
o

u
n

d
 

d
e
a

d
 in

 h
is

 c
h

a
m

b
e
r
s
 S

a
t
u

r
d

a
y

 e
v

e
n

in
g

, s
u

f
f
e
r
in

g
 f

r
o

m
 a

 

f
a

t
a

l
 h

e
a

r
t
 a

t
t
a

c
k

. 

T
h

e
 M

in
is

t
e
r

 h
a

d
 p

a
id

 a
 v

is
it

 t
o

 t
h

e
 D

a
r
k

 L
o

r
d
’s

 c
a

s
t
l
e
 

e
a

r
l
ie

r
 
S
a

t
u

r
d
a

y
 
a

f
t
e
r
n

o
o

n
 
t
o

 
p
l
e
d
g

e
 
h

is
 
g

o
v

e
r
n

m
e
n

t
’s

 

s
u

p
p
o

r
t
 
f
o

r
 
t
h

e
 
D
a

r
k

 
L
o

r
d
 
a

n
d

 
t
h

e
 
G
r
e
a

t
 
O

r
d

e
r
. 

T
r

a
g

i-

c
a

l
l
y

, 
it

 
w

o
u

l
d

 
b
e
 
h

is
 
l
a

s
t
 
o

f
f
ic

ia
l
 
a

c
t
 
a

s
 
l
e
a

d
e
r
 
o

f
 
t
h

e
 

It
a

l
ia

n
 M

a
g

ic
a

l
 c

o
m

m
u

n
it

y
. 

C
o

n
s
t
a

n
t
in

e
 
R
o

m
a

n
o

, 
H

e
a

d
 
o
f
 
t
h

e
 
T
r
a

n
s
p
o

r
t
a

t
io

n
 
D
e
-

p
a

r
t
m

e
n

t
, h

a
s
 v

o
w

e
d

 t
o

 c
a

r
r
y

 o
u

t
 B

r
a

v
ie

r
i’s

 f
in

a
l
 v

is
io

n
 

f
o

r
 
h

is
 
c
o

u
n

t
r
y

, 
a

n
d

 
h

a
s
 
b
e
e
n

 
a

p
p
o

in
t
e
d

 
t
o

 
t
h

e
 
t
it

l
e
 
o
f
 

M
in

is
t
e
r

 
in

 
B
r
a

v
ie

r
i
’s

 
p
l
a

c
e
. 
E
m

is
s
a

r
ie

s
 
t
o

 
t
h

e
 
D
a

r
k

 
L
o

r
d
 

a
r
e
 
a

s
s
is

t
in

g
 
w

it
h

 
t
h

e
 
t
r
a

n
s
it

io
n

 
t
h

is
 
w

e
e
k

, 
h

e
l
p
in

g
 
e
n

-

s
u

r
e
 t

h
e
 p

a
r
t
n

e
r
s
h

ip
 b

e
t
w

e
e
n

 o
u

r
 t

w
o

 c
o

u
n

t
r
ie

s
. 

T
h

e lies jum
ped off th

e page, stick
in

g out lik
e th

orn
s. 

T
h

e M
in

ister h
ad been

 foun
d dead th

e day after h
e visited V

oldem
ort? 

N
ot lik

ely. A
n

d h
is last official act w

as to sw
ear fealty to V

oldem
ort? H

er-
m

ion
e rolled h

er eyes, sh
ak

in
g h

er h
ead at th

e paper. H
e’d clearly gotten

 
h

im
self k

illed, an
d n

ow
 D

raco w
as part of th

e m
ission

 to replace h
im

 w
ith

 
som

e k
in

d of V
oldem

ort puppet, lik
e P

ius T
h

ick
n

esse. 
H

erm
ion

e lean
ed back

 again
st th

e w
all outside th

e k
itch

en
s, listen

in
g 

to th
e elves w

ork
. U

n
less sh

e w
as very m

uch
 m

istak
en

, V
oldem

ort h
ad just 

carried out a m
ajor political coup. B

ut w
h

y sen
d D

raco? H
ad h

e gain
ed 
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see N
arcissa sm

irk
in

g. H
er ch

eek
s h

eated, an
d sh

e duck
ed h

er h
ead. 

N
arcissa left H

erm
ion

e to tak
e break

fast in
 th

e din
in

g room
 alon

e. 
H

erm
ion

e m
an

aged to pour a cup of coffee from
 th

e carafe, add th
e sugar 

an
d m

ilk
, an

d stir before h
er curiosity w

on
 out an

d sh
e ripped open

 th
e 

w
ax seal. 

G
ranger, 

I
 
have 

som
e 
im
portant 

business 
in 

I
taly. 

A
llow

 

m
e 

to 
head

 
off 

your 
questions. 

N
o 

—
 

I
 

d
on
’t 

know
 

for 
how

 
long. 

N
o 

—
 

I
 

can
’t 

say 
w
hy. 

Y
et. 

Y
es 

—
 
if 
I
 
am
 
hom

e 
by 

F
rid
ay, 

w
e 
w
ill 

still 
be 

going 
to 

E
d
inburgh. 

Y
es 

—
 
I
’ve 

eaten 
breakfast. 

H
ow
 
kind

 
of 

you 
to 

ask. D
.M

. 

Sh
e glared dow

n
 at th

e letter, as if it w
as D

raco h
im

self, liftin
g a brow

 
at h

er an
d struttin

g aw
ay. 

Italy. 
Sh

e rack
ed h

er m
em

ories for m
en

tion
s of Italy. C

overage of th
e polit-

ical clim
ate th

ere —
 or an

y oth
er foreign

 coun
try, for th

at m
atter —

 h
ad 

been
 scarce in

 th
e P

roph
et. Sh

e expected th
at w

ould ch
an

ge on
ce V

olde-
m

ort h
ad m

ore in
tern

ation
al support. 

A
fter break

fast, H
erm

ion
e visited th

e k
itch

en
s an

d ask
ed R

em
m

y for 
th

e D
aily P

roph
et, lik

e sh
e did every m

orn
in

g. Sh
e blin

k
ed dow

n
 at th

e 
h

eadlin
e, n

ot even
 both

erin
g to th

an
k

 a sour-faced R
em

m
y before sh

e 
h

uffed an
d w

addled aw
ay. 
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erm
ion

e w
ok

e up th
e n

ext m
orn

in
g w

ith
 h

er blood still boil-
in

g. Sh
e resch

eduled break
fast w

ith
 N

arcissa an
d lock

ed h
er-

self aw
ay, research

in
g an

d readin
g in

 an
gry solitude. E

very 
tim

e sh
e’d let h

er m
in

d w
an

der, it w
ould con

jure im
ages of 

D
raco w

ith
 H

erm
ion

e’s doppelgän
ger in

 h
is lap, m

ovin
g as P

an
sy P

ark
in

-
son

 m
oves an

d k
issin

g lik
e P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 k

isses. 
So sh

e k
ept it occupied w

ell past din
n

er tim
e, un

til sh
e w

as too ex-
h

austed to th
in

k
. 

Sh
e w

ok
e early on

 Sun
day m

orn
in

g, determ
in

ed to speak
 to D

raco be-
fore break

fast. A
fter com

pilin
g an

oth
er list of question

s for h
im

 —
 n

on
e 

of w
h

ich
 h

ad to do w
ith

 th
e “con

vin
cin

g sh
ow

” h
e an

d P
an

sy h
ad put on

 
tw

o n
igh

ts before —
 sh

e fin
ally left h

er room
 an

d rapped sm
artly on

 h
is 

door. Sh
e w

aited for a m
ore th

an
 acceptable am

oun
t of tim

e before rap-
pin

g again
. T

h
e door h

an
dle w

as im
m

ovable, as expected. Sh
e frow

n
ed in

 
frustration

. A
fter fifteen

 m
ore m

in
utes of aggravated pacin

g, k
n

ock
in

g, 
an

d w
aitin

g, sh
e h

eaded dow
n

stairs to m
eet N

arcissa. 
O

n
ly N

arcissa w
asn

’t at th
e table. T

h
e din

in
g room

 w
as set for tw

o, but 
it w

as em
pty. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad a brief flash
 of pan

ic, rem
em

berin
g h

ow
 all th

ree M
al-

foys h
ad disappeared before, leavin

g h
er alon

e for w
eek

s. 
“M

ippy?” 
A

 pop! soun
ded from

 beh
in

d h
er. 

“M
iss!” 

“G
ood 

m
orn

in
g, 

M
ippy,” 

H
erm

ion
e 

said, 
sm

ilin
g 

dow
n

 
at 

h
er 

th
rough

 th
e tigh

tn
ess in

 h
er ch

est. “W
h

ere m
igh

t I fin
d N

arcissa?” 

H
 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
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“M
issus is in

 h
er study!” 

P
erh

aps N
arcissa h

ad forgotten
? “T

h
an

k
 you. I’ll visit h

er th
ere.” Sh

e 
h

urried out of th
e room

 before M
ippy could blin

k
 h

er overlarge eyes. 
H

erm
ion

e traveled dow
n

 th
e corridor to N

arcissa’s private study. Sh
e 

n
eeded to see for h

erself. Sh
e n

eeded to k
n

ow
 th

ey h
adn

’t left h
er alon

e 
again

. L
ucius h

ad been
 gon

e for w
eek

s. D
raco w

asn
’t respon

din
g. If N

ar-
cissa w

as gon
e too…

 
Sh

e turn
ed a corn

er an
d froze at th

e soun
d of a voice risin

g to bitin
g 

ton
es, floatin

g in
to th

e h
allw

ay from
 beh

in
d a crack

ed door. 
H

er pulse calm
ed w

h
en

 sh
e recogn

ized N
arcissa’s voice, th

en
 quick

-
en

ed w
ith

 h
er risin

g curiosity. Sh
e paused, debatin

g. Spyin
g on

 N
arcissa’s 

private con
versation

s felt lik
e crossin

g a lin
e. 

H
erm

ion
e took

 a quiet step back
w

ard, preparin
g to turn

 on
 h

er h
eel—

 
“...our son

. A
n

d n
ow

 h
e’s off…

 dan
gerous an

d... H
e’s out of h

is depth
—

” 
N

arcissa’s voice cut out as sh
e ran

ted. H
erm

ion
e let th

e w
ords w

ash
 over 

h
er, h

eart h
am

m
erin

g in
 h

er ears. T
h

ey w
ere talk

in
g about D

raco. 
A

 few
 m

ore h
eartbeats, an

d h
er self-con

trol sh
attered. Sh

e tiptoed for-
w

ard, ears strain
in

g for a respon
se. 

W
as L

ucius h
om

e? 
Sh

e w
asn

’t eavesdroppin
g, sh

e told h
erself as sh

e crept forw
ard, guilt 

tw
istin

g in
 h

er gut. Sh
e w

as sim
ply goin

g to tak
e h

er tim
e before k

n
ock

-
in

g. “... becom
in

g a liability,” sh
e h

eard
 N

arcissa h
iss. “E

ven
 th

e D
ark

 L
ord

 
m

ust see. R
em

in
d h

im
 w

hy th
ese revels exist in

 th
e first place…

 n
ot just to 

w
et th

eir cock
s—

” 
H

erm
ion

e’s brow
s jum

ped, an
d sh

e stifled a gasp at h
earin

g such
 crude 

lan
guage from

 N
arcissa M

alfoy. Sh
e cran

ed h
er n

eck
 to peek

 th
rough

 th
e 

crack
 in

 th
e door an

d foun
d h

er pacin
g at th

e opposite side of th
e room

, 
in

 fron
t of th

e fireplace. T
h

e Floo. 
A

 low
 bariton

e rum
blin

g from
 beh

in
d a pair of ch

airs, w
h

ere H
erm

i-
on

e couldn
’t see. Sh

e took
 a sh

ak
y breath

 an
d k

n
ock

ed fain
tly at th

e door, 

C
h
a
p
te
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prayin
g N

arcissa w
ouldn

’t h
ear h

er. 
“I w

ill n
ot w

atch
 m

y lan
guage. Y

our frien
ds are run

n
in

g w
ild h

ere in
 

E
n

glan
d w

ith
out th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s oversigh

t. D
o som

eth
in

g about it before 
our son

 gets k
illed.” 

Sh
e w

as talk
in

g about E
din

burgh
. H

erm
ion

e’s m
in

d tum
bled th

rough
 

th
e w

ays th
at D

raco could b
e h

arm
ed b

y th
e even

ts th
at h

ad tak
en

 place 
th

ere, but before sh
e could process it—

 
“I h

ave to go. M
iss G

ran
ger is at m

y door, an
d I’m

 late for break
fast 

w
ith

 h
er. I’ll sen

d your regards.” 
H

erm
ion

e h
eld h

er breath
 as N

arcissa’s h
eels click

ed tow
ards th

e door. 
“G

ood m
orn

in
g,” N

arcissa said. H
er face w

as flush
ed, but n

ot a h
air 

w
as out of place. “I apologize for k

eepin
g you w

aitin
g.” 

“It’s m
e w

h
o sh

ould b
e apologizin

g,” H
erm

ion
e rush

ed, h
eat creepin

g 
up h

er n
eck

. “I cam
e look

in
g for you, an

d th
en

 I —
 h

eard voices. I didn
’t 

w
an

t to in
terrupt, but I w

asn
’t h

ere for very lon
g—

” 
“O

f course, dear,” said N
arcissa sm

ooth
ly, th

e an
ger of th

e previous 
con

versation
 m

eltin
g aw

ay. “U
n

fortun
ately, I’m

 afraid I can
’t tak

e break
-

fast w
ith

 you. I h
ave several urgen

t m
atters to atten

d to.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded h

er acceptan
ce an

d said in
 a sm

all voice, “D
raco is 

gon
e?” 

N
arcissa took

 a deep breath
 an

d n
odded. “H

e is in
 Italy. D

ealin
g w

ith
 

an
 un

expected in
ciden

t. I’m
 afraid I can

’t say m
uch

 m
ore th

an
 th

at.” Sh
e 

pulled a th
in

 letter from
 h

er rob
es an

d exten
ded it to H

erm
ion

e. “H
e 

ask
ed m

e to give th
is to you.” 

H
erm

ion
e stared at th

e parch
m

en
t. “For m

e?” 
“Y

es,” N
arcissa said. “H

e h
ad to leave rath

er abruptly, an
d h

e w
an

ted 
to put your m

in
d at ease.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed, gapin

g up at h
er. “H

e said th
at?” 

“T
ech

n
ically, I believe h

e said, ‘th
at bloody w

itch
 w

ill give m
e h

ell if I 
disappear.’ B

ut I’m
 sure th

ose w
ere h

is true sen
tim

en
ts.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s fin

gers paused in
 graspin

g th
e n

ote, an
d sh

e look
ed up to 


