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th
e soun

d of th
e ch

aise squeak
in

g, its w
ood groan

in
g. 

H
is ton

gue sw
irled on

 h
er n

eck
. 

“D
raco…

 I—
” 

H
is h

an
d lifted to h

er w
aist, bun

ch
in

g th
e fabric of h

er top an
d tug-

gin
g it out of h

er sh
orts. 

“O
k

ay?” h
e rasped again

st h
er th

roat. 
“Y

es. P
lease—

” 
H

is h
an

d w
as un

der h
er top, slidin

g alon
g h

er ribs, h
is h

ips jum
pin

g 
again

st h
ers, th

um
pin

g th
at spot sh

e rubbed last n
igh

t w
h

ile th
in

k
in

g of 
h

im
, th

in
k

in
g of exactly th

is—
 “O

h
, dear,” a silk

y voice cut th
rough

 h
er 

h
aze, freezin

g h
er in

 its fam
iliarity. “T

h
at ch

aise is from
 th

e 16th
 cen

-
tury.” D

raco w
as off h

er faster th
an

 ligh
tn

in
g, tum

blin
g to th

e floor, h
id-

in
g h

is groin
 beh

in
d h

is h
an

ds. H
erm

ion
e bolted uprigh

t an
d m

et th
e 

am
used gaze of L

ucius M
alfoy from

 w
h

ere h
e stood in

 th
e doorw

ay. 
“Fath

er,” D
raco groan

ed. “It w
asn

’t…
W

e h
aven

’t—
” 

“It’s practicin
g!” H

erm
ion

e squeak
ed, yan

k
in

g h
er top dow

n
, pullin

g 
at h

er sh
orts. “For…

 for E
din

burgh
. It w

as m
y idea—

” 
L

ucius sim
ply lifted a brow

 at th
e tw

o of th
em

 as th
ey attem

pted to 
stutter th

eir w
ay th

rough
. “D

o spare m
e your flim

sy excuses,” h
e sm

irk
ed. 

“From
 w

h
at m

y w
ife h

as told m
e, it seem

s w
e n

eed to get M
iss G

ran
ger 

on
 som

e form
 of con

traceptive.” H
e glan

ced h
er over. “A

n
d soon

.” H
er-

m
ion

e’s ch
eek

s flam
ed, an

d sh
e slapped a h

an
d to h

er m
outh

. “N
o. N

o, I 
prom

ise w
e w

ere just—
” 

“It’s for E
din

burgh
,” D

raco repeated, h
avin

g stood up an
d put as m

uch
 

distan
ce betw

een
 h

im
self an

d th
e ch

aise as possible. 
“W

ell, th
at w

on
’t b

e n
ecessary,” L

ucius said, an
 un

pleasan
t expression

 
crossin

g h
is face. “Y

ou w
on

’t b
e visitin

g E
din

burgh
 th

is Friday.” D
raco 

sh
ot a look

 at h
er, pan

ic in
 h

is eyes. B
ut before H

erm
ion

e’s m
in

d could 
process, L

ucius said, “W
e are to atten

d din
n

er at th
e L

estran
ge estate th

is 
Friday.” 

L
ucius 

turn
ed 

h
is 

eyes 
on

 
H

erm
ion

e, 
h

is 
eyes 

dan
gerously 

am
used. “A

ll of us.”
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m
ore h

eartbeats, an
d it exploded. Sh

e tore h
is h

an
ds from

 h
er sh

oulders. 
“A

n
d w

h
at did your sixty-five th

ousan
d G

alleon
s get you, M

alfoy?” 
Sh

e push
ed h

is ch
est, but h

e didn
’t sw

ay. “A
m

 I everyth
in

g you h
oped for 

an
d m

ore?” 
Sh

e push
ed at h

im
 again

 an
d h

is h
an

ds sn
apped up, grabbin

g h
er w

rists 
an

d push
in

g th
em

 back
 again

st th
e w

all n
ext to h

er face. H
e stepped in

to 
h

er. “Y
ou w

an
n

a k
n

ow
 w

h
at m

y G
alleon

s bough
t m

e, G
ran

ger?” 
“G

et off m
e—

” 
“A

n
 un

grateful little sh
rew

 w
ith

 a h
ero com

plex—
” 

“Y
ou arseh

ole—
” 

“—
w

h
o on

ly aim
s to m

ak
e m

y life m
ore com

plicated—
” 

“Y
ou h

ave n
o m

oral code, M
alfoy—

” 
“—

h
as given

 m
e n

oth
in

g but torture for m
on

th
s—

” 
“M

y apologies for bein
g such

 a burden
 on

 you! If it’s been
 such

 torture 
h

avin
g m

e h
ere, th

en
 w

h
y do you care w

h
at I do w

ith
 m

y life?” 
H

is jaw
 dipped dow

n
w

ard, as if h
e w

as about to reply. Sh
e w

aited, pan
t-

in
g h

arsh
ly, ribs expan

din
g to brush

 h
is ch

est. W
h

en
 n

o an
sw

er cam
e, sh

e 
look

ed up, fin
din

g h
is gaze on

 h
er m

outh
, h

er parted lips. 
H

er stom
ach

 tw
isted an

d h
er h

eart poun
ded. 

H
e blin

k
ed on

ce, eyes clearin
g as th

ey lock
ed on

 h
ers, look

in
g lik

e 
h

e’d quite forgotten
 w

h
at th

ey w
ere talk

in
g about. 

B
ut h

e didn
’t step back

. 
Sh

e look
ed at h

is m
outh

, h
opin

g w
ildly, in

explicably. 
W

ith
 just th

e sm
allest m

ovem
en

t, sh
e lifted h

er ch
in

, an
d w

atch
ed h

is 
eyes drop to h

er lips again
. H

er air left h
er in

 a puff, an
d h

e breath
ed h

er 
in

, lik
e h

e’d fin
ally foun

d th
e surface after years of bein

g un
derw

ater. 
H

is m
outh

 tilted dow
n

w
ards, an

d w
ith

 a fin
al flick

er up to h
er eyes, h

e 
w

as pressin
g h

is m
outh

 to h
ers softly, lik

e on
e of th

em
 could break

 at an
y 

m
om

en
t. Sh

e push
ed h

er lips back
, h

earin
g h

er h
eartbeat in

 h
er ears. 

A
n

d lik
e a slow

-rollin
g w

ave grow
in

g larger an
d m

ore dan
gerous, h

e 
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k
issed h

er —
 h

is lips closin
g over h

ers, h
is ch

est push
in

g forw
ard un

til h
e 

w
as surroun

din
g h

er, h
is m

outh
 open

in
g w

h
en

 h
er lips parted an

d h
is 

ton
gue pressin

g forw
ard lik

e th
ey’d been

 doin
g th

is for m
on

th
s. 

Sh
e sigh

ed in
to h

is m
outh

, an
d h

is h
ips rolled forw

ard, pin
n

in
g h

er to
 

th
e w

all. Sh
e rotated h

er w
rists in

 h
is grasp, ach

in
g to touch

 h
im

, but h
is 

fin
gers tigh

ten
ed th

eir h
old. 

H
is h

ead tilted to th
e side an

d h
is m

outh
 devoured h

er, druggin
g h

er, 
draggin

g h
er dow

n
. H

is lips w
ere quick

 an
d clever an

d h
is ton

gue w
as 

gifted. 
H

er h
ead w

as spin
n

in
g before sh

e realized h
is k

n
ee w

as n
udgin

g h
ers 

apart, slippin
g betw

een
 h

er th
igh

s—
 

Just as sh
e’d seen

 h
im

 do w
ith

 P
an

sy in
 th

e corridors. 
Sh

e gasped, dizzy w
ith

 w
an

t as h
is body pressed up again

st h
er, h

is 
th

igh
 push

in
g forw

ard to b
e closer to h

er, slippin
g h

igh
er an

d h
igh

er to 
press again

st h
er core. 

W
h

en
 sh

e m
oan

ed a plea again
st h

is lips, h
is fin

gers dug in
to h

er w
rists 

an
d h

is m
outh

 pan
ted in

to h
ers. 

A
n

d lik
e a rubber ban

d sn
appin

g, h
e w

as gon
e. 

H
er eyes fluttered open

, an
d h

er body tried to follow
 h

im
, m

agn
etized. 

H
e still h

eld h
er w

rists to th
e w

all, but h
e’d pulled h

is ch
est an

d h
ips far 

aw
ay. Sh

e caugh
t h

er breath
 as h

e look
ed at h

er in
 sh

ock
. A

n
d sh

e saw
 th

e 
pan

ic color h
is eyes an

d sh
iver across h

is sk
in

. 
“I’m

 sorry,” h
e breath

ed. 
Sh

e tried to use h
er voice to reassure h

im
, but h

e stepped aw
ay from

 
h

er. “I’m
 s—

 I’m
 sorry. I’m

—
” 

H
is eyes w

ere w
ide an

d frigh
ten

ed. Sh
e started to reach

 for h
im

, but h
e 

turn
ed quick

ly, stridin
g to th

e exit. 
T

h
e door slam

m
ed beh

in
d h

im
. 

Sh
e stood alon

e in
 h

is bedroom
, h

er lips still w
arm

 an
d bruised from

 
h

is m
outh

. H
er m

in
d w

as n
um

b an
d h

er sk
in

 too w
arm

. M
ovin

g brisk
ly 
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draw
in

g m
oan

s from
 h

is lips. 
H

e stared in
to h

er eyes, h
is h

air fallin
g over h

is foreh
ead, rum

pled 
from

 h
er fin

gers. Sh
e bit h

er lip, k
eepin

g th
e m

illion
s of th

in
gs sh

e lon
ged 

for in
side of h

er ch
est. Sh

e h
ad to w

atch
, h

ad to see h
is face as sh

e m
oved. 

H
ad to k

n
ow

 if h
is eyes rolled back

 or glazed over—
 

Sh
e brough

t th
eir h

ips togeth
er again

, an
d both

 of th
eir m

outh
s fell 

open
, eyes w

ide an
d n

eedy. 
H

e groan
ed, an

d sh
e gazed dow

n
 at h

is lips. Sh
e th

ough
t m

aybe if sh
e 

could h
ave th

is m
om

en
t forever, it could m

ak
e up for th

e th
ousan

ds of 
m

issed k
isses an

d lost opportun
ities an

d un
fulfilled pleasure th

at—
 

H
is lips pressed again

st h
ers. Sh

e m
oan

ed in
stan

tly, w
igglin

g again
st 

h
is fron

t, tryin
g to press closer th

rough
 th

eir cloth
es. H

is ton
gue w

as in
 

h
er m

outh
 again

, an
d sh

e lost con
trol of h

er h
an

ds. T
h

ey slipped dow
n

 
h

is ch
est, run

n
in

g across h
is ribs, slidin

g dow
n

 an
d aroun

d h
is w

aist. H
is 

h
an

ds grabbed h
er face, h

oldin
g th

e h
air beh

in
d h

er ears as h
is h

ips began
 

to th
rust up in

to h
ers. 

Som
eth

in
g rolled again

st h
er just righ

t, an
d sh

e cried out in
to h

is 
m

outh
. H

e tried to recreate it as h
er h

an
ds squeezed h

is jum
per in

 h
er fists, 

an
d h

er eyelids fluttered, h
er breath

 pan
tin

g in
to h

is m
outh

 as h
is lips 

passed over h
er. H

e foun
d it a th

ird tim
e, an

d sh
e gasped, “D

raco,” again
st 

h
is m

outh
, an

d th
en

 sh
e w

as tiltin
g sidew

ays an
d dragged dow

n
 b

y a cur-
ren

t un
til h

er back
 slam

m
ed in

to th
e soft cush

ion
s of th

e ch
aise ben

eath
 

h
er. D

raco w
as above h

er, slippin
g betw

een
 h

er legs so h
is h

ips could con
-

tin
ue rollin

g again
st h

ers. H
is m

outh
 dropped to h

er n
eck

 again
, m

ovin
g 

quick
ly, rough

ly, claim
in

g h
er sk

in
 as h

is ow
n

. H
is h

ips th
rust again

st 
h

ers, an
d it w

as so m
uch

 lik
e h

ow
 sh

e th
ough

t sex could b
e, h

ow
 over-

w
h

elm
in

g, h
ow

 it rock
ed h

er, th
at a h

igh
-pitch

ed sigh
 left h

er th
roat. 

O
n

e of h
is h

an
ds grabbed h

er k
n

ee, h
is fin

gers squeezin
g th

e bare sk
in

 
of h

er calf an
d th

igh
, run

n
in

g sm
ooth

ly over h
er. H

is oth
er h

ad a fist full 
of h

er h
air, ruin

in
g h

er plait, tiltin
g h

er h
ead to th

e side as h
e suck

ed at 
h

er n
eck

. Sh
e could h

ear h
er h

eavy breath
in

g in
 th

e room
, accom

pan
yin

g 
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sh
oulder, k

issin
g th

e open
 collar, m

ovin
g h

is lips expertly over h
er sk

in
. 

W
as sh

e an
y good at th

is w
h

en
 sh

e’d been
 th

e on
e m

outh
in

g at h
is 

sk
in

? D
id it feel lik

e th
is for h

im
 every tim

e? 
H

is face turn
ed, an

d sh
e h

eard a h
arsh

 exh
ale in

 h
er ear before h

is lips 
pulled h

er earlob
e in

to h
is m

outh
—

 
Sh

e m
oan

ed, h
er th

igh
s slippin

g open
, slidin

g h
erself righ

t up again
st 

h
is fron

t. 
H

e w
as h

ard again
. H

erm
ion

e felt m
usic in

 h
er vein

s. 
H

e tried to push
 h

er back
, tried to create space betw

een
 th

em
, but it 

w
as too late. Sh

e already k
n

ew
. 

Sh
e tilted h

er h
ead back

 an
d foun

d h
im

 grim
acin

g, eyes screw
ed sh

ut, 
h

an
ds still squeezin

g h
er h

ips. H
erm

ion
e w

aited. A
n

d th
en

 ten
tatively 

w
rapped h

er arm
s aroun

d h
is sh

oulders. 
“W

e’re both
 adults h

ere,” sh
e said. T

h
eir breath

 w
as h

ot, m
ixin

g be-
tw

een
 th

eir faces. “A
djust your trousers an

d get on
 w

ith
 it.” 

H
is eyes sh

ot open
, glarin

g at h
er. Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

is lips, an
d 

w
iden

ed h
er th

igh
s again

, so h
is erection

 pressed again
st h

er core. H
e 

gasped, an
d before h

e could m
ove, sh

e rolled h
er h

ips forw
ard lik

e sh
e’d 

seen
 th

e girls do. 
D

raco’s h
ead flew

 back
, sm

ack
in

g in
to th

e back
 of th

e couch
. “Fuck

.” 
Sh

e dipped h
er lips to h

is exposed n
eck

, k
issin

g alon
g h

is th
roat, tryin

g 
to replicate w

h
at h

e’d don
e to h

er. H
er teeth

 scraped again
st h

im
, an

d h
is 

arm
s slid aroun

d h
er w

aist, pullin
g h

er closer. H
er h

an
ds sun

k
 in

to h
is 

h
air. Sh

e tried rollin
g again

st h
im

 again
, h

er ton
gue lick

in
g ben

eath
 h

is 
ear, an

d a low
 groan

 rum
bled from

 h
is ch

est, vibratin
g again

st h
er, sh

iv-
erin

g h
er. 

Sh
e tilted h

er lips to h
is ear. “A

m
 I doin

g th
is righ

t?” Sh
e rock

ed h
er 

h
ips forw

ard again
, an

d a low
 sigh

 filled h
er ears. H

e w
as h

ard an
d tw

itch
-

in
g again

st h
er. 

Sh
e pulled back

 to look
 at h

is face, w
on

derin
g w

h
at D

raco M
alfoy 

look
ed lik

e w
h

en
 sh

e w
as grin

din
g h

er body again
st h

is, debauch
in

g h
im

, 
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to th
e door, sh

e th
rew

 it open
 to fin

d an
 em

pty h
allw

ay —
 D

raco already 
gon

e. 
Sh

e w
an

dered back
 to h

er ow
n

 room
 slow

ly, m
in

d reelin
g. Sh

e k
ick

ed 
off h

er h
eels an

d put th
em

 aw
ay in

 th
e arm

oire, catch
in

g sigh
t of h

erself 
in

 a m
irror for th

e first tim
e in

 h
ours. 

A
 girl w

ith
 sm

ok
y eyes, lustrous curls, scarlet lips, an

d a red dress stared
 

back
 at h

er. Sh
e’d alm

ost forgotten
 w

h
at sh

e look
ed lik

e ton
igh

t. 
Sh

e turn
ed aw

ay an
d un

zipped w
ith

 sh
ak

in
g fin

gers, lettin
g th

e dress 
pool on

 th
e floor. A

n
d as sh

e w
alk

ed to th
e bath

room
 in

 just P
an

sy P
ar-

k
in

son
’s red lin

gerie, sh
e w

on
dered if m

aybe D
raco h

ad forgotten
 w

h
o 

sh
e w

as ton
igh

t as w
ell. 

If m
aybe h

e’d k
issed th

e girl w
ith

 th
e red lips an

d tigh
t curls an

d lacy 
red k

n
ick

ers in
stead
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h
e w

ok
e up exh

austed, lim
bs leaden

, h
ead groan

in
g in

 protest. 
W

atch
in

g th
e golden

 m
orn

in
g ligh

t creep up th
e w

alls, sh
e lay in

 
bed, groggin

ess fadin
g as h

er m
in

d began
 catalogin

g th
e last 

tw
en

ty-four h
ours. 

H
e’d k

issed h
er. 

H
e’d k

issed h
er, th

en
 ran

, lik
e h

e couldn
’t escape h

er fast en
ough

. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 a sh

udderin
g breath

 an
d slapped both

 palm
s to h

er 
foreh

ead, pressin
g h

er eyes togeth
er an

d ban
ish

in
g th

e im
ages. D

irectin
g 

h
er atten

tion
 to w

h
ere it sh

ould be. 
Sh

e’d gotten
 th

e in
form

ation
 to C

h
o. T

h
e k

ey to k
illin

g N
agin

i w
as 

in
 tran

sit to G
in

n
y —

 G
in

n
y, w

h
o sh

e could on
ly pray w

ould b
e able to 

do som
eth

in
g of value w

ith
 it. A

n
d th

ey h
adn

’t been
 caugh

t. 
E

xh
alin

g in
 relief, H

erm
ion

e tried to celebrate h
er success. 

—
 h

as given
 m

e n
oth

in
g but torture for m

on
th

s—
 

Sh
e groan

ed an
d turn

ed over un
der h

er covers, yan
k

in
g th

e fluffy com
-

forter up to h
er ears. B

ut h
er m

in
d grew

 on
ly m

ore obstin
ate as sh

e bur-
row

ed deep in
 dark

n
ess. 

T
h

e w
ay h

e’d stared at h
er lips. T

h
e feelin

g of h
is ch

est again
st h

ers. 
H

is ton
gue sw

eepin
g sin

fully th
rough

 h
er m

outh
, coaxin

g, th
en

 dem
an

d-
in

g. H
is k

n
ee slippin

g betw
een

 h
ers, pressed again

st h
er core, feelin

g h
is 

body surroun
din

g h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e squirm

ed, a strain
ed em

barrassm
en

t flush
in

g h
er. Sh

e 
rolled on

to h
er back

 an
d ran

 h
er h

an
d over h

er face. 
T

h
ere h

ad been
 som

eth
in

g dark
 in

 h
im

 last n
igh

t. A
 cord pulled taut 

an
d dan

gerous. A
n

d in
stead of restrain

in
g h

erself, sh
e’d tugged, tum

blin
g 

S 
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th
e edge of som

eth
in

g —
 th

e sam
e cliff th

at beck
on

ed h
er, pullin

g h
er 

in
. Sw

allow
in

g, h
eart beatin

g loudly en
ough

 to drow
n

 out h
er scream

in
g 

logic, sh
e slow

ly arch
ed a brow

. “I don
’t k

n
ow

.” 
H

eat coursed th
rough

 h
er, dizzy an

d overpow
erin

g, push
in

g h
er for-

w
ard as sh

e slipped on
e leg out from

 un
dern

eath
 h

er an
d tossed it over h

is 
lap. Slow

ly sin
k

in
g to straddle h

im
, h

oldin
g h

is gaze. “P
rove to m

e th
at 

you aren
’t.” 

Sh
e n

oticed h
ow

 dark
 h

is eyes h
ad becom

e, alm
ost black

 to th
e edges. 

A
 sh

arp in
h

ale, th
en

 h
e lifted h

is h
an

ds an
d placed th

em
 on

 h
er k

n
ees. 

Sh
e felt h

er th
igh

s ten
se. H

e slid h
is palm

s up, run
n

in
g over h

er exposed 
sk

in
, roun

din
g h

er h
ips an

d h
oldin

g h
er th

ere. 
Sh

e braced h
erself on

 th
e back

 of th
e ch

aise, an
d before sh

e could pre-
pare, h

e w
as lean

in
g forw

ard, stretch
in

g to con
n

ect h
is lips to h

er jaw
. 

H
er m

in
d w

en
t blan

k
. 

H
is lips parted, an

d k
issed h

er sk
in

. 
V

ik
tor h

ad k
issed h

er jaw
 before. Sh

e h
adn

’t lik
ed it. H

is sh
aved beard 

h
ad scratch

ed at h
er, an

d sh
e’d pulled aw

ay, claim
in

g to b
e tick

lish
. 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e’s m
outh

 fell open
 n

ow
, feelin

g a sk
illed pair of lips w

ork
 

th
eir w

ay over h
er jaw

, tow
ards h

er ear. H
er eyes w

ere glazed over, an
d 

begin
n

in
g to flutter closed. 

Sh
e lean

ed forw
ard in

to h
im

, an
d felt h

im
 relax back

 again
st th

e 
couch

, h
er torso gravitatin

g tow
ards h

im
 an

d h
er n

eck
 tiltin

g open
. 

T
h

e first scrape of h
is teeth

 again
st h

er n
eck

 h
ad h

er h
ips sh

iftin
g. H

er 
gasp w

as silen
t, but sh

e k
n

ew
 h

e felt it because h
e did it again

, an
d again

, 
an

d again
—

 
Sudden

ly h
is h

an
ds h

eld h
er h

ips in
 a pun

ish
in

g grip, an
d on

ly th
en

 
did sh

e realize sh
e’d been

 rollin
g th

em
 again

st h
is th

igh
s. Sh

e froze, flush
-

in
g w

ith
 em

barrassm
en

t, but th
en

 h
is ton

gue laved again
st th

e spot h
is 

teeth
 h

ad abused, an
d sh

e sigh
ed in

to h
is ear. 

H
is h

an
ds slid up to th

e dip in
 h

er w
aist. H

is m
outh

 m
oved to h

er 
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“W
h

at are w
e ‘tryin

g?’“ h
e grum

bled, com
in

g to sit as far from
 h

er as 
possible. 

Sh
e pulled th

e table w
ith

 th
e food an

d w
in

e close to th
em

. “I th
ough

t 
w

e’d start fresh
. T

h
at ch

air h
as…

 h
istory. B

esides, I doubt w
e’ll alw

ays sit 
in

 th
at arm

ch
air in

 th
e L

oun
ge. T

h
ere are couch

es as w
ell.” 

H
e rolled h

is eyes but said n
oth

in
g as sh

e m
oved closer. H

e seem
ed m

o-
m

en
tarily pleased th

at h
e could eat h

is potatoes w
ith

out reach
in

g aroun
d

 
h

er h
ip to do so. B

ut th
at quick

ly van
ish

ed w
h

en
 sh

e tuck
ed h

er legs up 
on

to th
e ch

aise, tiltin
g h

er k
n

ees tow
ard h

is th
igh

. H
e glared dow

n
 at h

er 
bare legs on

ce before con
tin

uin
g to ch

ew
. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed h

im
 from

 th
e corn

er of h
er eye as h

e ate. H
is w

rist 
w

as ligh
t but firm

 as h
e h

an
dled h

is k
n

ife. H
e alw

ays fin
ish

ed ch
ew

in
g 

on
e bite before startin

g to cut th
e n

ext piece of m
eat. Sh

e w
atch

ed h
is 

poin
ted jaw

 w
ork

, rem
em

berin
g th

e taste of h
im

 th
ere. 

Sh
e dran

k
 deeply. A

n
d stared at h

er em
pty glass un

til h
e fin

ish
ed. 

Settin
g h

is k
n

ife an
d fork

 dow
n

, h
e sh

ifted th
e sm

all table aw
ay from

 
th

em
 an

d stared dow
n

 at h
is h

an
ds, w

aitin
g. Sh

e put dow
n

 h
er w

in
e glass 

an
d offered h

im
 h

is full goblet. H
e declin

ed. 
Sh

e took
 a deep breath

. “W
e sh

ould practice you in
itiatin

g th
in

gs.” 
H

e sw
allow

ed slow
ly. “In

itiatin
g.” 

“Y
es. Y

ou…
k

issin
g m

e in
stead.” H

e open
ed h

is m
outh

, an
d sh

e cut h
im

 
off. “N

ot on
 th

e m
outh

.” Sh
e refrain

ed from
 rollin

g h
er eyes. “B

ut oth
er 

places.” 
H

e crack
ed h

is n
eck

. “W
h

at w
e do is en

ough
, G

ran
ger.” 

“N
o, it’s n

ot! Flin
t alw

ays touch
es P

en
elope. P

ucey is practically at-
tach

ed to M
orten

sen
’s n

eck
. A

n
d don

’t get m
e started on

 G
oyle.” Sh

e 
clim

bed to sit on
 h

er k
n

ees n
ext to h

im
, facin

g h
is profile. “N

on
e of th

e 
oth

er m
en

 seem
 afraid of th

eir L
ots but you—

” 
“T

h
in

k
 I’m

 afraid, do you?” h
e grow

led, sudden
ly turn

in
g to face h

er. 
Sh

e stared in
to h

is h
ot eyes, w

atch
in

g th
e w

ay th
ey flash

ed at h
er, lazily 

tracin
g h

er eyes an
d lips. H

er breath
 h

itch
ed, fin

din
g h

e w
as h

overin
g on
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righ
t over th

e edge w
ith

 h
im

 w
h

en
 it brok

e. 
Sh

e’d been
 too n

eedy. Sh
e n

ever sh
ould h

ave tilted h
er face to h

is an
d

 
push

ed h
er ton

gue in
to h

is m
outh

 lik
e sh

e n
eeded to breath

e h
is air. 

Sh
ould h

ave ign
ored h

is th
igh

 an
d h

ow
 sh

e w
an

ted to rub
 h

erself again
st 

it. H
is pan

ic as h
e pulled aw

ay from
 h

er. H
ad sh

e don
e som

eth
in

g w
ron

g? 
P

erh
aps h

er lips h
ad been

 dry, or un
train

ed. O
r m

aybe h
e’d sim

ply recov-
ered, rem

em
berin

g h
im

self, rem
em

berin
g h

er. R
em

em
berin

g all th
ey’d 

been
 th

rough
. 

H
e’d been

 so h
esitan

t to touch
 or even

 look
 at h

er sin
ce th

e day h
e’d 

th
row

n
 h

er on
 th

is bed an
d ripped h

er slip open
. It h

ad tak
en

 m
on

th
s for 

th
em

 to recover, but th
ey’d fin

ally reach
ed an

 un
derstan

din
g —

 a part-
n

ersh
ip, even

. 
A

n
d th

en
 all th

eir careful con
trol h

ad m
elted aw

ay last n
igh

t w
h

en
 sh

e 
let h

erself becom
e th

e girl in
 th

e red dress w
ith

 red lips an
d red k

n
ick

ers. 
A

 w
ave of h

eat crept over h
er as th

e m
em

ories drifted to th
e surface. 

Sh
e tried to sh

ove it all aside —
 th

e feelin
g of h

is lips on
 h

ers, h
er body 

pin
n

ed to th
e w

all, h
is groan

s in
to h

er m
outh

, con
tin

ued to assault h
er 

psych
e. 

W
ould it b

e so b
ad for h

er to give in
? If th

ey both
 w

an
ted th

e sam
e 

th
in

g—
 

H
uffin

g loudly, H
erm

ion
e rubbed h

er eyes, refocusin
g on

 h
er can

opy. 
Sh

e couldn
’t—

w
ouldn

’t—
forget h

erself. T
oday w

as n
o differen

t th
an

 
an

y oth
er day, an

d sh
e h

ad research
 to do. B

egin
n

in
g w

ith
 th

e tattoos. 
Sh

e th
rew

 th
e covers off h

erself an
d stood. Frow

n
in

g at h
er un

m
ade 

bed, sh
e w

on
dered w

h
ere to start today. A

n
d th

en
 N

ott Sr.’s ran
t last n

igh
t 

slam
m

ed in
to h

er h
ead lik

e a pun
ch

. 
N

ot even
 th

e Scourers could succeed w
h

ere w
e h

ave! 
H

er breath
 h

itch
ed. Sh

e rush
ed to th

e bath
room

, splash
in

g w
ater on

 
h

er face an
d tossin

g up h
er m

an
gled h

air. 
Scram

blin
g th

rough
 h

er b
ook

s, sh
e pulled out th

e volum
e on

 m
agical 
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N
orth

 A
m

erica th
at sh

e’d on
ly just started. H

er trem
blin

g fin
gers flipped 

to th
e in

dex. 

S
co

u
rers, 24

0
, 39

4
-39

5 

H
er h

eart poun
ded. T

h
ree pages. O

n
ly th

ree. H
erm

ion
e blew

 out an
 

exasperated breath
 as sh

e flipped to page 24
0

. Sh
e could do th

is. In
for-

m
ation

 on
 H

orcruxes h
ad been

 scarcer w
h

en
 sh

e w
as on

 th
e run

, an
d sh

e’d 
still m

an
aged to crack

 th
em

. 

T
im

o
th

y S
m

ith
sto

n
e w

a
s la

ter ca
p

tu
red

 a
n

d
 execu

ted
 b

y th
e 

S
co

u
rers in

 M
a

ssa
ch

u
setts b

efo
re h

is req
u

est o
f co

p
yrig

h
t co

u
ld

 b
e 

a
n

sw
ered

 b
y th

e W
izen

g
a

m
o

t in
 B

rita
in

. 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed dow

n
 at th

e page. T
im

oth
y Sm

ith
ston

e w
as a blip 

in
 th

e radar about th
e creation

 of th
e C

alm
in

g D
raugh

t. Sh
e quick

ly 
turn

ed to page 394
, prayin

g sh
e’d fin

d som
eth

in
g m

ore h
elpful. 

T
h

e S
co

u
rers w

ere a
 co

rru
p

t g
ro

u
p

 o
f vig

ila
n

tes a
n

d
 eu

g
en

icists 
o

p
era

tin
g

 in
 th

e N
ew

 W
o

rld
 in

 th
e a

b
sen

ce o
f a

 m
a

g
ica

l g
o

vern
-

m
en

t. T
h

ey d
eem

ed
 th

em
selves th

e en
fo

rcers o
f m

a
g

ica
l la

w
 in

 th
e 

co
lo

n
ies, a

n
d

 to
o

k
 o

n
 th

e ro
le o

f b
o

u
n

ty-h
u

n
ters, ch

a
sin

g
 d

o
w

n
 a

c-
cu

sed
 crim

in
a

ls a
n

d
 co

n
d

u
ctin

g
 th

eir o
w

n
 tria

ls a
n

d
 execu

tio
n

s. 

T
h

ey w
ere in

fa
m

o
u

s fo
r th

eir system
a

tic vio
len

ce a
g

a
in

st th
e 

N
a

tive A
m

erica
n

 m
a

g
ica

l co
m

m
u

n
ity, a

n
d

 la
ter th

e A
frica

n
 A

m
er-

ica
n

 m
a

g
ica

l co
m

m
u

n
ity. In

d
ig

en
o

u
s a

n
d

 A
frica

n
 A

m
erica

n
 p

eo
-

p
les sh

o
w

in
g

 sig
n

s o
f m

a
g

ica
l a

b
ility w

ere eith
er k

illed
 o

r ca
p

tu
red

 
a

n
d

 en
sla

ved
 b

y th
e S

co
u

rers, w
h

o
 b

elieved
 th

a
t E

u
ro

p
ea

n
 m

a
g

ica
l 

b
lo

o
d

 w
a

s th
e h

ig
h

est o
f p

u
rity a

n
d

 sh
o

u
ld

 rem
a

in
 u

n
ta

in
ted

. 

T
h

e S
co

u
rers flo

u
rish

ed
 w

h
en

 th
e sla

ve tra
d

e b
eg

a
n

 in
 N

o
rth

 
A

m
erica

 in
 16

19
, m

o
vin

g
 freely in

 M
u

g
g

le circles to
 a

cq
u

ire la
rg

ely 
M

u
g

g
le-b

o
rn

 A
frica

n
 A

m
erica

n
 w

itch
es a

n
d

 w
iza

rd
s. T

h
ey exp

eri-
m

en
ted

 w
ith

 a
n

d
 d

evelo
p

ed
 sp

ells o
n

 th
eir victim

s, g
o

in
g

 to
 g

rea
t 
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an
d fin

ish
ed gettin

g ready. 
D

raco h
ad differin

g opin
ion

s about th
e sh

orts. 
“T

h
e h

ell are th
ose?” h

e said w
h

en
 h

e en
tered th

e sittin
g room

 to fin
d 

h
er sittin

g on
 th

e ch
aise, w

aitin
g for h

im
 w

ith
 h

er legs crossed. 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

erself. “Sh
orts?” 

H
is lips curled. “A

n
d m

igh
t I ask

 w
h

y you’re w
earin

g an
 over-large pair 

of cotton
 k

n
ick

ers to din
n

er?” 
Sh

e lifted a brow
. “B

ecause it’s w
arm

 outside. A
n

d th
ese are easier to 

m
ove in

.” Sh
e follow

ed h
is eyes as th

ey ran
 dow

n
 h

er legs. 
H

e glared at h
er, eyes flick

in
g dow

n
 to h

er k
n

ees before m
ovin

g aw
ay. 

“W
ait.” Sh

e quick
ly stood. “I’m

 sorry about last n
igh

t. A
bout all th

e 
n

igh
ts, really—

” 
H

e open
ed h

is m
outh

. T
h

en
 sn

apped it closed. 
“I h

ad n
o clue th

at you w
ere un

com
fortable,” sh

e rush
ed out, blood 

racin
g th

rough
 h

er ears. “I w
asn

’t aw
are of th

is issue.” 
“G

ran
ger,” h

e said dryly, “I w
ill w

alk
 out of th

is room
 righ

t n
ow

 if 
you don

’t stop talk
in

g.” 
“P

lease. I just…
” Sh

e took
 a deep breath

. “I k
n

ow
 th

is is h
ard for you—

” Sh
e flush

ed at h
er poor ch

oice of w
ords. “B

ut if th
ere’s a sign

al you could 
give m

e —
 tuggin

g your ear or som
eth

in
g —

 th
en

 I’ll stop. I on
ly ask

 th
at 

you try. I w
on

’t b
e upset if... if it h

appen
s. A

lrigh
t?” 

H
e’d sh

ut h
is eyes durin

g h
er speech

. If it w
eren

’t for h
is pin

k
 ch

eek
-

bon
es, sh

e’d h
ave th

ough
t h

e h
adn

’t h
eard h

er. 
T

h
en

, after w
h

at felt lik
e ages —

 a tip of h
is h

ead. 
“G

ood.” H
er lun

gs dragged in
 air again

. 
H

is eyes flew
 open

, an
d h

e quick
ly m

oved tow
ards h

is usual ch
air. 

Sw
allow

in
g, H

erm
ion

e stopped h
im

 w
ith

, “I th
ough

t w
e’d try som

e-
th

in
g differen

t today.” 
D

raco paused an
d look

ed back
 at h

er lik
e sh

e w
as about to un

leash
 a 

B
last-E

n
ded Sk

rew
t on

 h
im

. Sh
e sat, pattin

g th
e cush

ion
 n

ext to h
er on

 
th

e ch
aise. 
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D
id h

e h
ave an

 erection
 th

en
 as w

ell? 
H

erm
ion

e stared out th
e w

in
dow

, driftin
g h

er fin
gers across h

er col-
larbon

e, th
in

k
in

g. 
N

o! Sh
e n

eeded to focus. Sh
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead vigorously to clear it. 

Sh
e’d sat in

 D
raco’s lap, an

d an
y touch

in
g h

ad been
 in

itiated b
y h

er. 
W

h
at sh

e’d seen
 from

 th
e oth

er couples in
 th

e L
oun

ge w
as…

far m
ore in

-
volved. Sh

e rem
em

bered seein
g C

arrow
 G

irls straddlin
g laps, h

an
ds drift-

in
g to discreet places, an

d lips on
 girls’ n

eck
s. 

A
n

d sin
ce k

issin
g on

 th
e m

outh
 w

as a strict boun
dary of D

raco’s —
 

on
e th

ey h
ad con

ven
ien

tly ign
ored last m

on
th

 —
 sh

e w
ould n

eed to en
-

courage h
im

 to put h
is lips…

in
 oth

er places. 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er n

eck
 h

eat, im
agin

in
g all th

e oth
er places h

e 
could—

 
Jum

pin
g from

 h
er ch

air quick
ly, an

d givin
g h

er ch
eek

s a few
 ligh

t 
slaps, sh

e called for a h
ouse-elf to tell D

raco th
at sh

e w
ould m

eet h
im

 in
 

th
eir usual spot at seven

 th
at even

in
g. A

n
d th

en
 drew

 h
erself a ch

illy bath
 

th
at sh

e w
ould n

ot en
joy h

erself in
. >

 

Sh
e spen

t th
e better part of a h

alf-h
our braidin

g an
d un

braidin
g h

er h
air 

in
to a sin

gle plait to lay over h
er sh

oulder. A
pproach

in
g h

er arm
oire after 

fin
ally decidin

g in
 favor of th

e plait, sh
e roved h

er eyes th
rough

 th
e 

dresses an
d sk

irts P
an

sy h
ad added to h

er w
ardrob

e. H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed at 

h
erself. Sh

e w
as n

ot about to w
ear a dress to h

er practice session
 w

ith
 

D
raco. 

T
h

e pairs of sh
orts sw

ayed on
 th

eir h
an

gers, beggin
g h

er atten
tion

. 
P

erh
aps sh

e could try som
eth

in
g differen

t. H
er stom

ach
 flipped pleasan

tly 
at th

e th
ough

t of h
er bare sk

in
 on

 h
im

, but sh
e sh

oved it aside. Sh
e w

as 
w

earin
g sh

orts ton
igh

t because th
e fabric w

as flexible. A
n

d if sh
e w

as go-
in

g to en
d up on

 th
e floor th

is even
in

g, at least sh
e’d h

ave a better ch
an

ce 
of catch

in
g h

erself. H
erm

ion
e pluck

ed a m
atch

in
g top from

 th
e w

ardrob
e 
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m
a

g
ica

l len
g

th
s to

 secu
re th

eir “p
ro

p
erty.” S

la
ves w

ere sterilized
 

a
n

d
 o

ften
 so

ld
 to

 m
a

g
ica

l fa
m

ilies w
h

o
 h

a
d

 in
teg

ra
ted

 in
to

 th
e 

M
u

g
g

le co
lo

n
ies’ p

la
n

ta
tio

n
 eco

n
o

m
y. 

R
efu

sin
g

 to
 a

ck
n

o
w

led
g

e th
e severe h

u
m

a
n

 rig
h

ts vio
la

tio
n

s 
th

ey in
flicted

 o
n

 th
e m

en
 a

n
d

 w
o

m
en

 th
ey fo

rced
 in

to
 sla

very, th
e 

S
co

u
rers a

rg
u

ed
 th

a
t th

eir victim
s w

ere n
o

t fu
lly h

u
m

a
n

, referrin
g

 
to

 th
em

 a
s “a

cq
u

isitio
n

s.” M
o

re in
fo

rm
a

lly, th
ey ca

lled
 th

eir m
a

le 
sla

ves “p
ig

eo
n

s” a
n

d
 th

eir fem
a

le sla
ves “d

o
ves.” 

H
erm

ion
e braced h

erself on
 th

e book
sh

elf, h
er sk

in
 tin

glin
g all over. 

“H
ello, little dove,” N

ott Sr. h
ad said to h

er, tiltin
g h

er ch
in

 up w
ith

 th
e 

h
an

dle of h
is can

e. 
Sh

e suck
ed in

 air lik
e it w

as disappearin
g. For w

eek
s, sh

e’d been
 look

-
in

g th
rough

 th
e catalog’s results for th

e w
ord “slave” an

d its variation
s. 

B
ut th

e Scourers didn
’t call th

em
 slaves. 

A
n

d from
 th

is bare m
in

im
um

 of in
form

ation
 on

 th
ese bloodth

irsty 
m

ercen
aries, driven

 b
y prejudice an

d greed, it w
as so easy to see w

h
ere th

e 
D

eath
 E

aters m
igh

t h
ave tak

en
 th

eir in
spiration

. 
H

erm
ion

e tugged on
 a pair of leggin

gs an
d th

e first spare sh
irt sh

e 
could fin

d, run
n

in
g dow

n
 to th

e library barefoot. T
h

e doors groan
ed open

 
w

ith
 h

er sh
ove, an

d sh
e stood at th

e library catalog, pulse racin
g. 

“Sh
ow

 m
e all texts con

tain
in

g th
e ph

rase, ‘th
e Scourers.’ C

ross-refer-
en

ce w
ith

 ‘acquisition
,’ ‘dove’ an

d ‘pigeon
.’“ 

T
h

e book
 fin

der glow
ed. A

n
d ten

, tw
elve...fifteen

 green
 ligh

ts drifted 
out of th

e catalog, each
 leadin

g to a text slow
ly pullin

g off th
e sh

elves, 
suspen

ded an
d w

aitin
g for h

er. 
A

 laugh
 burst out of h

er th
roat —

 such
 sw

eet relief spreadin
g th

rough
 

h
er vein

s. Sh
e slapped a h

an
d over h

er m
outh

 an
d stared at th

e h
overin

g 
book

s. 
T

h
e closest book

 to h
er w

as a th
in

 leath
er journ

al. Sh
e reach

ed on
 h

er 
tiptoes to pluck

 it from
 th

e air, an
d foun

d th
e n

am
e T

obias T
olbrette 
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in
side th

e cover. It w
as from

 th
e 160

0
s. 

B
oun

din
g to each

 row
, up each

 ladder w
h

ere th
ey h

overed, sh
e pulled

 
all th

e book
s dow

n
, exam

in
in

g th
eir covers, th

eir years. So m
an

y h
an

d-
w

ritten
 journ

als an
d h

istory book
s th

at h
ad been

 publish
ed h

un
dreds of 

years ago. H
er volum

e on
 th

e h
istory of m

agical N
orth

 A
m

erica w
as on

ly 
a decade old. 

T
h

is w
as th

e k
ey. N

ott Sr. h
ad been

 careless last n
igh

t, an
d n

ow
 all sh

e 
h

ad to do w
as follow

 th
e breadcrum

bs. Sh
e sat dow

n
 betw

een
 th

e stack
s, 

surroun
ded b

y piles of book
s, pick

in
g up on

e after an
oth

er an
d sk

im
m

in
g 

as quick
ly as h

er exh
austed brain

 w
ould allow

. It w
ould tak

e h
er w

eek
s to 

read th
em

, but for n
ow

, sh
e couldn

’t h
elp but devour th

e pages lik
e a 

starvin
g m

an
 at a feast. 

H
er eyes w

iden
ed an

d h
er stom

ach
 ch

urn
ed w

h
en

 sh
e flipped to a page 

h
alfw

ay th
rough

 T
obias T

olbrette’s journ
al. 

A
n

d
 ea

ch
 n

ig
h

t b
efo

re I ta
k

e h
er in

 m
y ch

a
m

b
ers, I fo

rce h
er to

 
sta

re d
o

w
n

 a
t m

y n
a

m
e b

u
rn

ed
 in

to
 h

er sk
in

. T
h

e b
ra

n
d

 o
f m

e o
n

 
h

er sh
o

u
ld

er, lik
e th

e b
ra

n
d

 o
n

 m
y o

xen
. 

T
h

e tattoos. T
h

e Scourers h
ad also used m

agical sk
in

 bran
din

g. B
ut 

N
ott Sr. claim

ed to h
ave m

ade advan
ces. If sh

e could deciph
er w

h
at th

e 
Scourers h

ad don
e w

ith
 th

eir bran
ds, sh

e’d b
e on

e step closer to k
n

ow
in

g 
w

h
at N

ott Sr. h
ad don

e. 
Sh

e un
curled h

er legs, stan
din

g to ask
 th

e catalog for a cross-referen
ce 

of “bran
d” in

 th
e texts sh

e already h
ad. 

T
h

e library doors creak
ed open

. 
Sh

e froze, th
en

 peered th
rough

 th
e sh

elves to see D
raco steppin

g slow
ly 

in
to th

e library. A
 w

ave of rapid em
otion

s tum
bled over h

er, an
d sh

e 
m

oved out from
 beh

in
d th

e stack
s. T

h
e room

 w
as silen

t as th
eir eyes 

lock
ed. H

is gaze flick
ered dow

n
 to h

er bare feet, an
d sh

e sh
ifted self-con

-
sciously un

til it return
ed to h

er eyes, h
er open

 m
outh

. 
A

 flash
 of h

eat seared th
rough

 h
er at th

e m
em

ory of th
e n

igh
t before. 
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H
erm

ion
e groan

ed in
to h

er pillow
, ch

astisin
g h

erself for lettin
g h

er 
m

in
d w

an
der to places sh

e couldn
’t follow

. B
ecause sh

e could n
ot. Sh

e 
ough

t n
ot. 

H
as h

e ever th
ought of m

e w
h

ile touch
in

g h
im

self? 
Som

eth
in

g spun
 low

 in
 h

er belly, beggin
g h

er to con
tin

ue. 
H

is eyes h
ot as fire on

 h
ers in

 th
e secon

ds before h
e k

issed h
er. 

H
is lips, soft an

d h
esitan

t at first, an
d th

en
 passion

ate an
d dem

an
din

g. 
H

is k
n

ee open
in

g h
er up, pressin

g betw
een

 h
er legs…

 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed on

 h
er back

, partin
g h

er th
igh

s. H
er h

an
d slipped 

dow
n

 to cover h
erself, feelin

g th
rough

 h
er k

n
ick

ers th
at sh

e w
as already 

turn
ed on

. Sh
e groan

ed in
 em

barrassm
en

t. A
n

d th
en

 bit h
er lip w

h
en

 sh
e 

push
ed th

e lace to th
e side. 

>
 

H
erm

ion
e sat ram

rod straigh
t at th

e break
fast table th

e follow
in

g m
orn

-
in

g. D
raco h

adn
’t join

ed th
em

, but sim
ply bein

g in
 h

is m
oth

er’s presen
ce 

m
ade h

er feel aw
k

w
ard an

d guilty. Sh
e’d felt lik

e every eye of every por-
trait w

as on
 h

er as sh
e w

alk
ed dow

n
stairs, all gossipin

g about th
e h

arlot 
w

h
o’d touch

ed h
erself in

 th
e M

alfoy’s guest room
. 

Sh
e couldn

’t m
eet N

arcissa’s eye for th
e en

tire m
orn

in
g, an

d dreaded
 

run
n

in
g in

to D
raco in

 th
is con

dition
. 

W
h

en
 sh

e got back
 to h

er room
 after break

fast, H
erm

ion
e paced th

e 
floor an

d con
sidered. 

D
espite th

is m
ess, th

ey h
ad to con

tin
ue practicin

g —
 for a variety of 

reason
s, n

on
e of w

h
ich

 in
cluded D

raco’s erection
 or H

erm
ion

e’s still 
buzzin

g sk
in

. Sh
e just couldn

’t th
in

k
 of w

h
at th

ose reason
s w

ere un
til sh

e 
sat an

d focused. So sh
e did. 

T
h

e L
oun

ge w
asn

’t just sittin
g on

 laps an
d w

atch
in

g th
e boys ban

ter 
an

d drin
k

. T
h

e L
oun

ge w
as far m

ore active —
 less th

an
 h

er first visit, of 
course, but still a cesspool of lust. In

 th
e few

 tim
es sh

e’d been
 to th

e 
L

oun
ge, sh

e’d sat in
 D

raco’s lap an
d—
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Sn
appin

g open
, h

is eyes lock
ed on

 h
ers. H

eated greys an
d bottom

less 
pupils. 

“Satisfied, G
ran

ger?” h
e h

issed. H
is fin

gers dug in
to h

er h
ips, pullin

g 
h

er tigh
t again

st h
is crotch

. “T
h

at m
ak

es on
e of us.” 

H
e sw

iftly rem
oved h

er from
 h

is lap, placed h
er on

 h
er feet, an

d w
as 

out th
e door before H

erm
ion

e could tak
e a breath

 deep en
ough

 to clear 
h

er h
ead. 

>
 

Sh
e laid in

 bed th
at n

igh
t, starin

g up at h
er can

opy w
ith

 w
ide eyes. It w

as 
after m

idn
igh

t, an
d h

er m
in

d w
as still racin

g. 
P

erh
aps D

raco M
alfoy w

as just very sen
sitive about h

is n
eck

. O
r h

e h
ad 

in
stan

t erection
s w

h
en

 h
is n

eck
 w

as k
issed. 

O
r m

aybe h
e w

as rem
em

berin
g th

eir k
iss as w

ell. M
aybe h

e couldn
’t 

stop im
agin

in
g th

e girl w
ith

 th
e red lips in

 th
e red dress—

 
B

ut n
o. H

e w
as sh

ovin
g h

er off h
is lap w

ell before sh
e’d ever put on

 
th

ose k
n

ick
ers. 

H
erm

ion
e h

uffed an
d rolled to h

er side. Sh
e th

ough
t of h

is eyes on
 h

er 
legs w

h
en

ever th
ey h

ad left for E
din

burgh
. E

ven
 m

on
th

s ago, on
 th

e 
n

igh
t h

e’d tak
en

 h
er to H

ogw
arts to stan

d before V
oldem

ort, sh
e’d been

 
in

 a th
in

, sh
ort slip, an

d h
is eyes h

ad dropped. 
A

 w
arm

th
 in

 h
er ch

est blossom
ed. P

erh
aps h

e did fin
d h

er attractive, 
even

 th
ough

 h
e claim

ed h
e’d “forgotten

 h
im

self” th
at n

igh
t. Som

eth
in

g 
deep in

side h
er, h

idden
 aw

ay for years, preen
ed. L

ik
e a flow

er feelin
g sun

-
ligh

t again
 after a frozen

 w
in

ter. 
H

er m
in

d drifted to th
e w

ay h
e’d look

ed at h
er w

h
en

 sh
e w

as on
ly in

 
th

ose red k
n

ick
ers an

d red bra, seem
in

gly about to en
gage in

 lew
d acts 

w
ith

 an
oth

er girl. Sh
e h

adn
’t been

 able to m
eet h

is eyes, but sh
e w

on
dered 

n
ow

 if h
e’d even

 spared C
h

o a glan
ce. 

T
h

e w
ay h

is k
n

uck
les h

ad brush
ed again

st h
er ribs as h

e h
elped h

er zip 
h

er dress. 

C
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H
is lips an

d h
is ch

est an
d h

is th
igh

. 
Sh

e could tell h
im

 about w
h

at sh
e’d just learn

ed. T
h

ey could go 
th

rough
 th

e book
s togeth

er, an
d w

h
en

 sh
e fin

ally ask
ed h

im
 about last 

n
igh

t, h
e m

igh
t silen

ce h
er w

ith
 a k

iss—
 

“I’d lik
e to apologize for last n

igh
t.” H

e slipped h
is h

an
ds in

to h
is 

pock
ets, an

d h
er breath

 left h
er. Sh

e squeezed th
e book

 closer to h
er ch

est, 
pressin

g in
den

ts in
to h

er fin
gertips. “I quite forgot m

yself. I lost con
trol, 

an
d it w

on
’t h

appen
 again

.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
im

. H
e w

as stoic, w
ith

 cold eyes an
d clipped sen

ten
ces. 

W
ith

 fin
ality. H

er h
eartbeat quick

en
ed as th

e w
ords sun

k
 in

to h
er sk

in
, 

ch
illin

g h
er blood. 

H
e regretted k

issin
g h

er. O
f course h

e did. H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed, sud-

den
ly aw

ash
 w

ith
 guilt an

d sh
am

e. N
ot an

 h
our ago, sh

e’d th
ough

t it w
as 

a m
em

ory sh
e could h

old an
d return

 to w
h

en
ever sh

e w
an

ted. 
It w

on
’t h

appen
 again

. 
Sh

e really w
as a stupid girl. 

Focusin
g on

 th
e n

um
bn

ess in
 h

er fin
gertips, sh

e n
odded, blin

k
in

g at 
h

im
. “I see.” 

A
 pause before h

e m
oved in

to th
e room

, in
ch

in
g closer. L

ik
e a coiled 

sprin
g beggin

g to go th
e oth

er direction
. L

ook
in

g over h
er texts on

 th
e 

floor, h
e pressed h

is lips togeth
er before glan

cin
g up. 

“It w
as com

pletely in
appropriate of m

e.” H
e cleared h

is th
roat. “I’d 

un
derstan

d if you’d lik
e to discon

tin
ue our practice session

s.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
arrow

ed h
er eyes, an

ger sudden
ly con

strictin
g h

er ch
est. 

“T
h

at w
on

’t b
e n

ecessary.” Sh
e turn

ed back
 to th

e book
sh

elf, pluck
in

g 
out a volum

e at ran
dom

 an
d flippin

g th
rough

 its pages. “W
e absolutely 

n
eed to k

eep practicin
g. I’d say w

e’re n
ow

h
ere n

ear as com
fortable as w

e 
sh

ould be.” 
A

n
 un

easy sh
ufflin

g beh
in

d h
er. B

efore h
e could speak

, sh
e silen

ced 
h

im
 w

ith
 a sn

ap of th
e book

’s spin
e. 

“T
h

ere’s n
o n

eed to fuss. I don
’t in

ten
d to draw

 suspicion
 on

 m
yself 
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over a stupid m
istak

e caused b
y on

e too m
an

y glasses of w
in

e.” 
Sh

e spun
 on

 h
er h

eel an
d w

alk
ed out of h

is sigh
t, back

 to h
er piles of 

book
s. N

oth
in

g h
ad ch

an
ged betw

een
 th

em
. H

e’d m
ade a m

istak
e, an

d so 
h

ad sh
e. N

ow
 th

at th
ey’d both

 ack
n

ow
ledged it, th

ey could con
tin

ue as 
th

ey w
ere. 

A
 soun

d of careful footsteps up to th
e lan

din
g as sh

e m
eth

odically col-
lected h

er book
s in

to h
er arm

s. Sh
e w

h
ipped h

er h
ead over h

er sh
oulder 

to glare at h
im

. 
D

raco stood h
overin

g n
ear a sh

elf, w
atch

in
g h

er silen
tly. A

 flick
er in

 
h

is expression
 before h

is th
roat bobbed. “A

re you sure th
at’s w

ise? T
o con

-
tin

ue practicin
g?” h

e fin
ally ask

ed. 
Sh

e stood straigh
t an

d lifted a brow
 at h

im
. “W

h
y n

ot? W
e both

 agreed 
th

at it w
as a m

istak
e an

d th
at it w

on
’t h

appen
 again

. P
retty straigh

tfor-
w

ard, really.” 
H

e blin
k

ed at h
er, h

is left eye tw
itch

in
g. 

“L
et m

e k
n

ow
 w

h
en

 you’re ready to pick
 back

 up again
, M

alfoy.” Sh
e 

push
ed aroun

d h
im

, carryin
g h

er book
s w

ith
 h

er back
 upstairs. 

Sh
e m

an
aged to m

ak
e it beh

in
d th

e lock
ed door of h

er bath
room

 be-
fore sh

e began
 cryin

g, run
n

in
g th

e tap to drow
n

 out h
er sob

s. 

>
 

T
h

e rest of h
er day w

as con
sum

ed b
y O

cclum
en

cy. Sh
e tried advan

ced 
tech

n
iques, fin

din
g w

ays to softly tear pages out of h
er m

en
tal book

s an
d 

let th
em

 gath
er an

d bin
d in

to a n
ew

 text, tuck
in

g it aw
ay on

 a back
 sh

elf 
in

 th
e R

estricted Section
 of h

er m
en

tal library. 
Sh

e severed pages: h
is dark

en
ed eyes, w

arm
 lips, an

d gifted ton
gue. A

 
firm

 th
igh

 betw
een

 h
er legs, lon

g fin
gers grippin

g h
er w

rists —
 all sealed 

an
d tuck

ed aw
ay. 

A
dded to th

e n
ew

 restricted book
 w

ere th
e im

ages of h
er red lips, tigh

t 
curls, an

d lacy k
n

ick
ers. Sh

e didn
’t w

an
t to th

in
k

 about th
e costum

e th
at 

h
ad m

ade h
im

 forget w
h

o th
ey both

 w
ere. 
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w
ith

 a belabored h
uff. “Just a few

 m
ore m

in
utes, an

d w
e’ll call it a n

igh
t, 

alrigh
t? Just th

in
k

 of —
 of som

eth
in

g else.” 
H

is n
ostrils flared —

 but th
en

 h
e blin

k
ed, an

d th
e eyes th

at open
ed 

back
 at h

er w
ere a cool grey. H

e jerk
ed a n

od. 
G

rum
blin

g, sh
e m

oved closer, an
d h

e steadied h
er on

 h
is lap, h

oldin
g 

h
er still w

h
ile h

e sat stiffly. Slow
ly, gen

tly, sh
e let h

er fin
gers trail over h

is 
collar as sh

e k
issed at h

is n
eck

. T
racin

g a path
 th

rough
 th

e open
ed top of 

h
is collar, sh

e paused at h
is ear before cautiously run

n
in

g h
er teeth

 over 
h

is earlob
e. 

H
e h

issed an
d tried to push

 h
er back

 again
. A

n
d h

er blood erupted in
 

an
ger. 
“Stop actin

g lik
e I repulse you—

” 
“Y

ou bloody w
itch

—
” 

“—
so stiff an

d un
com

fortable, it’s a m
iracle th

e en
tire room

 h
asn

’t n
o-

ticed! A
n

d if you k
eep push

in
g m

e, I’m
 goin

g to fall off!” 
Sh

e sh
ifted on

to h
is lap, pullin

g h
erself tigh

t to h
is body, sittin

g side-
w

ays across h
is groin

. A
n

d sh
e felt it at th

e sam
e tim

e D
raco groan

ed. 
H

e h
ad an

 erection
. 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes popped w

ide, h
er face still buried in

 h
is n

eck
. H

is fin
-

gers w
ere diggin

g in
to h

er h
ips, h

oldin
g h

er very still. 
H

er h
eart started racin

g, an
d th

e h
eat in

 h
er body boiled. H

er fin
gers 

w
ere squeezin

g h
is sh

oulders before sh
e could stop th

em
. Sh

e begged h
er-

self to use h
er brain

. 
H

e w
as experien

cin
g attraction

 of a…
sexual n

ature. B
ut sh

e didn
’t h

ave 
on

 P
an

sy’s red dress or k
n

ick
ers. Sh

e w
as bare-faced an

d w
ild-h

aired, in
 

just a jum
per an

d den
im

s. 
A

n
d sudden

ly sh
e rem

em
bered every oth

er tim
e h

e’d push
ed h

er off 
h

is lap —
 even

 th
e first tim

e sh
e’d k

issed h
is n

eck
 —

 w
eeks ago. 

M
outh

 open
, sh

e pulled back
 to look

 at h
is face. 

H
is eyes w

ere pressed closed, lips tigh
t, breath

in
g quick

ly th
rough

 h
is 

n
ose. T

h
e blush

 on
 h

is n
eck

 h
ad spread to h

is ch
eek

s. 
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blin
k

ed up at h
im

, stun
n

ed. “T
h

is idea is beyon
d stupid,” h

e h
issed. 

“H
ow

 is it an
y stupider th

an
 C

h
o?” sh

e sn
arled, h

er an
ger flarin

g. 
“T

h
eo is gay, w

h
ich

 you refuse to let sin
k

 in
to th

at stubborn
 h

ead of 
yours—

” 
“T

h
en

 let m
e get alon

e w
ith

 h
im

 an
d b

e th
e judge! I fail to un

derstan
d

 
w

h
y you care so m

uch
!” 

Sh
e spun

 on
 h

er h
eel an

d storm
ed out of th

e room
, relish

in
g h

ow
 good 

it felt to b
e th

e first on
e to leave for on

ce. 

>
 

H
erm

ion
e w

as in
 a foul m

ood in
to th

e n
ext day. Sh

e con
sidered slippin

g 
back

 in
to P

an
sy’s costum

e for th
at even

in
g’s practice session

, just to prove 
a poin

t —
 R

em
em

ber th
e girl in

 th
e red dress? —

 but sh
e refrain

ed. 
Sh

e m
et h

im
 dow

n
 in

 th
e sittin

g room
 at seven

 o’clock
, determ

in
ed to 

set aside h
er sim

m
erin

g rage an
d em

barrassm
en

t at th
e con

versation
 th

e 
previous even

in
g. L

ettin
g h

im
 fin

ish
 h

is din
n

er in
 relative silen

ce except 
for a few

 question
s about Italy, sh

e sat an
d dran

k
 h

er w
in

e as h
e spok

e. 
W

h
en

 h
e w

as h
alfw

ay th
rough

 h
is m

eal, sh
e lean

ed
 close to h

is body 
again

, tuck
in

g h
erself in

to h
is side. H

er lips m
oved to h

is jaw
, an

d sh
e 

trailed ligh
t k

isses dow
n

 to h
is sh

oulder as h
e sw

allow
ed h

is w
in

e. H
er 

h
an

d reach
ed for h

is opposite sh
oulder, fin

gers grippin
g th

e fabric of h
is 

sh
irt. 
H

is th
roat bobbed. 

O
n

e of h
er h

an
ds ran

 th
rough

 th
e h

air at th
e base of h

is n
eck

, an
d sh

e 
k

issed just un
der h

is ear, lettin
g h

er ton
gue gen

tly glide alon
g th

e sk
in

. 
H

is fork
 clattered to th

e plate, an
d th

en
 h

is h
an

ds w
ere on

 h
er h

ips, 
push

in
g h

er aw
ay. 

“T
h

at’s en
ough

, G
ran

ger—
” 

Sh
e scow

led at h
im

 as sh
e w

obbled, bracin
g h

erself on
 h

is k
n

ees. “T
h

at 
w

as barely an
yth

in
g, M

alfoy.” 
H

e glow
ered back

, jaw
 ten

se. Sh
e fin

ally brok
e th

eir glarin
g con

test 
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T
h

ere w
as an

 in
vitation

 to din
n

er at som
e poin

t, a w
om

an
’s voice spo-

k
en

 softly th
rough

 th
e door. B

y th
e tim

e sh
e n

oticed th
e cold plate on

 h
er 

coffee table, six h
ours h

ad passed, an
d th

e sk
y w

as black
 outside h

er w
in

-
dow

. E
ven

 th
e m

oon
ligh

t w
as too brigh

t for th
e pressure beh

in
d h

er eyes, 
so sh

e dran
k

 h
er Sleepin

g D
raugh

ts an
d fell asleep before sh

e’d fully 
slipped betw

een
 th

e covers. 
H

erm
ion

e w
ok

e up early on
 Sun

day an
d spen

t th
e extra tim

e m
editat-

in
g an

d O
ccludin

g. T
h

ere w
as research

 to do, an
d sh

e couldn
’t lose an

-
oth

er day on
 silly distraction

s. 
Sh

e ran
 in

to h
im

 tw
ice th

at day, starin
g sullen

 an
d blan

k
-faced at h

er 
in

 th
e h

alls on
 h

er w
ay to th

e con
servatory, an

d th
en

 again
 w

h
en

 sh
e w

as 
just leavin

g h
er solitary din

n
er. 

B
y n

oon
 on

 M
on

day, sh
e w

as alm
ost don

e w
ith

 h
er first book

. Sh
e read 

th
e P

roph
et over lun

ch
, catch

in
g a sm

all article on
 P

age 3 about riotin
g in

 
Italy. A

n
d n

ot an
 h

our later, M
ippy appeared w

ith
 trem

blin
g eyes an

d h
er 

aftern
oon

 coffee, tellin
g h

er th
at D

raco h
ad been

 called aw
ay. 

N
arcissa cam

e to h
er tw

o days later, gen
tly in

quirin
g about h

er w
ell-

bein
g an

d pressin
g a letter in

to h
er h

an
ds th

at updated th
e “h

ouseh
old” 

on
 th

e situation
 in

 Italy. H
erm

ion
e cross-referen

ced th
e little in

for-
m

ation
 in

 D
raco’s n

ote w
ith

 w
h

at Sk
eeter h

ad been
 prin

tin
g, an

d deduced
 

th
at h

e’d been
 sen

t to con
trol un

rest fueled b
y th

e disappearan
ces of A

n
-

ton
io B

ravieri’s form
er coun

cil m
em

bers. H
e w

ouldn
’t b

e able to w
rite 

again
 w

h
ile h

e w
as aw

ay, but h
e claim

ed to b
e safe an

d begged h
is m

oth
er 

n
ot to w

orry. 
O

n
ce sh

e w
as fin

ish
ed w

ith
 it, H

erm
ion

e crum
pled h

is n
ote in

 h
er 

palm
. T

h
ere w

as n
oth

in
g w

orth
 savin

g in
 th

ose w
ords, an

d sh
e already felt 

foolish
 h

oldin
g on

to a few
 scraps of paper from

 before. Sh
e crossed th

e 
room

 to th
e jew

elry box on
 h

er bedside table an
d reach

ed for th
e oth

er 
n

otes from
 h

im
, ready to toss th

em
 all in

to th
e flam

es —
 but som

eth
in

g 
paused h

er. Sh
e sm

ooth
ed an

d tuck
ed th

e latest letter in
 th

e jew
elry box, 

an
d th

en
 stared out h

er w
in

dow
 for th

e n
ext h

our, w
atch

in
g th

e h
orizon

. 
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T
h

e w
eek

s dragged on
 in

 D
raco’s absen

ce, an
d H

erm
ion

e th
rew

 h
erself 

in
to h

er research
. T

h
e journ

als pulled by th
e catalog seem

ed critical, but 
sh

e’d m
ostly foun

d fragm
en

ts an
d riddles. Som

e spells w
ere clearly rele-

van
t —

 a “ligh
tn

in
g barrier,” for exam

ple—
 but its direction

s listed 
stran

ge in
gredien

ts an
d sym

bols th
at w

ere clearly in
 code. 

It w
ould b

e so m
uch

 easier if sh
e h

ad a h
in

t or tw
o. Som

eon
e to poin

t 
h

er in
 on

e direction
 or an

oth
er. In

 th
e even

in
gs, as sh

e applied th
e cream

 
P

an
sy h

ad forced on
 h

er, sh
e w

ould con
sider T

h
eo N

ott, w
on

derin
g h

ow
 

sh
e could glean

 in
form

ation
 from

 h
im

 about h
is fath

er’s w
ork

 on
 th

e tat-
toos. 

A
s A

ugust stretch
ed to a close, H

erm
ion

e began
 seein

g N
arcissa for 

daily m
eals again

. N
arcissa seem

ed to in
tuit th

at som
eth

in
g h

ad h
ap-

pen
ed, because sh

e n
ever m

en
tion

ed D
raco b

y n
am

e. H
erm

ion
e w

as grate-
ful for it, an

d for h
er com

pan
y. T

h
ey w

ere w
elcom

e break
s from

 h
er re-

search
 an

d O
cclum

en
cy. 

O
n

e m
orn

in
g, th

ey w
ere h

avin
g break

fast togeth
er w

h
en

 H
erm

ion
e 

look
ed dow

n
 at th

e D
aily P

roph
et an

d foun
d a picture of th

e H
ogw

arts 
E

xpress. T
h

e date on
 th

e paper read 01 Septem
ber. Sh

e gasped, h
er fork

 
clatterin

g on
 th

e ch
in

a. 
N

arcissa look
ed up from

 h
er plate w

ith
 w

ide eyes, caugh
t m

id-bite. 
“H

ogw
arts reopen

ed?” 
A

 sh
adow

 flitted over N
arcissa’s face. Sh

e fin
ish

ed ch
ew

in
g an

d gave a 
sin

gle n
od. “For pure-bloods, yes.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes sped th

rough
 th

e article, sn
atch

in
g on

 w
ords lik

e 
H

eadm
istress D

olores U
m

bridge, D
ark M

agics, an
d In

troduction
 to In

ter-
rogation

. H
er stom

ach
 turn

ed in
 disgust. 

“T
h

is is h
ardly an

 education
. T

h
ey’re train

in
g ch

ild soldiers!” 
“T

h
in

gs h
ave ch

an
ged…

 sign
ifican

tly, H
erm

ion
e.” N

arcissa set dow
n

 
h

er cutlery an
d closed h

er eyes, exh
alin

g. “P
aren

ts h
ad th

e option
 to 
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M
aybe w

ear som
eth

in
g h

e’d fin
d appealin

g. N
oth

in
g serious, of course. 

Y
ou could break

 it up lik
e w

e did w
ith

 C
h

o.” 
D

raco’s bark
in

g laugh
 jostled h

er. Sh
e stared at h

im
 w

ide-eyed, feelin
g 

m
ortification

 creep up h
er n

eck
 as h

is ch
est rum

bled. 
“W

h
at’s so fun

n
y?” sh

e dem
an

ded. 
“A

s m
uch

 as I w
ould love to see you try, G

ran
ger,” h

e said, still sm
irk

-
in

g, “your ch
arm

s w
on

’t w
ork

 on
 h

im
.” 

“A
n

d w
h

y n
ot?” T

h
e tips of h

er ears w
ere burn

in
g. “I w

ore a tigh
t red 

dress last tim
e, an

d m
y ‘ch

arm
s’ seem

ed to w
ork

 on
 som

eon
e w

e both
 

k
n

ow
.” 

H
is sm

ile im
m

ediately died. H
is ribs w

ere stiff an
d un

m
ovin

g again
st 

h
ers. 

Sh
e scoffed an

d turn
ed h

er face aw
ay, grabbin

g h
er w

in
e glass. 

“G
ran

ger, you’re n
ot h

is type,” D
raco said softly, still a bit of am

use-
m

en
t in

 h
is voice. 

H
erm

ion
e rolled h

er eyes. “Y
es, I k

n
ow

 you th
in

k
 h

e’s gay. B
ut clearly, 

your eyesigh
t is failin

g you, because h
e w

as very in
tim

ate w
ith

 h
is C

arrow
 

G
irl last tim

e. It’s called bein
g bisex

ual, M
alfoy. Surely you m

ust h
ave 

h
eard of it?” 

H
is eyes sn

apped to h
ers, an

d h
is scow

l deepen
ed. “R

egardless, th
e an

-
sw

er is still n
o.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes n

arrow
ed. “A

n
d w

h
y n

ot?” 
“B

ecause h
e’d see righ

t th
rough

 you. It w
ould n

ever w
ork

.” 
“I disagree. T

h
eo’s desperate to prove h

im
self. H

e loves atten
tion

 an
d 

praise. I th
in

k
 it w

ould b
e easy if h

e w
as drun

k
 en

ough
—

” 
“I said n

o.” D
raco’s eyes an

d m
outh

 w
ere h

ard. “E
veryon

e w
ould w

an
t 

to k
n

ow
 w

h
y I’m

 sudden
ly Sh

arin
g you. It w

ould open
 th

e floodgates.” 
T

h
e breath

 left H
erm

ion
e’s lun

gs. H
e h

ad h
er th

ere. 
“T

h
at is a problem

. B
ut I still th

in
k

 w
e could fin

d a w
ay.” 

“W
h

at part about ‘n
o’ don

’t you un
derstan

d, G
ran

ger?” A
n

d th
en

 sh
e 

w
as push

ed from
 h

is lap, an
d th

ey both
 w

ere stan
din

g uprigh
t as sh

e 
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H
is m

outh
 m

oved w
ordlessly before sh

e rush
ed ah

ead of h
im

, practi-
cally boltin

g up th
e staircase. Sh

e didn
’t turn

 aroun
d, but sh

e could feel 
h

im
 glow

erin
g at h

er back
 th

e w
h

ole w
ay. 

>
 

T
h

e sm
all sittin

g room
 in

 th
e eastern

 w
in

g h
ad a variety of ch

airs an
d 

couch
es. T

h
e elves h

ad con
jured a sm

all table at H
erm

ion
e’s request so 

th
ey could sim

ulate a din
n

er at E
din

burgh
 as closely as possible. 

O
n

 M
on

day even
in

g, h
e sat in

 th
eir usual ch

air an
d pick

ed at h
is din

-
n

er w
h

ile sh
e grilled h

im
 on

 Italy. H
e’d spen

t th
e en

tire tim
e in

 R
om

e, 
protectin

g th
e n

ew
 m

in
ister. 

“L
ik

e a bodyguard?” sh
e ask

ed. 
“I guess you could say th

at.” H
e cut in

to h
is steak

, on
e arm

 aroun
d h

er 
w

aist. “M
ore of a babysitter, really. M

ak
in

g sure R
om

an
o is follow

in
g th

e 
in

struction
s th

e D
ark

 L
ord set for h

im
.” 

“W
h

at k
in

d of in
struction

s,” sh
e said, tearin

g h
er eyes aw

ay from
 th

e 
w

ay h
is lips closed aroun

d h
is fork

. 
“M

agical education
 reform

. A
 M

uggle-born
 registration

.” 
Sh

e n
odded, h

avin
g expected both

. Sh
e w

aited for h
im

 to b
e alm

ost 
don

e w
ith

 h
is din

n
er before sh

e said, “I n
eed a favor.” 

H
is jaw

 froze, m
id-ch

ew
. H

e lifted a brow
 an

d sh
ook

 h
is h

ead at h
is 

plate w
ith

 a frustrated sigh
. “G

o righ
t ah

ead, G
ran

ger.” 
“I n

eed your h
elp gettin

g tim
e alon

e w
ith

 T
h

eo.” 
H

e dropped h
is uten

sils, turn
in

g to look
 at h

er. “W
h

y?” 
“H

is fath
er design

ed th
e tattoos, didn

’t h
e?” 

H
e glan

ced quick
ly dow

n
 to h

is in
itials on

 h
er arm

. “Y
es—

” 
“M

aybe h
e h

elped h
is fath

er. O
r m

aybe h
e k

n
ow

s som
eth

in
g—

” 
“A

n
d h

ow
 in

 M
erlin

’s n
am

e are you goin
g to fin

d out? A
sk

 h
im

 
n

icely?” 
“N

ot exactly.” H
erm

ion
e cleared h

er th
roat, sudden

ly feelin
g h

ot all 
over. “I th

ough
t I m

igh
t b

e able to flatter h
im

 a bit —
 cozy up to h

im
. 
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educate th
eir ch

ildren
 at h

om
e, but all w

ill b
e tested on

 th
e n

ew
 curricu-

lum
 at th

e en
d of th

e sch
ool year.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s vein

s tin
gled w

ith
 dread as sh

e stared
 dow

n
 at th

e H
og-

w
arts E

xpress, th
in

k
in

g of h
ow

 m
ajestic it used to seem

 to h
er. Full of 

prom
ise an

d possibility. Sh
e’d m

et R
on

 an
d H

arry for th
e first tim

e on
 

th
at train

. 
Sh

e’d m
et D

raco on
 th

at train
…

th
ough

 sh
e couldn

’t b
e sure h

e rem
em

-
bered. H

e’d been
 quite rude to h

er w
h

en
 sh

e ask
ed about N

eville’s toad. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed an
d sh

ook
 h

er h
ead, refocusin

g. It w
as Septem

ber th
e first, 

an
d th

e H
ogw

arts E
xpress w

as tak
in

g ch
ildren

 back
 to sch

ool. T
h

e w
orld 

h
ad con

tin
ued spin

n
in

g, alth
ough

 dark
er th

an
 before. 

“Is th
e D

ark
 L

ord still at th
e castle?” 

N
arcissa n

odded slow
ly. “T

h
ere are far few

er studen
ts arrivin

g, so 
th

ey’re con
fin

in
g th

em
 to th

e tow
ers an

d upper floors.” 
So an

y attack
 on

 H
ogw

arts w
ould en

dan
ger th

e ch
ildren

 in
side. H

er-
m

ion
e sigh

ed, rubbin
g h

er brow
. It m

ust b
e a w

ak
in

g n
igh

tm
are for re-

turn
in

g studen
ts. H

ow
 m

an
y of th

e old staff an
d teach

ers w
ere dead? Sh

e 
w

orried for th
e poor h

ouse-elves in
 th

e k
itch

en
s, too, but th

ey at least 
w

ere un
lik

ely to b
e k

illed. Servan
ts w

ere still n
ecessary for th

e sch
ool to 

operate. 
A

 m
em

ory spark
ed in

 h
er. K

reach
er. 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes slid to N

arcissa as sh
e took

 delicate bites from
 h

er 
toast. G

rim
m

auld P
lace h

ad been
 a property of th

e B
lack

 fam
ily before it 

h
ad passed to H

arry. 
“N

arcissa, I h
ope you don

’t m
in

d m
e ask

in
g…

” H
erm

ion
e cleared h

er 
th

roat. “B
ut I w

on
dered if you k

n
ew

 an
yth

in
g about th

e h
ouse-elf, 

K
reach

er?” 
N

arcissa blin
k

ed, caugh
t off guard. T

h
en

 h
er lips pulled in

to a tigh
t 

sm
ile. “I seem

 to rem
em

ber th
at h

e’s a grum
py little th

in
g. M

y sister used 
to ch

ase h
im

 aroun
d w

h
en

 w
e w

ould visit our cousin
s.” Sh

e set h
er teacup 

dow
n

 w
ith

out a soun
d, an

d said, “W
h

y? H
as h

e been
 both

erin
g you?” 
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“N
o. B

ut I did see h
im

 last w
eek

.” Sh
e fiddled w

ith
 th

e n
apk

in
 in

 h
er 

lap. “A
n

d I w
as just curious w

h
o h

is m
aster is?” 

N
arcissa n

odded. “G
rim

m
auld P

lace is n
ow

 in
 D

raco’s n
am

e,” sh
e said 

sim
ply. “O

n
ce th

e dust settled at H
ogw

arts, I w
en

t to G
rin

gotts an
d filed 

th
e paperw

ork
. T

h
e property fell to th

e B
lack

 fam
ily, but as m

y eldest sis-
ter h

as n
o h

eirs, th
e estate passed to D

raco, th
e on

ly m
ale h

eir in
 th

e B
lack

 
lin

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s m
in

d spun
 o

n
 its axis. G

rim
m

auld P
lace belon

ged to 
D

raco. K
reach

er belon
ged to D

raco. P
an

sy m
ust b

e h
idin

g at G
rim

m
auld 

P
lace. H

er breath
 h

itch
ed —

 but still, som
eth

in
g tugged at H

erm
ion

e’s 
m

in
d. 

H
arry. G

rim
m

auld P
lace h

ad been
 h

is. 
“A

n
d…

an
d th

e goblin
s at G

rin
gotts…

” sh
e stam

m
ered, search

in
g for 

th
e righ

t w
ords. “H

ow
 did th

ey decide to strip H
arry of th

e property?” 
N

arcissa tilted h
er h

ead, b
row

s k
n

ittin
g in

 con
fusion

. “W
h

en
 P

otter 
died w

ith
out a w

ill, th
e property w

as left ow
n

erless. T
h

e goblin
s h

ave 
m

agic track
in

g th
ese th

in
gs.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s face felt tigh

t. H
er sk

in
 w

as buzzin
g —

 sh
e could h

ear it 
in

 h
er ears. If sh

e h
adn

’t already been
 sittin

g, sh
e w

ould h
ave n

eeded a 
ch

air. 
T

h
e goblin

s at G
rin

gotts —
 th

e m
ost by-th

e-book
 species in

 th
e m

ag-
ical w

orld —
 h

ad approved paperw
ork

 declarin
g th

at th
e previous ow

n
er 

of G
rim

m
auld P

lace w
as dead. 

A
 h

an
d touch

ed h
er w

rist. 
“H

erm
ion

e, are you alrigh
t? Y

ou’re as pale as a sh
eet.” 

N
arcissa’s voice seem

ed far aw
ay. 

H
erm

ion
e focused on

 h
er breath

in
g, pullin

g air deeply. Sh
e th

ough
t 

of a lak
e w

ith
 still w

aters un
til h

er h
eartbeat return

ed to n
orm

al, an
d h

er 
breath

in
g regulated. 

W
h

en
 sh

e open
ed h

er eyes, N
arcissa h

ad pulled H
erm

ion
e’s ch

air out 
an

d w
as k

n
eelin

g in
 fron

t of h
er. A

 cool h
an

d w
as o

n
 h

er face, th
e oth

er 
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ach
e. 
H

er gaze slid back
 up, preparin

g to close th
e book

 th
at cataloged th

e 
softn

ess of h
is eyes an

d th
e w

ay h
is sh

irt h
ugged h

is torso. H
e m

igh
t h

ave 
been

 doin
g th

e sam
e. 

“I prom
ise to k

eep you in
form

ed.” Sh
e m

oved closer to th
e stairs. “I 

prom
ise to do everyth

in
g in

 m
y pow

er to n
ot get you or your m

oth
er 

k
illed. O

r your fath
er, if I m

ust.” Sh
e ch

an
ced a h

alf-sm
ile. 

A
 m

uscle tw
itch

ed in
 h

is jaw
. “A

n
d w

h
at about gettin

g yourself 
k

illed?” 
“Y

es, yes, protectin
g your in

vestm
en

t an
d all th

at.” Sh
e blew

 out a 
quick

 breath
. “I prom

ise to try to avoid th
at, too. I’m

 n
ot a big fan

 of th
e 

idea m
yself.” 

“T
h

en
 I expect you to act lik

e it.” H
e dropped dow

n
 th

e first stair to 
m

eet h
er. “A

n
d I expect you to k

eep your w
ord.” 

Sh
e n

odded. A
n

d w
h

en
 h

er stom
ach

 flipped at h
is gaze, sh

e brok
e 

aw
ay, steppin

g back
w

ard. 
“P

ractice tom
orrow

, th
en

?” sh
e ask

ed. 
H

e m
ade an

 im
patien

t soun
d at th

e back
 of h

is th
roat. “I really don

’t 
th

in
k

—
” 

“A
n

d I really do. E
din

burgh
 is five n

igh
ts aw

ay, an
d w

e can
 barely 

stan
d to b

e in
 th

e sam
e room

 as each
 oth

er because—
” H

er ch
eek

s burn
ed, 

an
d sh

e look
ed at h

er sh
oes. “B

ecause you’ve been
 aw

ay so lon
g.” 

Silen
ce. A

n
d th

en
: “Y

ou’re a h
orrible liar, G

ran
ger.” 

“Fin
e,” sh

e fum
ed. “B

ecause w
e k

issed. B
ecause w

e both
 h

ad a terrible 
lapse in

 judgm
en

t an
d w

e k
issed. B

ut I’m
 trustin

g th
at w

e can
 both

 just 
buck

 up an
d beh

ave lik
e adults about th

is!” 
H

e lifted a brow
 at h

er. “A
dults?” 

“Y
es.” Sh

e h
uffed an

d curled h
er fin

gers in
to fists. “Just because w

e h
ad 

a ‘m
om

en
t’ doesn

’t m
ean

 w
e sh

ould th
row

 aw
ay all our h

ard w
ork

.” 
H

is lips pressed togeth
er. “If you really th

in
k

…
” 

“W
on

derful. I’ll see you at seven
 tom

orrow
.” 
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to m
ove aroun

d th
ere. I n

eed to—
” Sh

e sw
allow

ed. “…
to play th

e gam
e a 

bit better.” Sh
e th

ough
t of C

h
o an

d C
h

arlotte. O
f P

an
sy’s in

sisten
ce th

at 
sh

e w
asn

’t just an
oth

er prize to bid on
, but th

e prize. Sh
e tilted h

er ch
in

 
up. “M

y place sh
ouldn

’t b
e in

 th
e back

groun
d.” 

H
is eyes jerk

ed up from
 h

er clavicles. “So w
h

at does th
at m

ak
e m

e? 
Y

our little pet w
h

o run
s aroun

d clean
in

g up your m
esses?” 

“D
on

’t b
e im

possible,” sh
e sn

apped. “C
learly I’m

 th
e pet in

 th
is situa-

tion
, an

d both
 of our lives depen

d on
 people th

in
k

in
g th

at.” 
H

e said n
oth

in
g, glarin

g at h
er. 

Sh
e sigh

ed an
d slow

ly un
crossed h

er arm
s. “L

isten
, M

alfoy. Y
ou k

n
ew

 
w

h
o I w

as w
h

en
 you bough

t m
e.” H

is th
roat bobbed. “T

h
e fact th

at I w
an

t 
to h

elp th
e O

rder sh
ouldn

’t surprise you.” 
H

is gaze tum
bled over h

er n
eck

 an
d sh

oulders again
, before slidin

g 
back

 up h
er eyes. 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

 w
h

o I am
 just as w

ell,” h
e said, an

d a h
in

t of th
at old H

og-
w

arts arrogan
ce slipped over h

im
 lik

e a cloak
. “It sh

ouldn
’t surprise you if 

I stan
d in

 your path
. W

e h
ave opposin

g in
terests, after all.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
. A

 sligh
t sn

eer on
 h

is face, as if h
e’d slith

ered back
 

in
to th

e person
a h

e tried to w
ear for so m

an
y years. It look

ed stran
ge on

 
h

im
 n

ow
. 

“I’d lik
e to th

in
k

 I k
n

ow
 w

h
o you are.” H

er voice w
as soft, driftin

g 
over to h

im
 lik

e a breeze across a field. E
ven

 at H
ogw

arts, sh
e’d th

ough
t 

sh
e k

n
ew

 —
 th

ough
t sh

e’d seen
 a piece of h

im
 h

e tried to k
eep buried. “I’d 

lik
e to th

in
k

…
th

at our in
terests aren

’t as opposin
g as you’d let m

e believe. 
W

h
y else w

ould you h
elp m

e w
ith

 C
h

o?” 
Sh

e w
atch

ed th
e slow

 m
ovem

en
t of h

is ribs, w
atch

ed h
is eyes sk

ate over 
h

er face. H
e didn

’t den
y it. H

e just stared back
 at h

er, h
is fin

gers palin
g as 

th
ey gripped th

e m
arble ban

ister. 
Sh

e th
ough

t sh
e could m

aybe survive th
e absen

ce of h
is affection

s if h
e 

con
tin

ued to h
elp h

er an
d speak

 open
ly w

ith
 h

er about th
e w

ar. Sh
e 

th
ough

t th
at m

aybe, if sh
e could h

ave th
at from

 h
im

…
 it could ease th

e 
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squeezin
g h

er h
an

d. M
ippy h

overed in
 th

e doorw
ay, tw

irlin
g h

er ear an
x-

iously. 
“I’m

 very sorry, dear. I didn
’t realize th

at th
is w

ould b
e a sh

ock
 to you.” 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead, feelin

g h
er body sw

ay sligh
tly in

 h
er ch

air. 
“It’s n

ot. I just…
” Sh

e sw
allow

ed an
d look

ed in
to N

arcissa’s w
arm

 blue 
eyes. “I h

ad h
ope.” 

T
h

e pity in
 N

arcissa’s gaze w
as alm

ost too m
uch

 to bear. N
arcissa took

 
h

er h
an

ds an
d brough

t th
em

 to h
er lips, k

issin
g h

er k
n

uck
les. 

“I w
as th

e on
e to ch

eck
 th

e body, H
erm

ion
e,” sh

e said softly. H
erm

i-
on

e felt a tear plum
m

et from
 h

er eyes to th
eir join

ed h
an

ds. “H
e w

asn
’t 

breath
in

g. T
h

ere w
as n

o h
eartbeat.” N

arcissa slow
ly freed a h

an
d to brush

 
a curl beh

in
d H

erm
ion

e’s ear. “H
e w

alk
ed in

to th
at forest bravely, an

d 
died just th

e sam
e.” 

H
er th

roat ch
ok

ed back
 a sob

 as sh
e n

odded. Sh
e squeezed N

arcissa’s 
h

an
ds in

 th
an

k
s, an

d th
en

 used h
er n

apk
in

 to dry h
er eyes. 

N
arcissa un

derstood w
h

en
 sh

e excused h
erself to h

er room
. H

erm
ion

e 
buried h

erself in
 research

 an
d O

cclum
en

cy th
at day, tryin

g to forget th
at 

sh
e’d m

et H
arry exactly seven

 years ago on
 a m

agical train
 th

at took
 th

em
 

to a m
agical sch

ool w
h

ere sh
e’d fin

ally foun
d belon

gin
g. 

>
 

D
raco still w

asn
’t back

 th
at Friday. B

ut h
e h

ad appeared in
 a picture in

 th
e 

paper th
at day, stan

din
g stoically beh

in
d th

e n
ew

 Italian
 puppet m

in
ister 

as h
e gave a speech

. H
erm

ion
e’s h

eart h
ad sk

ipped a beat, tak
in

g in
 th

e 
sh

arpn
ess in

 h
is jaw

, th
e bags ben

eath
 h

is eyes. B
ut even

 as sh
e’d blin

k
ed 

aw
ay, sh

e k
ept seein

g grey eyes in
stead of a lak

e w
ith

 still w
aters. 

O
n

e m
orn

in
g, H

erm
ion

e stepped out of h
er bath

, w
rapped a tow

el 
tigh

tly aroun
d h

erself, an
d m

oved to h
er arm

oire. Sh
e open

ed it an
d 

gasped. 
A

n
 un

fam
iliar assortm

en
t of colors. P

attern
s. Silk

s. A
 quick

 pull to h
er 

draw
er foun

d th
at all h

er com
fortable un

derth
in

gs h
ad been

 replaced 
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w
ith

 m
ere scraps of fabric. A

 sm
all folded n

ote lay on
 top, an

d sh
e 

sn
atch

ed it up. 
M

cG
on

agall requested h
er kn

ickers back. T
h

ere are som
e n

ew
 addition

s 
I th

in
k you’ll en

joy. 
—

 P
. 

H
erm

ion
e flush

ed. P
an

sy w
as tryin

g to k
ill h

er. Sh
e scroun

ged th
rough

 
h

er draw
ers to fin

d an
y trace of pale cotton

, but sh
e’d replaced th

em
 all. 

R
un

n
in

g a h
an

d dow
n

 h
er face, H

erm
ion

e h
uffed loudly, an

d ch
ose a pale 

pin
k

 pair. 
T

h
ere w

ere still den
im

s in
 th

e oth
er draw

er —
 th

an
kfully —

 but h
er 

jaw
 dropped w

h
en

 sh
e also foun

d sh
orts. H

an
gin

g up in
 th

e closet w
ere 

sk
irts sh

orter th
an

 h
er H

ogw
arts un

iform
, low

-cut blouses, an
d a few

 
dresses. 

H
erm

ion
e scow

led. P
erh

aps sh
e could sen

d P
an

sy a doll for C
h

ristm
as. 

It w
ould b

e th
e sam

e prin
ciple. 

Sh
e slid on

 h
er den

im
s after starin

g too lon
g at a pale blue dress, an

d 
ch

ose a n
ew

 grey t-sh
irt th

at seem
ed in

n
ocuous en

ough
 —

 un
til sh

e real-
ized th

e n
eck

 dipped low
er th

an
 sh

e’d expected. 
R

ollin
g h

er eyes, H
erm

ion
e stom

ped to h
er bath

room
 an

d began
 dry-

in
g h

er h
air. Sh

e spen
t th

e w
h

ole day in
 th

e library, yan
k

in
g up h

er t-
sh

irt, th
ough

 n
o on

e w
as look

in
g. >

 

D
raco return

ed on
 Sun

day even
in

g. H
erm

ion
e h

ad allow
ed h

erself a 
lon

g w
alk

 in
 th

e late sum
m

er air to organ
ize h

er th
ough

ts. Sh
e w

as just 
com

in
g in

 from
 th

e outdoors w
h

en
 th

e Floo burst to life. Sh
e yelped, 

jum
pin

g as th
e fire roared, an

d a figure stepped th
rough

 it. 
Sh

e stood frozen
 as h

e patted dow
n

 h
is rob

es an
d ran

 a h
an

d th
rough

 
h

is blon
d h

air. T
h

en
 h

is h
ead turn

ed. 
“G

ran
ger.” H

is h
an

d dropped aw
ay. H

is fin
gers tw

itch
ed. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed back

 at h
im

. “M
alfoy.” 
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H
e took

 a step tow
ards h

er, h
is eyes run

n
in

g over h
er quick

ly, lan
din

g 
on

 th
e breezy k

n
ee-len

gth
 sk

irt sh
e w

as w
earin

g. 
“W

h
at’s th

at?” 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

erself, fin
gers brush

in
g th

e fabric. “A
 sk

irt.” 
“W

h
ere did you get it?” 

Sh
e arch

ed a brow
 at h

im
. “P

an
sy replaced m

y w
ardrob

e. A
gain

st m
y 

w
ill.” 

H
is eyes popped. “A

ll of it?” 
“Just about.” Irritation

 prick
ed h

er sk
in

 as sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 frow

n
 

dow
n

 at h
er. “A

re you a purveyor of w
om

en
’s fash

ion
, D

raco? Sh
ould I run

 
m

y w
ardrob

e ch
oices b

y you?” 
H

is eyes sn
apped to h

ers before look
in

g aw
ay, a blush

 risin
g to h

is 
ch

eek
bon

es. 
“N

ot at all. I w
as just...” H

e w
aved h

is h
an

d. “C
augh

t off guard.” H
e 

look
ed aroun

d th
e en

tran
ce h

all, search
in

g for an
 escape. “I’m

 goin
g to 

fin
d M

oth
er.” 

“Y
ou’ll fill m

e in
 on

 Italy tom
orrow

, yes?” sh
e called after h

im
. H

e 
stopped on

 th
e first stair. 

“I’ll fin
d you after break

fast,” h
e said, still n

ot facin
g h

er. 
“I m

ean
t durin

g our practice session
.” 

A
n

 expan
sion

 of h
is ribs, th

en
 a slow

 turn
 back

 to h
er, as if m

eetin
g 

th
e execution

er. “G
ran

ger, you can
’t b

e serious about con
tin

uin
g—

” 
“A

bsolutely I am
.” Sh

e w
aited for h

is reply, foldin
g h

er arm
s. H

is eyes 
dropped to h

er sk
irt on

ce. 
“L

ook
,” sh

e said tigh
tly. “I k

n
ow

 goin
g to Italy w

asn
’t your ch

oice, 
but I’ve been

 lock
ed aw

ay for m
on

th
s. I k

n
ow

 you th
in

k
 I’m

 a stupid 
G

ryffin
dor w

ith
 a h

ero com
plex—

” 
“G

ran
ger—

” 
“P

lease, let m
e fin

ish
.” 

H
is gaze flick

ered, an
d h

e closed h
is m

outh
. 

“W
h

at I m
ean

 to say is th
at I n

eed to b
e at E

din
burgh

. I n
eed to b

e able 


