
“D
on

’t speak. D
on

’t. L
et m

e get th
is out.” Sh

e bran
dish

es th
e w

an
d at h

im
, 

voice grow
in

g louder an
d h

igh
er in

 pitch
. “I —

 I w
aited for you. For tw

o years. 

T
w

o fuckin
g years. I stayed in

 L
on

don
 w

h
ere you could fin

d m
e an

d I w
aited for 

you to realize w
h

at a colossal fuck
in

g m
istak

e you m
ade. T

o com
e back

 an
d —

 

an
d face it. Fix it.” 

“H
erm

ion
e—

” 

“T
h

eo h
as to face it. I h

ave to face it. B
laise an

d H
arry an

d G
in

n
y an

d N
eville 

an
d R

on
. E

very day w
e all h

ave to face it. B
ut you? N

o. A
n

d th
en

 I h
ave to —

 I 

h
ave to fin

d you h
ere, look

in
g—

” H
er voice break

s. “L
ook

in
g th

e w
ay you do. 

H
avin

g th
e fuck

in
g n

erve to look
 so —

 so h
ealth

y an
d alive an

d—
” 

“H
erm

ion
e—

” 

“Sh
ut up,” sh

e sn
aps, voice break

in
g again

. It w
asn

’t supposed to go th
is w

ay. 

“I can
’t —

 I can
’t believe you’d—

” 

“D
o you w

an
t to com

e in
side?” 

“N
o—

” 

H
is ton

e is softer th
an

 sh
e expected, even

 in
 th

e sh
arp w

ay h
e cuts h

er off. 

“C
om

e in
 th

e h
ouse, H

erm
ion

e.” A
n

d h
e steps aside in

 th
e doorw

ay. 

“I —
 I don

’t w
an

t to,” sh
e stam

m
ers, even

 as h
er w

an
d arm

 falters an
d sh

e 

tak
es a step tow

ard h
im

. 

H
e just w

iden
s th

e gap, h
oldin

g th
e door open

. 

H
er h

eart sw
ells in

 tw
o direction

s. Sh
e’s overw

h
elm

ed b
y th

e possibility th
at 

som
eh

ow
, som

ew
ay —

 all th
is tim

e —
 sh

e’s caused n
oth

in
g but h

arm
, an

d th
at 

b
y crossin

g th
at th

resh
old sh

e m
igh

t sh
atter w

h
atever fragile h

appin
ess h

e’s 

m
an

aged to create for h
im

self.  

B
ut look

in
g at h

im
 —

 it’s lik
e salve on

 a furious burn
. O

n
e th

at’s been
 fes-

terin
g for too lon

g. It’s th
e first relief sh

e’s felt in
 ages.  

It’s n
ot really a ch

oice at all. 

C
autiously, sh

e low
ers h

er w
an

d an
d stow

s it aw
ay, m

ovem
en

ts tim
id an

d 

un
certain

 as sh
e follow

s h
im

 in
to th

e h
ouse an

d sh
uts th

e door beh
in

d h
er. 

It’s even
 m

ore m
odest on

 th
e in

side. M
ore practical an

d m
in

im
al th

an
 sh

e 

could’ve ever expected. A
 sm

all coun
try cottage, relatively clean

 —
 visible w

ear 



an
d tear in

 th
e state of th

e ceilin
g an

d floor in
 som

e spots. 

Sh
e trails after h

im
 in

to th
e k

itch
en

 in
 silen

ce. 

“I w
as goin

g to put a pot on
,” h

e says w
ith

 h
is back

 to h
er, voice flat.  

“O
k

ay.” 

“If you w
an

t a—
” 

“O
k

ay.” 

“O
k

ay.” 

Sh
e stares as h

e fin
ish

es fillin
g th

e k
ettle, som

eh
ow

 en
am

ored by th
e w

ay h
e 

look
s com

pletin
g such

 a m
en

ial task
. H

is h
an

ds —
 th

ose fuck
in

g h
an

ds —
 are 

stain
ed brow

n
 w

ith
 soil, th

e dirt un
der h

is fin
gern

ails so out of place an
d h

um
an

. 

Sh
e tries to h

ide th
e w

ay sh
e suck

s in
 a breath

 w
h

en
 h

e strik
es a m

atch
 for th

e 

stove burn
er, eyes draw

n
 to h

is m
outh

 as h
e blow

s it out. 

H
e turn

s to face h
er again

 w
h

en
 it’s don

e, an
d sh

e averts h
er gaze. 

“Y
ou seem

...” sh
e sn

iffs an
d quick

ly w
ipes h

er n
ose, w

rappin
g h

er arm
s 

aroun
d h

erself, “you seem
 absurdly calm

 about all th
is.” 

D
raco sh

ifts h
is stan

ce. L
ean

s carefully back
 again

st th
e k

itch
en

 table an
d 

h
uffs quietly, alm

ost to h
im

self. “I’m
 n

ot calm
. T

h
e last th

in
g I am

 is calm
.” 

It’s a sm
all com

fort to h
ear h

im
 say it. “W

ell you seem
—

” 

“I’m
 n

ot.” 

H
er eyes flit up an

d m
eet h

is. It’s h
ard to con

trol th
e urge to touch

 h
im

. T
o 

stride forw
ard an

d slide h
er palm

s over th
e plan

es of h
is ch

eek
s an

d feel th
eir 

w
arm

th
. T

o run
 th

e pads of h
er fin

gers dow
n

 h
is lips to see if th

ey’re as soft as 

th
ey used to b

e.  

H
er face dark

en
s w

ith
 blood, sh

e can
 feel it.  

“H
ow

 did you fin
d m

e?” h
e ask

s at last, expression
 tigh

tly con
trolled. 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead. “It doesn

’t m
atter.” In

 th
e ten

se silen
ce th

at follow
s, sh

e 

adds, “B
ut you certain

ly didn
’t m

ak
e it easy for m

e, if th
at’s w

h
at you’re ask

in
g.” 

“I k
n

ow
.” 

“Y
ou don

’t k
n

ow
.” 

H
e lifts an

 eyebrow
, th

e on
ly part of h

is face sh
e can

 read. “W
ould you lik

e to 

go back
 to th

reaten
in

g m
e? I k

n
ow

 th
at alw

ays m
ak

es you feel better—
” 



  
“D

on
’t you fuck

in
g m

ock m
e,” sh

e spits, goin
g rigid an

d n
arrow

in
g h

er eyes. 

It devolves quick
ly from

 th
ere. 

“L
an

guage, G
ran

ger.” 

“O
h

, I’m
 back

 to bein
g G

ran
ger n

ow
 am

 I, M
alfoy?”  

“W
h

en
 you act th

at w
ay, yeah

.” 

“Y
ou don

’t get to tell m
e h

ow
 to act after w

h
at you put m

e th
rough

—
” 

“D
id you even

 read th
at letter? It w

asn
’t just about you—

” 

“N
o. N

o. It is about m
e! D

on
’t say it isn

’t about m
e. It’s about both

 of us! It’s 

about you tak
in

g con
trol aw

ay from
 m

e!” 

T
h

eir voices rise —
 ricoch

et off th
e sm

all ston
e w

alls.  

“Y
ou w

an
t to talk

 about con
trol? I h

ave n
ever h

ad con
trol. N

ot on
e day in

 m
y 

en
tire fuck

in
g life!” H

e tak
es a step tow

ard h
er, expression

 crack
in

g —
 breath

in
g 

an
ger an

d life. 

“So th
is is your w

ay of tak
in

g it back
?” Sh

e steps in
 to m

atch
 h

im
, sh

outin
g 

up in
to h

is face —
 rem

in
ded sudden

ly h
ow

 h
e tow

ers over h
er. “P

un
ish

in
g m

e?” 

“It w
asn

’t a fuck
in

g pun
ishm

en
t!” 

“W
h

at w
ould you call it th

en
? L

eavin
g m

e? A
ban

don
in

g m
e for tw

o fuck
in

g 

years? L
ettin

g m
e w

ak
e up in

 a h
ospital b

ed alon
e—

” 

“Y
ou w

eren
’t alon

e!” 

“I w
as in

 th
e w

ay th
at m

attered!”  

T
h

ey’re too close togeth
er. Sh

e blam
es th

at for it, w
h

en
 sh

e gets sw
ept up in

 

th
e m

om
en

t —
 so fam

iliar an
d easy, sparrin

g w
ith

 h
im

 —
 so n

ecessary. Sh
e 

m
ak

es th
at age old m

istak
e an

d th
rusts out both

 palm
s, sh

ovin
g h

im
 back

w
ard. 

It’s th
e first tim

e sh
e touch

es h
im

. H
er sk

in
 prick

les at th
e con

tact, an
d sh

e’s 

m
om

en
tarily caugh

t off guard —
 un

prepared for h
is retaliation

. 

D
raco’s h

an
ds w

h
ip out an

d sh
ack

le h
er w

rists, yan
k

in
g th

em
 up to fram

e 

eith
er side of h

er face, an
d h

e gives h
er a startlin

g jolt, k
n

ock
in

g h
er off balan

ce. 

“W
e’re back

 to th
is?” h

e grow
ls, h

ot breath
 gustin

g up again
st h

er sk
in

. “A
l-

ready? In
 five fuckin

g m
in

utes?” 

“G
o to h

ell,” sh
e spits —

 an
 in

stin
ct —

 juttin
g h

er ch
in

 forw
ard to get in

 h
is 

face.  



T
h

ey n
otice in

 th
e sam

e in
stan

t, both
 break

in
g off in

to h
arsh

 silen
ce. T

h
eir 

eyes flit dow
n

 in
 tan

dem
, tak

in
g in

 th
e h

air’s breadth
 of space betw

een
 th

eir lips. 

H
er lids feel abruptly h

eavy, breath
 h

itch
in

g just as h
e blasts out a sh

udderin
g 

exh
ale. 

P
epperm

in
t.  

A
n

d sudden
ly h

is bruisin
g pressure on

 h
er w

rists feels lik
e th

e on
ly th

in
g an

-

ch
orin

g h
er to reality. Sh

e n
arrow

s h
er eyes, just a fraction

 furth
er, glarin

g at 

h
im

 even
 as th

e bridge of h
er n

ose brush
es again

st h
is. 

“D
o it or I w

ill,” sh
e h

isses. 

A
n

yon
e else m

igh
t n

ot k
n

ow
 w

h
at sh

e’s ask
in

g —
 a th

reat to m
ost ears. A

n
d 

it is a th
reat. It is.  

Sh
e can

 see in
 h

is eyes th
at h

e k
n

ow
s th

at too. In
 th

at fraction
 of a secon

d 

before h
is m

outh
 lan

ds on
 h

ers an
d th

e rest of th
e w

orld ceases to exist. 

W
ith

 a surprised an
d m

uffled cry, sh
e’s k

n
ock

ed back
 b

y th
e force of it —

 

an
d for a m

om
en

t sh
e can

’t m
atch

 h
is fervor. C

an
 on

ly th
in

k
. Feel. Sh

e’s sud-

den
ly rem

in
ded h

ow
 it feels to breath

e. R
eally breath

e. It m
ak

es h
er pulse stutter 

in
 h

er ch
est. A

n
d th

en
 sh

e loses all con
trol.  

H
er h

an
ds scram

ble for purch
ase, sk

iddin
g across th

e w
arm

 slopes of h
is 

sh
oulders, broader n

ow
 th

an
 th

ey’ve ever felt before. Sh
e m

ak
es fists in

 th
e fabric 

of h
is sh

irt an
d yan

k
s h

erself closer, gaspin
g in

to h
is m

outh
 w

h
en

 h
e bites dow

n
 

on
 h

er lip. 

H
e groan

s —
 a groan

 lik
e h

e’s furious an
d frustrated —

 an
d h

is h
an

ds are 

desperate too, blun
t fin

gern
ails diggin

g in
to th

e flesh
 of h

er h
ips as h

e drags h
er 

again
st h

im
. 

“F
uckin

g h
ell,” h

e grin
ds out w

h
en

 h
er ton

gue flick
s again

st h
is, an

d from
 

th
ere it all escalates too quick

ly to track
.  

O
n

e m
om

en
t h

e’s k
issin

g h
er —

 w
et an

d sh
am

eless an
d desperate, h

er toes 

curlin
g in

 h
er sh

oes —
 an

d th
en

 th
e n

ext—
 

Sh
e ch

ok
es on

 an
oth

er sh
ock

ed gasp w
h

en
 h

e sudden
ly flips th

em
 aroun

d, 

reversin
g th

eir position
s an

d push
in

g h
er back

 again
st th

e edge of th
e k

itch
en

 

table. H
e draw

s h
er bottom

 lip out, suck
in

g h
ard an

d draggin
g h

is teeth
 again

st 

H
e forces h

im
self to n

od. Forces h
is eyes back

 open
. “I prom

ise,” h
e breath

es. 

“I prom
ise. I love you. I prom

ise.” 

Sh
e sm

iles brigh
tly, th

en
, a gh

ostly tear cascadin
g dow

n
 h

er ch
eek

. “T
ook

 

you lon
g en

ough
.” 

H
e tries to put h

is h
an

d over h
ers. “I’m

 sorry. I’m
 so sorry.” 

“N
o.” Sh

e sh
ak

es h
er h

ead. “N
o. W

e both
 k

n
ow

 I forgot to say it too.” Sh
e 

h
uffs a sad laugh

. “W
e’re both

 idiots.” 

“Idiots,” h
e ech

oes, n
oddin

g fiercely. 

“B
ut I do love you. A

n
d n

ow
 I w

an
t to see you love som

eon
e else. I w

an
t to 

judge every stupid little m
istak

e you m
ak

e an
d I w

an
t to w

atch
 you fall in

 love 

all over again
. A

lrigh
t?” 

“A
lrigh

t.” 

“P
rom

ise m
e?” 

“I sw
ear.”  

“G
ood.” Sh

e flash
es h

im
 a fin

al sm
ile, utterly in

can
descen

t. “T
h

en
 it w

as all 

w
orth

 it.” A
n

d sh
e lets h

er palm
s fall aw

ay from
 h

is face in
 th

e sam
e m

om
en

t 

th
e ston

e falls from
 h

is trem
blin

g h
an

d. “B
eh

ave yourself, yeah
?” sh

e ask
s, voice 

fain
t —

 trailin
g off. 

A
 m

om
en

t later sh
e van

ish
es.  

Sw
allow

in
g back

 a sob
, T

h
eo turn

s to look
 at H

erm
ion

e.  

It tak
es h

im
 alm

ost h
alf a m

in
ute to m

an
age th

e w
ords. 

B
ut th

en
 h

e w
h

ispers, ”T
h

an
k you.” 

D
raco squeezes h

er h
an

d. T
h

at fin
al lin

gerin
g w

eigh
t on

 h
er sh

oulders falls 

aw
ay. 

Sh
e breath

es in
.  



quite a th
in

g to w
atch

 th
at sm

ile soften
 so drastically. M

elt lik
e ice over a flam

e. 

“A
n

d you,” sh
e says, tak

in
g a step tow

ard h
im

. T
h

e m
orn

in
g sun

 passes straigh
t 

th
rough

 h
er as it flick

ers across th
e tree lin

e. “H
ow

 are you?”  

H
e can

 on
ly sh

ak
e h

is h
ead, an

oth
er sob

 figh
tin

g its w
ay out. H

e reach
es out 

for h
er before it occurs to h

im
, th

en
 quick

ly tuck
s th

at h
an

d aw
ay again

. 

P
an

sy’s sm
ile fractures. “It doesn

’t w
ork

 lik
e th

at.” 

“I k
n

ow
,” h

e n
ods, w

ipin
g h

is n
ose. Strugglin

g so h
ard to k

eep h
is com

po-

sure. “I k
n

ow
.” 

D
espite th

is, P
an

sy tak
es an

oth
er step closer an

d reach
es out h

erself. L
et’s th

e 

gh
ost of h

er h
an

d play at brush
in

g th
e h

air out of h
is eyes. “I w

atch
 you all th

e 

tim
e,” sh

e says, an
d h

is breath
 h

itch
es. “I h

ate seein
g you lik

e th
is.” 

“P
an

sy…
” 

“L
isten

 to m
e, alrigh

t? W
e don

’t h
ave lon

g.” 

H
e n

ods. C
an

’t stop n
oddin

g, rubbin
g at h

is eyes.  

P
an

sy reach
es out both

 h
an

ds n
ow

. P
laces th

em
 on

 eith
er side of h

is face, an
d 

H
erm

ion
e w

on
ders if h

e feels th
e en

ergy of it. Feels h
er som

eh
ow

. From
 th

e 

soun
d h

e m
ak

es, sh
e h

as to believe h
e does. 

“I w
ould n

ot h
ave gon

e out for anyon
e less w

orth
y.” 

H
e lurch

es forw
ard. A

lm
ost buck

les in
 h

alf, it m
ak

es h
im

 cry so h
ard. 

“Sh
h…

,” sh
e sooth

es. “H
ush

 an
d listen

 to m
e, T

h
eo. L

isten
 to m

e.” 

Still n
oddin

g, h
e forces h

im
self to straigh

ten
 back

 up. Forces h
im

self to look
 

at h
er, th

e tears stream
in

g dow
n

.  

“D
on

’t you w
aste it.”  

H
is eyes fall sh

ut. H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es a lon

e tear fall from
 h

is ch
in

 all th
e w

ay 

dow
n

 to th
e forest floor below

. H
is h

an
d sh

ak
es aroun

d th
e R

esurrection
 Ston

e. 

P
an

sy’s th
um

b
 m

oves across h
is ch

eek
 as th

ough
 sh

e can
 truly strok

e it. “I 

w
an

t to see you h
appy. I w

an
t to see you loved. D

o you h
ear m

e?” 

It’s both
 a n

od an
d a sh

ak
e of h

is h
ead at on

ce. L
ik

e h
e can

’t fath
om

 th
e idea. 

“P
rom

ise m
e,” sh

e says. 

“I…
” 

“P
rom

ise m
e.”  

it, an
d a m

om
en

t later h
e’s yan

k
in

g at h
er h

ips —
 tw

istin
g h

er to face th
e oth

er 

direction
.  

H
er back

 to h
im

 n
ow

, h
e presses h

ard betw
een

 h
er sh

oulder blades, forcin
g 

h
er dow

n
 un

til sh
e’s ben

t over th
e table. H

er w
rist sk

ids across a plate as sh
e tries 

to brace h
erself, k

n
ock

in
g it off th

e edge. It sh
atters on

 th
e floor.  

Sh
e can

 feel h
is h

an
ds sh

ak
in

g as h
e sh

oves up th
e h

em
 of h

er dress —
 can

 

h
ear th

e clin
k

 of h
is belt buck

le as h
e yan

k
s at it, on

e callused palm
 glidin

g up 

th
e back

 of h
er th

igh
 tow

ards—
 

T
h

e k
ettle starts to scream

, an
d reality com

es crash
in

g dow
n

 aroun
d th

em
. 

Sh
e h

ears h
is feet scuff on

 th
e floor as h

e staggers back
 —

 h
ears th

e m
uttered 

”fuck” h
e lets out un

der h
is breath

.  

T
h

e k
ettle’s sh

rill w
h

istle dies aw
ay as its yan

k
ed off th

e burn
er, an

d sh
e’s still 

b
en

t over th
e table. P

an
tin

g. M
om

en
tarily frozen

. 

W
h

en
 sh

e can
 m

an
age it, sh

e rises up on
 sh

ak
y elbow

s, dress flutterin
g again

st 

h
er th

igh
s as it falls back

 in
to place. A

n
d w

h
en

 sh
e turn

s aroun
d, sh

e fin
ds h

im
 

starin
g at h

er. 

H
e raises h

is h
an

ds lik
e h

e’s at gun
 poin

t, eyes w
ide an

d disbelievin
g, an

 in
-

credulous h
uff burstin

g from
 h

is lips. H
e sh

ak
es h

is h
ead. C

len
ch

es th
ose h

an
ds 

in
to fists an

d m
ash

es th
em

 again
st h

is eyes w
ith

 a groan
, turn

in
g to face aw

ay 

from
 h

er an
d bracin

g h
is h

an
ds on

 th
e coun

ter.  

“I just —
” h

e forces out. “I don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at fuck
in

g in
stin

ct th
at is, I —

 

bleedin
g h

ell, you m
ak

e m
e act fuck

in
g m

ad.” 

W
h

at sh
e feels sh

e doesn
’t expect to feel; an

 abrupt an
d overw

h
elm

in
gly 

groun
din

g sen
se of calm

. A
 resolve. 

Sm
ooth

in
g out h

er dress, sh
e sw

eeps th
e h

air out of h
er face an

d tak
es a slow

, 

steady step tow
ard h

im
.  

“L
ook

 at m
e,” sh

e says in
 a quiet voice w

h
en

 sh
e’s stan

din
g righ

t beh
in

d h
im

, 

w
atch

in
g h

is sh
oulders ten

se at h
er voice, h

is k
n

uck
les goin

g w
h

ite again
st th

e 

coun
ter. 

“G
ive m

e a m
in

ute to—
” 

“N
o,” sh

e raises h
er voice just a fraction

. “L
ook

 at m
e.” 



H
esitan

tly, h
e turn

s —
 jaw

 tigh
t, body rigid. 

B
ut h

er n
erve is sudden

ly fixed. R
ooted deep, un

w
averin

g. P
erh

aps all sh
e 

n
eeded w

as a taste of h
im

, after all th
is tim

e. 

“L
isten

 to m
e very carefully,” sh

e says, closin
g th

e foot of distan
ce so sh

e can
 

reach
 out an

d rest h
er h

an
d on

 h
is ch

est. O
n

 th
e V

-sh
aped collar of h

is sh
irt. 

T
h

ere’s a set of th
ree button

s th
at w

on
’t do m

uch
 besides w

iden
 th

e visible ex-

pan
se of h

is ch
est, but sh

e un
does th

em
 an

yw
ay —

 pleasan
tly surprised at th

e 

dexterity of h
er fin

gers as sh
e listen

s to h
is breath

 h
itch

. 

“W
h

at are you—
” 

“I am
 so sick

 an
d tired of you m

ak
in

g decision
s for th

e both
 of us,” sh

e talk
s 

over h
im

, still n
ot m

eetin
g h

is eyes. Sh
e’s distracted by th

e view
 of h

is ch
est, gaze 

goin
g a little un

focused as sh
e trails h

er fin
gers dow

n
 th

e rem
ain

der of h
is sh

irt 

tow
ards h

is open
 belt buck

le. “N
o on

e m
ak

es m
y ch

oices for m
e. Y

ou sh
ould 

k
n

ow
 th

at by n
ow

. N
o on

e.” Sh
e drags dow

n
 on

 th
e zipper, th

e soun
d as its teeth

 

release loud in
 th

e oth
erw

ise h
eavy silen

ce. “A
re you listen

in
g?” 

Sh
e lifts h

er eyes to h
is, quirk

in
g an

 eyebrow
. Sh

e’s in
 con

trol n
ow

 —
 an

d 

fuck, if it doesn
’t feel good. 

A
 deep flush

 h
as spread out across h

is face, h
is lips parted as h

e stares at h
er.  

“D
o you really th

in
k

 I don
’t w

an
t th

at?” sh
e ask

s, ton
e m

ild even
 as sh

e 

sn
ak

es h
er h

an
d betw

een
 th

e w
aistban

d of h
is un

derw
ear an

d th
e rich

 h
eat of h

is 

sk
in

. 

H
is grip tigh

ten
s on

 th
e coun

ter, eyes m
om

en
tarily squeezin

g sh
ut an

d jaw
 

tw
itch

in
g as sh

e w
raps h

er fin
gers aroun

d h
im

. H
e’s w

arm
 an

d sm
ooth

 as velvet, 

just lik
e sh

e rem
em

bers, an
d h

e’s h
arder th

an
 sh

e expected. Sh
e can

 feel h
im

 

sw
ellin

g steadily in
 h

er soft grip. 

“W
-W

an
t...” h

e m
an

ages after a m
om

en
t, forcin

g h
is eyes open

 th
ough

 it 

seem
s to tak

e great effort. “W
an

t w
h

at?”  

“Y
ou,” sh

e an
sw

ers, slow
ly draggin

g h
er h

an
d up an

d dow
n

 th
e len

gth
 of 

h
im

. O
n

ce. T
w

ice. “D
o you th

in
k

 I w
ould let you do th

e th
in

gs you do? T
h

e 

th
in

gs you’ve don
e?” Sh

e pauses to squeeze, deligh
tin

g in
 th

e w
ay h

is w
h

ole body 

jerk
s. “D

o you really th
in

k
 I w

ould let you b
en

d m
e over a table lik

e th
at if I 

A
n

d th
en

 T
h

eo’s ch
ok

ed gasp cuts th
rough

 th
e quiet. 

“H
ello, you.”  

P
an

sy’s th
ere. A

n
 arm

’s len
gth

 from
 h

im
. Just a sh

adow
 of h

er —
 a gray 

sh
ade, a sh

een
.  

B
ut sh

e’s th
ere.  

H
erm

ion
e’s h

an
d flies to h

er m
outh

 to stifle a sob
, an

d D
raco’s h

an
d covers 

h
ers alm

ost in
stin

ctively. 

“P
an

sy…
” T

h
eo stam

m
ers. It’s barely a w

h
isper.  

Sh
e sm

iles at h
im

. T
h

at sam
e sly, playful sm

irk
 sh

e’s alw
ays h

ad, an
d sh

e look
s 

so beautiful, even
 as a sh

adow
. H

er glossy black
 h

air flow
s dow

n
 over h

er sh
oul-

ders lik
e it’s w

eigh
tless, h

er eyes so brigh
t an

d alive. 

“Still h
an

dsom
e as ever,” sh

e says. H
er voice is as clear as a bell —

 an
d yet also 

som
eh

ow
 n

o m
ore th

an
 an

 ech
o.  

T
h

eo is cryin
g. C

h
ok

in
g on

 it —
 tryin

g in
 vain

 to h
old it back

, h
is fist pressed 

again
st h

is lips an
d a tearful, disbelievin

g sm
ile in

 h
is eyes as h

is ch
est h

eaves w
ith

 

sob
s. “N

ot h
appy to see m

e?” P
an

sy teases, cock
in

g h
er h

ead to th
e side w

ith
 a little 

laugh
, an

d H
erm

ion
e sees th

e fain
t glin

t of tears in
 h

er ow
n

 eyes, too.  

“H
appier th

an
 you could ever k

n
ow

,” h
e says w

h
en

 h
e can

 m
an

age it, sn
iff-

in
g. T

ryin
g to gath

er a steady breath
.  

“T
ook

 you lon
g en

ough
, P

otter,” P
an

sy calls, an
d sudden

ly sh
e’s look

in
g 

th
eir w

ay.  

H
arry laugh

s quietly. Speak
s un

der h
is breath

. “Sh
e doesn

’t ch
an

ge, does sh
e?” 

“N
o,” says H

erm
ion

e, a sm
ile figh

tin
g free as P

an
sy m

eets h
er eyes.  

“Still h
aven

’t learn
ed h

ow
 to fix your h

air, h
ave you?” sh

e ask
s, crossin

g th
ose 

sh
adow

y arm
s in

 fron
t of h

er an
d juttin

g out a h
ip th

e w
ay sh

e alw
ays used to. 

H
erm

ion
e laugh

s too. Sh
ak

es h
er h

ead. 

P
an

sy sh
ifts h

er gaze to D
raco. “Y

ou. Still an
 ass?”  

“O
h

, of course.” H
is ton

e is arrogan
t as ever, but w

h
en

 H
erm

ion
e glan

ces 

sidew
ays at h

im
, h

e’s w
ipin

g rough
ly at h

is ch
eek

s. “Still a bitch
?” 

“O
f course.” Sh

e sm
iles w

ryly at h
im

, th
en

 look
s back

 to T
h

eo —
 an

d it’s 



T
h

eo m
ak

es a quiet n
oise in

 th
e back

 of h
is th

roat. Sw
allow

s an
d cough

s, as 

th
ough

 to cover it up. “B
ut…

it’s real?” 

H
arry, h

avin
g stopped just ah

ead, turn
s to face h

im
. H

e gives T
h

eo a solem
n

 

n
od. “It’s real.” H

e slips h
is w

an
d in

to h
is pock

et th
en

, ben
din

g dow
n

 an
d siftin

g 

a h
an

d th
rough

 th
ose pin

e n
eedles. A

 m
om

en
t later, h

e straigh
ten

s up an
d tak

es 

several steps back
. “I sh

ouldn
’t touch

 it,” h
e says, gesturin

g to th
e spot. 

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces sidew
ays at T

h
eo again

. Says, “G
o on

, th
en

,” in
 a gen

tle 

voice before tryin
g to extricate h

er h
an

d.  

H
e doesn

’t let go. Squeezes tigh
ter. 

“A
re you…

” 

H
e n

ods, th
roat bob

bin
g as h

e sw
allow

s com
pulsively. “I’m

 fin
e. Fin

e. I…
I 

just…
” 

“D
o you w

an
t us to give you som

e privacy—
” 

H
e’s already sh

ak
in

g h
is h

ead before sh
e can

 fin
ish

 th
e sen

ten
ce. “D

on
’t 

leave. P
lease don

’t leave.” 

It gets im
possibly h

arder to figh
t back

 tears. “O
k

ay.” 

O
n

ly th
en

 does h
e let go of h

er h
an

d, h
esitatin

g an
oth

er m
om

en
t before 

tak
in

g a step forw
ard. Sh

e m
oves off to th

e side —
 over tow

ards D
raco an

d H
arry, 

givin
g h

im
 a decen

t am
oun

t of space. 

H
e glan

ces over at th
em

 w
h

en
 h

e reach
es th

e spot w
h

ere th
e ston

e is. “D
o I 

n
eed to —

 to do an
yth

in
g special, or…

?” 

H
arry sh

ak
es h

is h
ead. “Just h

old on
to it an

d th
in

k
 of h

er.” 

H
e m

ak
es th

at n
oise again

. C
an

’t seem
 to h

elp it, clearin
g h

is th
roat w

h
en

 it 

figh
ts its w

ay out. “H
ow

 lon
g w

ill I h
ave?” 

“N
ot lon

g.” 

H
e n

ods. Steels h
im

self. Sh
e sees th

e large cloud of steam
 escape w

h
en

 h
e 

breath
es out.  

A
n

d th
en

 h
e ben

ds dow
n

 an
d pick

s it up. 

A
bout tw

en
ty secon

ds pass in
 silen

ce. T
h

e air seem
s to settle low

 aroun
d 

th
em

, cold. A
lm

ost electric. A
live w

ith
 som

eth
in

g. T
h

e h
air stan

ds up on
 th

e 

back
 of h

er n
eck

, a ch
ill ridin

g up h
er spin

e. 

didn
’t w

an
t it as badly as you do? W

h
at do you tak

e m
e for?” 

A
 groan

 h
e’s b

een
 tryin

g to h
old back

 figh
ts its w

ay out as sh
e sw

eeps h
er 

th
um

b
 over th

e sw
ollen

 h
ead, gath

erin
g up th

e m
oisture steadily leak

in
g from

 

th
e tip.  

“T
h

at’s your m
istak

e. Y
our on

e fatal flaw
,” sh

e says, startin
g to pum

p up an
d 

dow
n

 again
. “Y

ou decide w
h

at you can
’t h

ave w
ith

out askin
g.” 

H
e yan

k
s h

er to h
im

 so sudden
ly th

at h
er grip on

 h
im

 fum
bles, h

an
d gettin

g 

trapped betw
een

 th
em

 as h
is ton

gue delves in
to h

er m
outh

.  

“D
on

’t stop,” h
e pan

ts aroun
d h

er bottom
 lip w

h
en

 h
er touch

 falls aw
ay, but 

even
 th

en
 h

e’s already turn
in

g th
em

 aroun
d —

 tw
istin

g to pin
 h

er up again
st 

th
e coun

ter in
 th

at w
ay h

e can
’t seem

 to h
elp.  

Sh
e bloom

s un
der h

is touch
, open

in
g an

d loosen
in

g an
d goin

g slack
 for th

e 

first tim
e in

 so lon
g. H

er h
ead falls back

 as h
e m

outh
es a burn

in
g path

 dow
n

 

from
 th

e corn
er of h

er lips to th
e valley above h

er collarbon
e, m

oan
in

g again
st 

h
er all th

e w
h

ile lik
e h

e’s quen
ch

in
g a desperate th

irst. G
ivin

g in
 to a filth

y 

h
abit.  

Sh
e doesn

’t m
in

d bein
g a h

abit. N
ot if it feels lik

e th
is. 

“W
h

y did you do it?” sh
e ask

s w
ith

out th
in

k
in

g, eyes closed an
d m

outh
 agape 

as h
e tugs dow

n
 th

e sleeve of h
er dress to expose h

er sh
oulder. H

is teeth
 graze th

e 

sk
in

 an
d sh

e sh
ivers, buck

in
g a little again

st h
im

. “W
-W

h
y —

 w
h

y did you go?” 

H
e doesn

’t an
sw

er at first. O
n

ly drags h
is ton

gue back
 alon

g th
e expan

se be-

tw
een

 h
er sh

oulder an
d h

er th
roat. H

er legs start to sh
ak

e. 

“W
h

y...w
h

en
 it feels lik

e th
is?”  

“B
ecause it feels lik

e th
is,” h

e adm
its un

expectedly, n
ippin

g at h
er pulse 

poin
t. “It feels lik

e th
is, an

d I k
n

ow
 I don

’t deserve it.” 

Sh
e scoffs at th

at, frustrated b
y th

e m
odesty of h

is h
an

ds restin
g on

 h
er h

ips. 

Sh
e yan

k
s at on

e an
d presses it again

st h
er breast th

rough
 th

e th
in

 m
aterial of 

th
e dress, feelin

g h
is breath

 catch
 again

st h
er th

roat. “W
ell, th

at’s fuck
in

g ridic-

ulous,” sh
e says. 

“I th
in

k
 you sw

ear m
ore th

an
 I do, n

ow
.” 

T
h

e sarcasm
 in

 h
is ton

e h
as a surprisin

g effect on
 h

er, a pulse of h
eat ridin

g 



up h
er spin

e.  

Sh
e drags h

er h
ead up from

 w
h

ere it h
an

gs, placin
g h

er lips at h
is ear. “A

pol-

ogize to m
e,” sh

e dem
an

ds.  

“For w
h

at?” O
h

, h
e’s playin

g th
e gam

e n
ow

. It’s a clear ch
allen

ge.  

T
h

readin
g h

er fin
gers in

to h
is h

air —
 distractin

g in
 its n

ew
 len

gth
, so easy 

to tan
gle in

 —
 sh

e tak
es h

is earlobe in
to h

er m
outh

 an
d suck

les at it, h
ips juttin

g 

forw
ard in

stin
ctively w

h
en

 h
e m

oan
s.  

“For m
ak

in
g such

 a bad decision
,” sh

e breath
es, tracin

g th
e sh

ell of h
is ear 

w
ith

 h
er ton

gue. “For w
astin

g tw
o years of m

y life —
 an

d yours. A
pologize to 

m
e.”  

H
is lips pause just ben

eath
 h

er jaw
, w

arm
 breath

 givin
g h

er gooseflesh
. For a 

lon
g m

om
en

t, h
e just stan

ds th
ere, pressed again

st h
er, sh

oulders risin
g an

d fall-

in
g steadily w

ith
 each

 exh
ale. A

n
 un

expected spik
e of an

ger flares up in
 h

er at 

th
e h

esitation
.   

H
er ton

e com
es out a little vicious. “U

n
less you’re too proud.” 

H
e goes com

pletely still. P
ulls back

 a m
om

en
t later, pulls aw

ay.  

H
erm

ion
e stan

ds h
er groun

d —
 doesn

’t say an
oth

er w
ord, even

 as h
is eyes 

search
 h

ers, expression
 sw

im
m

in
g in

 th
em

 in
deciph

erable.  

“P
roud,” h

e ech
oes, low

 an
d quiet. “I’m

 n
ot proud.” 

H
er breath

 catch
es in

 th
e secon

ds th
at follow

, because h
e sin

k
s to h

is k
n

ees.  

Sh
e stares dow

n
 at h

im
, an

d h
e gazes up at h

er, an
d slow

ly —
 so slow

ly —
 h

is 

guard falls, an
d sh

e can
 see w

h
at’s beh

in
d h

is eyes. In
 all th

e years sh
e’s k

n
ow

n
 

h
im

, sh
e’s n

ever on
ce seen

 h
im

 so vuln
erable. A

 position
 of utter subm

ission
. Just 

k
n

eelin
g th

ere in
 fron

t of h
er, h

an
ds on

 h
is th

igh
s, eyes pleadin

g an
d desperate.  

“I’m
 n

ot proud,” h
e says again

, barely audible. A
n

d th
en

 h
e lifts on

e h
an

d, 

touch
 feath

erligh
t on

 h
er bare sh

in
 as th

e rough
 pads of h

is fin
gers sk

ate up to 

th
e back

 of h
er th

igh
. H

e lean
s forw

ard, eyes still on
 h

ers as h
e rests h

is foreh
ead 

just above h
er k

n
ee. “A

ll I h
ave is sh

am
e.” 

Sh
e can

’t h
elp h

erself. Sh
e slides h

er palm
 again

st h
is ch

eek
, breath

 stutterin
g 

again
 w

h
en

 h
e lean

s so h
un

grily in
to th

e touch
, h

is eyes fallin
g sh

ut. 

“I’m
 a cow

ard, H
erm

ion
e,” h

e m
urm

urs again
st h

er sk
in

. “I run
 from

 th
in

gs. 

“O
k

ay,” H
arry says w

h
en

 h
e th

in
k

s th
ey’re far en

ough
.  

“O
h

, th
an

k fuck.” D
raco claw

s at th
e velvet im

m
ediately, yan

k
in

g it off th
e 

th
ree of th

em
 lik

e it’s poison
ous. T

h
e crisp air of th

e Forest floods in
 aroun

d 

th
em

, w
elcom

e an
d refresh

in
g.  

“E
veryon

e alrigh
t?” ask

s H
arry, but h

is gaze is fixed on
 T

h
eo.  

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces sidew
ays an

d fin
ds h

im
 still as ston

e. O
n

ly th
e fain

test 

puffs of breath
 escape from

 h
im

 —
 feeb

le little clouds of steam
 —

 an
d h

is eyes 

are un
focused. It’s as th

ough
 h

e’s in
 sh

ock
. 

Sh
e laces h

er fin
gers th

rough
 h

is. T
ries to rem

em
ber w

h
at h

e on
ce said w

h
en

 

sh
e felt th

e sam
e. 

“C
om

e on
, Slyth

erin
.” 

T
h

eo h
uffs at th

at. Seem
s to sn

ap out of it, if on
ly a little. “C

ourage isn
’t on

e 

of our attributes.”  

“I disagree,” sh
e says. 

D
raco sudden

ly appears on
 h

is oth
er side, droppin

g a h
an

d on
 h

is sh
oulder. 

“Stubborn
n

ess is, th
ough

. L
et’s get a m

ove on
, N

ott.” H
e sh

oves h
im

 forw
ard, 

an
d for a m

om
en

t H
erm

ion
e th

in
k

s it’s too m
uch

. T
oo forceful. 

B
ut T

h
eo’s stiff posture seem

s to slack
en

 all at on
ce, an

d sh
e rem

em
bers sh

e’s 

n
ot th

e on
ly on

e w
h

o k
n

ow
s h

im
 so w

ell. 

“It’s just ah
ead,” says H

arry, already h
alfw

ay up th
e h

ill in
 fron

t of th
em

.  

“I’m
 am

azed you rem
em

ber w
h

ere it is.” 

H
e tosses a tuck

ed sm
ile at H

erm
ion

e over h
is sh

oulder. “Som
etim

es w
ish

 I 

could forget, if I’m
 h

on
est.”  

T
h

e w
ords sen

d a brief ach
e th

rough
 h

er ch
est.  

T
h

eo squeezes h
er h

an
d w

h
en

 th
ey reach

 th
e top of th

e h
ill, pin

e n
eedles 

crun
ch

in
g un

der th
eir sh

oes. “C
an

 you —
 can

 you explain
 to m

e again
? H

ow
 

it…
h

ow
 does it w

ork
?” 

Sh
e squeezes back

, doin
g h

er level best to w
ard off tears at th

e un
certain

ty sh
e 

h
ears in

 h
is voice. Sh

e can
n

ot cry. Sh
e h

as n
o righ

t to cry. N
ot if h

e isn
’t. “T

h
ere 

is an
 en

ch
an

tm
en

t on
 th

e ston
e. W

h
oever h

olds it can
 tem

porarily con
n

ect w
ith

 

th
ose th

ey’ve lost.” 



D
raco on

ly laugh
s again

. A
n

 easy, relieved sort of laugh
. “Sh

e’s been
 tellin

g 

m
e th

at for five m
on

th
s.” 

“A
s sh

e sh
ould. Fuck

in
g prick

.” 

D
raco sh

oves h
im

 aw
ay an

d poin
ts a fin

ger, still sm
ilin

g even
 as h

e says, 

“W
atch

 it, yeah
? I’ve got every excuse to beat th

e sh
it out of you.” 

T
h

eo’s brow
 furrow

s. It tak
es h

im
 a m

om
en

t. T
h

en
, realizin

g th
e im

plica-

tion
, h

e sh
oots H

erm
ion

e a h
orrified sidew

ays glan
ce.  

In
 turn

, sh
e look

s to D
raco, n

arrow
in

g h
er eyes. “H

e k
n

ow
s better th

an
 to 

brin
g th

at up.”  

“D
o I?” h

e ask
s. It’s playful —

 but som
eh

ow
 it’s also an

yth
in

g but. A
n

d sh
e 

can
’t even

 express h
ow

 grateful sh
e is w

h
en

 an
oth

er k
n

ock
 soun

ds at th
e door. 

“C
all th

e M
uggle cops on

 m
e already?” T

h
eo jok

es —
 an

d god, sh
e can

 on
ly 

h
ope th

at sen
se of h

um
or survives th

rough
 all of th

is. Sh
e sw

allow
s again

, clen
ch

-

in
g an

d un
clen

ch
in

g fists at h
er sides as sh

e return
s to th

e door. 

“H
i, H

arry.” 

H
e’s in

 h
is A

uror rob
es, w

an
d in

 h
an

d an
d h

is fath
er’s in

visibility cloak
 

th
row

n
 over h

is arm
. Sh

e’d recogn
ize th

at pattern
ed velvet an

yw
h

ere. H
e raises 

both
 eyebrow

s, puffin
g out a steam

in
g breath

 in
 th

e cold. “E
veryon

e ready?” 

Sh
e sen

ses T
h

eo appearin
g beh

in
d h

er.  

“P
otter?” h

e blurts out, con
fused.  

G
ath

erin
g h

er ow
n

 deep breath
, sh

e turn
s aroun

d in
 th

e doorw
ay to face h

im
. 

“I’m
 sorry. I didn

’t w
an

t you to spen
d a m

on
th

 overth
in

k
in

g it.” 

T
h

eo’s gaze flits betw
een

 h
ers an

d H
arry’s over h

er sh
oulder, ten

se an
d con

-

fused.  

“I’m
…

 I’m
 n

ot h
ere for tea?”  

<
H

arry doesn
’t let th

em
 tak

e th
e cloak

 off un
til th

ey’ve w
alk

ed a good 

th
irty m

eters in
to th

e Forbidden
 Forest. T

h
eo spen

ds th
at w

alk
 in

 com
plete si-

len
ce —

 on
ly th

e occasion
al n

ervous breath
 sk

atin
g past h

is lips. Sh
e spen

ds it 

w
orryin

g. A
n

d D
raco spen

ds it com
plain

in
g about H

arry n
ot ow

n
in

g a m
ore 

spacious in
visibility cloak

 —
 w

h
ich

 is prob
ably th

e on
ly th

in
g th

at k
eeps th

e 

ten
sion

 from
 boilin

g over. 

I —
 I’m

 w
eak

, an
d I alw

ays h
ave b

een
.”  

T
h

at an
ger flares in

 h
er again

, sh
arper th

an
 before. Sh

e tak
es h

is ch
in

 in
 h

an
d 

less th
an

 gen
tly, urgin

g h
is eyes to m

eet h
ers. “Y

ou are n
ot w

eak
,” sh

e grow
ls, 

teeth
 bared. Furious. “A

n
d I don

’t ever w
an

t to h
ear you say it again

.” 

H
is eyes flash

, expression
 flick

erin
g th

rough
 so m

an
y em

otion
s in

 a m
atter 

of secon
ds. Sh

atterin
g, ign

itin
g, bleedin

g, break
in

g apart. 

A
n

d th
en

 som
eth

in
g seem

s to tak
e over, an

d h
e’s liftin

g h
is h

ead —
 risin

g 

up from
 w

h
ere h

e rests back
 on

 h
is an

k
les. B

oth
 h

an
ds fin

d th
e fron

ts of h
er 

th
igh

s, slidin
g up slow

 an
d deliberate an

d tak
in

g th
e h

em
 of h

er dress w
ith

 th
em

.  

H
is eyes are lock

ed on
 h

ers, dark
 an

d full of in
ten

t n
ow

 as h
e lifts th

e dress 

up to h
er w

aist, fistin
g on

e h
an

d in
 th

e fabric. T
h

e oth
er fin

ds th
e back

 of h
er 

k
n

ee again
 an

d drags h
er legs apart.  

Sh
e bites dow

n
 h

ard on
 h

er lip, a sh
arp pulse fan

n
in

g out low
 in

 h
er stom

ach
.  

“T
h

ese are n
ice,” h

e m
urm

urs, h
ook

in
g a fin

ger in
 th

e th
in

 ban
d of th

e black
 

lace piece sh
e ch

ose th
is m

orn
in

g. 

“W
ish

ful th
in

k
in

g,” sh
e adm

its in
 a w

h
isper —

 doesn
’t m

ean
 to say it out 

loud. 

T
h

e briefest grin
 spreads across h

is face at th
at, disappearin

g a m
om

en
t later 

as h
e presses a k

iss to h
er in

n
er th

igh
, draggin

g dow
n

 h
er un

derw
ear w

h
ile h

e 

does it.  

“I’m
 sorry,” h

e breath
es again

st h
er sk

in
, teeth

 grazin
g close, too close —

 

n
ot close en

ough
. H

er h
an

ds scram
ble to grip th

e coun
ter tigh

t as h
e tosses th

e 

scrap of lace som
ew

h
ere beh

in
d h

im
, m

in
d racin

g. Sh
e didn

’t th
in

k
 it w

ould go 

th
is w

ay. D
idn

’t dare to dream
. It w

as just w
ish

ful—
 

H
is m

outh
 tak

es to h
er m

ercilessly, an
d h

er h
ips buck

, a stran
gled, startled 

little sh
riek

 rippin
g its w

ay out of h
er th

roat. H
e m

oan
s an

d drags h
im

self closer, 

buryin
g h

is face betw
een

 h
er th

igh
s as h

e laves h
is ton

gue from
 th

e apex to h
er 

en
tran

ce.  

“F
uck, you taste th

e sam
e,” h

e says again
st h

er, an
d in

 an
 in

stan
t h

e becom
es 

raven
ous. H

is jaw
 tw

ists back
 an

d forth
 lik

e h
e w

an
ts to taste every in

ch
, on

ly 

pullin
g aw

ay to gasp an
d com

e up for air. P
ressure an

d w
arm

th
 an

d th
e sm

ooth
 



slick
 of h

is ton
gue, th

e graze of h
is teeth

 w
h

ere sh
e’s far too sen

sitive.  

Sh
e trem

bles an
d w

rith
es an

d even
 th

rash
es on

ce or tw
ice, an

d all th
e w

h
ile 

h
e k

eeps sayin
g it. Soft an

d reveren
t, lik

e a prayer. 

“I’m
 sorry. I’m

 sorry. I’m
 sorry.”  

“O
k

ay,” sh
e gasps each

 tim
e in

 respon
se. “O

k
ay. G

od, ok
ay.”  

O
n

ce, h
e even

 w
h

ispers, “Forgive m
e,” as h

e h
itch

es h
er leg up over h

is sh
oul-

der, spreadin
g h

er w
ide —

 open
in

g h
er up. Sh

e com
es fast an

d h
ard, alm

ost im
-

m
ediately as h

e slides a fin
ger in

side of h
er, clen

ch
in

g aroun
d h

im
 an

d seizin
g 

up. K
n

ottin
g h

er fin
gers in

 h
is h

air.  

“O
-O

n
e…

on
e day,” sh

e stam
m

ers as sh
e com

es dow
n

 from
 th

e h
igh

, sh
ak

in
g 

an
d figh

tin
g h

im
 w

h
en

 h
e doesn

’t stop. D
oesn

’t pull aw
ay. “O

n
e day I w

ill. 

T
h

ere’s a clum
sin

ess to it all. A
 desperation

.  

A
lm

ost lik
e th

ey’re fifteen
 again

. L
ik

e th
ey don

’t sh
are a w

ar betw
een

 th
em

. 

L
ik

e th
e w

orld is differen
t.  

“I don
’t h

ave a con
dom

.” 

“T
h

at’s okay. It’s okay.” 

A
 stum

blin
g up stairs, sh

oes an
d sh

irts an
d in

h
ibition

s scattered an
d left be-

h
in

d. Q
uestion

s an
d con

versation
s strun

g betw
een

 th
e breath

less rock
 of h

is 

body again
st h

ers.  

“W
h

ere are w
e?” sh

e w
an

ts to k
n

ow
 as h

e pin
s h

er w
rists above h

er h
ead on

 

th
e pillow

. 

“W
ales.” 

“H
ow

 —
 h

ow
 lon

g did you look
?” h

e ask
s as sh

e straddles h
im

, as h
is h

an
ds 

guide h
er h

ips up an
d dow

n
, back

 an
d forth

. 

“T
oo lon

g.” 

W
ith

 h
is sh

eets gath
ered in

 h
er fists an

d h
is dam

p ch
est again

st h
er back

, 

w
eigh

in
g h

er dow
n

 —
 w

ith
 th

e scen
t of h

im
 everyw

h
ere —

 sh
e can

’t stop h
erself 

from
 ask

in
g. 

“H
as th

ere b
een

 an
yon

e? A
n

y—
 C

h
rist, an

yon
e? A

n
yon

e else?” 

“N
o.” 

H
e doesn

’t ask
 h

er th
e sam

e un
til h

e’s ch
ased h

er over th
e edge for th

e secon
d 

w
on

der w
h

at th
e fuck

 is goin
g on

, an
d th

en
 h

e’ll be n
ervous, an

d th
at’ll m

ak
e 

you m
ore n

ervous, an
d th

en
 P

otter w
ill just get n

ervous b
y proxy, an

d I don
’t 

w
an

t to b
e th

e on
ly san

e on
e h

ere.” 

Sh
e scoffs an

d sw
ats at h

im
, m

ovin
g tow

ards th
e door. “A

s if you w
ere ever 

san
e to begin

 w
ith

.” 

H
er h

an
d still sh

ak
es w

h
en

 sh
e reach

es for th
e k

n
ob. Sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t to h

ope 

for w
h

at can
 n

ever b
e guaran

teed. It’s part of th
e reason

 T
h

eo k
n

ow
s n

oth
in

g 

about it. B
ut sh

e also can
’t fath

om
 failin

g h
im

. N
ot again

. N
ot lik

e th
at day on

 

th
e M

an
or floor, look

in
g in

to th
ose desperate eyes w

ith
 n

oth
in

g to say. N
o w

ay 

to h
elp. 

T
h

at can
’t h

appen
 again

. 

Sw
allow

in
g th

e k
n

ot in
 h

er th
roat, sh

e open
s th

e door.  

“H
ow

 is it already so fuck
in

g cold in
 W

ales?” ask
s T

h
eo from

 th
e porch

, 

sh
oulders h

un
ch

ed as h
e blow

s w
arm

 air in
to h

is gloved h
an

ds.  

Sh
e h

uffs a laugh
. C

an
’t h

elp a sm
ile. “C

om
e on

 in
, th

en
.” A

n
d sh

e steps aside 

for h
im

, pullin
g th

e door th
e rest of th

e w
ay open

. 

T
h

eo steps over th
e th

resh
old, k

ick
s m

ud off h
is boots, th

en
 look

s up an
d sees 

D
raco. For th

e first tim
e in

 tw
o an

d a h
alf years. 

H
e’s about as eloquen

t as sh
e w

as. 

“Y
ou bastard.” 

D
raco crosses h

is arm
s, lean

in
g back

 again
st th

e table in
 th

at superior w
ay h

e 

does an
d raisin

g an
 eyebrow

. “T
ak

es on
e to k

n
ow

 on
e.”  

T
h

ey stare at on
e an

oth
er for a good fifteen

 secon
ds in

 silen
ce, an

d H
erm

i-

on
e’s n

ot sure w
h

at to m
ak

e of it.  

D
raco break

s first, ch
ok

in
g on

 a laugh
 an

d push
in

g off th
e table, an

d th
en

 a 

sm
ile spreads its w

ay slow
ly across T

h
eo’s face. Sh

e preten
ds th

at’s all sh
e sees. N

ot 

th
e tears in

 h
is eyes. N

ot th
e h

itch
 in

 h
is breath

.  

T
h

ey m
eet in

 th
e m

iddle, an
 em

brace so rough
 it’s alm

ost aggressive —
 arm

s 

h
ook

ed aroun
d n

eck
s an

d faces tuck
ed in

to sh
oulders. 

“Fuck
 you for doin

g th
at to h

er,” sh
e h

ears T
h

eo m
utter as h

e th
um

ps h
im

 

on
 th

e back
.  



h
e’d said. “I’m

 sure you un
derstan

d w
h

y. B
ut I’m

 m
ean

t to oversee a sw
eep w

ith
 

a team
 of A

urors before th
e sch

ool year begin
s. Seek

 out an
y poten

tial th
reats. 

W
e could do it th

en
.” 

Sh
e’d barely been

 able to n
od h

er h
ead, sh

e w
as cryin

g so h
ard. 

T
h

at w
as a m

on
th

 ago. A
 m

on
th

 th
at felt lik

e a year. 

A
n

d n
ow

 it’s th
e 1st.  

“W
h

en
 does h

e get h
ere?” D

raco reach
es up h

igh
 to put aw

ay th
e last of th

e 

dish
es in

 th
e top cupboard, an

d sh
e catch

es h
erself adm

irin
g th

e lon
g, agile sh

ape 

of h
im

. Sh
e’ll probably n

ever b
e used to seein

g h
im

 so h
ealth

y. N
ever get over 

th
e w

ay it m
ak

es som
eth

in
g in

 h
er ch

est sw
ell w

ith
 w

arm
th

.  

“T
h

eo sh
ould b

e h
ere an

y m
in

ute. H
arry, I’m

 n
ot sure.” 

D
raco scoffs. “L

eave it to P
otter to sh

ow
 up w

h
en

ever h
e pleases.” 

“Y
ou do realize h

e’s violatin
g at least a dozen

 A
uror protocols for th

is. H
e’s 

even
 lettin

g you go —
 w

h
ich

, as I th
in

k
 you k

n
ow

, is m
ore th

an
 just a violation

, 

it’s illegal.” 

“It’s really th
e least h

e could do—
” 

“M
alfoy.”  

H
e turn

s to face h
er w

h
en

 h
e h

ears th
at ton

e, tossin
g aw

ay th
e dish

rag an
d 

m
ovin

g to lean
 again

st th
e table in

 fron
t of h

er. ”G
ran

ger,” h
e ech

oes, flash
in

g 

a devious little grin
 an

d reach
in

g out to flick
 th

e tip of h
er n

ose. “L
igh

ten
 up, 

I’m
 on

ly jok
in

g.” 

Sh
e lets out a breath

, realizin
g on

ly th
en

 h
ow

 n
ervous sh

e is. “W
h

at if th
is 

goes w
ron

g?” 

T
h

at fin
ger slips dow

n
 from

 h
er n

ose to h
er ch

in
, tiltin

g it up to m
ak

e h
er 

look
 h

im
 in

 th
e eyes. “D

o th
ey offer position

s in
 w

orryin
g?” 

A
 w

eak
 sm

ile slips free. H
e’s ask

ed th
is before.  

“M
aybe,” sh

e says. 

“Y
ou sh

ould look
 in

to it.” 

“I w
ill.” 

T
h

e k
n

ock
 at th

e door startles th
em

 both
. N

o on
e ever k

n
ock

s h
ere.  

“D
on

’t act so n
ervous,” D

raco says w
h

en
 sh

e stan
ds. “If you’re n

ervous, h
e’ll 

tim
e —

 n
ot un

til h
e’s lim

p an
d pan

tin
g on

 top of h
er, n

osin
g at th

e colum
n

 of 

h
er th

roat. 

Sh
e cries w

h
en

 sh
e tells h

im
 about T

h
eo. E

xpects to lose everyth
in

g. E
xpects 

to w
atch

 h
is eyes disappear for th

e last tim
e beh

in
d th

e slam
 of a door. 

Sh
e doesn

’t expect h
im

 to k
iss h

er fiercely, brow
s draw

n
 in

 tigh
t, fist in

 h
er 

h
air n

ear bruisin
g. D

oesn
’t expect h

im
 to slide back

 in
side of h

er, raw
 an

d sore, 

an
d ask

 h
er to prom

ise h
im

 —
 ”sw

ear to m
e” —

 n
ever to speak

 of it again
. 

Sw
eat-laden

 an
d strew

n
 out across h

is ch
est, h

is arm
 belted aroun

d h
er w

aist 

—
 h

e’s n
ever h

eld h
er th

is w
ay —

 sh
e can

’t h
elp but ask

 again
. 

“W
h

y did you leave?” 

For too m
an

y secon
ds, h

e stares up at th
e ceilin

g in
 silen

ce, an
d sh

e just w
aits 

for h
im

. T
races h

er fin
gers alon

g th
e lin

e of h
is jaw

. 

“Y
ou read th

e letter.” H
is voice is scratch

y. E
xh

austed. H
is lips are sw

ollen
. 

“Y
es.” Sh

e rests h
er ch

in
 on

 h
is ch

est so sh
e can

 m
eet h

is eyes. “A
n

d th
en

 I 

burn
ed th

at letter an
d spen

t th
e n

ext tw
o years of m

y life tryin
g to un

do every 

w
ord of it.” A

 k
iss pressed to h

is stern
um

 to soften
 th

e blow
. “So suffice it to say 

your an
sw

er w
asn

’t good en
ough

.” 

H
e blin

k
s slow

ly at h
er —

 drow
sy an

d drun
k

 on
 orgasm

. “Y
ou w

an
t th

e 

truth
?” 

Sh
e n

ods. 

“T
h

e cold, h
ard truth

?” 

Sh
e n

ods firm
ly. 

“I h
ate th

e idea of us togeth
er. I h

ate it.”  

H
erm

ion
e w

ork
s to k

eep h
er face blan

k
, w

aitin
g for h

im
 to fin

ish
. H

e de-

serves th
at m

uch
. Sh

e can
 h

old h
er breath

 a little lon
ger.  

D
raco tugs on

 a stray curl, push
in

g it out of h
er face. “It’s th

e basic law
 of 

th
in

gs. G
ood sh

ould h
ave good. B

ad sh
ould h

ave n
oth

in
g. L

igh
t n

eeds m
ore 

ligh
t. D

ark
n

ess on
ly th

in
k

s about itself.” 

Sh
e can

’t im
agin

e th
e look

 on
 h

er face, but w
h

atever it is, it m
ak

es h
im

 raise 

an
 eyebrow

. 

“Y
ou th

in
k

 I’m
 ligh

t?” sh
e h

uffs. 



H
e doesn

’t respon
d. H

e can
 h

old h
is breath

, too. 

Sh
e stretch

es again
st h

im
, sw

in
gin

g h
er leg over h

is h
ip to plan

t h
er h

an
ds 

on
 eith

er side of h
is h

ead an
d prop h

erself up. “T
h

is m
igh

t b
e difficult for you to 

rem
em

ber —
 w

h
at, bein

g tw
o fuckin

g years ago —
 but I’ve cast m

y fair sh
are of 

U
n

forgiveables.” Sh
e lean

s dow
n

. L
ets h

er lips h
over over h

is. “I tortured a m
an

 

an
d liked it. I n

o lon
ger qualify as ligh

t.” 

Sh
e k

isses h
im

 w
h

en
 h

e open
s h

is m
outh

 to speak
, lin

gerin
g a m

om
en

t too 

lon
g w

h
en

 h
is ton

gue flick
s again

st h
ers.  

“A
n

d you saved m
y life. M

ore th
an

 on
ce. W

h
y can

’t you b
e satisfied?” Sh

e 

drags h
is lip out betw

een
 h

er teeth
, m

eetin
g h

is eyes th
rough

 h
er lash

es before 

settin
g it free. ”W

e —
 are a gray area. B

e satisfied.”  

H
is breath

 h
itch

es. H
e reach

es out to trace h
er lips. “I am

 m
ore th

an
 satis-

fied.” 

“T
h

en
 com

e back w
ith

 m
e.” 

A
 m

yriad of em
otion

s crosses h
is face —

 con
flicted an

d torn
. “I can

’t.” 

“W
h

y n
ot? Y

ou —
 w

ell, you sort of exiled yourself, didn
’t you? P

rem
aturely. 

I don
’t th

in
k

 it w
ould b

e all th
at difficult to—

” 

“H
erm

ion
e, I w

on
’t.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s h

er w
ords. Stares at h

im
, feelin

g h
er ch

est tigh
ten

. 

“L
isten

 to m
e.” H

e sits up, tak
in

g h
er w

ith
 h

im
 —

 bracin
g h

er in
 h

is lap. 

“L
isten

. I n
eed you to un

derstan
d. I n

eed th
is. I lik

e th
is. T

h
is is…

it’s good for 

m
e. I feel stron

g, for on
ce. U

seful. C
apable. In

 con
trol.” H

e fin
ds h

er h
an

d, lim
p 

at h
er side, pullin

g it up an
d h

oldin
g it betw

een
 th

em
. “Feel th

is.” H
e uses h

is 

oth
er h

an
d to trace h

er fin
gers dow

n
 h

is palm
. C

allused. R
ough

. “I feel lik
e I’ve 

lived.” 

Sh
e exh

ales slow
ly. K

n
ow

s h
e can

 feel h
er sh

ak
in

g. 

T
h

ere’s an
 apology in

 h
is voice w

h
en

 h
e speak

s again
, lettin

g h
er h

an
d fall 

aw
ay. “I can

’t go back
.”  

It tak
es an

 un
preceden

ted am
oun

t of tim
e to force h

erself to ask
 w

h
at sh

e 

does n
ext. Sh

e’s m
ore terrified of th

e an
sw

er th
an

 sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s b

een
 of an

y-

th
in

g else in
 h

er life. 

A
n

d n
o, sh

e’s n
ot goin

g to allow
 h

im
 to practice M

uggle ph
otograph

y by tak
in

g 

n
ak

ed ph
otos of h

er. N
o. N

ot a ch
an

ce. 

B
ut th

ose th
ree days are also som

etim
es spen

t on
 th

at rock
y beach

 out in
 fron

t 

of th
e cottage, teach

in
g h

im
 h

ow
 to sew

 an
d h

ow
 to use an

 M
P

3 player. Spen
t 

w
atch

in
g old, h

orrible M
uggle h

orror film
s on

 th
e sofa h

e’s very proud to h
ave 

pick
ed out h

im
self. Spen

t adjustin
g —

 recalibratin
g, recuperatin

g. R
em

em
ber-

in
g h

ow
 to breath

e again
.  

Sh
e can

’t use m
agic in

 h
is presen

ce, an
d yet sh

e’s n
ever felt th

e n
eed to. 

It’s apparen
tly com

m
on

 k
n

ow
ledge in

 th
e W

izardin
g com

m
un

ity th
at sh

e 

foun
d h

im
.  

W
itch

 W
eekly paid ph

otograph
ers to follow

 h
er aroun

d in
 th

e w
eek

s after 

sh
e first return

ed from
 W

ales, an
d an

 alarm
in

g n
um

ber of gossip colum
n

ists 

suggested sh
e look

ed too w
ell-adjusted for som

eon
e w

h
o’d lost a lover. T

h
ey 

prin
ted full-page articles w

ith
 com

parison
s —

 ph
otograph

s from
 th

ose tw
o years 

previous an
d ph

otograph
s from

 th
e presen

t. 

E
ven

 sh
e adm

its th
e differen

ce is staggerin
g. 

B
ut D

raco’s n
am

e rem
ain

s strick
en

 from
 every record, h

is location
 a secret 

boun
d b

y U
n

break
able V

ow
s betw

een
 a select few

. H
erself, th

e M
in

ister, N
arcissa 

M
alfoy, H

arry an
d T

h
eo. 

T
h

eo…
 

It couldn
’t go on

.  

Sh
e spen

t an
 en

tire even
in

g after w
ork

 pourin
g h

er h
eart out to H

arry about 

it, several pin
ts deep at th

e L
eak

y C
auldron

. B
ecause h

ow
 is sh

e supposed to leave 

h
im

 beh
in

d? H
ow

 can
 sh

e m
ove ah

ead k
n

ow
in

g h
e can

’t? H
ow

 is th
at fair? H

ow
 

is it even
 h

um
an

? 

H
arry, th

ough
 —

 w
ith

 a depth
 of em

path
y un

m
atch

ed by an
yon

e sh
e’s ever 

m
et —

 offered th
e on

ly th
in

g h
e could. Som

eth
in

g h
e could offer on

ly on
ce. 

Som
eth

in
g —

 possibly th
e on

ly th
in

g —
 th

at could ever h
ope to stitch

 T
h

eo 

back
 togeth

er again
. 

A
n

d it h
as to h

appen
 today. 

“H
ogw

arts is very cautious about w
h

o can
 access th

e G
roun

ds, an
d w

h
en

,” 



T
h

e first tim
e sh

e m
et w

ith
 K

in
gsley, sh

e tried to argue for a reversal of th
e 

en
tire arran

gem
en

t —
 again

st D
raco’s w

ish
es, an

d at th
e expen

se of every dish
 

in
 th

at sm
all W

ales k
itch

en
. H

e sm
ash

ed th
em

 all to bits w
h

en
 h

e foun
d out, 

sh
outin

g about h
is ’ow

n
 fuckin

g ch
oices’ as h

e laun
ch

ed bow
ls at w

alls.  

T
h

ey w
en

t several roun
ds over th

at on
e, scream

in
g at each

 oth
er w

ell in
to 

th
e early h

ours of th
e m

orn
in

g across a floor covered in
 sh

attered glass.  

B
y sun

rise, th
ey reach

ed a com
prom

ise. H
e h

as a bad h
abit of slam

m
in

g h
is 

lips to h
ers in

 th
e m

iddle of a sen
ten

ce, alm
ost alw

ays w
h

en
 sh

e’s got an
 im

-

portan
t poin

t to m
ak

e. B
ut it’s difficult to form

 coh
eren

t th
ough

ts w
ith

 h
is 

m
outh

 tracin
g in

tricate sh
apes dow

n
 th

e len
gth

 of h
er th

roat.  

“I don
’t w

an
t to go back.” 

“I don
’t w

an
t you to lose everyth

in
g.” 

H
e m

ade som
e sort of jok

e at th
at. Som

eth
in

g about th
e W

izardin
g W

orld 

bein
g spared h

is sh
ock

in
gly offen

sive journ
al en

tries. B
ut th

en
 h

e w
en

t quiet, 

laugh
ter dyin

g off as th
e gears turn

ed.  

“W
h

at if —
 w

h
at if I could h

elp?” 

A
s it turn

ed out, th
e St. M

un
go’s T

raum
a R

eh
abilitation

 P
rogram

 w
as a dis-

aster. V
ery little b

y w
ay of regulation

s. N
o accoun

tability. A
n

 abysm
al success 

rate. A
n

d of course th
ere’s th

e utter uselessn
ess of th

at w
h

ole on
e-w

ay treatm
en

t 

plan
.  

W
ith

 a little sw
ay from

 H
arry, H

erm
ion

e got h
erself appoin

ted to th
e M

in
-

istry B
oard overseein

g it. Sh
e began

 im
plem

en
tin

g sign
ifican

t reform
ation

s im
-

m
ediately, ch

ief of w
h

ich
 bein

g D
raco’s con

tribution
. 

T
h

e C
o-R

ecovery In
itiative.  

H
e h

ates th
e n

am
e —

 ”D
espicably un

creative.” —
 but h

e w
as on

e of th
e first 

to volun
teer, un

der a pseudon
ym

 of course. A
n

d from
 n

ow
 on

, on
ce a w

eek
, sh

e’ll 

b
e brin

gin
g h

im
 back

 letters from
 assign

ed patien
ts in

 th
e program

 an
d return

-

in
g w

ith
 experien

ced —
 albeit im

m
en

sely crass —
 w

ords of w
isdom

.   

Sh
e spen

ds th
ree days out of th

e w
eek

 in
 W

ales, an
d th

e rest in
 L

on
don

. T
h

ose 

th
ree days are usually spen

t arguin
g, if sh

e’s h
on

est. A
bout h

ow
, n

o, h
e doesn

’t 

k
n

ow
 m

ore about television
 an

ten
n

as th
an

 sh
e does. A

n
d n

o, th
at isn

’t al den
te. 

“A
n

d…
an

d if I stay w
ith

 you in
stead…

?” 

H
is expression

 flick
ers. B

row
s furrow

. It tak
es h

im
 alm

ost as lon
g as it took

 

h
er to adm

it it.  

“I didn
’t th

in
k

 I could h
ave both

.” 

T
h

ere’s a pause in
 w

h
ich

 th
ey both

 draw
 in

 a breath
. A

n
d th

en
 h

er m
outh

 

lan
ds on

 h
is —

 h
ard an

d disbelievin
g. “G

od dam
n you, you on

ly h
ad to ask.” 

Sh
e tak

es h
is face in

 h
er h

an
ds, on

ly able to break
 aw

ay from
 h

is lips every few
 

secon
ds to get th

e w
ords out. “I w

an
t —

 you b
y m

y side —
 an

d in
side of m

e —
 

an
d n

ext to m
e w

h
en

 I w
ak

e up in
 th

e m
orn

in
g —

 every m
orn

in
g. A

n
d if th

is —
 

is w
h

ere I h
ave to b

e —
 to h

ave th
at —

 th
en

 th
is —

 is w
h

ere I’ll b
e.” 

H
e m

ak
es a soun

d again
st h

er lips —
 w

oun
ded or elated, sh

e isn
’t sure —

 an
d 

yan
k

s h
er sudden

ly back
 ben

eath
 h

im
. It’s slow

 an
d h

eady an
d n

ebulous. H
e 

tak
es h

er gen
tly, w

ith
 h

er th
igh

 in
 h

is grasp, h
itch

ed up again
st h

is side. W
ith

 

h
is m

outh
 on

 h
ers an

d h
is eyes squeezed sh

ut.  

“Just…
just love m

e,” sh
e pan

ts aroun
d a k

iss. 

“I am
. I do.” 

“L
ove m

e.” 

“I —
 fuck, H

erm
ion

e —
 I do.” 

“Stay w
ith

 m
e.” 

“I w
ill.” 

    A
pril 

5th, 
2001 

D
iary, 

Y
ou 

d
on
’t 

know
 
w
hat 

it’s 
like. 

T
o 
w
ake 

up 
and

 
see 

her 
there. 

 

B
ut 

I
 
d
o. 

D
raco



 

 Septem
ber 

1st, 
2001 

M
ichael, 

C
ongratulations, 

I
’ve 

been 
assigned

 
to 

you. 
Y
ou 

should
 

consid
er 
yourself 

lucky. 
I
’m
 
not 

going 
to 

m
ake 

you 
w
rite 

any 
rid
iculous 

fucking 
prom

pts, 
I
’m
 
not 

going 
to 

tell 

you 
to 

w
atch 

your 
language, 

and
 
I
’m
 
probably 

not 
going 

to 
jud
ge 
you 

for 
your 

exceptionally 
poor 

life 
choices 

unless 

you 
d
o 
som

ething 
really 

fucking 
rid
iculous. 

W
hen 

I
 
had

 

to 
d
o 
this 

m
yself, 

no 
one 

on 
the 

other 
end

 
of 

it 
had

 

to 
respond

 
to 

m
e, 
so 

just 
know

 
you

’re 
getting 

a 
m
uch 

better 
d
eal. 

 

F
irst 

and
 
forem

ost, 
your 

m
other 

sound
s 
like 

a 
cunt—

 

 

S
H

E
 FL

IP
S T

H
E

 T
O

P
 H

A
L

F O
F T

H
E

 P
A

G
E

 D
O

W
N

 SO
 SH

E
 C

A
N

 SE
E

 H
IS FA

C
E.  

“N
o.” 

“N
o, w

h
at?”  

“N
o, you can

’t sen
d th

is.” 

“W
h

y n
ot? W

h
at’s w

ron
g w

ith
 it?” H

e’s lean
in

g again
st th

e sin
k

, aggressively 

dryin
g a teacup w

ith
 a dish

rag, an
d h

e soun
ds gen

uin
ely con

fused. 

Sh
e raises an

 eyebrow
. “W

ould you lik
e a list?” 

“W
h

at?” H
e w

aves th
e rag at h

er. “It’s h
on

est. It’s straigh
tforw

ard. P
oor, 

path
etic M

ich
ael W

h
at-So-Fuck

 probably just n
eeds som

eon
e to tell it lik

e it is 

for on
ce.” 

Sh
e leaves th

at eyebrow
 w

h
ere it is. “If you w

an
t th

is program
 to last lon

ger 

th
an

 a w
eek

, you’ll h
ave to refrain

 from
 callin

g th
e subject’s m

oth
er a cun

t.” Sh
e 

glan
ces back

 at th
e letter. “A

n
d you’ll h

ave to ton
e dow

n
 th

e arrogan
ce sign

ifi-

can
tly.” 

H
e raises an

 eyebrow
 back

 at h
er, lip curvin

g up on
 on

e side. “W
h

at arro-

gan
ce?” 

Sh
e h

uffs a laugh
 an

d tosses it on
to th

e k
itch

en
 table. “Fix it. B

efore K
in

gsley 

ch
an

ges h
is m

in
d.”  

D
raco rolls h

is eyes. “It w
as K

in
gsley’s fuck

in
g idea.” 

T
h

at’s n
ot en

tirely true. K
in

gsley sign
ed off on

 it, of course, but really th
e 

con
cept cam

e from
 D

raco. O
n

e of h
is ’on

ly good ideas,’ sh
e often

 tells h
im

 —
 

because sh
e lik

es th
e w

ay it m
ak

es h
is face screw

 up. 

In
 truth

, it’s brillian
t. N

ot on
ly a public service, but also a purpose for h

im
. A

 

lin
k

 to th
e w

orld h
e ch

ose to leave beh
in

d in
 peace.  

H
e still can

’t go back
. H

is w
an

d w
ill rem

ain
 lock

ed up in
 a M

in
istry vault; 

perh
aps on

e day it m
igh

t b
e return

ed to th
e M

alfoy E
state, w

h
en

 en
ough

 tim
e 

h
as passed, but n

ever to h
im

. 

B
ut th

ere w
as som

eth
in

g im
possibly w

ron
g about it, w

h
en

 sh
e foun

d h
im

. 

Som
eth

in
g utterly un

fair in
 w

atch
in

g h
im

 w
ork

 a m
en

ial M
uggle job —

 th
e 

on
ly sort h

e could m
an

age w
ith

 such
 lim

ited k
n

ow
ledge of M

uggle life. H
e, w

ith
 

all h
is talen

ts. A
ll h

is brillian
ce left beh

in
d in

 th
e W

izardin
g W

orld.  

So sh
e’d return

ed to th
e M

in
istry. R

isk
ed arrest adm

ittin
g sh

e’d sough
t h

im
 

out. K
in

gsley h
ad b

een
 stern

 about it un
til sh

e in
sisted sh

e w
as en

tirely to blam
e. 

A
fter all, D

raco n
ever ask

ed h
er to fin

d h
im

. P
erh

aps didn
’t w

an
t h

er to fin
d 

h
im

.  

Sh
e tries n

ot to th
in

k
 on

 th
at. C

an
’t h

elp it som
etim

es —
 even

 adm
itted it 

to D
raco on

ce, in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e n
igh

t, tan
gled up in

 th
e dark

. H
is respon

se 

w
as brief. U

n
com

prom
isin

g.  

“D
on

’t be an
 idiot, G

ran
ger.” 


