
top of h
im

. K
n

ock
in

g th
e breath

 out of h
im

 w
ith

 a m
uffled ’oof!’ 

“I’m
 sorry!” sh

e w
h

isper-sh
outs again

, strugglin
g to get off an

d fin
d h

er foot-

in
g, but h

e just cough
s an

d belts h
er dow

n
, pullin

g h
er over h

im
 so th

at k
n

ees 

are n
o lon

ger on
 stom

ach
s an

d elbow
s are n

o lon
ger jabbin

g in
to sh

oulders. 

“Som
etim

es I sw
ear you’re n

ot w
orth

 th
e trouble,” h

e m
um

bles in
to h

er 

n
eck

, tippin
g th

em
 sidew

ays so sh
e’s squeezed betw

een
 h

im
 an

d th
e back

 of th
e 

couch
. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g?” Sh

e con
tin

ues to struggle, even
 as h

er body folds com
-

fortably again
st th

e fam
iliar plan

es of h
is. “I sh

ouldn
’t stay h

ere.” 

“N
o on

e gives a dam
n

, G
ran

ger. L
east of all h

ere. E
veryon

e already k
n

ow
s.” 

Sh
e th

in
k

s it’s sleep talk
in

g. Is fairly certain
 h

e’d feel differen
tly in

 th
e ligh

t 

of day, w
ith

 a bun
ch

 of an
gry Slyth

erin
s starin

g dow
n

 at th
em

. B
ut th

e w
ay h

is 

breath
 w

h
ispers across th

e sen
sitive sk

in
 at th

e crease of h
er n

eck
 m

ak
es it h

ard 

to argue. H
ard to resist. 

T
h

e couch
 is still sligh

tly dam
p an

d so is h
e. Sh

e sh
ivers as th

e residual cold 

leech
es in

to h
er an

d slow
ly lets h

er m
uscles go slack

. G
ives up. 

D
raco sigh

s sleepily w
h

en
 h

e n
otices. H

e sin
k

s dow
n

 deeper in
to th

e leath
er 

cush
ion

s an
d drives h

is k
n

ee betw
een

 h
ers, slidin

g it up to rest again
st h

er in
n

er 

th
igh

s. T
oo close. M

uch
 too close. 

“N
ot h

ere,” sh
e breath

es, sudden
ly ten

se again
. T

rem
blin

g, but n
ot w

ith
 

cold. 

“N
ot doin

g an
yth

in
g,” h

e says again
st h

er th
roat. C

learly doesn
’t realize 

th
at, n

o m
atter h

ow
 still h

e is, sh
e’ll n

ever b
e able to relax in

 th
is position

. 

Sh
e lays th

ere, breath
in

g sh
allow

, listen
in

g to th
e clock

 tick
 for a good five 

m
in

utes or so. Isn
’t sure if h

e’s fallen
 back

 asleep or n
ot. W

ill in
 n

o w
ay b

e able 

to h
erself. Sh

e’s w
ide aw

ak
e, n

ow
. 

A
n

d sh
e’s th

in
k

in
g. 

T
h

in
k

in
g about h

is k
n

ee, just in
ch

es from
 w

h
ere it sh

ouldn
’t b

e. T
h

in
k

in
g 

about th
is room

, so un
fam

iliar. T
h

in
k

in
g about N

ott an
d Z

abin
i an

d P
ark

in
son

, 

an
d th

en
 about R

on
 an

d H
arry an

d G
in

n
y. 

T
h

in
k

in
g an

d overth
in

k
in

g, as alw
ays. 

“T
radition

?” h
e splutters. “If you’ve an

y respect for tradition
, th

en
 th

e m
an

 

—
 bein

g m
e, un

less th
ere’s som

eth
in

g you h
aven

’t told m
e, G

ran
ger —

 w
ould 

b
e payin

g for everyth
in

g. B
ut you blin

dsided m
e.” 

“H
ow

 w
on

derfully sexist —
 tw

o h
ot ch

ocolates, please.” 

H
e con

tin
ues to argue w

ith
 h

er even
 as h

e eagerly tak
es th

e offered cup, an
d 

th
ey sit on

 th
e edge of th

e foun
tain

, sort of absen
tm

in
dedly people-w

atch
in

g as 

th
ey drin

k
. 

“Y
our th

ough
ts?” sh

e ask
s, a little afraid to k

n
ow

 th
e an

sw
er as sh

e gestures 

to th
e m

ark
et as a w

h
ole. 

D
raco sips deeply from

 h
is cup, un

k
n

ow
in

gly pain
tin

g a w
h

ite, w
h

ipped 

cream
 m

ustach
e above h

is lip. “C
row

ded an
d bizarre…

an
d yet n

ot en
tirely un

-

pleasan
t.” H

e turn
s to face h

er, flash
in

g th
at sidew

ays h
alf-sm

ile sh
e can

’t get 

out of h
er h

ead at n
igh

t. “A
n

d th
is flim

sy h
ot ch

ocolate is—
” 

Sh
e k

isses h
im

. In
ten

ds to k
iss h

im
 quick

ly, to clean
 th

e w
h

ipped cream
 from

 

h
is lip, but n

ow
 h

e tastes of sugar an
d ch

ocolate an
d alw

ays th
at fain

t tin
ge of 

pepperm
in

t an
d sh

e fin
ds sh

e can
’t stop. Sh

e turn
s m

ore fully to face h
im

, th
e 

cold of th
e sk

in
 of h

is n
eck

 leech
in

g th
rough

 th
e w

ool of h
er gloves as sh

e pulls 

h
im

 closer. 

Sh
e h

adn
’t realized h

ow
 m

uch
 sh

e’s m
issed th

is. H
adn

’t realized h
ow

 im
pos-

sibly h
un

gry sh
e’s b

een
 sin

ce th
at n

igh
t in

 th
e H

ospital W
in

g. 

A
n

d if sh
e h

as an
y ability to read body lan

guage, h
e seem

s to feel th
e sam

e. 

H
is h

an
d fin

ds h
er th

igh
, draggin

g h
er closer, h

ot ch
ocolate forgotten

 som
e-

w
h

ere as h
is oth

er h
an

d fists in
 h

er h
air. 

Som
eon

e w
h

istles at th
em

. 

D
raco break

s aw
ay in

stan
tly, cussin

g un
der h

is breath
, an

d sh
e laugh

s as sh
e 

feels h
im

 reach
 for h

is w
an

d. K
isses h

im
 again

 un
til h

e forgets to care. 

L
ater, h

e ask
s about th

e possibility of a th
ird h

ot ch
ocolate, but in

stead sh
e 

tak
es h

im
 to din

n
er. T

o on
e of h

er favorite restauran
ts from

 ch
ildh

ood, w
h

ere 

sh
e an

d h
er paren

ts w
ould go after th

e th
eater. 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t about n

ot goin
g th

ere. T
h

ough
t it m

igh
t b

e too h
ard. 

B
ut th

en
 sh

e’d con
sidered th

e possibility of m
ak

in
g n

ew
 h

appy m
em

ories 



th
ere, an

d it h
ad w

on
 out. 

T
h

ey talk
 about th

eir ch
ildh

oods. T
alk

 about th
eir favorite th

in
gs an

d th
eir 

least favorite th
in

gs an
d th

e th
in

gs th
ey’ve don

e —
 everyth

in
g th

ey sh
ould’ve 

k
n

ow
n

 about on
e an

oth
er years ago, h

ad th
ey n

ot been
 so preoccupied w

ith
 h

at-

in
g on

e an
oth

er. Sh
e becom

es in
tim

ately acquain
ted w

ith
 D

raco’s sw
eet tooth

, 

h
idin

g an
oth

er sm
ile at h

is excitem
en

t over th
e m

in
ce pies for dessert. 

H
e loves Q

uidditch
 an

d sh
e can

’t stan
d it. 

Sh
e can

 cook
 a four course m

eal an
d h

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at a colan
der is. 

H
e’s m

astered every P
otion

 in
 th

e H
ogw

arts curriculum
, an

d so h
as sh

e. 

Sh
e’s afraid of sn

ak
es —

 an
d so is h

e. 

T
h

ey h
ave n

oth
in

g an
d everyth

in
g in

 com
m

on
. 

T
h

rough
out th

e m
eal, sh

e catch
es h

is eyes flittin
g to th

e pen
dan

t aroun
d h

er 

n
eck

 over an
d over again

. 

“W
h

at does th
is m

ean
?” h

e ask
s at last, spoon

 playin
g w

ith
 th

e m
eltin

g pis-

tach
io ice cream

 th
ey’re sh

arin
g. H

e gestures w
ith

 h
is free h

an
d betw

een
 th

e tw
o 

of th
em

. “T
h

is.” 

Sh
e lean

s on
 h

er palm
, an

d on
e of th

e on
ly th

in
gs sh

e’d actually prepared to 

say th
is even

in
g —

 plan
n

ed an
d w

an
ted to say —

 crosses h
er lips. 

“It m
ean

s I w
an

t to grow
 up —

 an
d start goin

g after w
h

at’s good for m
e.” 

D
raco lets th

e spoon
 sin

k
 in

to th
e ice cream

. Sits back
, eyein

g h
er pen

sively. 

“I’m
 n

ot good for you.” 

Sh
e plays w

ith
 th

e pen
dan

t, n
ot tak

in
g h

er eyes off h
im

. 

“A
ctually, I th

in
k

 you are.” 

H
e breath

es out audibly an
d sh

e con
tin

ues before sh
e loses h

er n
erve. 

“I’m
 stubborn

 an
d selfish

 an
d I’ve been

 too prideful to adm
it it, but I th

in
k

 

I’ve n
eeded you for a lon

g tim
e.” 

H
is eyes dark

en
, turn

in
g gray lik

e steel. H
is foot glides up th

e side of h
er an

-

k
le un

der th
e table. 

Sh
e gets th

e ch
eck

.

T
h

e clock
 on

 th
e m

an
tle is th

e on
ly soun

d. T
ick

s en
dlessly. Sh

e tw
ists an

d 

squin
ts up at it in

 th
e dark

. Four in
 th

e m
orn

in
g. 

Sh
e lets out a sh

ak
y breath

. P
ropped up on

 h
er elbow

s, sh
e can

 see th
e vague 

outlin
e of D

raco on
 th

e adjacen
t sofa. H

is ch
est rises an

d falls w
ith

 sleep, but n
ot 

slow
ly. N

ot even
ly. W

ith
 each

 in
h

ale, it seem
s to h

itch
 in

 h
is th

roat. T
rapped. 

T
h

e arm
 h

e h
as th

row
n

 over h
is h

ead tw
itch

es, h
an

d flexin
g —

 in
to a fist, out 

of a fist, in
to a fist, out. 

Sh
e guesses h

e sleeps just as restlessly as sh
e does. 

Sw
allow

in
g to m

oisten
 h

er dry m
outh

, H
erm

ion
e sw

eeps h
er curls from

 h
er 

face an
d struggles to h

er feet, sw
ayin

g a little w
ith

 th
e rem

n
an

ts of th
e Firew

h
is-

k
ey. A

t th
is tim

e in
 th

e m
orn

in
g, n

o on
e w

ill b
e aw

ak
e in

 G
ryffin

dor. N
o on

e 

w
aitin

g to ridicule h
er. Sh

e can
 sn

eak
 in

to bed, lik
ely w

ith
out issue. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e’ll sleep for a day. Sleep th

rough
 classes. 

Sleep un
til it all goes aw

ay. Forever, if sh
e m

ust. 

V
an

ish
in

g th
e blan

k
et sh

e vaguely rem
em

bers h
im

 con
jurin

g, sh
e tries to step 

carefully past th
e table betw

een
 th

e couch
es. O

verestim
ates h

er balan
ce an

d th
e 

steadin
ess of h

er k
n

ees. 

Sh
e trips dizzily, legs w

obblin
g, an

d sh
e k

n
ock

s again
st th

e edge of th
e table, 

topplin
g a goblet. 

“B
ollocks,” sh

e w
h

ispers, but D
raco’s already sh

ot up off h
is back

. 

“W
h

at in
—

” 

“Sh
h

…
” Sh

e w
aves h

im
 silen

t th
rough

 th
e dark

. “It’s just m
e.” 

D
raco sits pan

tin
g for several exten

ded secon
ds before floppin

g back
 dow

n
 

on
 h

is back
. “M

erlin
, G

ran
ger. Y

ou’re tak
in

g years off m
y life.” H

e w
ipes a h

an
d 

dow
n

 h
is face. 

“I’m
 sorry. I’m

 leavin
g. I’m

 sorry,” sh
e w

h
ispers, feelin

g foolish
. 

Sh
e tries to sk

irt aroun
d h

is couch
 tow

ard th
e exit, still strugglin

g w
ith

 h
er 

balan
ce —

 but sh
e on

ly m
ak

es it to th
e arm

rest before h
is h

an
d sh

oots out an
d 

grasps h
er by th

e th
igh

. 

Sh
e jerk

s. T
rips again

, th
is tim

e yan
k

ed sidew
ays by h

is h
an

d an
d lan

din
g on

 



D
raco look

s at th
ese sam

e stairs doubtfully for a m
om

en
t, adjustin

g H
erm

i-

on
e again

st h
im

 each
 tim

e sh
e teeters. T

h
en

 h
e sigh

s an
d seem

s to decide to put 

h
er back

, th
is tim

e on
 th

e larger ch
aise loun

ge. 

“O
h

, n
o…

careful,” H
erm

ion
e slurs as h

e lays h
er out on

 it, h
an

ds stron
g. Sh

e 

lik
es h

is stron
g h

an
ds. “T

h
is is P

an
sy’s couch

.” 

“E
very couch

 is P
an

sy’s couch
.” D

raco’s voice is stern
. L

ik
e a paren

t dealin
g 

w
ith

 a n
augh

ty ch
ild. 

It m
ak

es h
er frow

n
. Sh

e reach
es up desperately as h

e pulls aw
ay, tak

in
g h

old 

of both
 h

is forearm
s after m

issin
g several tim

es. Y
an

k
in

g h
im

 in
 close so h

e 

com
es in

to focus. W
ater drips from

 h
is w

et h
air on

to h
er face. “D

o you h
ate m

e 

n
ow

, too?” sh
e ask

s. Fin
ds it to b

e a perfectly logical question
. 

D
raco h

uffs at h
er, expression

 difficult to read in
 h

er state, alth
ough

 perh
aps 

an
y oth

er tim
e it m

igh
t b

e ob
vious. H

e pulls out of h
er grip easily an

d taps h
is 

fin
gers again

st h
er lips —

 a very gen
tle ’sh

ut up.’ 

H
e con

jures a blan
k

et, th
row

in
g it over h

er. C
on

jures a w
aste bin

 on
 th

e floor 

b
y h

er h
ead as w

ell, an
 afterth

ough
t. T

h
en

 h
e m

ak
es h

is w
ay to th

e couch
 Z

abin
i 

an
d N

ott h
ad occupied, stretch

in
g out on

 it. 

Sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e tries to reach

 out for h
im

 on
e m

ore tim
e before th

e exh
austion

 

floods th
rough

 h
er lik

e an
esth

etic. B
efore h

er con
sciousn

ess collapses in
to dark

. 

<
 

Sh
e startles aw

ak
e to m

eth
odic tick

in
g an

d pitch
 black

. 

Forgets w
h

ere sh
e is. 

H
er h

ead th
rob

s lik
e n

ever before —
 h

as h
er graspin

g desperately for th
e 

w
an

d in
 h

er pock
et. Sh

e casts a ch
arm

 to dull th
e pain

, sittin
g up as h

er eyes adjust 

to th
e dark

. 

T
h

e fain
t glow

 of dyin
g em

bers in
 th

e fireplace starts to illum
in

ate h
er sur-

roun
din

gs. 

A
n

d h
er h

eart feels lik
e lead. 

It w
asn

’t just a vivid n
igh

tm
are. Sh

e’s really h
ere, in

 th
e Slyth

erin
 com

m
on

 

room
, w

ith
 n

ow
h

ere else to go. 

 

 

D
ecem

ber 25th
, 1998 

 IT’S H
A

L
F P

A
ST

 O
N

E
 IN

 T
H

E
 M

O
R

N
IN

G
, A

N
D

 SH
E

 FIN
D

S H
E

R
SE

L
F

 M
A

K
IN

G
 N

O
 A

T
-

T
E

M
P

T
 T

O
W

A
R

D
S G

R
Y

FFIN
D

O
R

 T
O

W
E

R
 A

S T
H

E
Y

 SN
E

A
K

 B
A

C
K

 IN
T

O
 T

H
E

 C
A

ST
L

E. 

A
n

d h
e m

ak
es n

o attem
pt to let go of h

er h
an

d. 

B
ut h

e doesn
’t lead h

er tow
ards th

e D
un

geon
s, eith

er —
 an

d sh
e’s adm

ittedly 

a little disappoin
ted. H

as alw
ays been

 curious about th
e Slyth

erin
 com

m
on

 

room
. 

“N
ott w

ill b
e th

ere,” h
e says w

h
en

 sh
e m

en
tion

s th
is, pullin

g h
er alon

g after 

h
im

 th
rough

 several dark
 corridors. 

E
xcitem

en
t bubbles in

 h
er ch

est. B
ein

g G
ryffin

dor’s residen
t k

n
ow

-it-all —
 

an
d th

erefore, by exten
sion

, its residen
t prude —

 sh
e rarely gets to feel th

e ex-

h
ilaration

 of sn
eak

in
g aroun

d an
d doin

g w
h

at sh
e sh

ouldn
’t. 

A
n

d th
is —

 tiptoein
g h

an
d in

 h
an

d w
ith

 D
raco M

alfoy th
rough

 th
e castle in

 

th
e m

iddle of th
e n

igh
t, desperately seek

in
g out a place to b

e alon
e —

 is th
e 

epitom
e of th

at. 

H
er ch

eek
s ach

e from
 sm

ilin
g, h

er face flush
ed w

ith
 th

ough
ts of th

e dark
 

possibilities sh
e’d seen

 brew
in

g in
 h

is eyes at din
n

er. 

Sh
e is so tired of relyin

g on
 self-con

trol. 

N
ow

, sh
e on

ly w
an

ts to rely on
 free fall. 

Soon
 en

ough
, D

raco is draggin
g h

er up an
 all too fam

iliar spiral staircase, 

both
 of th

em
 out of breath

. 

“Y
ou can

’t b
e serious,” sh

e gasps out, stiflin
g a laugh

 as th
ey com

e to a stop at 

th
e top before th

e door. “A
loh

om
ora,” h

e w
h

ispers, th
en

 yan
k

s open
 th

e h
eavy 

latch
 an

d pulls h
er in

side by th
e w

aist. 



“T
h

e D
ivin

ation
 C

lassroom
?” 

Sh
e spin

s in
 a slow

 circle, surveyin
g th

e dark
, deserted room

 as h
e turn

s to 

lock
 th

e door beh
in

d th
em

. 

“N
eeded som

ew
h

ere w
ith

 pillow
s,” h

e an
sw

ers, an
d w

ith
 a flick

 of h
is w

an
d, 

h
e ligh

ts every can
dle in

 th
e room

, illum
in

atin
g th

e floor pillow
s in

 question
 in

 

fron
t of th

e D
ivin

ation
 tables. 

Sh
e quirk

s a brow
 at h

im
. “I’m

 n
ot certain

 T
relaw

n
ey goes h

om
e for th

e h
ol-

idays. W
h

at if sh
e’s in

 th
e castle som

ew
h

ere?” 

D
raco sh

uck
s h

is coat —
 stalk

s tow
ard h

er. “T
h

en
 sh

e’ll h
ave seen

 th
is com

-

in
g an

d m
ade h

erself scarce.” 

H
erm

ion
e laugh

s. “Sh
e w

as n
ever fon

d of m
e.” 

“M
ak

in
g th

is absolutely fuck
in

g poetic.” A
n

d h
e tak

es h
old of h

er w
ith

 a fa-

m
iliarity sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 th
ey w

ere allow
ed to h

ave yet. L
ik

e h
e’s been

 doin
g it 

for years. L
ik

e h
e k

n
ow

s exactly w
h

ere to touch
 h

er an
d h

ow
 m

uch
 pressure to 

apply. 

H
e k

isses h
er on

ce —
 a lan

guid, m
eltin

g k
iss —

 before sh
ovin

g h
er off h

er 

feet an
d on

to th
e h

eap of floor cush
ion

s. Follow
s h

er dow
n

. 

Sh
e laugh

s again
, tossin

g aw
ay h

er bag as h
e craw

ls up over h
er. P

auses. Stares. 

T
h

e can
dleligh

t flick
ers over h

im
 lik

e little th
resh

in
g w

aves of gold, an
d sh

e 

sort of realizes th
at th

is w
as h

ow
 sh

e’d alw
ays pictured h

er first tim
e. H

ow
 sh

e’d 

im
agin

ed it w
ould feel. P

robably n
ot in

 th
e D

ivin
ation

 C
lassroom

, an
d n

ever in
 

h
er w

ildest dream
s w

ith
 D

raco M
alfoy, an

d for th
e secon

d tim
e, n

o less, but…
th

e 

can
dles, th

e pillow
s, th

e look
 in

 h
is eyes…

 

It’s th
e stuff of fan

tasies. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if sh

e sh
ould b

e afraid of w
ak

in
g up. 

H
e stays lean

in
g over h

er for th
e lon

gest tim
e, just look

in
g at h

er. Seem
in

g 

to drin
k

 in
 th

e situation
 —

 possibly th
e absurdity of it. T

h
ey h

adn
’t h

ad m
uch

 

tim
e for th

in
k

in
g th

e first tim
e aroun

d. 

Sh
e reach

es up an
d run

s h
er fin

gers over th
e cold sw

ell of h
is lips. Feels h

im
 

press back
 again

st th
em

 in
 a k

iss. A
n

d th
en

 h
e’s sittin

g back
 —

 tuggin
g h

is 

sw
eater over h

is h
ead, m

essin
g up h

is h
air. 

O
n

e of th
ese th

in
gs is n

ot lik
e th

e oth
ers. 

“T
h

e fuck
?” h

e says flatly, all of th
e sh

ock
 m

an
ifestin

g itself in
 h

is eyes. H
e 

h
esitates w

h
ere h

e stan
ds, h

alf-turn
ed tow

ards th
e stairs. 

H
erm

ion
e m

an
ages on

ly a path
etic little w

ave w
ith

 h
er goblet, spillin

g m
ore 

w
h

isk
ey. 

“G
ood tim

in
g, m

ate —
 I th

in
k

 on
e m

ore an
d sh

e’d be sick
,” says N

ott, 

lurch
in

g to h
is feet. Z

abin
i yaw

n
s an

d follow
s suit, an

d H
erm

ion
e drun

k
en

ly 

realizes th
ey’ve b

een
 k

eepin
g h

er com
pan

y. C
an

’t really fath
om

 it, th
ough

 it 

seem
s to b

e th
e on

ly explan
ation

. 

“W
h

at is th
is?” D

raco m
ak

es h
is w

ay over to th
em

, bran
dish

in
g a h

an
d, in

-

credulous. H
e sen

ds droplets of w
ater flyin

g in
 every direction

. 

“D
idn

’t th
ey teach

 us dryin
g spells in

 First Y
ear?” ask

s Z
abin

i aroun
d an

oth
er 

yaw
n

, apparen
tly too bored to stick

 aroun
d for w

h
atever com

es n
ext. H

e disap-

pears up th
e dorm

itory stairs. 

“N
ott, w

h
at th

e fuck
?” D

raco says again
, voice tigh

t an
d low

. H
e’s sort of 

fuzzy to h
er eyes from

 w
h

ere sh
e’s slum

ped on
 th

e sofa. Sh
e squin

ts up at h
im

, 

tryin
g to form

 a proper outlin
e. 

It feels lik
e th

e adults are talk
in

g. 

“H
ouse turn

ed h
er aw

ay,” says N
ott. “Foun

d h
er a sobbin

g m
ess just outside.” 

“H
e gave m

e lots of w
h

isk
ey. H

e w
as very n

ice,” H
erm

ion
e h

ears h
erself an

-

n
oun

ce. Sh
e spills som

e of th
is w

h
isk

ey dow
n

 D
raco’s already soak

ed trouser leg 

an
d h

iccups an
 apology. 

“B
loody h

ell,” h
e m

urm
urs. 

N
ext sh

e k
n

ow
s, D

raco’s h
ook

ed an
 arm

 aroun
d h

er back
, pullin

g h
er from

 

th
e couch

 by h
er un

derarm
s. 

“Y
ou are w

et,” sh
e in

form
s h

im
 as h

e lean
s h

er w
eigh

t again
st h

is side. 

“Sh
e’ll b

e fin
e,” N

ott says, run
n

in
g a sleepy h

an
d th

rough
 h

is ch
estn

ut brow
n

 

h
air. H

erm
ion

e just barely catch
es th

e in
teraction

 betw
een

 th
e tw

o of th
em

. T
h

e 

w
ay D

raco taps th
e back

 of h
is h

an
d again

st N
ott’s sh

oulder, alm
ost in

 th
an

k
s, 

before h
e too disappears up th

e stairs. 



P
an

sy’s lip curls up. “D
oes it look

 lik
e I give a sh

it w
h

at you believe?” A
n

d 

w
ith

 th
at, sh

e sw
in

gs h
er legs over th

e side of th
e ch

aise, sw
eeps up th

e bottom
 

of h
er lace dressin

g gow
n

 an
d stalk

s off tow
ard th

e stairs, tossin
g, “Sh

e can
’t 

stay,” over h
er sh

oulder. 

H
erm

ion
e sin

k
s a little deeper in

to th
e sofa on

ce sh
e’s gon

e. D
oesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
y. 

“Sh
e’s just sour you m

an
aged to get M

alfoy to com
e back

 for secon
ds,” says 

Z
abin

i. 

T
h

e crassn
ess of it m

ak
es h

er n
ose w

rin
k

le up. M
ak

es h
er alm

ost, alm
ost feel 

for P
an

sy. Sh
e fin

ish
es h

er secon
d goblet. 

“I’m
 rath

er surprised, th
ough

, actually,” Z
abin

i con
tin

ues. “T
h

ey really 

turn
ed th

eir back
s on

 you?” 

Sh
e feels fresh

 tears prick
 at h

er eyes. Forces th
em

 to evaporate b
y diggin

g h
er 

fin
gern

ails in
to th

e h
eel of h

er h
an

d. 

“I th
ough

t G
ryffin

dors w
ere th

e h
igh

 an
d m

igh
ty sort. Forgiven

ess an
d 

h
on

or an
d all th

at bollock
s.” 

“So did I,” says H
erm

ion
e, starin

g straigh
t ah

ead at th
e far w

all. 

Z
abin

i lean
s back

 on
 th

e arm
rest. C

loses h
is eyes an

d sm
iles con

ten
tedly. 

“D
on

’t w
e all love h

ypocrisy?” 

A
n

d it just sum
s up everyth

in
g perfectly. Flaw

lessly. 

N
ott sigh

s. “E
at a tart, G

ran
ger —

 you look
 lik

e you’re goin
g to cry again

.” 

Sh
e on

ly just m
an

ages to catch
 it before it h

its h
er in

 th
e face. G

ives h
im

 a 

tuck
ed lip n

on
-sm

ile but doesn
’t eat. D

oesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e can

 stom
ach

 an
yth

in
g 

righ
t n

ow
 an

d doesn
’t w

an
t to com

prom
ise th

e stren
gth

 of th
e w

h
isk

ey burn
in

g 

in
 h

er gut. Sh
e just turn

s it over in
 h

er h
an

ds. 

It’s h
alf past on

e in
 th

e m
orn

in
g w

h
en

 D
raco fin

ally return
s. 

Sh
e’s been

 drin
k

in
g h

erself in
to a stupor w

ith
 Z

abin
i an

d N
ott for over an

 

h
our, in

 relative agreed upon
 silen

ce. 

D
raco strides in

 soak
in

g w
et an

d fain
tly blue w

ith
 th

e begin
n

in
g stages of 

h
ypoth

erm
ia. H

e’s m
ak

in
g h

is w
ay purposefully tow

ards th
e dorm

itory stairs, 

tossin
g a n

od of ack
n

ow
ledgem

en
t to th

e th
ree of th

em
 before doin

g a double-

tak
e. 

Sh
e sits up, lettin

g h
er coat fall from

 h
er sh

oulders as h
e starts un

button
in

g 

h
is un

dersh
irt. T

h
eir eyes stay lock

ed, w
atch

in
g each

 oth
er as th

ey un
dress. 

H
e’s…

sculpted. 

T
h

at’s th
e best w

ay sh
e can

 describe it. T
h

in
, but broad an

d tall, w
ith

 expertly 

roun
ded sh

oulders an
d sh

arply carved edges. G
leam

in
g alabaster. 

B
ut h

e’s also scarred. 

It’d b
een

 so dark
 in

 th
e H

ospital W
in

g th
at sh

e h
adn

’t n
oticed at all. N

ow
, 

th
ough

, w
ith

 th
e can

dleligh
t an

d th
e m

oon
’s glow

 in
 th

e w
in

dow
s, it’s on

ly too 

easy. A
n

d sh
e gasps. Stops fum

blin
g w

ith
 th

e fasten
 on

 h
er jean

s an
d sits forw

ard 

fast to press h
er h

an
ds again

st h
is ch

est. 

H
e seem

s con
fused for just a m

om
en

t, th
en

 ten
ses a bit w

ith
 realization

. “A
h

, 

yeah
…

” h
e m

urm
urs w

ith
 a forced casualn

ess. “Sain
t P

otter m
ade a righ

t jigsaw
 

out of m
e.” 

Sh
e run

s h
er fin

gers over th
e dark

 purple slash
es, so lon

g an
d th

ick
 th

ey 

m
ust’ve been

 gruesom
ely deep. H

arry h
adn

’t lied about w
h

at h
appen

ed th
at day, 

but h
e certain

ly h
adn

’t described it lik
e th

is. 

“H
ow

 do you k
n

ow
 w

h
at a jigsaw

 is?” sh
e h

ears h
erself ask

. C
an

’t th
in

k
 of 

an
yth

in
g else to say. 

“I’m
 n

ot brain
less, G

ran
ger. I do k

n
ow

 w
h

at M
uggles are. A

ll of us h
ad to 

tak
e M

uggle Studies.” 

Sh
e’s relieved to h

ear th
e fam

iliar sn
ark

 in
 h

is ton
e —

 is afraid sh
e m

igh
t cry, 

oth
erw

ise. In
stead, sh

e presses h
er h

ead to h
is ch

est, closin
g h

er eyes an
d lettin

g 

out a slow
, deep exh

ale. Sh
e n

eeds h
im

 to k
n

ow
 th

at sh
e un

derstan
ds. N

eeds h
im

 

to k
n

ow
 th

ey’ll get th
rough

 th
is —

 both
 of th

em
 —

 som
eh

ow
. B

ut sh
e can

’t put 

it in
to w

ords, so sh
e just lean

s again
st h

im
 for a few

 en
dless m

in
utes. Sigh

s w
h

en
 

h
is h

an
d sn

ak
es up to bun

ch
 in

 h
er curls. 

D
raco M

alfoy w
ill n

ever be th
e sort to pet h

er h
ead an

d w
h

isper sw
eet n

oth
-

in
gs, but sh

e fin
ds sh

e prefers th
e sh

arp pressure of h
is fin

gers tan
gled in

. L
ik

e 

h
e’s h

oldin
g on

 for dear life. 

T
h

en
 sh

e feels h
is free h

an
d play w

ith
 th

e lace strap of h
er bra, an

d th
e sadn

ess 



in
 h

er ch
est sin

k
s aw

ay as th
ough

 dow
n

 a drain
, th

at forbidden
 burn

 bubblin
g 

up in
 its place. 

Sh
e pulls aw

ay —
 fin

ds h
is gaze glued below

 h
er th

roat, an
d sh

e’s absurdly 

glad sh
e’d h

ad en
ough

 w
ish

ful th
in

k
in

g earlier to dress accordin
gly. 

“T
h

is is fun
,” h

e says, voice low
 as h

e traces th
e rough

 pads of h
is fin

gers alon
g 

th
e pin

k
 lace edges of h

er bra. G
ooseflesh

 fan
s out across h

er sk
in

. 

“I’m
 n

ot alw
ays borin

g,” sh
e m

urm
urs, sm

ilin
g a bit sh

eepish
ly w

h
en

 h
is 

sh
arp eyes flit up to m

eet h
ers. “It’s part of a set.” 

H
e lets out a sh

ort h
uff, an

 expression
 alm

ost lik
e pain

, but n
ot quite, passin

g 

over h
is face. In

 th
e n

ext in
stan

t, h
e sh

oves h
er back

 dow
n

 on
to th

e pillow
s. 

“M
ove, G

ran
ger. Y

ou’re in
 th

e w
ay.” A

n
d h

e starts yan
k

in
g at th

e bottom
s of h

er 

jean
s, tryin

g valian
tly to get th

em
 off over h

er feet. 

Sh
e laugh

s. N
ever th

ough
t sh

e’d b
e able to laugh

 so m
uch

 in
 a situation

 lik
e 

th
is. Feel com

fortable lik
e th

is. 

B
ut th

en
 h

er jean
s are off an

d everyth
in

g becom
es very serious very fast. 

H
e look

s alm
ost feral as h

e eyes th
e pin

k
 lace sh

orts, com
pletely see-th

rough
. 

C
om

pletely revealin
g. H

er face feels h
ot. 

D
raco m

ak
es a n

oise sh
e can

’t quite describe, an
d th

en
 h

e’s scooped h
is h

an
ds 

ben
eath

 h
er th

igh
s an

d yan
k

ed h
er tow

ard h
im

. Sh
e realizes sh

e sh
ouldn

’t lik
e 

h
ow

 m
uch

 h
e yan

k
s h

er aroun
d, but sh

e does, sh
e does —

 an
d sh

e can
’t th

in
k

 

about th
at righ

t n
ow

 because h
e’s lean

in
g in

 w
ith

 all sorts of in
ten

tion
s sh

e h
as 

in
 n

o w
ay plan

n
ed for. 

“M
alfoy, w

ait—
” 

H
e pauses w

ith
 h

is h
ead low

ered betw
een

 h
er k

n
ees, fin

gers leavin
g im

prin
ts 

on
 h

er th
igh

s —
 click

s h
is ton

gue. “I’ve told you th
at’s n

ot m
y n

am
e.” 

A
n

d sh
e’s grateful for th

e burst of irritation
 —

 it calm
s h

er dow
n

. “I w
ill n

ot 

b
e callin

g you th
at un

til you call m
e by m

y first n
am

e.” 

H
is h

ead k
n

ock
s again

st h
er th

igh
 an

d h
e groan

s in
 exasperation

. “So m
an

y 

fuck
in

g syllables…
” 

“O
h

, you poor th
in

g.” 

“H
er-m

i-o-n
e,” h

e soun
ds out, voice vibratin

g again
st h

er sk
in

, “I m
ean

, it 

H
e an

d Z
abin

i exch
an

ge lascivious grin
s as H

erm
ion

e figh
ts to h

ide h
er sur-

prise. 

P
an

sy’s is plain
 as day th

ough
, an

d sh
e goes a dark

 sh
ade of livid purple. G

lares 

at N
ott. 

“W
h

at brin
gs you to th

e dark
 side?” ask

s Z
abin

i. 

“K
ick

ed out of G
ryffin

dor,” says N
ott aroun

d an
oth

er tart. 

“O
oh

, w
ell don

e in
deed. V

ery im
pressive.” 

It’s im
possible to tell w

h
eth

er h
e’s bein

g sarcastic. Sh
e’s h

ardly ever spok
en

 

to Z
abin

i —
 possibly n

ever. Sh
e h

as n
o n

otion
 of h

is person
ality. O

n
ly k

n
ow

s h
e 

w
as on

ce very firm
 in

 h
is beliefs about blood purity, an

d w
as on

ly days aw
ay from

 

bein
g M

ark
ed before th

e W
ar, accordin

g to h
is crim

in
al trial. 

“Sh
e’s n

ot stayin
g,” P

an
sy stresses, crossin

g h
er arm

s over h
er ch

est. 

“W
h

y n
ot?” Z

abin
i sen

ds an
oth

er dark
 sm

ile H
erm

ion
e’s w

ay. “Sh
e k

ept 

M
alfoy from

 losin
g an

 arm
. Saved th

is on
e’s arse from

 fuck
in

g expulsion
, I’ll 

b
et.” H

e k
ick

s a tart out of N
ott’s h

an
d. “Seem

s pretty h
an

dy to h
ave aroun

d. 

W
h

at if I acciden
tally trip an

oth
er First Y

ear? D
eten

tion
 is m

in
d-n

um
bin

gly 

dull.” 

“Sh
e’s n

ot stayin
g!” P

an
sy practically sh

riek
s. 

A
n

d perh
aps it’s all th

e Firew
h

isk
ey, but H

erm
ion

e h
ears h

erself ask
, “W

h
y 

do you h
ate m

e so m
uch

?” in
 a quiet voice. 

P
an

sy goes still. E
veryon

e does. T
h

e silver clock
 on

 th
e m

an
tle tick

s loudly in
 

th
e fresh

 silen
ce. 

H
erm

ion
e con

tin
ues, decidin

g its m
ost defin

itely liquid courage guidin
g h

er 

w
ords. “I k

n
ow

 I’m
 a M

udblood an
d a m

em
ber of th

e O
rder. I k

n
ow

 you despise 

m
y cause. B

ut m
e…

specifically m
e. W

h
y do you h

ate m
e? N

ot on
ce h

ave you an
d 

I ever h
ad an

 altercation
.” 

P
an

sy’s expression
 tw

itch
es —

 a ston
y, pursed look

 of w
averin

g fury an
d un

-

certain
ty. 

“It’s lik
e you said,” sh

e an
sw

ers at last, prim
ly. “Y

ou’re a M
udblood. W

h
at 

m
ore do I n

eed?” 

“Som
eh

ow
, I don

’t believe you.” 



bloody patch
 on

 h
er jean

s. Sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to play P
an

sy’s gam
e. N

ot righ
t n

ow
. 

D
oesn

’t care about arguin
g or w

itty com
eback

s. Just diverts h
er stare to M

erlin
’s 

proud, aged face an
d says, “B

y m
y best frien

d, actually.” Sh
e goes to tak

e an
oth

er 

sip, but fin
ds th

e gob
let em

pty. 

N
ott juts h

is ch
in

 in
 th

e direction
 of th

e n
earest bottle, on

 an
 en

d table to 

h
er righ

t, an
d sh

e’s en
orm

ously grateful to h
ave som

eth
in

g to occupy h
er h

an
ds. 

T
o h

ave m
ore alcoh

ol to n
um

b
 h

er sen
ses. 

“I’m
 n

ot exactly w
elcom

e in
 G

ryffin
dor as of n

ow
,” sh

e adds blan
dly as sh

e 

pours to th
e brim

. 

“W
h

at m
ak

es you th
in

k
 you’re w

elcom
e h

ere?” sn
ipes P

an
sy. 

N
ott sigh

s. “P
an

s…
” 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e just sh
ak

es h
er h

ead. “I don
’t th

in
k

 I’m
 w

elcom
e an

yw
h

ere.” 

A
n

d it’s th
e cold h

ard truth
, sin

k
in

g in
to h

er gut lik
e a bow

lin
g ball. 

“W
ell, th

is can
’t b

e good,” says a n
ew

 voice sudden
ly, an

d H
erm

ion
e jerk

s, 

slosh
in

g Firew
h

isk
ey in

to h
er lap. 

It’d b
een

 just th
e th

ree of th
em

 un
til n

ow
, but B

laise Z
abin

i is struttin
g over 

from
 a curlin

g set of stairs sh
e guesses leads to th

e dorm
itories. H

e’s barefoot, 

yaw
n

in
g h

is w
ay over in

 an
 expen

sive look
in

g black
 velvet bath

robe. 

“W
ait, w

ait,” N
ott says, stretch

in
g both

 arm
s out beh

in
d h

im
 in

 th
e vague 

direction
 of Z

abin
i. “D

on
’t sit dow

n
.” H

e w
aves h

is h
an

d as Z
abin

i reach
es th

e 

arm
 of th

e couch
. “G

rab
 m

e th
e box of tarts from

 th
e table, yeah

?” 

Z
abin

i w
ipes an

 aggravated h
an

d dow
n

 h
is face an

d back
track

s —
 lob

s th
e 

box n
on

e too gen
tly at N

ott’s ch
est a m

om
en

t later before stretch
in

g out lan
-

guidly beside h
im

. T
osses h

is feet in
to N

ott’s lap. 

T
h

is en
tire situation

 is absolutely surreal. 

“So, G
ran

ger’s in
 th

e D
un

geon
s,” h

e says, foldin
g h

is arm
s beh

in
d h

is h
ead 

an
d flash

in
g gleam

in
g w

h
ite teeth

, a stark
 con

trast to h
is sm

ooth
, black

 sk
in

. 

“First G
ryffin

dor ever —
 w

h
at a treat.” T

h
ough

 h
e says it rath

er viciously, lik
e 

sh
e’s trapped prey. 

“N
o, 

n
o,” 

N
ott 

says 
casually, 

eatin
g 

a 
tart. 

“R
om

ilda 
V

an
e, 

in
 

T
h

ird 

Y
ear…

th
ough

 I doubt sh
e rem

em
bers.” 

tak
es ages to say it.” 

“Y
es, w

ell, D
raco h

as th
at h

ard con
son

an
t th

at isn
’t an

y fun
 at all. T

ak
es a lot 

of effort.” 

“A
re w

e really arguin
g about ph

on
ics righ

t n
ow

?” 

“Y
ou started—

 oh
 m

y god!” 

Sh
e suppresses a sh

riek
 as h

e dives forw
ard an

d closes h
is m

outh
 over th

e lace 

fron
t of th

e sh
orts. H

er th
igh

s jerk
 again

st h
is h

an
ds —

 jut in
w

ard in
stin

ctively 

—
 an

d an
 electric sh

ock
 sh

oots up h
er spin

e. Sh
e fists h

er h
an

ds in
 h

is h
air, des-

perately tryin
g to yan

k
 h

im
 back

 as h
e soak

s th
e fabric w

ith
 an

 un
expectedly h

ot, 

w
et ton

gue. 

“Stop, stop!” sh
e gasps, pullin

g so h
ard sh

e’s sure it h
urts. 

H
e does, but on

ly to h
ook

 h
is th

um
bs un

der th
e lace an

d yan
k

 th
e sh

orts off 

en
tirely, sin

k
in

g back
 betw

een
 h

er legs im
pressively fast before sh

e can
 lock

 

th
em

 sh
ut. 

“N
o, w

ait —
 n

o,” sh
e babbles n

ervously, reach
in

g for h
im

 an
d k

ick
in

g h
er 

feet out an
d squirm

in
g. 

H
e yan

k
s h

ard on
 h

er th
igh

s. Spreads th
em

 so w
ide it stin

gs —
 strain

s th
e 

m
uscles for a m

om
en

t. Sh
e gasps an

d h
er eyes sh

oot to h
is an

d h
e’s just starin

g at 

h
er, in

ch
es aw

ay from
 w

h
ere sh

e’d n
ever expected or plan

n
ed for an

y boy’s face 

to b
e. 

“H
erm

ion
e?” h

e says, raisin
g h

is eyebrow
s, an

d h
earin

g h
er n

am
e for w

h
at 

m
ust b

e th
e first tim

e on
 h

is lips silen
ces h

er quite effectively. 

T
h

ey stare at each
 oth

er for a few
 ten

se secon
ds. 

“Y
es?” sh

e m
an

ages, an
d it com

es out a squeak
. 

“Sh
ut th

e fuck
 up.” 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e buries h

is face betw
een

 h
er legs, ton

gue goin
g on

 th
e in

stan
t 

offen
sive an

d lavin
g its w

ay across n
erve en

din
gs sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 sh
e h

ad. H
er 

h
ead falls back

 again
st th

e pillow
s lik

e it’s w
eigh

ted dow
n

, a m
oan

 ripped force-

fully from
 h

er th
roat, an

d all sh
e can

 do is h
elplessly jerk

 an
d tw

itch
 again

st h
im

 

as h
e k

isses h
er there w

ith
 th

e sam
e fervor h

e uses w
h

en
 h

e k
isses h

er lips. 

H
er m

in
d m

ak
es a ch

oice out of tw
o option

s. Sh
e can

 eith
er fall in

to a drug-



lik
e state an

d let h
er th

ough
ts turn

 to m
ush

, or sh
e can

 over-an
alyze everyth

in
g. 

Sh
e decides th

e first option
 is too vuln

erable. 

So sh
e th

in
k

s. T
h

in
k

s an
d th

in
k

s an
d overth

in
k

s as D
raco M

alfoy goes dow
n

 

on
 h

er. 

E
very tim

e th
e late n

igh
t con

versation
s in

 th
e girl’s dorm

itory w
ould sh

ift in
 

th
is direction

, oral sex w
ould com

e up, usually proposed by P
arvati. 

From
 th

e w
ay th

e experien
ced girls h

ad talk
ed about it, it h

ad seem
ed lik

e a 

lot of ton
gue-flick

in
g an

d alph
ab

et-tracin
g an

d gen
eral ten

tativen
ess. R

om
ilda 

h
ad said it w

as quite difficult to clim
ax, as th

e boys perform
in

g it h
ad rarely ap-

plied en
ough

 pressure. 

A
n

d n
ow

 H
erm

ion
e is th

in
k

in
g th

ose girls did h
er a great disservice, because 

sh
e is absolutely n

ot prepared for th
e w

ay D
raco M

alfoy perform
s oral sex. 

H
e is absurdly un

-sh
y. 

T
h

e ten
tative lick

s an
d sn

ak
e-lik

e ton
gue effects sh

e’d expected are n
ow

h
ere 

to b
e foun

d —
 h

e’s placin
g w

ide, w
et, open

-m
outh

ed k
isses on

 h
er lik

e h
e’s try-

in
g to clean

 every drop of ice cream
 from

 a bow
l, w

ith
 n

o regard for tryin
g to 

fin
d specific spots or trace letters. In

stead, h
e suck

s. Sucks. L
ick

s an
d suck

s an
d 

closes h
is lips h

ard over h
er, again

 an
d again

 an
d again

, an
d b

y god, th
e soun

ds. 

Sh
e’s absolutely n

ot prepared. H
er th

igh
s are sh

ak
in

g an
d h

er breath
 h

as 

aban
don

ed h
er an

d sh
e’s desperately search

in
g for th

at lack
 of sen

sation
 R

o-

m
ilda h

ad m
en

tion
ed an

d in
stead fin

din
g an

 ever-buildin
g tsun

am
i of quiver-

in
g en

ergy. 

B
ut th

en
 h

er m
in

d tak
es a h

orrible turn
 dow

n
 a back

 alley an
d sh

e starts to 

w
on

der h
ow

 sh
e tastes. R

em
em

bers P
arvati talk

in
g about certain

 boys m
ak

in
g 

h
er self-con

scious. Sayin
g th

ey didn
’t lik

e th
e w

ay sh
e tasted. D

oes sh
e taste bad? 

Sh
e can

’t im
agin

e sh
e tastes good. B

loody h
ell, sh

e’s been
 n

ervous an
d sw

eatin
g 

an
d sh

e h
adn

’t expected h
is ton

gue to b
e an

yw
h

ere n
ear th

ere. W
h

at if h
e’s—

 

“H
erm

ion
e,” h

e says again
st h

er sudden
ly, an

d sh
e’s pulled out of th

e back
 

alley an
d som

eh
ow

 th
in

k
in

g h
ow

 in
ordin

ately pleased sh
e is about th

e four syl-

lables in
 h

er n
am

e. 

“Y
es?” sh

e croak
s w

h
en

 sh
e realizes it’s a question

. Sh
e forces h

er h
ead up, 

face, m
ak

in
g th

e sk
in

 feel tigh
t. Sw

ollen
. T

h
e gob

let still sh
ak

es a little in
 h

er 

h
an

d. B
ut a th

ird sip em
bolden

s h
er en

ough
 to sit up a little straigh

ter, so sh
e can

 

look
 aroun

d. 

H
arry an

d R
on

 h
ad said th

e Slyth
erin

 com
m

on
 room

 w
as dark

 an
d creepy. 

H
ad said it w

as cold an
d sm

elled dam
p. N

o ligh
t, n

o w
arm

th
. N

o com
fort. 

B
ut n

ow
 sh

e th
in

k
s th

ey on
ly saw

 w
h

at th
ey w

an
ted to see. W

h
at th

ey ex-

pected to see. A
n

d sh
e push

es th
em

 from
 h

er m
in

d, th
e th

ough
t of th

em
 too 

pain
ful. 

Sh
e tak

es in
 every in

ch
. 

L
arge, diam

on
d-pan

ed w
in

dow
s lin

e th
e ston

e w
alls, lit w

ith
 th

e seren
e, 

blue-green
 glow

 of th
e B

lack
 L

ak
e. D

ark
 sh

apes float past every n
ow

 an
d th

en
. 

Fish
. G

lim
pses of M

er-creatures. B
eside th

e w
in

dow
s, scon

ces h
old gen

tly flam
-

in
g torch

es, each
 illum

in
atin

g a differen
t portrait. 

M
erlin

, in
 h

is regal rob
es, h

an
gs above th

e fireplace, h
is pain

tin
g so large it’s 

alm
ost a sh

rin
e. 

H
er eyes sw

eep low
. T

ak
e in

 th
e black

 m
arble study tables. T

h
e suits of arm

or. 

N
on

e of th
e furn

iture m
atch

es. N
o tw

o pieces are alik
e. V

elvet, leath
er, suede, 

m
arble, w

ood, gran
ite. A

n
d yet it all goes togeth

er som
eh

ow
. 

T
h

e flagston
e w

alls arch
 up, carved lik

e a cath
edral, colum

n
s an

d all. 

It is m
ore w

arm
 an

d com
fortin

g th
an

 sh
e could h

ave ever im
agin

ed. R
egard-

less of all th
e decor sh

e’s certain
 com

es from
 B

orgin
 an

d B
urk

es. 

N
ott is w

atch
in

g h
er w

h
en

 sh
e’s fin

ally look
ed h

er fill. 

“T
oo goth

ic for your G
ryffin

dor sen
sibilities?” H

e quirk
s a brow

. 

Sh
e sn

iffs. W
ipes h

er n
ose w

ith
 h

er sleeve an
d tak

es an
oth

er sip, en
joyin

g th
e 

slow
 burn

 in
 h

er stom
ach

. “It’s n
ice,” is all sh

e can
 th

in
k

 to say. 

P
an

sy scoffs again
 an

d rolls h
er eyes dram

atically. Sh
e yan

k
s a bottle of Fire-

w
h

isk
ey off a table beh

in
d h

er ch
aise —

 th
ere seem

 to b
e bottles sittin

g just 

about everyw
h

ere. A
n

 en
dless supply. 

“So w
h

at’s gon
e h

opelessly w
ron

g for you n
ow

, G
ran

ger?” Sh
e yan

k
s th

e cork
 

free an
d k

n
ock

s it back
 w

ith
 prow

ess. “G
et called n

am
es by a H

ufflepuff?” 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ifts w
h

ere sh
e sits, un

com
fortable. H

er sk
in

n
ed k

n
ee stin

gs, a 



an
d w

ith
 h

er m
uscles feelin

g lik
e gelatin

, it seem
s to con

sum
e h

er. Sw
allow

 h
er 

up. “W
h

at th
e h

ell’s th
e m

atter w
ith

 h
er?” P

an
sy sh

ifts across h
er eye lin

e. Just a 

glim
pse of black

 lace. 

“P
an

ic attack
, I’m

 guessin
g,” says N

ott. 

H
erm

ion
e forces h

erself to focus in
ten

sely on
 th

e trem
ble in

 h
er fin

gers. U
ses 

th
e focus to stop th

em
 —

 to m
ak

e th
em

 still. A
n

d slow
ly, th

ough
 it feels lik

e 

m
oun

tin
g an

 im
possibly steep h

ill, sh
e begin

s to com
e to h

er sen
ses. 

Just en
ough

 to ask
, “W

h
ere’s D

raco?” in
 a barely audible rasp. 

P
an

sy sn
orts from

 som
ew

h
ere off to th

e left, an
d H

erm
ion

e turn
s to h

er. 

W
atch

es h
er slow

ly com
e in

to focus as th
e tears stop flow

in
g. Sh

e’s draped h
erself 

across a deep green
, tufted velvet ch

aise loun
ge. L

ook
s alm

ost lik
e a pain

tin
g. 

“W
en

t for a sw
im

,” an
sw

ers N
ott from

 beh
in

d h
er. H

e com
es w

alk
in

g aroun
d 

th
e edge of th

e sofa a m
om

en
t later an

d h
an

ds h
er a black

 crystal goblet. 

Idiot, sh
e th

in
k

s to h
erself. 

W
h

y h
adn

’t sh
e gon

e to th
e L

ak
e? W

h
y h

adn
’t sh

e put an
y actual th

ough
t 

in
to D

raco’s usual h
abits an

d con
sidered w

h
ere h

e w
as m

ost lik
ely to be? 

W
h

y h
ad sh

e th
row

n
 h

erself in
to th

is situation
 for n

o reason
? 

Sh
e glan

ces dow
n

 in
to th

e goblet, a m
ess of em

otion
s —

 dazed an
d an

gry all 

at on
ce. Firew

h
isk

ey stares back
 up at h

er, an
d for th

e first tim
e in

 h
er life, it’s 

im
possibly appealin

g. 

Sh
e tak

es a gen
erous sip. G

rim
aces at th

e burn
. T

h
e spice. 

“Y
eah

, th
at’ll put you righ

t.” N
ott collapses dow

n
 in

to th
e adjacen

t sofa, th
e 

th
ree of th

em
 arran

ged lik
e th

e poin
ts of a trian

gle. 

H
e’s bein

g very…
am

icable. H
as b

een
 for a few

 w
eek

s n
ow

. Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 

w
h

y. D
oesn

’t question
 it in

 th
is m

om
en

t. 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e m

um
bles, goblet already at h

er lips for a secon
d sip. 

“Y
ou can

’t stay.” P
an

sy’s w
ords slice th

rough
 th

e air. “H
ope you k

n
ow

 th
at.” 

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces over at h
er again

, ch
eek

s red. M
ortified b

y every secon
d of 

th
e past fifteen

 m
in

utes. “I k
n

ow
,” sh

e says. 

Slow
ly, h

er h
eart rate falls to a n

orm
al level. H

er tears dry stick
ily again

st h
er 

un
prepared for th

e sigh
t of h

im
 look

in
g up from

 betw
een

 h
er legs, ch

in
 an

d lips 

w
et, glisten

in
g. H

er ch
eek

s flam
e. 

“W
h

en
 I said ’sh

ut th
e fuck up,’ I m

ean
t th

at overlarge brain
 of yours as w

ell.” 

“I…
I just…

” sh
e splutters stupidly, breath

lessly, “w
h

at if I taste—
” 

H
e yan

k
s on

 h
er th

igh
s again

 —
 h

is w
ay of silen

cin
g h

er. “Y
ou taste,” h

e 

starts, th
en

 m
ak

es h
er w

atch
 as h

e presses a w
ide, sloppy lick

 again
st h

er, h
is eyes 

fallin
g sh

ut, a groan
 tum

blin
g from

 h
is open

 m
outh

. “Y
ou taste lik

e fuck
in

g 

opium
.” 

H
erm

ion
e 

jerk
s 

again
st 

h
im

, 
suppressin

g 
an

oth
er 

sh
riek

 
even

 
as 

sh
e 

overth
in

k
s som

e m
ore. “O

pium
 is bitter.” 

“Stop tak
in

g everyth
in

g so literally an
d bein

g a fuck
in

g k
n

ow
-it-all for tw

o 

fuck
in

g secon
ds, please,” h

e says, even
 as h

e pauses to suck
 on

 an
 extrem

ely con
-

cen
trated collection

 of n
erves. “I did a lot of opium

. I fuck
in

g love opium
. Y

ou 

don
’t k

n
ow

 h
ow

 m
uch

 I love opium
.” Sh

e can
’t believe h

e’s h
avin

g a con
versa-

tion
 w

ith
 h

er as h
e’s doin

g th
is. A

fter every sen
ten

ce, h
e stops an

d suck
s an

d lick
s 

at h
er un

til sh
e sees w

h
ite spots, th

en
 con

tin
ues. “B

ut th
e tossers in

 th
e M

in
istry’s 

psych
iatric division

 h
ave decided th

at I don
’t deserve an

y m
ore opium

. C
an

 you 

believe it?” H
is ton

gue dips low
, teases h

er en
tran

ce. Sh
e buck

s up again
st h

im
 —

 

w
h

in
es, or at least th

at’s w
h

at it soun
ds lik

e. “A
n

d I w
as very, very…

” H
e lets h

is 

ton
gue sin

k
 in

to h
er, briefly, th

en
 pulls it out w

h
en

 sh
e m

oan
s, ”very upset about 

th
at, as you can

 im
agin

e.” O
n

e of h
is h

an
ds releases its iron

 grip on
 h

er th
igh

 

an
d sn

ak
es aroun

d to w
h

ere h
is m

outh
 is, fin

gers toyin
g w

ith
 h

er lik
e h

e k
n

ow
s 

exactly w
h

ere all th
e sw

eet spots are. “N
ow

, th
ough

…
” A

n
oth

er open
-m

outh
ed 

k
iss. “I don

’t th
in

k
 I could care less, because th

is…
” H

is fin
ger slides in

side of h
er. 

H
er h

ead flops back
 on

to th
e pillow

s, toes curlin
g again

st th
e cush

ion
s by h

is 

h
ips. ”…

you…
” H

e adds a secon
d fin

ger —
 starts to pum

p th
em

 rh
yth

m
ically as 

h
is ton

gue sets to w
ork

 on
 th

at sam
e collection

 of n
erves. “…

are so m
uch

 better.” 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e adds a th

ird fin
ger, suck

s h
ard an

d curls on
e of th

e digits up again
st 

a spot in
side of h

er sh
e w

as previously un
aw

are of, an
d it’s too m

uch
. 

Sh
e scream

s. Y
an

k
s aw

ay from
 h

is m
outh

 an
d h

is grip an
d curls h

erself in
to 

th
e pillow

s, buck
in

g again
st th

em
 an

d squirm
in

g as sh
e rides out th

e w
aves of 



alm
ost pain

ful pleasure. H
ides h

erself from
 h

im
, tuck

in
g h

er face in
to th

e cush
-

ion
s. 

Sh
e stays th

at w
ay, gath

ered up in
 a fetal position

, un
til h

er breath
in

g slow
s 

an
d th

e sh
ak

in
g stops. E

ven
 th

en
, can

’t bear to look
 at h

im
. 

Sh
e feels th

e cush
ion

s adjust ben
eath

 h
er, accom

m
odatin

g h
is w

eigh
t as 

craw
ls up over h

er. Feels h
is cold h

an
d curve aroun

d h
er ch

in
, pullin

g h
er face 

from
 th

e pillow
 an

d forcin
g h

er to look
 up at h

im
. 

“I th
ough

t you w
ere a G

ryffin
dor,” h

e sm
irk

s. T
h

en
 h

e lick
s h

is lips purpose-

fully. L
ick

s th
e m

oisture off h
is ch

in
, grin

 w
iden

in
g w

h
en

 h
er breath

 h
itch

es. 

“Y
ou…

you are absolutely a Slyth
erin

,” sh
e w

h
ispers, voice sh

ak
y. B

ut sh
e jolts 

w
h

en
 sh

e feels h
is h

an
d slide betw

een
 h

er legs again
. 

Sh
e reach

es dow
n

 to push
 at it. “N

o, stop —
 n

o, I’m
...it’s too sen

sitive.” A
n

d 

sh
e realizes sh

e soun
ds lik

e sh
e’s beggin

g. Flush
es. 

“D
oes it look

 lik
e I care?” h

e grow
ls, oth

er h
an

d draggin
g again

st h
er h

ip to 

flatten
 h

er on
 h

er back
 again

. Sh
e h

ears th
e telltale clin

k
 of h

is belt buck
le. Sees 

a flash
 of purple fly to th

e side as h
e tosses aw

ay h
is trousers, th

e journ
al in

 th
e 

pock
et th

uddin
g loudly again

st th
e floor. 

H
er stom

ach
 glow

s pin
k

 sudden
ly, startlin

g h
er, an

d th
en

 sh
e h

ears h
is w

an
d 

clatter som
ew

h
ere off to th

e oth
er side. 

“Y
ou’re a…

bastard,” sh
e m

urm
urs feebly, even

 as h
er arm

s betray h
er, w

eav-

in
g aroun

d h
is n

eck
 —

 in
vitin

g h
im

 in
, w

an
tin

g h
im

 closer. 

H
is ton

gue flick
s again

st h
er lips. H

e spreads h
er legs. “I k

n
ow

.” 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e sin

k
s in

 deep. 

<
 

T
h

ey lay in
 a tan

gle of velvet cush
ion

s, discarded cloth
es an

d sw
eat, both

 un
able 

to sleep. 

T
h

eir position
 is n

ot quite affection
ate, an

d yet in
tim

ate all th
e sam

e. Sh
e’s 

n
ever expected to cuddle w

ith
 h

im
. D

oesn
’t n

eed to. D
oesn

’t care. T
h

is —
 lyin

g 

facin
g on

e an
oth

er, w
ith

 on
ly th

eir an
k

les tan
gled togeth

er, is m
ore th

an
 

en
ough

. W
ith

 th
e w

ay h
is sw

eat-soak
ed h

air stick
s up from

 w
h

ere h
er fin

gers 

Sh
e feels lik

e a cauldron
 left sittin

g on
 a flam

e, aban
don

ed for far too lon
g. 

A
n

d th
e pew

ter is fin
ally m

eltin
g. Sh

e’s fin
ally boilin

g over. 

H
ere, in

 fron
t of P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 in

 h
er n

igh
tgow

n
. 

If th
at isn

’t bad en
ough

, a m
om

en
t later sh

e’s sobbin
g in

 fron
t of T

h
eodore 

N
ott, too. 

H
e appears at P

an
sy’s side, sm

ellin
g fain

tly of Firew
h

isk
ey an

d eyein
g h

er pas-

sively. “T
old you it’d b

e G
ran

ger,” h
e says. “Sh

e’s th
e on

ly on
e w

h
o k

n
ock

s.” 

Sh
e feels lik

e sh
e m

igh
t b

e sick
. Feels lik

e th
e epicen

ter of all ridicule. 

“Is sh
e h

avin
g a seizure?” ask

s P
an

sy. 

H
er k

n
ees buck

le. It all k
eeps gettin

g w
orse. C

an
’t possibly k

eep gettin
g 

w
orse. So m

uch
 w

orse. Sh
e sk

in
s h

erself on
 th

e flagston
e, sh

in
s h

ittin
g h

ard, but 

th
e stin

g is n
oth

in
g com

pared to th
e th

rob
 in

 h
er ch

est. 

N
ott’s voice is m

uffled b
y th

e roar of blood in
 h

er ears. 

“P
ossibly,” h

e says. A
n

d th
en

 sudden
ly sh

e feels h
an

ds loopin
g un

der h
er 

sh
oulders. “R

igh
t, G

ran
ger. U

p w
e go,” N

ott grun
ts, h

eavin
g h

er back
 on

to h
er 

feet. “T
h

eo, n
o,” P

an
sy sn

aps. 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

 w
e’ll get blam

ed if th
ey fin

d h
er con

vulsin
g in

 our corridor.” 

H
erm

ion
e sags again

st h
im

. C
an

’t th
in

k
. C

an
’t see th

rough
 h

er tears. C
an

’t 

breath
e. 

“W
e’ve n

ever let a G
ryffin

dor in
,” P

an
sy argues. “A

n
d sh

e’s a M
udblood. 

T
h

at’s a terrible place to start.” 

N
ott isn

’t listen
in

g to h
er. T

h
at becom

es clear w
h

en
 H

erm
ion

e feels h
erself 

bein
g led th

rough
 th

e n
ebulous, film

y sen
sation

 th
at is th

e false w
all. 

“Sh
e’s goin

g to bleed all over our carpet,” is P
an

sy’s last feeble protest. 

V
ague h

ues pass before h
er w

atery eyes. D
eep em

eralds an
d black

s, th
e oran

ge 

glow
 of a fireplace. A

n
d even

 in
 h

er sh
ak

in
g, in

coh
eren

t state, sh
e’s furious w

ith
 

h
erself for n

ot bein
g able to see better. 

Sh
e’s w

an
ted to see th

is for ages. 

“R
igh

t, h
ere w

e go —
 yes, let go, G

ran
ger. L

et go. D
ow

n
. I’m

 sittin
g you 

dow
n

.” N
ott struggles to drop h

er in
to th

e soft depth
s of a black

 leath
er sofa, 



N
o, 
all 

I
 
got 

w
as 

an 
ow
l 
from

 
m
y 
solicitor, 

inform
ing 

m
e 

that 
this 

w
as 

possibly 
very 

good
 
for 

m
y 
im
age. 

H
a. 
G
ood 

one, 
A
ttlebush. 

I
f 
only 

you 
could 

see 
the 

w
ay 

the 

G
ryffind

ors 
are 

looking 
at 

m
e 
now

. 

D
raco 
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 S
H

E
 ISN

’T
 P

R
E

P
A

R
E

D
 T

H
E

 SE
C

O
N

D
 T

IM
E

 SH
E

 K
N

O
C

K
S O

N
 S

L
Y

T
H

E
R

IN
 H

O
U

SE. 

Isn
’t th

in
k

in
g. N

ot about an
yth

in
g but R

on
’s last w

ords. 

“Y
ou’re n

oth
in

g.” 

A
n

d so it’s really n
o on

e’s fault but h
ers w

h
en

 P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 appears 

th
rough

 th
e w

all, because an
yon

e in
 a ration

al state of m
in

d w
ould h

ave seen
 

th
is as a possibility. 

Sh
e’s dressed in

 an
 elaborate black

 n
egligée an

d an
 un

expected pair of fluffy 

green
 slippers. H

er raven
 h

air is draw
n

 up in
to a bun

 an
d sh

e h
as som

e sort of 

sh
een

 on
 h

er face —
 lik

ely an
 an

ti-agin
g potion

. 

H
erm

ion
e is subcon

sciously th
in

k
in

g h
ow

 pretty sh
e really is, un

til h
er face 

scrun
ch

es up at th
e sigh

t of h
er. 

“W
h

at do you w
an

t?” sh
e h

isses. 

H
ow

 can
 sh

e an
sw

er th
at? Sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 h
erself. D

oesn
’t k

n
ow

 an
yth

in
g, 

an
ym

ore. 

So sh
e just stan

ds th
ere lik

e a fool, tear-stain
ed an

d dish
eveled, starin

g at th
is 

girl. T
h

is girl w
h

o couldn
’t be an

y m
ore differen

t th
an

 h
er. A

n
y m

ore h
er oppo-

site. Starin
g at h

er an
d gaspin

g th
rough

 a sudden
 attack

 of w
rack

in
g sob

s. 

Sh
e h

asn
’t felt th

is path
etic in

 a lon
g tim

e. P
erh

aps ever. 

B
ut it’s all com

in
g to a h

ead. A
ll of th

ose dirty look
s, coupled w

ith
 th

e look
 

in
 D

raco’s eyes —
 H

arry’s silen
ce, G

in
n

y’s absen
ce. T

h
e cold, clin

ical sm
ell of 

M
alfoy M

an
or. T

h
e itch

 of h
er scar. 

tw
isted in

 it an
d w

ith
 th

e blissful ach
e, th

e h
eavy soren

ess betw
een

 h
er legs. 

H
e h

uffs a laugh
 at on

e poin
t, reach

in
g out to tug on

 on
e of h

er curls an
d 

w
atch

 it boun
ce back

. “H
appy C

h
ristm

as, by th
e w

ay.” 

Som
eth

in
g w

arm
 th

robs in
 h

er ch
est. “H

appy C
h

ristm
as,” sh

e ech
oes quietly. 

D
oesn

’t tell h
im

 it’s th
e best sh

e’s h
ad in

 a w
h

ile. 

T
h

en
 sh

e rem
em

bers. 

“O
h

,” sh
e says, un

able to h
elp a sm

ile as sh
e sits up sudden

ly. “I alm
ost for-

got.” 

H
e w

atch
es lazily from

 th
e pillow

s as sh
e fin

ds h
er bag, gaze searin

g across 

h
er n

ak
edn

ess an
d m

ak
in

g h
er blush

 w
h

en
 sh

e n
otices. Sh

e com
es back

 quick
ly 

to lay beside h
im

 again
, if on

ly to h
ide m

ost of h
er body again

st th
e cush

ion
s. 

A
n

d sh
e pulls th

e w
in

d-up carousel out of th
e bag. H

olds it out to h
im

, sud-

den
ly a little self-con

scious. U
n

certain
. “H

appy C
h

ristm
as.” 

H
e laugh

s. 

L
oudly. U

n
expectedly. 

T
o th

e poin
t w

h
ere sh

e’s em
barrassed an

d starts to pull it aw
ay, th

in
k

in
g h

e’s 

m
ak

in
g fun

 of h
er. B

ut th
en

 h
e tak

es h
old of th

e toy in
 on

e h
an

d an
d yan

k
s h

er 

in
 for a k

iss w
ith

 th
e oth

er. 

A
 m

om
en

t later, h
e’s on

 in
 h

is feet —
 leaves h

er layin
g th

ere con
fused as h

e 

fin
ds h

is jack
et on

 th
e floor, absolutely un

ash
am

ed of h
is n

ak
edn

ess. W
h

en
 h

e 

collapses back
 dow

n
 n

ext to h
er, h

e pulls th
e exact sam

e carousel from
 h

is coat 

pock
et. “H

appy C
h

ristm
as,” h

e says w
ryly, laugh

in
g as h

e h
an

ds it to h
er. 

“I—
w

h
at?” sh

e splutters, laugh
in

g too. “H
ow

 did you —
 I th

ough
t you 

didn
’t h

ave an
y M

uggle m
on

ey!” 

“I didn
’t. I stole it. H

appy C
h

ristm
as.” 

A
n

d h
e k

isses h
er before sh

e can
 even

 start to argue. 

<
 

T
h

e C
h

ristm
as m

orn
in

g feast is on
e of th

e best, or so sh
e’s alw

ays h
eard from

 

H
arry an

d R
on

. A
 sort of gift to th

e few
 studen

ts w
h

o h
ave n

o reason
 to go h

om
e 

for th
e h

olidays. 



B
ut it’s even

 better th
an

 sh
e im

agin
ed, because sh

e’s sittin
g n

ext to D
raco 

M
alfoy at th

e Slyth
erin

 table w
h

ile sh
e eats it, com

pletely soak
ed in

 th
e afterglow

 

of th
e n

igh
t before, w

ith
 n

ot en
ough

 studen
ts in

 th
e G

reat H
all aroun

d th
em

 to 

n
otice or care. 

Sh
e sn

eak
s sidew

ays glan
ces at h

im
 as h

e drin
k

s h
is tea sleepily. H

e drin
k

s it 

black
 —

 stran
ge, n

ow
 th

at sh
e k

n
ow

s about h
is sw

eet tooth
. B

ut h
is plate is 

stock
ed full of sugary treats lik

e can
died gin

gerbread bon
bon

s an
d alm

on
d 

cream
 tarts, so sh

e supposes th
at m

ak
es up for it. 

T
h

ey eat in
 pleasan

t, coexisten
t silen

ce. H
e scribbles in

 h
is journ

al an
d sh

e 

bites back
 on

 h
er curiosity. B

ut th
en

 th
e m

ail arrives, an
d h

e spits h
is tea all over 

it —
 curses an

d tries to m
op th

e dark
 stain

s off th
e purple cover. H

e yan
k

s th
e 

D
aily P

roph
et up off th

e table, alm
ost rippin

g it in
 h

is h
aste. 

H
erm

ion
e sips h

er tea quietly. 

“B
loody h

ell,” h
e sigh

s at last, w
ipin

g a h
an

d alon
g h

is face —
 w

arpin
g it 

in
to a grim

ace. H
e h

an
ds th

e P
roph

et to h
er dejectedly so sh

e can
 see th

e fron
t 

page. 

  

W
A
R
 
H
E
R
O
 
A
N

D
 
F

O
R
M
E
R
 
D
E
A
T
H
 

E
A
T
E
R
 
S
P
O
T
T
E
D
 
O
N

 
R
O
M
A
N

T
I
C
 

C
H
R
I
S
T
M
A
S
 
E
X

C
U

R
S
I
O
N

 
  

B
elow

 it is a m
assive, m

ovin
g ph

otograph
 of th

e tw
o of th

em
 k

issin
g on

 th
e edge 

of th
e foun

tain
 in

 T
rafalgar Square. “Fuck

in
g Sk

eeter,” D
raco groan

s, an
grily 

sh
ovin

g a bon
b

on
 in

to h
is m

outh
. “P

robably fuck
in

g follow
ed us th

e w
h

ole 

n
igh

t.” 

“Y
es,” says H

erm
ion

e quietly, settin
g th

e paper dow
n

. “I paid h
er to.” 

H
e ch

ok
es again

 on
 h

is tea. Sh
e just laces th

eir h
an

ds togeth
er on

 th
e table, 

glan
cin

g sidew
ays at h

is appalled face. 

“Figured you deserved a gran
d gesture.”
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D
iary, 

W
ell, 

it 
w
ould

 
appear 

the 
G
old
en 

T
rio 

is 
not 

all 
its 

chalked 

up 
to 

be. 

F
ool

’s 
gold

, 
if 

you 
ask 

m
e, 
consid

ering 
how

 
quickly 

tw
o-third

s 

of 
it 
w
as 

read
y 
to 

drop 
the 

last 
third

 
on 

her 
arse. 

I
 
d
on
’t 
feel 

guilty, 
though. 

A
nd
 
a 
good

 
portion 

of 
it 
is 
entirely 

G
ranger’s 

fault. 

She’s 
ind
ecisive 

and
 
im
pulsive. 

T
hings 

w
ould

’ve 
gone 

over 
m
uch 

m
ore 

sm
oothly, 

I
’d
 
w
arrant, 

had
 

she 
told

 
the 

lot 
of 

them
 
ages 

ago. 
I
’m
 
und

er 
no 

im
pression 

that 

they 
w
ould

n
’t 

have 
tried 

to 
hex 

m
e 
at 

every 
given 

opportunity, 
but 

they 
w
ould

n
’t 

have 
been 

able 
to 

play 
the 

betrayal 
card

 
so 
easily. 

A
nd
 
then, 

of 
course, 

w
hen 

she 
d
id
 
finally 

m
ake 

up 
her 

fucking 

m
ind
, 
she 

d
ecid

ed
 
her 

best 
option 

w
as 

R
ita 

F
ucking 

Skeeter. 

D
on
’t 

get 
m
e 
w
rong, 

I
’m
 
all 

for 
shock 

value 
—
 
and 

I
’d 

be 

lying 
if 
I
 
said

 
I
 
d
idn

’t 
enjoy 

it 
im
m
ensely. 

B
ut 

it 
w
as 

stupid 

and
 
im
pulsive, 

like 
G
ranger 

is. 

N
o, 
she’s 

not 
stupid

. 

She’s 
a 
lot 

of 
things, 

but 
she’s 

not 
stupid

. 

M
other 

hasn
’t 
w
ritten, 

w
hich 

I
 
find 

od
d
, 
but 

then 
again 

m
aybe 

they’ve 
taken 

aw
ay 

her 
access 

to 
the 

P
rophet. 



lik
e G

in
n

y. 

H
ope th

at m
aybe H

arry, at least…
 

Sh
e can

 h
ardly see th

rough
 h

er tears. O
n

ly k
n

ow
s w

h
en

 sh
e arrives th

at sh
e’s 

stum
bled h

er w
ay to th

e D
un

geon
s —

 th
e last place h

er past self w
ould’ve sough

t 

out for com
fort or safety. 

A
n

d th
e on

ly place sh
e h

as n
ow

.

 

D
ecem

ber 
25th, 

1998 

D
iary, 

T
he 

M
uggle 

d
ate 

—
 
as 

a 
concept 

—
 
is 

not 
w
holly 

rid
iculous, 

as 
it 
turns 

out. 

T
he 

lines 
are 

rid
iculous, 

and
 
M
uggle 

L
ond

on 
is 

highly 

overcrow
d
ed
, 
but 

their 
hot 

chocolate 
is 

good
 
and

 
their 

toy 

craftsm
anship 

is…
tolerable. 

N
o, 

forget 
all 

that. 
M
uggle 

d
ates 

are 
probably 

fucking 

rid
iculous 

all 
the 

w
ay 

around
. 

B
ut 

M
uggle 

d
ates 

w
ith 

G
ranger 

are—
 

 
 

F
uck. 

W
ell. 

B
race 

yourselves. 

T
hings 

are 
about 

to 
get 

very 
fucking 

ugly 
for 

m
e. 

D
raco 
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R
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O
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H
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H
 R

E
A

D
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It w
as dated from

 C
h

ristm
as, but h

adn
’t arrived un

til th
e n

ext day, alon
g 

w
ith

 m
ost of th

e oth
ers. In

cluded in
 th

e en
velope w

as th
e clippin

g from
 th

e 

D
aily P

roph
et, w

h
ich

 H
erm

ion
e h

ad en
ded up tuck

in
g aw

ay in
 h

er n
igh

tstan
d. 

B
ut sh

e’d b
een

 very careful n
ot to look

 at th
e sen

ders on
 th

e oth
er letters. H

ad 

seen
 on

e w
ritten

 in
 R

on
’s furious scraw

l an
d stopped ch

eck
in

g after th
at. T

h
ere 

w
as lik

ely on
e from

 H
arry —

 m
aybe m

ore th
an

 on
e. D

efin
itely several from

 P
ar-

vati. R
om

ilda. E
loise. M

aybe even
 N

eville, if sh
e h

ad to guess. L
ik

ely n
ot L

un
a 

—
 sh

e ten
ded n

ot to pry. Sh
e w

in
ced at th

e th
ough

t of on
e from

 M
olly W

easley, 

but sh
e h

ad to accept th
at it w

as probably som
ew

h
ere in

 th
e pile, too. 

T
h

an
k

fully, n
ot m

an
y studen

ts h
ad stayed at H

ogw
arts over th

e h
olidays, an

d 

h
ardly an

y from
 th

eir year. W
h

at im
m

ediate atten
tion

 sh
e an

d D
raco did get 

from
 th

e article cam
e m

ostly in
 th

e form
 of oglin

g First Y
ears —

 ”isn
’t it ro-

m
an

tic?” —
 an

d th
e occasion

al, h
augh

ty disapproval of som
e Fourth

 an
d Fifth

 

Y
ears w

h
o k

n
ew

 m
ore about th

eir h
istory. 

D
raco, th

ough
 —

 sh
e’d been

 very appreh
en

sive about h
is reaction

. D
idn

’t 

k
n

ow
 w

h
at to expect. A

n
d h

e’d stared at h
er w

ith
 th

at alarm
ed expression

 for a 

con
cern

in
g am

oun
t of secon

ds. H
ad h

er doubtin
g an

d secon
d-guessin

g, th
e w

ay 

h
e alw

ays does. 

N
ow

, th
ough

, h
e’s got h

is h
ead in

 h
er lap as sh

e reads M
erida Sw

oglot, so sh
e 

figures sh
e m

ust’ve don
e som

eth
in

g righ
t. 

T
h

ey’re in
 th

e D
ivin

ation
 C

lassroom
, again

. It’s becom
e th

eir regular h
aun

t. 

A
n

d as sh
e reads, h

e casts lazy variation
s of C

h
arm

s spells above th
eir h

eads, 

yaw
n

in
g. O

ver th
e past several days, n

o lon
ger h

in
dered b

y th
e n

eed to sn
eak

 

aroun
d, th

ey’ve discovered h
ow

 m
uch

 th
ey en

joy on
e an

oth
er’s silen

t com
pan

y. 

N
o n

eed to talk
. N

o n
eed to en

tertain
 each

 oth
er. 

Just m
utual, un

dem
an

din
g silen

ce. 

Sh
e doesn

’t usually break
 it. H

ates to. B
ut today sh

e feels sh
e m

ust. 

“W
h

at tim
e does th

e train
 get in

?” 

D
raco’s paper dragon

s h
esitate in

 m
idair. Start to fly coun

terclock
w

ise. 

“N
oon

,” h
e says, exam

in
in

g h
is w

an
d. “B

ut you already k
n

ew
 th

at.” 

“C
an

 you blam
e m

e for bein
g n

ervous?” Sh
e glan

ces dow
n

 at h
im

 over th
e 

<
 

W
alk

in
g in

to th
e G

ryffin
dor com

m
on

 room
 th

at n
igh

t rem
in

ds h
er of Fifth

 

Y
ear, w

h
en

 H
arry w

as facin
g all th

at back
lash

 for speak
in

g out about V
oldem

ort. 

O
n

ly th
is tim

e it’s h
er th

ey’re all starin
g at. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s in
stan

tly sh
e’s un

w
elcom

e. 

It’s in
 th

e air. 

T
h

eir stabbin
g gazes follow

 h
er w

ith
 every step sh

e tak
es, an

d sh
e can

’t fin
d 

G
in

n
y. C

an
’t even

 fin
d H

arry or R
on

, th
ough

 th
ey’d b

e little com
fort. 

“Is th
is lik

e a research
 project, G

ran
ger?” ask

s C
orm

ac from
 th

e corn
er. Sh

e 

n
otices h

is face h
asn

’t com
pletely h

ealed. “Sh
ag th

e D
eath

 E
ater an

d th
en

 w
rite 

an
 essay about it?” 

“W
h

at are you playin
g at?” Seam

us cuts h
im

 off, an
d for on

e pain
ful m

om
en

t 

sh
e th

in
k

s h
e’s defen

din
g h

er. B
ut h

e’s n
ot —

 h
e’s addin

g on
. “W

h
ose side are 

you on
, H

erm
ion

e?” 

Sh
e feels lik

e sh
e’s b

een
 corn

ered. L
ik

e every direction
 h

olds an
oth

er face sh
e 

doesn
’t w

an
t to see. “T

h
e w

ar is over…
” sh

e says quietly. “T
h

ere are n
o sides.” 

A
n

d it’s as th
ough

 sh
e’s com

bin
ed Fien

dfyre w
ith

 th
e D

raugh
t of L

ivin
g 

D
eath

. A
n

 explosion
. 

From
 all sides, people sh

out. 

“T
h

at’s rubbish
!” 

“H
ave you gon

e m
ad?” 

“B
loody h

ell, H
erm

ion
e!” 

“W
h

o are you? C
an

 you even
 h

ear yourself?” 

A
n

d sh
e loses all of h

er courage in
 th

at m
om

en
t, stum

blin
g back

w
ards an

d 

starin
g dow

n
 at h

er escapin
g feet as sh

e run
s aw

ay lik
e a cow

ard. C
h

ased from
 

h
er ow

n
 H

ouse lik
e a pariah

. 

Sh
e’d k

n
ow

n
 th

is w
as a possibility. 

A
 probability. 

M
cG

on
agall h

ad w
arn

ed h
er about it. 

B
ut sh

e’d b
een

 con
sum

ed b
y h

ope. H
ope th

at th
ere w

as m
ore to all of th

em
 

th
an

 petty prejudice an
d bad blood. H

ope th
at m

ore of th
em

 could see past it, 



“O
h

, don
’t you fuck

in
g—

” R
on

 steps in
 closer, push

in
g again

st H
erm

ion
e, 

an
d an

 in
stan

t later sh
e w

atch
es D

raco’s pale arm
 sh

ove R
on

 back
 several feet. 

Just slam
 in

to th
e cen

ter of h
is ch

est, un
til h

e alm
ost trips over h

is ow
n

 trun
k

. 

D
raco steps sm

ooth
ly in

 fron
t of h

er, obscurin
g h

er view
, but n

ot en
ough

 for 

h
er to m

iss R
on

 rippin
g out h

is w
an

d as h
e righ

ts h
im

self. 

“L
et’s go, W

easelby. See h
ow

 you do again
st m

e w
h

en
 I’m

 con
scious, yeah

?” 

“I sw
ear to M

erlin
, I’m

 goin
g to—

” 

“Stop righ
t n

ow
.” 

It’s H
arry. O

f course it is. 

H
e h

as h
is w

an
d out, too, an

d h
e’s stepped betw

een
 th

em
, altern

atin
g w

h
o h

e 

poin
ts it at. “Stop. W

e’re n
ot doin

g th
is. Stop.” Sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’s ever seen

 

R
on

 th
is furious. H

e’s practically foam
in

g at th
e m

outh
, h

un
ch

ed over lik
e h

e 

could lun
ge at th

em
 an

y m
in

ute. Sh
e steps out from

 beh
in

d D
raco to get a better 

look
, alm

ost dazed by th
e w

h
ole scen

ario. A
n

d G
in

n
y seem

s to tak
e h

er cue. 

G
rabs R

on
 by th

e collar of h
is sw

eater w
ith

 th
e prow

ess on
ly a sister can

 h
ave, 

startin
g to tow

 h
im

 back
w

ards out of th
e h

all. 

“Y
ou—

” R
on

 spits even
 as h

e stum
bles over h

is feet. H
is eyes are lock

ed on
 

H
erm

ion
e, ven

om
ous. “Y

ou’re n
oth

in
g. Y

ou’re n
oth

in
g.” 

A
n

d h
e’s gon

e. 

T
h

en
 it’s just H

arry, starin
g at th

e tw
o of th

em
. H

is h
an

d flexes aroun
d h

is 

w
an

d, an
d h

e drops it to h
is side. W

alk
s over to h

is trun
k

 —
 to th

e on
e R

on
’s 

aban
don

ed. G
lan

ces back
 on

ce to say, “I don
’t un

derstan
d,” an

d h
is expression

 

is flat. E
m

pty. 

T
h

en
 h

e’s gon
e, too, luggin

g both
 trun

k
s beh

in
d h

im
. Sh

e doesn
’t cry. Sh

e 

turn
s off th

at reaction
 m

ech
an

ically, lik
e a sw

itch
, even

 as sh
e feels som

ew
h

ere 

deeply th
at sh

e’s just lost a lot of th
in

gs at on
ce. Sh

e’s glad D
raco doesn

’t try to 

com
fort h

er. E
xpects sh

e’d sh
rin

k
 aw

ay if h
e did. Flin

ch
. B

ut sh
e w

atch
es th

e 

ten
sion

 in
 h

is body loosen
 beside h

er, an
d ever so slow

ly sh
e releases h

er ow
n

, 

un
claspin

g h
er sw

eatin
g, bloodless h

an
ds. “C

ould’ve b
een

 w
orse,” h

e says quietly. 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 h
er ton

gue un
til sh

e tastes blood. 

“C
ould it h

ave?” 

edge of th
e book

. H
e doesn

’t look
 at h

er. 

“N
o. B

ut I don
’t particularly w

an
t to talk

 about it.” 

“Sh
ouldn

’t w
e h

ave —
 I don

’t k
n

ow
, a plan

, or som
eth

in
g?” 

N
ow

 h
e does glan

ce up, an
d it’s w

ith
 an

 expression
 sh

e’s becom
in

g in
creas-

in
gly fam

iliar w
ith

. A
 look

 th
at seem

s to say, ’R
eally, G

ran
ger?’ w

ith
out sayin

g 

an
yth

in
g at all. 

“W
h

at?” Sh
e sn

aps th
e book

 sh
ut. “It’s n

ot a terrible ide—
” 

“P
eople don

’t usually h
ave to reh

earse con
versation

s w
ith

 th
eir frien

ds,” h
e 

draw
ls. 

“O
h

, please —
 as if you didn

’t reh
earse w

h
at you w

an
ted to say to N

ott.” 

H
e flatten

s h
is lips an

d sh
ak

es h
is h

ead in
n

ocen
tly at h

er —
 pom

pously. “N
o. 

N
o, actually, you’ll fin

d I w
en

t in
to th

at on
e com

pletely green
. N

o script.” 

Sh
e h

uffs at h
im

. “Y
ou’re tellin

g m
e th

at N
ott’s sudden

…
toleran

ce of th
e tw

o 

of us is th
e w

ork
 of your exception

ally sk
illed im

prov?” 

H
e flash

es th
ose sh

arp teeth
 sh

e n
ever expected to k

n
ow

 so w
ell. “I’m

 th
at 

good.” 

T
h

e large sun
 dial clock

 on
 th

e w
all ch

im
es on

ce, w
ith

 a certain
 fin

ality. 

E
leven

-th
irty. 

Sh
e ten

ses up, an
d D

raco sh
ifts un

com
fortably in

 h
er lap. Sigh

s an
d lets h

is 

paper dragon
s fall aw

ay to ash
. A

 m
om

en
t later, h

e’s sittin
g up —

 turn
in

g to face 

h
er. “Y

ou did th
e h

ard part,” h
e says. “In

 fact, you overdid th
e h

ard part.” H
e gets 

to h
is feet an

d h
olds out h

is h
an

d. “T
h

is is just th
e en

core.” 

H
erm

ion
e tuck

s th
e book

 ben
eath

 h
er arm

, grum
blin

g un
in

telligibly un
der 

h
er breath

 as sh
e lets h

im
 h

eave h
er off th

e floor. 

“I don
’t believe for on

e secon
d th

at you aren
’t as n

ervous as I am
…

” 

T
ogeth

er, th
ey van

ish
 th

e eviden
ce of th

eir presen
ce in

 th
e classroom

. 

“…
an

d I h
ate your m

etaph
ors.” 

<
 

T
h

ey don
’t h

old h
an

ds. 



B
oth

 of th
em

 seem
 to subcon

sciously agree th
at th

at w
ould b

e too jarrin
g. 

N
o, th

ey don
’t even

 touch
. In

stead, sh
e sits at th

e corn
er of th

e G
ryffin

dor 

table’s ben
ch

, facin
g th

e doorw
ay to th

e G
reat H

all, back
 straigh

t. Jack
k

n
ifed. 

H
er h

an
ds are folded, tw

istin
g in

 h
er lap. D

raco sort of loom
s beh

in
d h

er, sittin
g 

on
 th

e table itself. E
lbow

s on
 h

is k
n

ees. T
h

at bored m
ask

 on
 h

is face. 

From
 an

 outsider’s perspective, it m
igh

t look
 lik

e th
e sort of aw

k
w

ard posin
g 

of a portrait. 

B
ut th

ere is n
o con

ceivable w
ay to act n

atural righ
t n

ow
. A

n
d as studen

ts start 

to m
ill in

to th
e H

all w
ith

 th
eir trun

k
s, back

 from
 h

oliday an
d altogeth

er m
ore 

spritely an
d en

ergetic, sh
e starts to w

on
der w

h
eth

er sh
e m

ade a terrible, terrible 

decision
. 

Sh
e tosses a n

ervous glan
ce over h

er sh
oulder at D

raco. W
atch

es h
im

 jut h
is 

lip out an
d blow

 a stray stran
d of h

air out of h
is face over an

d over again
. 

N
o. Sh

e look
s back

 to en
tryw

ay a little em
bolden

ed. N
o, n

ot a terrible deci-

sion
. 

Just possibly terrible execution
. 

B
ecause H

arry, R
on

 an
d G

in
n

y roun
d th

e corn
er, an

d it is absurdly easy to 

tell th
ey w

ere just talk
in

g about h
er. T

h
e w

ay H
arry trails off an

d m
utters n

on
-

sen
se. T

h
e w

ay R
on

 stiffen
s. T

h
e look

 G
in

n
y sh

oots th
e tw

o of th
em

. 

H
erm

ion
e tries to preten

d sh
e doesn

’t n
otice, in

stead lean
in

g back
 on

 th
e 

oldest an
d w

orst defen
se m

ech
an

ism
 sh

e h
as an

d actin
g lik

e n
oth

in
g’s am

iss. Sh
e 

sm
iles broadly an

d gets to h
er feet, pullin

g G
in

n
y in

to h
er arm

s. 

G
in

n
y h

ugs h
er back

, all w
ool an

d m
itten

s —
 h

esitan
tly, n

ervously. B
ut at 

least sh
e does. 

“H
i, h

i —
 h

ow
 w

as your C
h

ristm
as?” H

erm
ion

e rush
es out, eyes flittin

g to 

R
on

 an
d H

arry so quick
ly th

ey’re n
oth

in
g but a blur before sh

iftin
g back

 to 

G
in

n
y, w

h
ere it’s safer. 

G
in

n
y says som

eth
in

g about m
on

ogram
m

ed cardigan
s an

d back
yard Q

uid-

ditch
, but sh

e’s look
in

g distractedly over H
erm

ion
e’s sh

oulder. A
t D

raco. 

H
e h

asn
’t m

oved from
 th

e table, w
atch

in
g th

em
 —

 expression
 guarded, 

em
otion

less. 

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces back
 at h

im
 too, un

sure h
ow

 to proceed. H
er pulse th

robs 

in
 h

er ears. D
raco quirk

s a brow
 at h

er, just barely. 

So sh
e turn

s back
. C

loses h
er fists at h

er sides to h
ide th

eir trem
ors. B

ow
s to 

fate. “So, I…
I’m

 sure you’ve all seen
 th

e P
roph

et.” 

R
on

 drops h
is trun

k
. L

et’s it th
ud on

 th
e groun

d loudly —
 ech

o th
rough

 th
e 

h
all, m

ak
in

g th
em

 jum
p. 

“Y
eah

,” h
e says rough

ly, push
in

g th
rough

 H
arry an

d G
in

n
y’s h

an
ds to stan

d 

in
 fron

t of h
er. “W

e’ve seen
 th

e P
roph

et. O
w

ls stop deliverin
g over th

e h
olidays?” 

Sh
e feels sw

eat start to build betw
een

 h
er clen

ch
ed fin

gers. “I w
an

ted to speak
 

to you in
 person

.” 

“W
ell, h

ere w
e are,” R

on
 sn

aps, splayin
g h

is arm
s out w

ide. “G
o on

.” 

“R
on

,” G
in

n
y tries, but h

e w
aves h

er off, steppin
g sidew

ays an
d in

 fron
t of 

h
er, as if h

e con
sciously k

n
ow

s h
e’s cuttin

g off h
er on

e lin
e of support. 

“I can
’t talk

 to you w
h

en
 you’re bein

g un
reason

able lik
e th

is,” H
erm

ion
e says 

cautiously, voice low
. 

Sh
e isn

’t surprised. In
 fact, h

e’s bein
g less aggressive th

an
 sh

e expected. If sh
e 

can
 talk

 h
im

 dow
n

, m
aybe sh

e can
 —

 

R
on

 crow
ds h

er sudden
ly. Steps in

to h
er space, blastin

g fum
in

g breath
s 

again
st h

er face an
d lordin

g h
is h

eigh
t over h

er. ”U
n

reason
able?” h

e h
isses. “I 

w
an

t you to con
sider, for on

e secon
d, w

ak
in

g up on
 C

h
ristm

as m
orn

in
g to fin

d 

out th
at your best frien

d ch
ose to stay beh

in
d for th

e h
olidays to sh

ag th
e person

 

you h
ate m

ost.” A
n

d h
e’s got h

is fin
ger in

 h
er face. “Y

ou —
 you’re a traitor, 

th
at’s w

h
at you are.” 

“R
on

!” It’s both
 H

arry an
d G

in
n

y th
is tim

e, but th
ey don

’t m
ove to stop h

im
. 

N
o, in

stead H
erm

ion
e sees th

e sh
adow

 cross over h
er. Feels h

is presen
ce from

 

beh
in

d —
 an

d sudden
ly sh

e’s trapped betw
een

 tw
o tall bodies. D

raco, taller an
d 

lean
er. R

on
, broader an

d stock
ier. 

T
h

e fury in
 R

on
’s eyes in

flam
es at th

e sigh
t of h

im
, h

is ch
est risin

g an
d fall-

in
g lik

e a bull pan
tin

g for breath
. 

“Step back
 righ

t n
ow

,” says D
raco, voice vibratin

g again
st h

er back
. 


