
a fuck
in

g Jack
son

 P
ollock

.” 

Sh
e feels lik

e sh
e h

asn
’t tak

en
 a breath

 sin
ce sh

e started. G
asps an

d gulps dow
n

 

air, tears stream
in

g dow
n

 h
er face. Sh

e drow
n

s an
y future w

ords w
ith

 Firew
h

is-

k
ey an

d w
aits for G

in
n

y to speak
. Sh

e’s been
 silen

t th
is w

h
ole tim

e. L
isten

in
g. 

Starin
g. 

T
h

e sudden
 quiet is pain

ful. M
ak

es H
erm

ion
e’s fin

gers trem
ble. 

G
in

n
y sips h

er w
h

isk
ey. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e ask

s, quietly an
d calm

ly as ever, “W
h

o is Jack
son

 P
ollock

?” 

“M
asterpiece M

uggle splatter artist,” H
erm

ion
e m

urm
urs aroun

d th
e rim

 of 

h
er cup, un

sure w
h

at to m
ak

e of th
is respon

se. 

G
in

n
y n

ods as th
ough

 com
m

ittin
g it to m

em
ory. Sips m

ore w
h

isk
ey. 

“P
lease say som

eth
in

g.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s, settin

g dow
n

 h
er glass an

d startin
g to tw

irl th
e en

ds of h
er h

air 

aroun
d h

er fin
gers. N

ever a good sign
 w

ith
 G

in
n

y. “Y
ou w

on
’t lik

e w
h

at I h
ave 

to say.” 

H
erm

ion
e scoffs. Splutters. “I —

 I don
’t care. I don

’t. I k
n

ew
 th

at before I 

told you. I w
an

t to k
n

ow
 w

h
at you th

in
k. W

h
at you really th

in
k

.” 

G
in

n
y sigh

s an
d lean

s forw
ard on

 h
er elbow

s. “I th
in

k
…

” sh
e pauses, sigh

s 

again
, eyes flittin

g betw
een

 each
 of H

erm
ion

e’s. “I th
in

k
 h

e’s goin
g to h

urt you.” 

Sh
e n

ods, feelin
g sh

ak
y an

d n
eurotic. “H

e is. H
e h

as. B
ut —

 I…
I’ve h

urt h
im

, 

too. I’m
 n

ot…
I’m

 n
ot pow

erless in
 th

is situation
. I’m

 n
ot scared. I can

 h
urt h

im
, 

too.” 

G
in

n
y’s eyes n

arrow
. N

ot in
 an

ger, but rath
er in

trospectively. L
ik

e sh
e’s siz-

in
g h

er up. “Spok
en

 lik
e a true Slyth

erin
,” sh

e says, an
d h

er gaze drops to th
e 

silver an
d green

 tie. 

H
erm

ion
e gives a n

ervous laugh
. Sh

e can
’t read h

er. Isn
’t sure exactly h

ow
 sh

e 

m
ean

s it. 

“Speak
in

g of w
h

ich
…

” G
in

n
y pulls out h

er w
an

d. C
asts a spell to fix h

er rob
es 

an
d glam

ours h
er n

eck
 in

 un
der ten

 secon
ds. Sh

e’s alw
ays b

een
 quite im

pressive 

w
ith

 h
er m

agic. 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” says H
erm

ion
e quietly. Sh

e still can
’t tell w

h
at sh

e’s th
in

k
in

g. 

th
e cot an

d elevate M
alfoy’s legs. 

“W
h

at h
appen

ed?” sh
e dem

an
ds, terse but calm

, as alw
ays. H

erm
ion

e can
n

ot 

im
agin

e h
ow

 sh
e’s calm

. 

“I —
 I don

’t, I don
’t k

n
ow

, I foun
d h

im
 lik

e th
is,” N

ott rush
es. “M

ust’ve 

b
een

 an
 acciden

t.” 

Som
eon

e laugh
s. 

It’s M
alfoy, h

alf-h
eartedly, still starin

g at th
e ceilin

g. “N
o use lyin

g on
 m

y 

accoun
t, m

ate.” 

“M
r. M

alfoy, don
’t speak

,” P
om

frey in
sists. 

H
erm

ion
e is applyin

g th
e D

ittan
y w

ith
 trem

blin
g h

an
ds, but th

e w
oun

d is 

resistin
g it. “It isn

’t w
ork

in
g,” sh

e gasps out, for th
e first tim

e h
earin

g h
ow

 

stran
ge sh

e soun
ds. U

n
settled. U

n
h

in
ged. 

“It’s D
ark

 M
agic, I doubt an

yth
in

g w
ill,” M

adam
 P

om
frey sn

aps, an
d out th

e 

corn
er of h

er eye, H
erm

ion
e can

 see h
er preparin

g a tourn
iquet. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g?” N

ott dem
an

ds, but on
e of P

om
frey’s n

urses push
es 

h
im

 back
 w

h
en

 h
e tries to tak

e it out of h
er h

an
ds. “Y

ou can
’t cut off h

is arm
!” 

“T
h

ere’s n
oth

in
g to b

e don
e. D

ark
 M

ark
s resist h

ealin
g.” 

“Y
ou h

aven
’t even

 tried an
yth

in
g!” 

A
s th

ey argue, H
erm

ion
e presses h

er h
an

ds to th
e w

oun
d, strugglin

g to 

stan
ch

 th
e flow

. “W
h

at h
ave you don

e?” sh
e w

h
ispers. “W

h
at w

ere you th
in

k
in

g? 

W
h

at h
ave you don

e?” 

A
n

d M
alfoy turn

s, h
is h

ead fallin
g to th

e side on
 th

e pillow
 w

ith
 too little 

stren
gth

, tired eyes fin
din

g h
ers. 

“L
ook

s better n
ow

, doesn
’t it?” h

e rasps. 

A
 sh

arp breath
 falls from

 h
er m

outh
, an

d th
en

 M
adam

 P
om

frey is push
in

g 

h
er aside an

d tyin
g a m

agical tourn
iquet above h

is elbow
 w

ith
 h

er w
an

d. 

“H
ey! N

o!” N
ott is bein

g barricaded b
y m

ore th
an

 on
e n

urse, n
ow

. 

M
alfoy’s eyes follow

 H
erm

ion
e as sh

e falls back
 in

to th
e crow

d, h
er m

uscles 

n
ot respon

din
g, h

er m
in

d a useless w
h

irlpool. 

M
adam

 P
om

frey tak
es M

alfoy by th
e w

rist an
d poises h

er w
an

d w
h

ere sh
e 

in
ten

ds to cut. N
ott is h

urlin
g ob

scen
ities. Several of th

e oth
er Slyth

erin
s are 



look
in

g aw
ay, squeam

ish
 —

 som
e h

ave turn
ed th

eir back
s. 

P
om

frey open
s h

er m
outh

, th
e spell on

 th
e tip of h

er ton
gue. 

“W
ait!” 

For a m
om

en
t, H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t realize sh

e’s th
e on

e w
h

o said it. B
ut eve-

ryon
e h

as turn
ed to look

 at h
er an

d M
adam

 P
om

frey h
as an

 eyebrow
 quirk

ed. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, n

ow
 is n

ot th
e tim

e to—
” Sh

e acts on
 im

pulse. “N
o. W

ait.” A
n

d 

sh
e push

es back
 th

rough
 th

e crow
d of n

urses an
d studen

ts to stan
d at P

oppy’s 

side, pullin
g h

er w
an

d from
 h

er pock
et. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, h

e doesn
’t h

ave m
uch

—
” Sh

e does it before sh
e can

 b
e 

stopped. T
ak

es M
alfoy’s arm

 out of M
adam

 P
om

frey’s grip an
d h

overs th
e tip of 

h
er w

an
d an

 in
ch

 or so above th
e w

oun
d. 

“Im
perio,” sh

e breath
es. 

T
h

ere’s a collective gasp. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger!” 

B
ut sh

e doesn
’t tak

e h
er eyes off th

e w
oun

d —
 feels M

alfoy’s gaze on
 h

er. 

“H
eal,” sh

e dem
an

ds. For a m
om

en
t, th

ere’s n
oth

in
g but an

 agon
izin

g si-

len
ce. M

adam
 P

om
frey starts to bat h

er aw
ay, pullin

g at h
er arm

s. 

B
ut as sh

e stum
bles back

, sh
e w

atch
es. A

n
d an

oth
er m

ass gasp rin
gs out as th

e 

gouges in
 M

alfoy’s arm
 begin

 to reluctan
tly sew

 th
em

selves back
 togeth

er. 

W
ith

in
 th

irty secon
ds, th

e lin
es of th

e D
ark

 M
ark

 are in
tact again

 an
d its evil 

sh
ape stares back

 at th
em

 ben
eath

 a sh
een

 of dryin
g blood. Stares w

ith
 all its 

perm
an

en
cy. 

M
alfoy’s expression

 is a m
ask

. H
erm

ion
e is n

um
b. 

A
n

d n
ot a m

om
en

t later, A
urors are ch

argin
g th

rough
 th

e en
tryw

ay of th
e 

H
ospital W

in
g.

b
e. I rem

em
ber w

h
at h

e used to call m
e. I rem

em
ber all of it. B

ut th
en

 h
e just —

 

h
e sits th

ere an
d h

e tells m
e h

e couldn
’t w

atch
 m

e scream
 lik

e h
e did before. A

n
d 

h
e spen

ds all of h
is tim

e w
ritin

g in
 th

at brigh
t purple journ

al an
d just look

in
g 

so out of place. L
ik

e m
e. So m

uch
 lik

e m
e. W

e —
 w

e’re so sim
ilar. A

n
d I’ve spen

t 

so m
uch

 tim
e th

in
k

in
g it sh

ould b
e R

on
. G

row
in

g up th
in

k
in

g it. W
aitin

g for 

it to feel righ
t. T

o sit righ
t in

 m
y stom

ach
. B

ut it’s w
ron

g. It’s so, so w
ron

g, an
d 

w
h

en
 R

on
 k

issed m
e I w

as n
um

b. I w
as n

oth
in

g. A
n

d th
en

 —
 th

en
 fuck

in
g M

al-

foy k
isses m

e an
d it just absolutely sh

atters all th
ose h

opes I used to w
rite dow

n
 

in
 m

y th
irteen

-year-old diary an
d I just h

ad to sit th
ere an

d try to m
ak

e sen
se of 

it. O
f h

ow
 th

at could b
e. H

ow
 th

e on
e person

 I’m
 supposed to h

ate un
con

dition
-

ally is th
e on

ly on
e I w

an
t to let touch

 m
e. A

n
d m

y th
ough

ts h
ave been

 so im
-

possibly loud, all trapped in
 th

ere at on
ce, bick

erin
g an

d arguin
g an

d sw
itch

in
g 

sides. B
ecause I couldn

’t just go an
d tell you, lik

e I could if it w
ere som

e oth
er 

boy. I couldn
’t sit w

ith
 you an

d P
arvati an

d L
un

a an
d gush

 over h
ow

 it m
ade m

e 

feel an
d w

h
ere h

e touch
ed m

e because it’s fuck
in

g M
alfoy an

d I’m
 n

ot allow
ed 

to feel th
at w

ay about h
im

 —
 an

d…
an

d because every tim
e an

yon
e sees h

im
 

touch
 m

e th
ey th

in
k

 h
e’s tryin

g to k
ill m

e. It’s fuck
in

g prejudice. A
n

d it’s too 

stron
g. It’s too fresh

. So I let you all believe it w
as Z

ach
arias because at least th

at 

w
as safe, but it h

urt h
im

. It fuck
in

g h
urt h

im
. A

n
d it h

urt m
e an

d I w
an

ted so 

badly to h
ave you k

n
ow

 th
e truth

. T
o h

ave you all k
n

ow
. B

ut h
ow

 could I? H
ow

 

could I? K
n

ow
in

g w
h

at you’d th
in

k
? W

h
at som

e of you m
igh

t do? W
h

at R
on

 

w
ould do? So I lied. I lied. I felt lik

e I h
ad to. I’ve been

 lyin
g for m

on
th

s. B
ut th

en
 

—
 last n

igh
t, I…

w
e…

it’s gon
e too far. It’s gon

e too far an
d I can

’t lie about it to 

you an
ym

ore. M
y first tim

e w
as supposed to be w

ith
 R

on
. E

veryon
e told m

e th
at. 

I told m
e th

at. B
ut n

o —
 n

o, m
y first tim

e —
 m

in
e, m

e, G
ryffin

dor’s bloody 

prin
cess, or w

h
atever bollock

s th
ey call m

e in
 th

e P
roph

et —
 w

as w
ith

 M
alfoy. 

D
eath

 E
ater. P

ariah
. W

ar crim
in

al. Slyth
erin

’s disgraced fuck
in

g prin
ce. It w

as 

w
ith

 h
im

, in
 a h

ospital b
ed an

d I w
an

ted it to b
e. I didn

’t w
aste it. In

 m
y h

eart I 

k
n

ow
 I didn

’t w
aste it. A

n
d I h

ad to tell you because it w
as so absolutely, ridicu-

lously righ
t. H

e an
d I are pain

t splattered all over th
e place an

d w
e’re stain

in
g 

everyth
in

g an
d m

aybe w
e absolutely don

’t go togeth
er, but to m

e —
 to m

e w
e’re 
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 G
IN

N
Y

 R
E

T
U

R
N

S W
IT

H
 T

W
O

 P
IN

T
S O

F F
IR

E
W

H
ISK

E
Y, A

N
D

 IF T
H

A
T

 D
O

E
SN

’T
 E

X
-

P
L

A
IN

 H
O

W
 SH

E
 FE

E
L

S A
B

O
U

T
 IT, N

O
T

H
IN

G
 D

O
E

S. 

W
ith

out an
y break

fast, it affects th
em

 quick
ly, an

d it m
ak

es tellin
g th

e truth
 

so m
uch

 easier. 

H
erm

ion
e fin

ds th
e w

ords just pourin
g out of h

er, lik
e in

k
 from

 a brok
en

 

w
ell. “It’s…

it’s h
ard to explain

. It’s lik
e —

 d’you k
n

ow
 w

h
at splatter art is? It’s a 

M
uggle th

in
g, it’s stran

ge. A
bstract. It’s tak

in
g pain

t an
d just th

row
in

g it again
st 

a can
vas. Stain

in
g everyth

in
g. Just lettin

g it h
it w

h
ere it h

its. A
n

d it’s violen
t an

d 

m
essy an

d it h
as n

o rules or pattern
s or in

ten
tion

s. B
righ

t, vicious colors th
row

n
 

everyw
h

ere. Som
e people th

in
k

 it’s just a disaster on
 paper. T

h
at it’s th

e act of 

m
ak

in
g art by ruin

in
g art. O

th
er people adore it. B

ut it’s —
 it’s just th

at you can
’t 

un
do it. C

an
’t erase an

yth
in

g on
ce it’s th

ere, you k
n

ow
? C

an
’t even

 try to aim
 or 

m
ak

e it look
 a certain

 w
ay. It’s just th

is collision
 course —

 th
is clash

 of pain
t an

d 

can
vas th

at som
ew

ay, som
eh

ow
 m

ak
es som

eth
in

g. A
n

d th
at…

th
at’s w

h
at h

ap-

pen
ed w

ith
 M

alfoy. D
raco. W

e just sort of collided w
ith

 each
 oth

er —
 stain

ed 

each
 oth

er w
ith

 all of our prob
lem

s an
d just sort of bled out all over th

e place. 

B
ut I…

I lik
e th

e w
ay it look

s? I th
in

k
? I don

’t k
n

ow
, G

in
. I don

’t. I absolutely do 

n
ot kn

ow
. I don

’t k
n

ow
 if I’m

 m
ak

in
g a m

istak
e or readin

g th
in

gs w
ron

g or 

h
urtin

g people but I don
’t feel n

orm
al un

less I’m
 w

ith
 h

im
. It started w

ith
 th

e 

L
ak

e. I k
ept acciden

tally fin
din

g h
im

 th
ere, or I don

’t even
 k

n
ow

 if it w
as acci-

den
tal, but I k

ept fin
din

g h
im

 th
ere an

d h
e’s just such

 a prick. A
ll th

e tim
e. H

e 

doesn
’t care. H

e says w
h

at’s in
 h

is m
outh

, h
e doesn

’t sw
allow

 it or ch
an

ge it or 

h
old it in

. A
n

d I k
n

ow
, I kn

ow
 w

h
o h

e is an
d w

h
at h

e’s don
e an

d w
h

o h
e used to 
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 M
C

G
O

N
A

G
A

L
L

 A
SSU

R
E

S H
E

R
 T

H
A

T
 IT’S JU

ST
 A

 FO
R

M
A

L
IT

Y. 

Still, h
er h

an
ds are cold an

d sh
ak

in
g, crusted w

ith
 dried blood —

 every in
ch

 

of h
er arm

s ben
eath

 th
e elbow

s is stain
ed red. T

h
e fron

t of h
er blouse, too. 

Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at possessed h

er in
 th

at m
om

en
t. W

h
at absurd, caution

-

less, law
less en

tity took
 con

trol of h
er an

d push
ed th

e Im
perius C

urse off h
er 

ton
gue. W

h
at w

as sh
e th

in
kin

g? 

T
h

e truth
 of it is sh

e w
asn

’t th
in

k
in

g. Sh
e’d b

een
 look

in
g —

 at h
im

. W
atch

-

in
g h

im
 grow

 paler w
ith

 each
 secon

d an
d im

agin
in

g h
im

 w
ith

 on
e less lim

b. 

Im
agin

in
g h

im
 losin

g on
e m

ore th
in

g as a result of th
is w

ar. 

A
n

d th
en

 everyth
in

g M
adam

 P
om

frey w
as sayin

g about D
ark

 M
agic just took

 

root in
 h

er h
ead an

d grew
 lik

e a w
eed. D

ark
 for dark

, ligh
t for ligh

t. 

It w
as on

ly logical. 

B
ut it’d tak

en
 th

e M
in

istry n
o tim

e at all to trace th
e U

n
forgiveable, an

d 

n
ow

, despite M
cG

on
agall’s avid defen

se of h
er action

s —
 despite M

adam
 P

om
-

frey’s an
d Z

abin
i’s an

d even
 bloody P

arkin
son

’s w
itn

ess accoun
ts —

 sh
e’s bein

g 

led th
rough

 th
e M

in
istry atrium

, w
ith

 T
h

eodore N
ott, of all people, as h

er com
-

pan
ion

. 

“Y
ou’ll b

e required to m
ak

e a statem
en

t,” th
e M

in
istry escort is explain

in
g, 

“an
d th

en
 a tw

en
ty-four h

our stay of m
agic w

ill b
e placed on

 your w
an

d.” 

Sh
e’s n

um
b

 to it. T
o all of it. 

Sh
e can

’t tak
e h

er m
in

d off of th
at gruesom

e w
oun

d. 

“N
o use lyin

g on
 m

y account,” M
alfoy h

ad said. W
h

ich
 m

ean
t it h

adn
’t b

een
 

an
 acciden

t. 

A
n

oth
er attem

pt at suicide. 



It sen
ds h

er in
to a tailspin

. O
f guilt an

d con
fusion

 an
d rigorous overth

in
k

-

in
g. W

as it th
e boath

ouse? W
as it w

h
at sh

e’d said an
d h

adn
’t m

ean
t? 

W
as it h

er fault? A
gain

? A
gain

? A
gain

? 

“O
i, G

ran
ger,” N

ott sn
aps an

d yan
k

s h
er out of th

e w
ay before sh

e can
 w

alk
 

in
to on

e of th
e black

-tiled w
alls. “P

ay som
e bloody atten

tion
.” 

N
ott h

as been
 en

listed to serve as a n
eutral party —

 som
eon

e w
h

o w
on

’t de-

fen
d h

er blin
dly, lik

e M
cG

on
agall, but also w

h
o doesn

’t open
ly despise h

er, lik
e 

P
ark

in
son

, alth
ough

 H
erm

ion
e h

as som
e doubts about th

at. H
e’s been

 fairly 

open
 in

 h
is distaste regardin

g h
er an

d M
alfoy. 

Still, h
e’s th

ere to speak
 in

 h
er defen

se, an
d for th

is sh
e allow

s h
im

 to treat 

h
er lik

e an
 im

becile at every given
 opportun

ity as th
ey m

ak
e th

eir w
ay to th

e 

h
earin

g. 

A
 sm

all part of h
er brain

 un
h

elpfully floats th
e possibility th

at sh
e’s just ob

lit-

erated an
y ch

an
ce of w

ork
in

g for th
e M

in
istry. O

f becom
in

g an
 A

uror or a 

H
ealer. 

For M
alfoy. 

 <
 

N
ew

s travels too quick
ly at H

ogw
arts. A

gain
, sh

e h
as P

ark
in

son
 to th

an
k

 for 

th
at. 

Still, sh
e’s been

 blin
dly h

opin
g durin

g th
e en

tire journ
ey back

 from
 th

e M
in

-

istry th
at sh

e’ll b
e able to slip in

to b
ed un

detected. T
o deal w

ith
 yet an

oth
er 

roun
d of h

eavy scrutin
y in

 th
e m

orn
in

g, w
h

en
 th

is h
eadach

e h
as subsided. 

L
uck

 is n
ot w

ith
 h

er. H
asn

’t b
een

 an
d n

ever w
ill b

e. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e steps th
rough

 th
e portrait h

ole an
d in

to th
e com

m
on

 room
, 

at least h
alf a dozen

 pairs of eyes are w
aitin

g for h
er. 

“H
erm

ion
e?” 

“‘M
ion

e?” 

“W
h

at h
appen

ed?” 

“‘M
ion

e, bloody h
ell…

” 

H
er sh

oulders slum
p. Sh

e h
eaves out a breath

 an
d collapses in

to on
e of th

e 

H
er breath

 h
itch

es at th
e th

ough
t of it. “L

ast n
igh

t. M
aybe early th

is m
orn

-

in
g.” A

n
d sh

e closes h
er eyes, ballin

g h
er h

an
ds in

to fists un
til all th

e blood is 

forced out. “In
 th

e H
ospital W

in
g.” 

T
h

ere’s a deafen
in

g silen
ce. 

Sh
e risk

s a glan
ce, an

d G
in

n
y’s face is draw

n
 up w

ith
 con

fusion
, brow

s fur-

row
ed. Sh

e squin
ts at h

er. “T
h

e H
ospital W

in
g…

” sh
e ech

oes. A
n

d th
en

, lik
e a 

m
atch

 strik
in

g —
 lik

e th
e sn

ap of fin
gers, lik

e th
e crack

 of a cue ball h
ittin

g th
e 

billiards —
 sh

e puts it togeth
er. 

It’s obvious, because th
e n

ext secon
d sh

e sn
atch

es back
 h

er m
ug an

d dow
n

s it 

on
e go. C

ough
s as sh

e sets it dow
n

 em
pty. 

A
n

d sh
e fixes a tortuously un

readable expression
 on

to H
erm

ion
e. “M

alfoy?” 

sh
e ask

s, but it’s m
ore a con

firm
ation

. 

H
erm

ion
e bites h

er bottom
 lip. Frees it. “M

alfoy.” 

M
om

en
ts later, G

in
n

y is slidin
g out of th

e booth
. G

ettin
g to h

er feet. 

P
an

ic flies in
 all direction

s from
 som

e sort of catalyst in
 H

erm
ion

e’s ch
est, 

an
d sh

e reach
es out for h

er. “N
o —

 n
o, please. W

ait, G
in

. W
h

ere are you—
” 

Sh
e squeezes H

erm
ion

e’s sh
oulder. 

“I’m
 gettin

g us an
oth

er roun
d.”



th
at R

on
 isn

’t h
er type eith

er. T
h

at sw
eet an

d fun
n

y an
d w

arm
 aren

’t it. T
h

at it’s 

som
eh

ow
 becom

e coldn
ess an

d depth
 an

d an
 absolute lack

 of safety an
d blin

d-

in
gly platin

um
 blon

d h
air. 

“I’m
 sorry,” sh

e m
an

ages, brin
gin

g h
erself back

 to th
e presen

t. “I didn
’t w

an
t 

to lie to you.” 

“T
h

en
 w

h
y did you?” 

“Y
ou…

I…
” sh

e struggles for a m
om

en
t. T

ak
es an

oth
er desperate gulp of B

ut-

terbeer, th
e sw

eetn
ess w

arm
in

g in
 h

er stom
ach

. “I felt lik
e I h

ad to. P
arvati w

as 

so sure. So sure it w
as h

im
, an

d you —
 you look

ed relieved w
h

en
 you h

eard h
is 

n
am

e. I just…
” an

oth
er deep sip, “it w

as better th
an

 th
e truth

.” 

G
in

n
y’s face goes th

rough
 a subtle assortm

en
t of em

otion
s as sh

e con
siders 

th
is. O

n
e red eyebrow

 quirk
s. “G

oin
g to tell m

e th
e truth

 n
ow

?” 

Sh
e k

eeps th
e m

ug at h
er lips for safety. For com

fort. Sips an
d says, “I th

in
k

 

so, yes.” Sh
e drops h

er eyes from
 G

in
n

y’s face, starin
g at th

e deep brow
n

 of th
e 

table in
stead. T

racin
g th

e dirty grooves absen
tm

in
dedly. “P

lease try very h
ard 

n
ot to h

ate m
e. I don

’t th
in

k
 I could stan

d to h
ave you h

ate m
e.” 

“‘M
ion

e.” 

G
in

n
y’s ton

e draw
s h

er eyes up. 

“I w
on

’t h
ate you.” 

H
erm

ion
e gath

ers a th
ick

, un
steady breath

. 

“I sw
ear it.” 

Sh
e fin

ish
es off h

er B
utterbeer. Slides th

e glass aw
ay an

d tan
gles h

er th
um

bs 

togeth
er. P

ick
s at h

er cuticles. 

“W
h

o is h
e?” G

in
n

y coaxes. “…
O

r sh
e?” sh

e adds after a m
om

en
t. 

H
erm

ion
e h

uffs a laugh
. “It isn

’t th
at. B

loody h
ell, I w

ish
 it w

as th
at.” 

“T
ell m

e.” 

Sh
e can

’t force it off h
er ton

gue. T
ries, feelin

g lik
e sh

e’s ch
ok

in
g on

 it. 

G
in

n
y tries to h

elp h
er alon

g. “D
id h

e do th
at to you?” Sh

e gestures to th
e 

bruises scattered over th
e expan

se of h
er th

roat. 

H
erm

ion
e n

ods. 

“W
h

en
?” 

arm
ch

airs by th
e fireplace. H

arry, R
on

, G
in

n
y, D

ean
, Seam

us, N
eville, P

ar-

vati…
every G

ryffin
dor sh

e can
 possibly im

agin
e at th

is poin
t. T

h
ey’re all gath

-

ered aroun
d h

er lik
e ch

ildren
 expectin

g a bedtim
e story. 

A
n

d for a lon
g m

om
en

t, it feels safer just to stare dow
n

 at h
er ow

n
 h

an
ds. 

B
ut th

ey’re still covered in
 M

alfoy’s blood. 

“I’m
 sure you already k

n
ow

 w
h

at h
appen

ed,” sh
e m

an
ages at last. Sh

e pulls 

out h
er w

an
d to cast a ch

arm
 for h

er h
eadach

e —
 w

aves it uselessly un
til sh

e 

rem
em

bers. 

G
in

n
y catch

es on
 quick

ly. “T
h

ey put a stay on
 you?” 

“A
 w

h
at?” ask

s R
on

 aroun
d a m

outh
ful of T

urk
ish

 D
eligh

t h
e’s eatin

g from
 

a box. 

“A
 stay —

 a ban
. Sh

e can
’t use m

agic,” G
in

n
y explain

s, an
d as sh

e does H
arry 

lean
s forw

ard. P
ulls out h

is ow
n

 w
an

d, green
 eyes gen

tle an
d cautious. 

“‘M
ion

e,” h
e says quietly, “can

 I…
?” 

For a m
om

en
t, sh

e doesn
’t un

derstan
d. B

ut h
e poin

ts th
e tip of h

is w
an

d at 

h
er h

an
ds, an

d sh
e’s sudden

ly rem
in

ded of h
ow

 un
com

m
on

ly k
in

d H
arry is. 

M
alfoy’s blood van

ish
es. 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e m

urm
urs. 

“G
o on

, th
en

 —
 w

h
at h

appen
ed?” Seam

us says, an
d h

e’s in
stan

tly h
ush

ed by 

D
ean

. 

“G
ive h

er a bloody m
in

ute, m
ate.” 

“N
o, n

o…
it’s fin

e,” sh
e says prim

ly —
 sm

ooth
es h

er sk
irt, n

ow
 th

at h
er h

an
ds 

are clean
. “It w

as a w
arn

in
g. T

h
e M

in
istry gave m

e a w
arn

in
g. T

h
at’s all.” 

“T
h

at can
’t b

e all—
” 

“Sh
ut it, Seam

us.” 

“It m
ak

es sen
se, th

ough
, doesn

’t it?” says P
arvati over th

em
. H

erm
ion

e turn
s 

to look
 at h

er, w
atch

in
g h

er tw
ist h

er braid aroun
d h

er fin
ger as sh

e talk
s. “I 

m
ean

…
you’re a w

ar h
ero, H

erm
ion

e. M
alfoy’s a D

eath
 E

ater…
” 

“E
x-D

eath
 E

ater,” sh
e m

um
bles, surprisin

g h
erself. Sh

e’s relieved n
o on

e 

seem
s to h

ear. 

P
arvati con

tin
ues. “N

o on
e can

 really fault you for usin
g w

h
atever force 



n
eeded to defen

d yourself.” 

“Y
es, w

ell, it w
as an

 U
n

forgiveable, so th
ere are certain

 procedures th
at—

” 

sh
e stops as P

arvati’s w
ords register. T

h
in

k
s for a m

om
en

t sh
e m

igh
t’ve m

ish
eard 

h
er. “Force? W

h
at do you m

ean
 force?” 

T
h

ey trade con
fused glan

ces. H
arry sh

ifts un
com

fortably. 

“W
e h

eard you an
d M

alfoy h
ad an

oth
er, erm

…
” h

e search
es for a w

ord, “al-

tercation
. A

n
d you cast th

e Im
perius C

urse. B
ut w

e k
n

ow
 it w

as self-defen
se, H

er-

m
ion

e —
 don

’t w
—

” 

“O
h

, bloody h
ell,” sh

e sn
aps, lurch

in
g to h

er feet, an
d all of th

em
 lean

 back
, 

startled. R
on

 sw
allow

s too quick
ly an

d ch
ok

es a bit on
 th

e T
urk

ish
 D

eligh
t. 

“‘M
ion

e—
” 

“T
h

is is un
believable.” Sh

e storm
s tow

ard th
e dorm

itory stairs, but as G
in

n
y 

rush
es to follow

, sh
e w

h
ips aroun

d. “M
alfoy didn

’t attack m
e. D

on
’t you see? 

D
on

’t you realize h
ow

 un
fair you’re bein

g? It’s prejudice. It’s bloody prejudice. 

D
on

’t you see it?” 

“H
erm

ion
e, w

h
at on

 E
arth

 are you on
 about?” says G

in
n

y, gen
tly, cautiously. 

Sh
e reach

es out as th
ough

 to grab
 h

er sh
oulders an

d calm
 h

er dow
n

. A
s th

ough
 

sh
e’s a m

en
tal patien

t. T
h

e oth
ers stare from

 beh
in

d h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e gath

ers a th
ick

 breath
 —

 lets it stream
 out th

rough
 h

er n
ose, sud-

den
ly un

certain
 at h

er ow
n

 fury. “M
alfoy’s D

ark
 M

ark
 w

as w
oun

ded,” sh
e bites 

out at last. “T
h

ey brough
t h

im
 to th

e H
ospital W

in
g. H

e didn
’t attack

 m
e, h

e 

w
as h

alf dead. I used th
e Im

perius C
urse so M

adam
 P

om
frey w

ouldn
’t am

putate 

h
is arm

.” A
n

d sh
e turn

s h
er back

 on
 th

eir surprised eyes, startin
g up th

e stairs. 

“Stop readin
g in

to rum
ors.” 

<
 

Sh
e k

eeps h
er curtain

s draw
n

 tigh
t un

til sh
e h

ears th
e oth

er girls get in
to b

ed —
 

listen
s for each

 in
dividual pair of feet an

d th
e creak

s of each
 four-poster. 

Sh
e’s restless. K

n
ow

s already sh
e w

on
’t sleep ton

igh
t. A

n
d for th

e past h
our, 

sh
e’s been

 goin
g over each

 an
d every reason

 sh
e sh

ouldn
’t go to th

e H
ospital 

W
in

g in
 h

er h
ead.  

“T
w

o B
utterbeers, please.” A

n
d sh

e glan
ces over h

er sh
oulder at h

er as h
e 

w
aves h

is w
an

d aroun
d an

d grun
ts, gettin

g th
em

 started. “T
rust m

e, you’ll n
eed 

it.” “T
ell m

e w
h

at’s goin
g on

,” G
in

n
y pleads, an

d n
ow

 H
erm

ion
e can

 see h
er 

gaze flittin
g up an

d dow
n

 from
 h

er eyes to th
e bruises. T

h
e con

cern
 is plain

 on
 

h
er face. 

G
rudgin

gly, th
e bark

eep tells h
er th

e drin
k

s are on
 th

e h
ouse as sh

e turn
s 

back
 an

d tries to h
an

d h
im

 a few
 sick

les. Sh
e tak

es th
e w

arm
 m

ugs an
d leads 

G
in

n
y to a secluded corn

er booth
, slidin

g on
e across th

e grim
y table to h

er. 

“T
ell m

e,” G
in

n
y says again

. 

“Sip first.” 

Sh
e lets out an

 in
credulous little h

uff but puts th
e glass to h

er lips, w
atch

in
g 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes an

d drin
k

in
g un

til about an
 in

ch
 is gon

e —
 un

til H
erm

ion
e 

n
ods. 

“H
appy?” 

“Y
es.” A

n
d H

erm
ion

e gulps dow
n

 at least tw
ice as m

uch
 of h

ers before w
ipin

g 

h
er lips an

d clearin
g h

er th
roat. “Y

ou h
ave to sw

ear n
ot to tell an

yon
e. E

ven
 

H
arry.” 

G
in

n
y look

s offen
ded. “Y

ou really th
in

k
 th

at’s w
h

o I am
?” 

“N
o, n

o,” H
erm

ion
e pin

ch
es th

e bridge of h
er n

ose, “G
in

, you k
n

ow
 I don

’t. 

I just —
 I h

ave to say it an
yw

ay, for…
for m

y ow
n

 sak
e. Just to k

n
ow

 th
at I’ve said 

it.” “Fin
e, th

en
. I w

on
’t tell an

yon
e. T

alk
 to m

e, ‘M
ion

e, you’re scarin
g m

e. 

Y
ou’re in

 Slyth
erin

 robes, for M
erlin

’s sak
e.” Sh

e push
es aw

ay th
e B

utterbeer. 

L
ean

s closer, gaze gen
tle —

 again
 w

ith
 th

at frigh
ten

ed an
im

al com
plex. 

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t w
an

t to see th
at expression

 an
ym

ore. 

Isn
’t som

e w
oun

ded deer. 

Sh
e blurts out, “I w

as n
ever seein

g Z
ach

arias.” 

G
in

n
y blin

k
s slow

ly, pursin
g h

er lips. “I th
in

k
 I k

n
ew

 th
at,” sh

e says after a 

ten
se silen

ce. “Sen
sed it, I guess. I m

ean
, h

e doesn
’t seem

 lik
e your type, does h

e?” 

It sen
ds h

er m
in

d elsew
h

ere for a m
om

en
t, an

d sh
e w

on
ders if G

in
n

y realizes 



“‘M
ion

e, w
h

ere are w
e goin

g?” sh
e ask

s at last, an
d H

erm
ion

e can
 h

ear th
e 

oth
er un

an
sw

ered question
s in

 h
er voice. B

y n
ow

, sh
e’s un

doubtedly n
oticed h

er 

Slyth
erin

 robes, un
less sh

e’s com
pletely ob

livious, an
d G

in
n

y W
easley decidedly 

is n
ot. Sh

e isn
’t sure w

h
eth

er sh
e’s seen

 th
e bruises yet, h

avin
g follow

ed beh
in

d 

h
er all th

is tim
e, but it’s in

evitable. 

Sh
e h

as n
o w

an
d to G

lam
our th

em
 aw

ay. A
t least n

ot for th
e n

ext several 

h
ours. 

“H
ogsm

eade,” sh
e an

sw
ers after a lon

g silen
ce. “I n

eed a B
utterbeer.” 

“H
erm

ion
e, it’s n

in
e in

 th
e m

orn
in

g. It’s freezin
g. W

e h
ave class.” 

“W
e aren

’t goin
g.” 

T
h

is quiets G
in

n
y im

m
ediately —

 h
olds h

er ton
gue for th

e rest of th
e trip. 

In
w

ardly, sh
e sigh

s, because yes, of course, th
e on

ly w
ay for H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger 

to truly seem
 off-k

ilter is for h
er to fall beh

in
d in

 h
er studies. 

E
ven

 after a bloody w
ar, sh

e’ll alw
ays b

e th
e k

n
ow

-it-all. 

“Y
ou’re squeezin

g too h
ard,” says G

in
n

y. 

“Sorry.” 

A
s th

ey pass th
rough

 th
e village, rath

er em
pty at th

is tim
e in

 th
e m

orn
in

g, 

blan
k

eted in
 a ligh

t sn
ow

, G
in

n
y casts a w

arm
in

g ch
arm

 over th
e both

 of th
em

. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e fin

ds th
at w

h
en

 sh
e can

 n
o lon

ger focus on
 th

e cold —
 focus on

 

th
e sh

iverin
g, h

er atten
tion

 return
s to th

e in
describable soren

ess below
 h

er h
ips. 

It isn
’t h

ow
 sh

e’d th
ough

t it w
ould feel, th

e day after. P
ain

ful. In
trusive. L

ik
e 

h
er body h

ad been
 in

vaded. 

In
stead, it’s th

e w
ay a m

uscle feels after bein
g stretch

ed for th
e first tim

e. 

T
h

at pleasan
t pain

 th
at som

eh
ow

 tells you you’re grow
in

g stron
ger. 

U
n

less th
at’s en

tirely in
 h

er m
in

d. 

T
h

e T
h

ree B
room

stick
s is practically vacan

t —
 just open

ed, an
d M

adam
 R

os-

m
erta clam

ps dow
n

 on
 w

h
at w

as lik
ely a scow

l upon
 seein

g th
em

. R
ealizes w

h
o 

th
ey are an

d flush
es pin

k
, disappearin

g up th
e stairs. 

W
ar h

eroes h
ave som

e privileges, it seem
s. 

“T
w

o B
utterbeers, please,” sh

e tells th
e groggy bark

eep. 

“O
h

, n
o, I’m

 alrigh
t. I don

’t—
” G

in
n

y starts, but sh
e speak

s over h
er. 

T
h

ere are alm
ost too m

an
y reason

s. Seem
in

gly en
dless reason

s. 

B
ut sh

e k
eeps seein

g M
alfoy’s last glan

ce beh
in

d h
er eyelids, an

d it proves to 

b
e a pow

erful reason
 all its ow

n
. 

A
n

d as soon
 as sh

e h
ears G

in
n

y’s breath
in

g even
 out w

ith
 sleep, sh

e’s sw
in

g-

in
g h

er legs over th
e side of th

e bed. Sh
e doesn

’t both
er w

ith
 rob

es. P
ads off to-

w
ards th

e dorm
itory door in

 h
er laven

der-striped pajam
as. 

T
h

is is a bad idea. Sh
e k

n
ow

s. 

Sh
e’s perfectly cogn

izan
t of th

e sim
ilarities betw

een
 h

er an
d an

 addict. M
en

-

tally goes th
rough

 th
em

 again
 as sh

e m
ak

es h
er w

ay th
rough

 th
e dark

 castle, 

easily avoidin
g th

e m
em

orized routes of P
refects. 

N
oth

in
g positive h

as com
e from

 in
teractin

g w
ith

 M
alfoy. H

e’s detrim
en

tal 

to h
er h

ealth
 —

 pulls h
er from

 sleep every oth
er n

igh
t w

ith
 vivid dream

s. H
e 

rem
in

ds h
er of th

e M
an

or. H
e’s rude an

d arrogan
t an

d a sin
k

in
g sh

ip all h
is ow

n
. 

H
e’s destroyin

g h
er frien

dsh
ips. 

A
n

d yet sh
e can

’t k
eep from

 goin
g back

 to h
im

. 

W
h

at’s th
e differen

ce, really, betw
een

 M
alfoy an

d h
eroin

? 

W
h

at are th
ey but tw

o sh
ipw

reck
s, en

tan
gled b

y th
e sam

e tide? H
ow

 fuck
in

g 

poetic. 

Sh
e’s on

e h
all aw

ay from
 th

e H
ospital W

in
g w

h
en

 sh
e h

ears voices. T
h

in
k

s 

for a m
om

en
t th

at it m
igh

t b
e M

adam
 P

om
frey an

d flatten
s h

erself to th
e w

all 

beside th
e en

tran
ce. 

B
ut th

e voice is too youth
ful. T

oo h
igh

-pitch
ed. 

“I’ll com
e back

 in
 th

e m
orn

in
g,” it says, an

d all too soon
, sh

e recogn
izes th

e 

sim
perin

g ton
e of P

ark
in

son
. “K

eep you com
pan

y.” 

H
erm

ion
e peek

s h
er h

ead aroun
d th

e en
tryw

ay’s arch
. T

h
e W

in
g is dim

, but 

sh
e can

 see P
an

sy draped over M
alfoy’s cot —

 w
atch

es as sh
e lean

s in
 an

d plan
ts 

a k
iss on

 h
is foreh

ead. 

A
n

d th
ere’s a sudden

, in
explicable sourn

ess on
 h

er ton
gue. 

M
alfoy says n

oth
in

g as P
an

sy gets up to leave, an
d H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t h

ave 

tim
e to con

ceal h
erself before sh

e’s roun
din

g th
e corn

er. 

Sh
e startles, lettin

g out a ridiculous little squeak
 upon

 catch
in

g sigh
t of h

er. 



T
h

en
 h

er face sin
k

s in
to a dirty sn

eer. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g h

ere, M
udblood?” 

P
an

sy h
asn

’t ch
an

ged at all, even
 after everyth

in
g th

at’s h
appen

ed. It’s sort of 

rem
ark

able, really. 

“M
adam

 P
om

frey ask
ed m

e to ch
eck

 on
 h

im
 overn

igh
t.” 

Sh
e’s ch

an
ged th

ough
. L

ies com
e so easily to h

er n
ow

. 

“N
o, sh

e didn
’t,” sn

aps P
an

sy. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e just sh

oves past h
er, k

n
ock

in
g th

eir sh
oulders. “A

n
d h

ow
 

w
ould you k

n
ow

?” 

Sh
e feels P

an
sy’s dark

 eyes follow
 h

er th
rough

 —
 h

ears h
er an

gry little sn
iff 

before sh
e stalk

s aw
ay. 

M
alfoy doesn

’t look
 surprised to see h

er. H
e’s propped up a little aw

k
w

ardly 

on
 th

e stiff pillow
s of th

e cot, layin
g on

 top of th
e covers, th

e beds aroun
d h

im
 

em
pty. T

h
e W

in
g is silen

t, save th
e quiet breath

in
g of th

e com
atose Q

uidditch
 

player at th
e far en

d—
 a R

aven
claw

 w
h

o’s been
 h

ere several days. 

“P
om

frey didn
’t sen

d you,” h
e rasps, ton

e as bored as ever. “Sh
e’s releasin

g 

m
e tom

orrow
 aftern

oon
. T

h
ere’s n

o reason
 for you to b

e h
ere.” 

H
erm

ion
e pauses at th

e foot of h
is cot, un

fazed by h
is coldn

ess. Sh
e doesn

’t 

sit b
y h

is side. T
h

at feels too in
tim

ate. Sh
e lean

s in
stead on

 th
e bars of th

e foot-

board. 

“W
as th

ere a reason
 for P

ark
in

son
 to b

e h
ere?” 

M
alfoy blin

k
s slow

ly at h
er. H

is eyes are h
ooded w

ith
 exh

austion
, rim

m
ed 

w
ith

 purple lin
es, an

d h
e’s still pale from

 blood loss. “T
o com

fort m
e, obviously.” 

“I didn
’t th

in
k

 you lik
ed P

ark
in

son
.” H

erm
ion

e adopts h
is bored ton

e as 

w
ell, alth

ough
 in

w
ardly h

is w
ords stin

g, an
d sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

y. 

“Sh
e lik

es m
e.” 

“C
learly.” 

M
alfoy’s eyes tigh

ten
. H

e sh
ifts, adjustin

g h
is arm

 in
 its off-w

h
ite cotton

 

slin
g. “G

oin
g to fault m

e for seek
in

g positive atten
tion

, G
ran

ger?” 

“N
o.” 

“H
um

an
 bein

gs fuck
in

g n
eed it, you k

n
ow

?” H
e gives a frustrated h

uff, again
 

H
arry flash

es beh
in

d h
er eyes first, an

d sh
e con

siders h
im

. Sh
e really, really 

does. H
e’s h

er best frien
d. Sh

e k
n

ow
s h

e w
on

’t judge h
er. 

B
ut h

e despises M
alfoy too deeply. 

Sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to break
 h

is h
eart. 

W
ell —

 it’s th
at, an

d th
e th

ough
t of describin

g last n
igh

t to H
arry m

ak
es 

h
er itch

y an
d un

com
fortable. 

G
in

n
y is…

safer. C
alm

er. M
ore n

eutral. 

A
n

d so h
ere sh

e fin
ds h

erself, h
idin

g in
 an

 alcove b
y th

e G
reat H

all, dressed 

in
 Slyth

erin
 robes, covered in

 love bruises again
, w

ith
 a useless w

an
d, w

aitin
g for 

h
er. L

ast w
eek

, th
is scen

ario w
ould’ve seem

ed lik
e a fever dream

. 

Sh
e w

atch
es R

on
 an

d H
arry h

ead in
 to break

fast, an
d h

er n
erves begin

 to 

aw
ak

en
. P

alm
s begin

 to sw
eat. G

in
n

y can
’t b

e far beh
in

d. 

P
lease. 

P
lease un

derstan
d. 

P
lease. 

G
in

n
y’s flash

 of red h
air startles h

er so m
uch

, H
erm

ion
e alm

ost trips out of 

th
e alcove. 

“G
in

n
y!” sh

e w
h

isper-sh
outs as sh

e sees h
er step off th

e stairs. 

H
er h

ead w
h

ips to th
e side, scarlet h

air flyin
g, an

d for a m
om

en
t sh

e squin
ts 

aroun
d. 

“G
in

n
y!” sh

e calls again
, a little louder, tuck

in
g h

erself furth
er in

to th
e sh

ad-

ow
s as D

ean
 an

d Seam
us pass beh

in
d h

er in
to th

e H
all. G

in
n

y steps off to th
e 

side, curiously follow
in

g th
e soun

d un
til sh

e’s close en
ough

 for H
erm

ion
e to 

yan
k

 h
er in

to th
e alcove. 

“W
h

at in
—

” 

“It’s m
e, it’s m

e —
 it’s H

erm
ion

e,” sh
e rush

es. 

“‘M
ion

e, w
h

at—
” 

“C
om

e w
ith

 m
e, please. P

lease. I n
eed to talk

 to you.” 

For G
in

n
y’s part, sh

e does a fair job
 of h

oldin
g back

 question
s un

til th
ey’ve 

bran
ch

ed far out on
to th

e castle groun
ds, tow

ed alon
g by H

erm
ion

e w
ith

 a ra-

th
er fierce determ

in
ation

. 



h
er sh

e’s busily scribblin
g w

ith
 h

er quill. 

B
ut as sh

e leaves th
e W

in
g, it becom

es clear th
ere w

as n
o n

eed to k
iss M

alfoy 

in
 fron

t of h
er. 

P
om

frey calls out an
 afterth

ough
t just as sh

e passes ben
eath

 th
e arch

w
ay. 

“A
n

d I’ll w
an

t to speak
 w

ith
 you about con

traceptive ch
arm

s w
h

en
 you re-

turn
.” 

In
 h

er pan
ic, sh

e’d forgotten
 about th

e bruises. 
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 S
H

E
 D

O
E

SN
’T

 K
N

O
W

 W
H

Y, B
U

T
 SH

E
 G

O
E

S ST
R

A
IG

H
T

 T
O

 G
IN

N
Y. 

Sh
e doesn

’t get far from
 th

e H
ospital W

in
g w

h
en

 som
eth

in
g low

 in
 h

er gut 

tw
ists an

d m
ak

es a sn
ap decision

. D
ecides th

at it’s tim
e. 

M
aybe before. M

aybe before last n
igh

t, sh
e could’ve sh

ouldered it h
erself. 

B
ut n

ot n
ow

. 

T
h

ere are too m
an

y em
otion

s, so m
an

y of th
em

 con
flicted an

d com
plicated, 

bubblin
g over lik

e a cauldron
 in

side of h
er. T

oo m
an

y to sort th
rough

 on
 h

er 

ow
n

. T
oo m

an
y to k

eep tuck
ed aw

ay. 

A
n

d sh
e forces h

erself to adm
it th

at a part of h
er just w

an
ts som

eon
e to kn

ow
. 

W
an

ts som
eon

e to talk
 to about it. W

an
ts to try to put in

to w
ords h

ow
 th

e pre-

vious h
ours altered h

er ph
ysically. C

h
em

ically. 

tryin
g to adjust h

im
self m

ore com
fortably. Failin

g. “E
ven

 D
eath

 E
aters,” h

e 

m
urm

urs, starin
g at th

e bedsh
eets —

 an
 afterth

ough
t. 

“H
ow

 is your arm
?” sh

e ask
s, because th

e topic feels too poison
ous. 

“Still con
n

ected to m
e.” 

“Y
ou’re w

elcom
e.” 

M
alfoy sits up sudden

ly —
 so abruptly sh

e starts a little. “I’d rath
er it w

as 

fuck
in

g gon
e,” h

e says th
rough

 gritted teeth
, eith

er w
ith

 pain
 or an

ger. Sh
e isn

’t 

sure. “Y
ou didn

’t even
 fuck

in
g ask.” 

A
n

d for a m
om

en
t, sh

e can
’t believe w

h
at sh

e’s h
earin

g. “Y
ou’re jok

in
g,” sh

e 

says flatly. 

A
 glare is h

is on
ly an

sw
er. 

“Y
ou un

grateful bastard,” sh
e sn

aps, un
con

sciously lean
in

g forw
ard. “I saved 

your arm
 —

 your fuck
in

g life. W
h

ich
, I m

igh
t add, you tried to w

aste. A
gain

.” 

M
alfoy’s face floods w

ith
 som

eth
in

g. H
e splutters w

ith
 con

fusion
 for a m

o-

m
en

t, in
credulous an

d furious all at on
ce. “M

erlin
, you k

n
ow

 fuck
in

g n
oth

in
g, 

do you?” h
e m

an
ages at last. 

“W
h

at? W
h

at do I n
ot know

?!” 

T
h

eir sh
outs are ech

oin
g off th

e h
igh

 ceilin
gs. Sh

e’s surprised th
ey h

aven
’t 

roused th
e portraits. 

“N
O

T
H

IN
G

! Y
ou k

n
ow

 n
othin

g!” 

“Y
ou tried to k

ill yourself!” 

“I D
O

N
’T

 W
A

N
T

 T
O

 D
IE

!” 

It ech
oes for w

h
at seem

s lik
e an

 etern
ity, stun

n
in

g h
er in

to silen
ce. 

A
n

d M
alfoy dissolves in

to path
etic, h

um
orless laugh

ter. “Y
ou stupid, stupid 

bitch
. Y

ou don
’t k

n
ow

 an
yth

in
g. Fuck

in
g n

oth
in

g. I didn
’t try to k

ill m
yself. I 

don
’t w

an
t to die. I’m

 scared. I’m
 so fuck

in
g afraid to die.” 

H
erm

ion
e grips th

e bars of th
e footboard in

 a vise, k
n

uck
les goin

g w
h

ite. 

“T
h

e lak
e…

” sh
e w

h
ispers n

um
bly. Feebly. 

M
alfoy forces out an

oth
er laugh

, an
d it soun

ds m
ore lik

e a cry. ”M
erlin

, you 

really th
ough

t—
? B

loody h
ell, G

ran
ger, do you k

n
ow

 h
ow

 m
uch

 th
is burn

s?” 

A
n

d h
e rips th

e th
in

 fabric of th
e slin

g out from
 aroun

d h
is n

eck
 before sh

e can
 



even
 th

in
k

 to stop h
im

. Y
an

k
s h

is arm
 free of it, h

idin
g a w

in
ce as h

e displays th
e 

slow
-h

ealin
g M

ark
. “D

o you k
n

ow
 h

ow
 h

ot it gets? I feel lik
e I’m

 boilin
g. I’m

 

on
 fire. I’m

 alw
ays, alw

ays on
 fire.” 

Sh
e puts it togeth

er quick
ly, but n

ot before h
e spells it out for h

er. 

“I n
eeded to cool dow

n
. T

h
e lak

e is below
 freezin

g at n
igh

t.” 

“D
on

’t lie to m
e,” spills out of h

er m
outh

 in
stin

ctively. 

“I’m
 n

ot fuck
in

g lyin
g, G

ran
ger.” 

“A
n

d yesterday?” sh
e sn

aps, sudden
ly aw

are of tears w
ellin

g in
 h

er eyes. C
on

-

fused b
y th

em
. Furious at th

em
. “H

ow
 do you explain

 yesterday?” 

M
alfoy gath

ers an
 un

steady breath
, fallin

g rough
ly back

 on
to th

e pillow
s an

d 

w
in

cin
g again

. “I didn
’t w

an
t to look

 at it an
ym

ore,” h
e says to th

e ceilin
g. 

“D
idn

’t care h
ow

 m
uch

 it w
ould h

urt. I didn
’t w

an
t to look

 at it.” T
h

en
 h

is eyes 

flit dow
n

 an
d m

eet h
ers sh

arply. “A
n

d d’you k
n

ow
? For on

e fuck
in

g secon
d, I 

th
ough

t —
 m

aybe. M
aybe I w

ouldn
’t h

ave to. W
h

en
 P

om
frey m

ade th
at tour-

n
iquet.” 

A
 h

eavy dread sin
k

s in
to h

er stom
ach

, w
eigh

in
g h

er dow
n

. 

“B
ut you h

ad to fuck
in

g ruin
 th

at too.” 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e sh

ak
es h

is h
ead an

d closes h
is eyes, practically dism

issin
g h

er. 

Sh
e stan

ds, still as ston
e, for a good m

in
ute or tw

o, un
able to m

ove. U
n

able 

to form
 w

ords. T
ears un

able to fall. H
er m

in
d fran

tically tries to reorgan
ize th

e 

last several w
eek

s, m
on

th
s, aroun

d th
is n

ew
 in

form
ation

. T
ries to m

ak
e sen

se of 

everyth
in

g in
 a differen

t ligh
t. 

T
h

e cold of th
e bars fades, grow

in
g w

arm
 in

 h
er grip, an

d an
 apology sits on

 

h
er ton

gue. 

B
ut sh

e fin
ds h

erself sw
allow

in
g it, an

d w
h

en
 sh

e m
oves sh

e doesn
’t feel lik

e 

sh
e’s in

 con
trol. Feels h

ypn
otized. D

oesn
’t figh

t it. 

L
ettin

g go of th
e bars, sh

e m
oves aroun

d to th
e side of th

e b
ed, sittin

g exactly 

w
h

ere sh
e told h

erself n
ot to. M

alfoy’s eyes sn
ap open

 —
 sh

oot to h
er, sh

arp an
d 

un
trustin

g. 

Sh
e sh

oves back
 th

e striped satin
 of h

er sleeve an
d tak

es h
im

 b
y th

e w
rist of 

h
is in

jured arm
, lean

in
g over so h

e can
 see both

 scars. 

h
is h

ead w
ith

out un
doin

g th
e button

s. T
h

e sam
e w

ay h
e took

 it off…
 

“N
o on

e w
ill,” h

e says, sn
atch

in
g up h

is trousers. “H
er pride w

ill see to th
at.” 

Sh
e look

s to h
im

, but h
is eyes are dow

n
, h

is playfuln
ess from

 m
om

en
ts ago 

com
pletely evaporated. It’s a stark

 con
trast. G

ives h
er m

en
tal w

h
iplash

. 

“W
h

at is it?” sh
e ask

s, crossin
g h

er arm
s. 

H
e doesn

’t look
 up, fum

blin
g an

grily w
ith

 h
is belt. “W

h
at is w

h
at?” 

“W
h

at’s w
ron

g?” 

H
is eyes are icy w

h
en

 th
ey flit up, but h

e pain
ts over it quick

ly w
ith

 th
e usual 

look
 of boredom

. “N
oth

in
g, G

ran
ger.” 

“Y
ou th

in
k

 I regret it,” sh
e says flatly. 

H
e th

row
s h

is legs off th
e side of th

e bed, yan
k

in
g on

 th
ose fan

cy black
 dress 

sh
oes h

e’s alw
ays w

earin
g. H

e tugs at th
e laces lik

e h
e w

an
ts to sn

ap th
em

. “It’s 

pretty absurdly fuck
in

g obvious th
at you do.” H

e m
im

ics h
er as h

e ties on
e k

n
ot. 

”E
veryon

e w
ill kn

ow
.” 

“W
h

at did you w
an

t m
e to do?” Sh

e w
aves a h

an
d at th

e en
tryw

ay. “K
iss you 

in
 fron

t of P
ark

in
son

? In
 fron

t of M
adam

 P
om

frey?” 

L
aces don

e, h
e drops h

is feet an
d m

eets h
er eyes abruptly, glare sh

arp. “M
aybe 

so, G
ran

ger. M
aybe fuck

in
g so.” H

e stan
ds. “P

om
frey, can

 I go?” 

P
om

frey sh
oots h

im
 a sour look

 for h
is ruden

ess. “Y
es, M

r. M
alfoy,” sh

e w
aves 

h
im

 off, “go.” 

H
e brush

es past H
erm

ion
e, fain

t scen
t of w

h
at’s left of h

is cologn
e w

ash
in

g 

up again
st h

er. R
em

in
din

g h
er h

ow
 close th

ey’d been
 less th

an
 a few

 h
ours ago. 

“D
raco,” sh

e fin
ds h

erself sayin
g before h

e can
 get too far, an

d it m
ust b

e h
is 

first n
am

e th
at stops h

im
. 

H
e doesn

’t look
 back

. Just stops. W
aits. 

“I don
’t regret it.” H

er voice is quiet, but certain
. “T

ruly.” 

For a m
om

en
t, h

e does n
oth

in
g. T

h
en

 h
e turn

s to th
e side —

 presen
ts h

er 

w
ith

 h
is profile. Stan

ds m
otion

less. A
n

d a m
om

en
t later h

e’s gon
e. 

Sh
e folds an

d un
folds h

er fin
gers for w

h
at feels lik

e several m
in

utes, starin
g 

after h
im

 un
til M

adam
 P

om
frey rouses h

er from
 h

er daze. 

“G
o to class, M

iss G
ran

ger,” sh
e says curtly, an

d w
h

en
 H

erm
ion

e turn
s to face 



m
ean

, I’ve been
 fuck

ed.” 

M
adam

 P
om

frey look
s scan

dalized, an
d H

erm
ion

e th
in

k
s sh

e m
igh

t just 

tak
e th

at w
in

dow
 option

, but M
alfoy con

tin
ues. 

“B
ecause th

is th
in

g’s still stuck
 on

 m
y arm

, of course. I’ve b
een

 royally 

screw
ed, so to speak

.” 

Sh
e can

 do n
oth

in
g, even

 as h
er face stain

s red, grow
in

g h
otter w

ith
 each

 

secon
d. 

“B
ut I’m

 loun
gin

g in
 th

e afterglow
 of G

ran
ger’s un

iquely stellar h
ealin

g 

abilities.” A
n

d M
alfoy sh

oots h
er a sidew

ays grin
, obviously pleased w

ith
 h

im
self. 

Sh
e digs h

er n
ails in

to h
is sk

in
 as sh

e sm
iles up at M

adam
 P

om
frey. “W

h
o’d 

h
ave th

ough
t?” 

P
oppy isn

’t a m
oron

, th
ough

, an
d even

 as sh
e n

ods an
d w

alk
s aw

ay to h
er 

desk
, h

ead n
urse in

 tow
, H

erm
ion

e can
 feel h

er suspicion
. 

“M
erlin

, G
ran

ger.” M
alfoy yan

k
s h

is arm
 from

 h
er grip as soon

 as th
ey’re out 

of earsh
ot, m

assagin
g th

e little h
alf-m

oon
 in

den
tation

s sh
e’s left. 

“W
h

at is th
e m

atter w
ith

 you?” sh
e sn

aps, tryin
g to k

eep h
er voice dow

n
. “A

re 

you out of your m
in

d? D
on

’t an
sw

er th
at. D

on
’t. Just —

 bloody h
ell, fix m

y 

rob
es. F

ix
 them

.” 

“I th
in

k
 you look

 better in
 green

, actually.” 

“M
alfoy.” 

“D
raco,” P

an
sy sin

g-son
gs from

 th
e doorw

ay. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es h

im
 go pale. P

aler, an
yh

ow
. A

ll of th
e h

um
or slides off 

h
is face lik

e butter from
 h

ot toast, an
d in

 un
ison

 th
ey turn

 to look
 at h

er. 

P
ark

in
son

, for h
er part, goes violet. P

urple lik
e a b

eet. A
n

d even
 from

 th
is 

distan
ce, H

erm
ion

e can
 see h

er puttin
g th

e pieces togeth
er. C

on
n

ectin
g th

e dots, 

h
avin

g seen
 H

erm
ion

e h
ere last n

igh
t, an

d n
ow

 fin
din

g h
er still h

ere. 

In
 Slyth

erin
 rob

es. 

P
an

sy blin
k

s on
ce an

d turn
s on

 h
er h

eel. 

Slow
ly, H

erm
ion

e gets to h
er feet. E

xh
ales deeply. “E

veryon
e w

ill k
n

ow
,” sh

e 

m
urm

urs. 

M
alfoy fin

ds h
is bloody sh

irt on
 th

e floor by th
e b

ed, tearin
g it dow

n
 over 

“If I h
ave to live w

ith
 m

in
e, th

en
 you h

ave to live w
ith

 yours.” A
n

d a tear 

falls, fin
ally. Just on

e. It h
its th

e sk
in

 of h
er bare th

igh
 w

h
ere it’s tuck

ed un
der 

h
er on

 th
e edge of th

e cot. 

“Fuck
 you, G

ran
ger,” h

e spits, but th
e ven

om
 is w

eak
, an

d h
er respon

se is 

soft. D
azed, alm

ost. 

“Stop th
at.” Sh

e lets h
er eyes trace h

im
, slidin

g over th
e bloodstain

s on
 h

is 

dress sh
irt —

 th
e few

 in
ch

es of bare, alabaster sk
in

 sh
e can

 see of h
is ch

est, above 

th
e top button

. “Stop doin
g th

at.” 

“D
oin

g w
h

at?” A
n

d n
ow

 th
e ven

om
 is en

tirely gon
e, replaced w

ith
 un

cer-

tain
ty. 

C
autiously, sh

e run
s h

er fin
gers over th

e m
ottled in

k
 of th

e D
ark

 M
ark

. 

G
ooseflesh

 fan
s out across th

e sk
in

 of h
is arm

, quick
 an

d yet sh
e doesn

’t m
iss it. 

“P
reten

din
g to b

e cruel.” 

“I’m
 n

ot pre—
” 

A
n

d som
eth

in
g stran

ge an
d stupid an

d courageous overcom
es h

er. Sh
e sh

ifts 

quick
ly, an

d sudden
ly h

er k
n

ee is betw
een

 h
is, h

er oth
er brack

etin
g h

is th
igh

 —
 

an
d sh

e’s lean
in

g over h
im

, palm
s beside h

is sh
oulders. H

is w
ords die in

 h
is 

th
roat. 

U
sually, sh

e doesn
’t h

ave tim
e to th

in
k

 lik
e th

is. T
o tak

e h
im

 in
, lik

e th
is. 

H
is cold blue eyes flit desperately betw

een
 h

ers, un
certain

, perh
aps even

 a little 

afraid. H
er h

air falls dow
n

 aroun
d th

em
, brow

n
 curls brush

in
g again

st th
e edge 

of h
is jaw

. 

“Y
ou don

’t h
ave to do th

at w
ith

 m
e,” sh

e w
h

ispers. 

T
h

e m
uscles of h

is th
roat con

strict as h
e sw

allow
s. Sh

e lean
s low

er. C
lose 

en
ough

 to sm
ell th

e pepperm
in

t. A
lw

ays pepperm
in

t. 

H
e’s so m

uch
 lik

e h
eroin

. 

A
n

d sh
e forgets sh

e sh
ould be afraid, too. Forgets all h

er rules. Forgets about 

th
e boath

ouse. 

Forgets on
 purpose. 

Sh
e says, “I see righ

t th
rough

 you.” A
n

d sh
e k

isses h
im

. 

H
is m

outh
 is dry. H

is lips are ch
apped. H

er ton
gue grazes th

e sw
eetn

ess of th
e 



m
in

t h
e’s suck

in
g on

, m
om

en
ts before h

e sw
allow

s it. 

“Stop doin
g th

is to m
e,” h

e says again
st h

er lips, even
 as h

is h
an

ds sn
ak

e th
eir 

w
ay in

to h
er h

air —
 fist in

 it. “Stop,” h
is teeth

 catch
 h

er bottom
 lip —

 trap it. 

“Stop, stop,” h
e m

urm
urs, pullin

g h
er closer, an

d w
h

en
 h

er body flatten
s again

st 

h
is, it feels so righ

t it’s alm
ost w

ron
g. T

oo righ
t. 

A
 fran

tic part of h
er brain

 tries to set off alarm
 bells. T

ries to rem
in

d h
er w

h
y 

sh
e sw

ore n
ever to do th

is. B
ut th

e rest of h
er is sin

k
in

g in
to a gelatin

ous surren
-

der. D
row

n
in

g slow
ly. H

appily. 

M
alfoy sits up again

st h
er, grip tigh

ten
in

g, on
e h

an
d aban

don
in

g h
er h

air to 

belt aroun
d h

er w
aist an

d yan
k

 h
er close. L

ock
in

g th
em

 togeth
er. T

h
at foreign

, 

forbidden
 tin

gle flutters to life low
 in

 h
er stom

ach
 —

 low
er. T

h
e on

e sh
e’s on

ly 

felt a h
an

dful of tim
es. T

h
e on

e sh
e discovered in

 T
h

ird Y
ear, un

der h
er sh

eets 

w
ith

 h
er ow

n
 fin

gers. T
h

e on
e sh

e n
ever felt w

ith
 R

on
. 

M
alfoy pulls h

er h
air —

 drags h
er n

eck
 back

, exposin
g it. For a m

om
en

t sh
e 

stares at th
e upside dow

n
 H

ospital W
in

g beh
in

d h
er, but th

en
 h

e latch
es on

to a 

perfect spot an
d bites dow

n
, an

d h
er eyes flutter sh

ut, a soun
d sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 

sh
e could m

ak
e escapin

g th
rough

 h
er teeth

. 

Slow
ly, h

is oth
er arm

 w
ork

s h
er h

ips in
to a glidin

g rh
yth

m
 again

st h
im

, an
d 

it brin
gs color to h

er ch
eek

s. T
h

at tin
gle becom

es a steady pulse, an
d h

er sh
ak

in
g 

h
an

ds m
irror h

is, th
readin

g th
rough

 platin
um

 stran
ds, dam

p w
ith

 sw
eat. M

alfoy 

m
outh

s a searin
g path

 up th
e side of h

er th
roat, leavin

g bruises in
 h

is w
ak

e —
 

sh
e can

 feel th
em

. H
is h

an
d cradles h

er sk
ull —

 h
olds h

er h
ead steady as h

is lips 

fin
d h

er ear. 

“I h
ate you,” h

e rasps as h
e suck

s at th
e lobe, tracin

g h
is ton

gue alon
g th

e 

sh
ell of h

er ear. “I fuck
in

g h
ate you.” 

“N
o, you don

’t,” sh
e breath

es, h
er pulse sk

ippin
g an

d stutterin
g in

 h
er ch

est, 

th
e blood loud in

 h
er ears. Sh

e pulls aw
ay —

 fin
ds h

is lips, w
an

ton
 an

d un
a-

sh
am

ed. “Y
ou don

’t,” sh
e says aroun

d h
is ton

gue, silen
ced w

h
en

 h
e flick

s it up 

again
st th

e roof of h
er m

outh
. 

B
oth

 of h
is h

an
ds fin

d h
er h

ips —
 sh

ove th
em

 back
 —

 an
d h

er h
ead m

isses 

th
e bars of th

e footboard by a fraction
 of an

 in
ch

 as h
e drops h

er rough
ly to th

e 

“M
erlin

, w
om

an
, just con

jure yourself som
e cloth

es!” 

“I can
’t! M

y w
an

d isn
’t w

ork
in

g.” 

T
h

e voices grow
 louder. C

loser. 

“W
h

at do you m
ean

 your w
an

d isn
’t—

” 

“D
raco!” 

H
e sigh

s ch
ildish

ly —
 m

oves too slow
ly. B

ut even
tually h

e pulls out h
is w

an
d 

an
d con

jures h
er som

e robes. 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e breath

es out. “T
h

an
k

 you.” H
er pulse h

as on
ly just begun

 

to slow
 w

h
en

 sh
e n

otices. “W
ait —

 n
o, M

alfoy th
ese are Slyth

erin
 rob

es.” 

H
e sh

rugs. “Suppose th
ey are.” 

“O
h

, you git.” Sh
e balls up th

e sh
eet an

d th
row

s it in
 h

is face, fran
tically pull-

in
g up a ch

air from
 n

earby an
d sh

ovin
g th

e rem
n

an
ts of h

er pajam
as un

der th
e 

covers. “G
ive m

e your arm
.” 

H
e raises an

 eyebrow
. T

h
e voices are just aroun

d th
e corn

er. 

“O
h

, you m
ust b

e jok
in

g —
 please. P

lease, give m
e your arm

.” 

“V
ery n

ice, G
ran

ger. M
an

n
ers are very im

portan
t.” 

H
e gives h

er h
is arm

 an
d sh

e yan
k

s on
 it in

ten
tion

ally, sm
irk

in
g w

h
en

 h
e 

w
in

ces. P
art of h

er can
’t believe th

ey’re already back
 to bick

erin
g, after—

 

P
oppy an

d h
er h

ead n
urse roun

d th
e corn

er. 

“Y
es, th

ere’ll b
e som

e scarrin
g, som

e soren
ess, but oth

erw
ise it’s h

ealin
g 

w
ell,” H

erm
ion

e says, a little too loudly, as sh
e preten

ds to study h
is M

ark
. 

“Subtle,” M
alfoy m

urm
urs. 

Sh
e squeezes h

is arm
 h

ard. M
ak

es h
im

 jolt. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger.” M

adam
 P

om
frey soun

ds surprised, com
in

g to a stop beside 

th
em

, h
er sh

rew
d gaze settin

g H
erm

ion
e on

 edge. “I didn
’t expect you th

is early. 

C
ertain

ly n
ot after yesterday.” 

“I just w
an

ted to ch
eck

 on
 it,” sh

e says, feelin
g h

er h
eart race. Sh

e tries to h
ide 

th
e green

 an
d silver tie by lean

in
g furth

er over M
alfoy’s arm

. 

M
adam

 P
om

frey m
ak

es a little ‘h
m

m
’ soun

d an
d bob

s h
er h

ead on
ce. T

urn
s 

to h
im

. “A
n

d h
ow

 are you feelin
g, M

r. M
alfoy?” 

“P
oten

t,” says M
alfoy, an

d H
erm

ion
e cough

s. “Y
ou k

n
ow

 —
 virile, even

. I 



 

D
ecem

ber 1st, 1998 

 S
H

E
 FE

L
L

 A
SL

E
E

P. 

Sh
e realizes it in

 th
e m

iddle of h
er dream

, as sh
e sits in

 th
e cen

ter of a torn
ado 

of butterflies, an
d th

e pan
ic w

ak
es h

er up in
stan

tly. 

So in
stan

tly, in
 fact, th

at sh
e falls off th

e cot —
 lays spraw

led, n
ak

ed, on
 th

e 

cold flagston
e of th

e H
ospital W

in
g for several secon

ds, utterly con
fused. 

T
h

en
 it all starts floodin

g back
 to h

er at an
 alarm

in
g rate, an

d h
er body re-

m
in

ds h
er too. T

h
e soren

ess betw
een

 h
er legs, th

e ten
dern

ess in
 h

er n
eck

, th
e 

sw
ellin

g in
 h

er lips. 

M
alfoy’s sleepy face appears from

 over th
e edge of th

e cot. 

“D
id you sleep on

 th
e floor?” h

e m
um

bles, voice th
ick

 an
d groggy. 

Sh
e flush

es as h
is eyes w

iden
 a little —

 trace over h
er n

ak
ed body, on

 full 

display n
ow

 in
 th

e sun
ligh

t. B
ut before sh

e can
 get a w

ord out, voices soun
d from

 

th
e h

allw
ay just outside. 

“O
h

 n
o,” sh

e breath
es. Sh

e sh
oots to h

er feet so fast sh
e alm

ost elbow
s M

alfoy 

in
 th

e face. ”O
h

 n
o, oh

 n
o, oh

 n
o.” Sh

e search
es desperately for h

er cloth
es, fin

din
g 

th
e scraps of h

er n
igh

tsh
irt before sh

e rem
em

bers h
im

 tearin
g it in

 h
alf. H

er 

ch
eek

s flam
e an

d sh
e rips th

e sh
eet off of h

im
 to w

rap aroun
d h

erself. “B
loody 

h
ell, w

h
at do w

e do?” 

M
alfoy h

asn
’t m

oved m
uch

. H
e pulls h

is k
n

ees up to h
is ch

est, n
ak

ed save a 

pair of boxers. C
asual. A

lw
ays so fuck

in
g casual. “I dun

n
o. Y

ou could leave.” 

“T
h

ere’s on
ly on

e exit!” 

H
e gestures to on

e of th
e w

in
dow

s an
d yaw

n
s. 

“O
h

, for goodn
ess sak

e, M
alfoy —

 h
elp m

e!” Sh
e w

h
ack

s at h
im

 w
ith

 a sec-

tion
 of bun

dled up sh
eet. 

m
attress, reversin

g th
eir position

s. T
h

e cot creak
s an

grily ben
eath

 th
em

 as h
e 

drapes h
im

self over h
er, h

ook
in

g h
er th

igh
 up aroun

d h
is h

ip. 

For a m
om

en
t, h

e goes still, starin
g dow

n
 at h

er. T
h

eir breath
s are sh

ort an
d 

h
eavy, n

early gasps. H
e search

es h
er eyes. R

eleases a sigh
 lik

e a surren
der. “N

o, I 

don
’t.” 

H
e props h

im
self up w

ith
 on

e arm
 so h

e can
 trace h

is fin
gers over h

er jaw
 —

 

up over h
er lips, toyin

g w
ith

 th
em

. P
artin

g th
em

 an
d sealin

g th
em

. T
h

e pulse in
 

h
er abdom

en
 triples, but h

er eyes can
’t h

elp but catch
 h

is in
jured arm

 sh
ak

in
g. 

“A
ren

’t you in
 pain

?” sh
e w

h
ispers again

st h
is fin

gers. 

“O
f course I’m

 in
 fuck

in
g pain

,” h
e h

isses an
d parts h

er lips w
ith

 h
is th

um
b. 

D
ips low

 to k
iss h

er h
ard. “B

e quiet.” 

H
e pulls aw

ay in
 en

ough
 tim

e to catch
 h

er glare an
d th

en
 surprises h

er w
ith

 

a h
uffed laugh

. A
 real laugh

. It th
aw

s h
er an

ger in
 in

stan
t. H

e lean
s back

 sligh
tly, 

restin
g h

is w
eigh

t on
 h

is k
n

ees. H
is eyes lock

 on
to h

ers, an
d both

 th
eir sm

iles 

fade as h
e w

atch
es h

er carefully. W
atch

es w
h

ile h
e run

s h
is h

an
d up alon

g th
e 

lin
e of button

s on
 h

er n
igh

tsh
irt, sen

din
g a sh

iver th
rough

 h
er. 

H
e’s w

aitin
g for h

er to pan
ic. 

Sh
e realizes it soon

 en
ough

 —
 even

 tak
es a m

om
en

t to search
 h

erself, search
 

h
er n

erve-en
din

gs for an
y sen

se of it, but th
ey seem

 to h
ave given

 in
 at last. Sh

e 

w
on

ders w
h

at’s ch
an

ged betw
een

 th
is m

om
en

t an
d th

e boath
ouse, but w

h
en

 h
e 

frees th
e low

est button
 w

ith
 tw

o fin
gers sh

e forgets to care. 

“Fuck
in

g ridiculous pajam
as, G

ran
ger,” h

e says, goin
g for th

e secon
d button

. 

“Y
ou realize you’re covered in

 your ow
n

 blood.” 

H
is m

outh
 curls up on

 on
e side —

 th
e w

ay sh
e’s adm

itted to h
erself sh

e lik
es 

—
 an

d w
ith

 a sh
arp yan

k
, h

e rips open
 th

e rest. B
utton

s fly as sh
e gasps, arm

s 

rush
in

g to h
er ch

est to cover up in
stin

ctively. 

“D
on

’t,” h
e says, voice low

 as h
e lean

s in
 again

. “D
on

’t.” H
e pulls at h

er fore-

arm
s as h

e brush
es h

is n
ose again

st h
ers. K

isses h
er on

ce. T
w

ice. “Sh
ow

 m
e.” 

H
e open

s h
is eyes in

ch
es from

 h
ers, an

d again
 th

ey stare at on
e an

oth
er. H

is 

gaze is ch
allen

gin
g, an

d for a m
om

en
t sh

e h
as to grapple w

ith
 just h

ow
 w

ell h
e 

seem
s to k

n
ow

 h
er. E

n
ough

 to k
n

ow
 sh

e can
’t resist a ch

allen
ge. 



Sh
e lets h

im
 pry h

er arm
s open

. L
et’s h

im
 pin

 th
em

 dow
n

 on
 eith

er side of 

h
er h

ead. 

A
n

d h
e look

s. 

Stares at h
er n

ak
ed ch

est un
til sh

e feels so m
uch

 h
eat buildin

g in
 h

er ch
eek

s 

sh
e’s tem

pted to figh
t to cover h

erself again
. Sh

e’s plain
. Sh

e k
n

ow
s th

at. Sh
e’s 

alw
ays k

n
ow

n
. In

 fact, M
alfoy h

im
self m

ade sure sh
e w

as quite aw
are of it in

 

earlier years. 

Sh
e’s th

in
k

in
g about rem

in
din

g h
im

 of th
is w

h
en

 h
e says, “Fuck

in
g h

ell, 

look
 at you.” It’s so quiet h

e m
igh

t b
e sayin

g it to h
im

self. 

A
n

d h
e says n

oth
in

g m
ore, but sh

e stops bein
g em

barrassed w
h

en
 h

is ton
gue 

glides over th
e space betw

een
 h

er breasts. H
er breath

 h
itch

es. H
is eyes fin

d h
ers 

from
 ben

eath
 h

is lash
es, an

d h
e adjusts h

is course, m
outh

 closin
g over h

er left 

n
ipple. 

Sh
e gasps —

 jolts so abruptly sh
e k

n
ees h

im
 in

 th
e th

igh
. 

“Fuck
, G

ran
ger —

 ow
,” h

e h
isses, droppin

g h
is foreh

ead to h
er ch

est for a 

secon
d. 

“Sorry, sorry, I’m
 sorry,” sh

e splutters, tryin
g to sit up, but h

is grip rem
ain

s 

tigh
t an

d h
e k

eeps h
er pin

n
ed. H

e sh
ak

es off th
e pain

. L
augh

s at h
er, settlin

g 

h
im

self dow
n

 again
 an

d pressin
g th

eir h
ips togeth

er. T
h

e h
ardn

ess sh
e feels stops 

h
er breath

. E
n

h
an

ces h
er blush

. 

“Y
ou’d th

in
k

 n
o on

e h
ad don

e th
at before,” M

alfoy m
urm

urs, bitin
g dow

n
 

on
 h

er lip. 

“N
-N

o on
e h

as,” sh
e breath

es, realizin
g too late w

h
at sh

e’s adm
itted. 

H
e pauses. G

oes com
pletely still for a m

om
en

t. A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e does feel pan

ic. 

It spreads lik
e a w

ildfire th
rough

 h
er stom

ach
, alon

g w
ith

 doubts an
d secon

d-

guesses. In
security. Fear. 

H
e pulls aw

ay from
 h

er lips, an
d sh

e risk
s a glan

ce —
 open

s h
er eyes expectin

g 

disappoin
tm

en
t or som

eth
in

g sim
ilar. 

In
stead, h

is expression
 is calm

. Serious. D
eep in

 th
ough

t. Sh
e’d give an

yth
in

g 

to k
n

ow
 h

is th
ough

ts in
 th

is m
om

en
t. 

Sh
e con

siders ask
in

g. 

Say it. Fuck
in

g say it. Say it.” 

“D
raco.” 

T
h

e tow
er collapses. 

H
er body jerk

s, an
d sh

e grabs on
to h

im
 for support as th

e sen
sation

 w
rack

s 

its w
ay th

rough
 h

er, th
igh

s sh
ak

in
g, h

an
ds trem

blin
g. H

er eyes roll back
 in

to 

h
er h

ead. 

H
e sigh

s —
 groan

s in
 approval, an

d th
en

 h
e loses h

im
self in

 h
er, gaspin

g 

again
st h

er lips as h
e carries h

im
self th

rough
 h

is ow
n

 collapse. 

T
h

en
 h

is full w
eigh

t sin
k

s again
st h

er, h
eavy an

d w
arm

, for on
ce, th

e sw
eat 

of th
eir bodies m

ixin
g. T

h
e sudden

 silen
ce is th

ick
 —

 w
eigh

ted w
ith

 w
h

at 

th
ey’ve don

e, filled on
ly b

y th
eir gradually slow

in
g breath

s. 

“Fuck
,” h

e m
urm

urs in
to h

er n
eck

, but it doesn
’t quite cover it. 

D
oesn

’t quite en
capsulate losin

g h
erself to th

e boy w
h

o torm
en

ted h
er for 

years for th
e sport of it, h

ere, in
 th

e H
ospital W

in
g, on

 a cot soak
ed w

ith
 h

is ow
n

 

blood. 

It doesn
’t. 

Sh
e stares up at th

e ceilin
g. 

T
h

ey’ve defin
itely w

ok
en

 th
e portraits. From

 th
e corn

er of h
er eye, sh

e can
 

see th
at m

ost of th
em

 h
ave vacated th

eir fram
es. A

ll but on
e. T

h
e portrait of a 

ch
am

berm
aid, w

h
o peek

s at th
em

 from
 betw

een
 h

er fin
gers, blush

in
g. 

“Fuck
,” H

erm
ion

e ech
oes, look

in
g back

 to th
e ceilin

g. 

B
ecause it w

as h
im

. It w
as h

im
 an

d it w
as th

e last th
in

g sh
e sh

ould’ve don
e. 

T
h

e last th
in

g sh
e’d ever th

ough
t could h

appen
 as a result of com

in
g dow

n
 h

ere 

ton
igh

t. T
h

e stupidest, m
ost reck

less, m
ost un

-th
ough

t out th
in

g sh
e’s ever 

don
e. 

A
n

d it felt righ
t.



before. V
uln

erable. 

H
e starts to m

ove. Slow
ly. D

eftly. 

H
e rock

s h
is h

ips again
st h

ers, push
in

g in
 an

d out, in
 an

d out, an
d th

e stin
g 

fades aw
ay in

to n
oth

in
g. In

 its place, a slow
-burn

in
g friction

 starts to build. A
 

ten
sion

. T
h

e on
ly ten

sion
 sh

e’s ever k
n

ow
n

 to feel im
possibly, in

explicably good. 

B
etter th

an
 good. 

B
ut it’s th

e n
oises h

e m
ak

es —
 th

e quiet m
oan

s an
d th

e h
itch

es in
 h

is breath
, 

th
e w

ay h
e k

isses h
er —

 lazily, a tan
gle of ton

gues an
d gasps, th

e w
ay h

is h
an

d 

curls in
to h

ers again
st th

e sh
eets. It’s th

is th
at starts to tip th

e tow
er of sen

sation
 

th
at’s stack

in
g up in

side of h
er —

 h
as it teeterin

g, ready to fall. 

“M
alfoy,” sh

e breath
es, free h

an
d tan

glin
g in

 h
is h

air, draw
in

g h
im

 closer. 

H
e th

rusts h
ard sudden

ly, m
ak

in
g h

er gasp, eyes flyin
g open

. 

“T
h

at’s n
ot m

y n
am

e,” h
e grow

ls. H
e th

rusts in
 again

 —
 h

ard, deep. It’s over-

w
h

elm
in

g, an
d yet it isn

’t pain
ful th

e w
ay it w

as before. “Say m
y fuck

in
g n

am
e.” 

H
er lips lock

 sh
ut. Sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

y. A
n

 in
fin

itely sm
all piece of h

er 

doesn
’t w

an
t to fully give in

 to h
im

 yet. 

M
alfoy grow

ls again
 an

d dips h
is arm

s ben
eath

 h
er, yan

k
in

g h
er up as h

e sits 

back
 an

d h
oldin

g h
er in

 h
is lap. T

h
e friction

 is tw
ice as pow

erful at th
is an

gle, 

an
d for a m

om
en

t sh
e sees w

h
ite spots. L

oses h
er con

cen
tration

 as h
e rock

s up 

in
to h

er. 

“Say it.” 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead, lettin

g it fall back
, eyes closed. T

h
at tow

er is sw
ayin

g 

dan
gerously. 

M
alfoy bun

ch
es h

er curls in
 h

is fist an
d forces h

er foreh
ead again

st h
is. 

“P
lease…

please say it.” 

In
 an

d out, in
 an

d out…
 

“N
o,” sh

e w
h

ispers feebly. 

“P
lease.” H

e bites dow
n

 on
 h

er lip. “Say it. Say it, please.” 

Sh
e can

 on
ly w

h
im

per. 

H
e th

row
s h

er back
 dow

n
, th

e old m
attress squealin

g in
 protest, an

d h
e yan

k
s 

up h
er th

igh
 again

, drivin
g in

 deeper, sen
din

g h
er reelin

g. “A
dm

it it to yourself. 

B
ut before th

e w
ords can

 leave h
er th

roat, h
is h

an
d is slidin

g up h
er th

igh
. 

H
e k

eeps h
is eyes on

 h
ers, blin

k
in

g slow
ly, expression

 un
readable as h

is fin
gers 

gh
ost, feath

erligh
t, over th

e fron
t of h

er satin
 sh

orts. 

“W
h

at about th
is?” h

e ask
s quietly. 

Sh
e feels h

er k
n

ees sh
ak

in
g. H

er h
eart is strugglin

g to pum
p blood fast 

en
ough

, h
er m

outh
 dry. “W

h
at?” sh

e says, barely a w
h

isper. 

H
e tw

ists h
is h

an
d —

 slides h
is fin

gers betw
een

 h
er legs over th

e fabric, an
d 

it tak
es all of h

er stren
gth

 n
ot to let h

er th
igh

s clam
p togeth

er at th
e in

ten
sity 

of th
e sen

sation
. “H

as an
yon

e ever don
e th

is?” H
e n

ips at h
er bottom

 lip. “T
o 

you?” 

H
er eyes flutter sh

ut. “N
o.” H

er voice is h
oarse. 

“N
o?” H

e adds pressure. C
areful, practiced pressure. 

“N
o,” sh

e gasps, tryin
g to com

e to term
s w

ith
 w

h
at h

er body’s tellin
g h

er. 

W
ith

 th
e fact th

at sh
e’s n

ever w
an

ted an
yth

in
g lik

e th
is. N

ever felt h
un

gry lik
e 

th
is. Starved lik

e th
is. 

H
er h

ips rise to m
eet h

im
 w

ith
out h

er perm
ission

. 

It w
as supposed to b

e R
on

. Sh
e w

as supposed to feel th
is R

on
. W

an
t th

is w
ith

 

R
on

. 

O
r w

ith
 H

arry. 

O
r w

ith
 D

ean
. 

W
ith

 Seam
us, w

ith
 C

orm
ac, w

ith
 V

ik
tor. 

W
ith

 an
yon

e but h
im

. 

“A
n

d th
is?” 

H
e cuts off h

er th
ough

ts abruptly w
h

en
 h

is fin
gers dip below

 h
er w

aistban
d 

—
 slide ben

eath
 h

er un
derw

ear an
d over w

h
ere sh

e’s n
ever, n

ever been
 touch

ed. 

“N
ever,” sh

e says aloud, voice trem
blin

g. 

H
is m

outh
 fin

ds h
er ear again

, suck
in

g gen
tly an

d doublin
g th

e sen
sation

s 

sh
ootin

g th
rough

 h
er vein

s lik
e spark

s. “Just m
e?” H

is fin
gers slide back

 an
d 

forth
 rh

yth
m

ically, purposefully, h
ittin

g spots sh
e n

ever k
n

ew
 about. N

ever read 

about. N
ever th

ough
t about. 

“Just you,” sh
e gasps out. 



M
alfoy groan

s, an
d th

e soun
d of it sen

ds sh
ock

w
aves straigh

t to th
e place h

is 

fin
gers k

eep teasin
g. It’s tortuous. In

com
plete. U

n
fair. 

“P
lease,” sh

e h
ears h

erself w
h

isper. C
an

’t believe w
h

at sh
e’s sayin

g. C
an

’t be-

lieve w
h

at h
e’s reduced h

er to in
 a m

atter of m
in

utes, w
h

en
 sh

e’d th
ough

t h
er 

resolve w
as so stron

g. 

H
e relen

ts. Just barely. D
ips h

is fin
ger in

side, but on
ly for a split secon

d before 

retreatin
g. It forces out a m

oan
 —

 an
oth

er, ”please.” A
ll th

ese soun
ds sh

e n
ever 

im
agin

ed sh
e’d m

ak
e. 

“I’m
 a bad ch

oice,” M
alfoy says again

st h
er ear, even

 as h
e slides h

is fin
ger in

 

deep. H
olds it th

ere. “Fuck
, you’re tigh

t. Y
ou’ve really n

ever —
 I’m

 a terrible 

fuck
in

g ch
oice. D

am
m

it, G
ran

ger. T
h

e fuck
in

g w
orst.” H

e tw
ists h

is fin
ger even

 

as h
e says th

is, m
ak

in
g h

er back
 arch

, m
ak

in
g h

er m
in

d h
azy. 

“I don
’t care,” sh

e h
isses, an

d it m
orph

s in
to a desperate k

een
 w

h
en

 h
e adds 

a secon
d fin

ger. “It’s m
y ch

oice. It’s m
y ch

oice. P
lease.” 

A
n

d sh
e fin

ds h
erself reach

in
g for h

is belt buck
le. M

alfoy yan
k

s h
is w

an
d 

from
 h

is pock
et as sh

e struggles w
ith

 it, an
d sh

e sees h
is h

an
d sh

ak
in

g. Is glad for 

it, if on
ly to k

n
ow

 h
e’s as affected as sh

e is. 

H
e casts th

e con
traceptive ch

arm
, an

d for a m
om

en
t h

er bare abdom
en

 glow
s 

pin
k

. T
h

e color reflects off of h
is eyes as h

e glan
ces up at h

er, un
certain

. 

“It’s m
y ch

oice,” sh
e says again

 firm
ly, before h

e can
 speak

. 

H
e tosses h

is w
an

d to th
e floor w

ith
 a h

eavy exh
ale, h

ook
in

g h
is th

um
bs in

 

h
er w

aistban
d an

d yan
k

in
g h

er sh
orts an

d un
derw

ear off —
 th

row
in

g th
em

 

som
ew

h
ere. H

e divests h
im

self of h
is sh

irt an
d trousers just as quick

ly, an
d sh

e’s 

surprised at h
erself, but sh

e’s too sh
y to look

. K
eeps h

er eyes glued to h
is. 

M
alfoy low

ers h
im

self over h
er slow

ly, sen
sually. A

 sm
all part of h

er recog-

n
izes th

at h
e’s good at th

is. M
ust’ve h

ad practice. It’s alm
ost pain

ful to th
in

k
 

about. 

B
ut just as sh

e feels h
im

 at h
er en

tran
ce, h

e pauses. B
rush

es h
is n

ose again
st 

h
ers, eyes closed. “H

ow
 can

 I trust you?” h
e w

h
ispers. “H

ow
 can

 I trust you n
ot to 

regret th
is?” H

er h
eart con

stricts. A
n

d it guts h
er to say it, but sh

e tells h
im

 th
e 

truth
. “Y

ou can
’t.” 

H
e breath

es out. A
 sh

ort, an
gry breath

. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e th

rusts in
. 

W
h

ite h
ot pain

 sh
oots up th

rough
 h

er stom
ach

. T
ears prick

 at h
er eyes. Sh

e 

lets loose a little scream
, h

an
d fistin

g in
 th

e starch
ed sh

eets. 

H
e isn

’t bein
g gen

tle. H
e’s tryin

g to h
urt h

er. H
is th

rusts are an
gry. P

un
ish

-

in
g. H

e slam
s in

to h
er w

ith
 w

h
at feels lik

e years of pain
 an

d an
ger, w

ith
 n

o re-

gard to h
er in

experien
ce, an

d as th
e tears roll dow

n
 h

er ch
eek

s, sh
e sees h

is face. 

Sees th
e tilt of h

is brow
s an

d th
e w

ay h
is eyes are squeezed sh

ut. Sees th
e raw

 h
urt. 

A
ll of it. 

A
 sob

 w
rack

s its w
ay out of h

er ch
est. ”N

o.” 

H
is pain

ful rh
yth

m
 cuts sh

ort. H
e open

s h
is eyes slow

ly, reluctan
tly, as h

e goes 

still in
side of h

er, an
d for a m

om
en

t all sh
e can

 focus on
 is th

e stin
g. 

“W
h

at?” h
e ask

s quietly, coldly —
 preten

ds h
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at h

e’s doin
g. 

It aw
ak

en
s h

er ow
n

 an
ger, h

arden
in

g an
d determ

in
in

g h
er, an

d sh
e reach

es 

up to tw
ist h

er h
an

d in
 h

is h
air. “N

o,” sh
e says again

 sh
arply, givin

g h
is h

ead a 

jerk
. “I’m

 n
ot lettin

g you do th
is. I’m

 n
ot lettin

g you ruin
 th

is on
 purpose. Y

ou 

don
’t get to m

ak
e m

e regret th
is on

 purpose. Y
ou don

’t.” 

“I—
” 

“Sh
ut up,” sh

e sn
aps an

d sh
e k

isses h
im

 silen
t. A

 furious k
iss, at first. B

ut sh
e 

forces it to soften
. Forces h

is jaw
 to un

clen
ch

 as sh
e run

s h
er ton

gue gen
tly alon

g 

h
is bottom

 lip. N
ips at it. “D

on
’t do it,” sh

e w
h

ispers. “B
ecause th

is?” A
n

d sh
e 

clen
ch

es h
er stom

ach
 m

uscles, despite th
e pain

 —
 squeezes aroun

d h
im

. H
e lets 

out a h
iss, eyes sob

erin
g as th

ey fin
d h

ers. “I w
an

t th
is. W

ith
 you.” 

Som
eth

in
g fractures in

 h
is gaze. Som

e w
all falls. 

A
n

d w
atch

in
g it crum

ble is as erotic as th
e w

ay th
eir bodies are in

terlock
ed. 

“D
o it righ

t,” sh
e dem

an
ds. “I k

n
ow

 you can
.” 

H
e doesn

’t speak
. H

is eyes speak
 for h

im
, flyin

g from
 on

e em
otion

 to th
e 

n
ext as h

e stares at h
er, m

ore lost an
d m

ore desperate th
an

 sh
e’s ever seen

 h
im

. 

“Sh
ow

 m
e.” 

H
is m

outh
 falls on

 h
ers —

 collapses. H
is m

uscles go slack
 as h

e k
isses h

er 

deeply, h
un

grily, an
d h

e m
elts in

to h
er th

e w
ay h

e’s n
ever allow

ed h
im

self to 


