
opposite in
 h

is journ
al. 

“So please stop stickin
g your n

ose w
h

ere it doesn
’t belon

g an
d stay out of it. 

O
kay? I’m

 goin
g to preten

d you’re n
oddin

g. O
kay. Y

ou can
 stop readin

g aloud
 

n
ow

, P
otter, you utter dickh—

 oh
, erm

. R
igh

t.” H
arry stops. W

in
ces because h

e 

k
n

ow
s h

e h
as to m

eet h
er eyes. B

ut sh
e can

 feel it. T
h

e expression
 on

 h
er face h

as 

w
arped to blan

k
, h

er stare passive. For a m
om

en
t, H

arry look
s relieved, but th

en
 

seem
s to realize th

is is all th
e m

ore con
cern

in
g. 

“I’m
 sorry, ‘M

ion
e,” h

e says. “I k
n

ow
 it w

as h
arsh

 an
d m

ost of it w
as un

n
ec-

essary, but th
at’s M

alfoy for—
 w

ell, I m
ean

. A
n

yw
ay, I’m

 sorry. B
ut I do th

in
k

 

h
e’s righ

t.” 

Sh
e blin

k
s at h

im
. “D

o you?” 

“O
n

ly about n
ot goin

g to th
e M

in
istry,” h

e rush
es. “N

ot about you bein
g a 

w
aste of tim

e or an
y of—

” 

“T
h

an
k

 you, H
arry,” sh

e says flatly, look
in

g back
 dow

n
 at h

er research
. 

“M
ion

e—
” 

“O
h

, on
 your w

ay out…
” Sh

e scribbles quick
ly on

 a spare scrap of parch
m

en
t. 

Folds it an
d h

olds it out to h
im

. “W
ould you m

in
d tak

in
g th

is w
ith

 you, please? 

T
o sen

d back
?” Som

eh
ow

, m
iraculously, sh

e m
an

ages to k
eep h

er face en
tirely 

blan
k

. H
er voice ton

eless. H
arry look

s at h
er lik

e sh
e’s grow

n
 a secon

d h
ead. 

H
orrified, lik

e sh
e’s covered in

 blood, or som
eth

in
g of th

e sort. 

L
ik

e h
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 h

er. 

“E
rm

…
” h

e m
an

ages after lon
g silen

ce, “yeah
. Y

eah
, sure.” 

“T
h

an
k

 you.” 

Sh
e w

atch
es h

im
 leave, h

is steps a little w
obbly, h

is eyes a little dazed. K
n

ow
s 

for a fact h
e’ll un

fold th
e letter th

e m
om

en
t h

e’s out of sigh
t. 

B
ut sh

e doesn
’t care an

ym
ore. W

h
at does it m

atter if h
e sees? W

h
at does it 

ch
an

ge? N
oth

in
g. T

h
e an

sw
er is n

oth
in

g. A
n

d all h
e’ll see is: 

 

h
er flat on

 h
er face. 

Sh
e gasps again

st th
e flagston

e, ch
in

 th
robbin

g, an
d sh

e struggles to fin
d h

er 

footin
g —

 collect everyth
in

g sh
e’s dropped. 

T
h

e caster doesn
’t let h

er, an
d th

e con
ten

ts of h
er bag spill out across th

e 

floor as an
oth

er jin
x k

n
ock

s h
er on

to h
er back

. 

Sh
e fum

bles for h
er w

an
d, castin

g P
rotego just as a th

ird jin
x com

es spiralin
g 

h
er w

ay. 

Its source steps in
to view

. 

“W
h

at in
 god’s n

am
e do you th

in
k

 you’re —
” 

“D
on

’t talk
, G

ran
ger,” M

alfoy sn
aps. “Just listen

.” T
h

ere’s n
o w

ay sh
e’s doin

g 

th
at. Sh

e leaps to h
er feet an

d h
urls a F

lipen
do at h

im
, but h

e block
s it easily an

d 

proceeds to speak
 aroun

d th
e parade of jin

xes th
at follow

, fen
din

g th
em

 off on
e 

b
y on

e. 

“It’s occurred to m
e th

at perh
aps you just don

’t really h
ave an

 outlet for all 

of…
” h

e pauses to gesture at h
er as a w

h
ole, ”th

is,” an
d th

en
 h

e duck
s w

h
en

 sh
e 

laun
ch

es an
oth

er In
carcerous h

is w
ay. H

e clearly h
asn

’t learn
ed from

 last tim
e. 

Sh
e can

’t believe h
e h

as th
e n

erve to attack
 h

er over a petty classroom
 duel. 

O
pen

s h
er m

outh
 to tell h

im
 such

 as sh
e laun

ch
es m

ore h
exes. 

“I can
’t believe you—

” 

H
is F

lipen
do catch

es h
er b

y surprise an
d sh

e stum
bles back

 several feet w
ith

 

th
e force of it. 

“I said listen
, G

ran
ger.” H

e th
row

s an
oth

er, an
d sh

e alm
ost doesn

’t h
ave tim

e 

to block
. “B

ecause I th
in

k
 w

e’ve stum
bled on

to som
eth

in
g brillian

t h
ere.” 

A
 h

ex is h
alfw

ay out h
er m

outh
 w

h
en

 h
is w

ords register. “I…
” sh

e sh
ifts, w

an
d 

poin
ted at h

im
, “excuse m

e?” 

“T
h

is,” h
e draw

ls, gesturin
g betw

een
 th

em
 as th

ough
 it’s ob

vious. “It’s clear. 

Y
ou n

eed th
is.” 

“E
x

cuse m
e?” sh

e says again
, w

ith
 m

ore force th
is tim

e. 

B
ut in

stead of an
sw

erin
g, h

e tosses aside h
is ow

n
 book

 bag an
d splays h

is arm
s 

w
ide. “G

o ah
ead, G

ran
ger. H

ave at m
e.” 

H
er brow

s k
n

it th
em

selves togeth
er w

ith
 en

ough
 pressure to give h

er a 



h
eadach

e. “I…
w

h
at…

” 

“T
ak

e out your an
ger. L

et’s duel,” h
e an

n
oun

ces, n
ot a drop of h

esitation
 in

 

h
is voice. “C

learly, you n
eed a w

ay to rid yourself of all th
e rage you’ve built up 

tow
ards m

e. W
e w

on
’t get an

yw
h

ere un
til you do. So do it, G

ran
ger. B

e rid of it. 

I’m
 righ

t h
ere.” H

e spreads h
is arm

s w
ider. 

“Y
ou…

” Sh
e h

uffs in
credulously. “Y

ou’re jokin
g.” A

 fraction
 of h

er brain
 h

as 

zeroed-in
 on

 th
e w

ords ’w
e’ an

d ’an
yw

here’ an
d proceeds to overan

alyze th
em

 

in
to ob

livion
, because M

alfoy seem
s to som

eh
ow

 th
in

k
 th

ey can
 get past th

is. 

G
et past w

h
at h

e did. 

“I’m
 n

ot,” h
e says flatly, an

d th
ere’s a ch

allen
ge in

 h
is eyes. 

T
h

at addictive, darin
g flare sh

e can
 n

ever seem
 to resist. 

B
ut —

 n
o. N

o. Sh
e’s decided. 

D
ecided. 

“L
eave m

e alon
e, M

alfoy,” sh
e forces out. Struggles to turn

 aw
ay an

d rip h
er 

bag back
 up off th

e floor, castin
g an

 A
ccio to collect all th

at’s spilled. 

“C
ow

ard,” h
e calls after h

er as sh
e starts to w

alk
. 

Sh
e’s surprised h

ow
 n

aturally it com
es out. ”F

uck you.” A
n

d sh
e doesn

’t look
 

back
, pick

in
g up h

er pace, acutely aw
are of h

is doin
g th

e sam
e. 

A
n

oth
er trippin

g jin
x sk

ids past h
er an

k
les —

 an
 in

ten
tion

al m
iss, but 

en
ough

 to m
ak

e h
er gasp. Sh

e tosses a bew
ildered, furious glan

ce over h
er sh

oul-

der as h
e casts an

oth
er an

d th
en

 sh
e break

s in
to a run

, because sh
e can

’t do th
is. 

T
h

ey can
’t do th

is. H
e’s n

ot goin
g to do th

is. N
ot again

. N
o. 

B
reath

 com
in

g in
 sh

ort little puffs, sh
e sprin

ts aroun
d an

oth
er deserted cor-

n
er, desperate to escape. 

“A
loh

am
ora!” sh

e h
isses at th

e first door sh
e sees, yan

k
in

g it open
 an

d th
row

-

in
g h

erself in
side w

ith
out realizin

g just h
ow

 close beh
in

d h
er M

alfoy really is. 

H
e bursts in

to th
e disused classroom

 before sh
e can

 lock
 it beh

in
d h

er, an
d 

all sh
e can

 th
in

k
 is, Idiot, idiot, you’re an

 idiot, H
erm

ion
e. 

Sh
e’s trapped. 

Sh
e back

s again
st th

e far w
all n

ext to a pile of brok
en

 desk
s, w

an
d out an

d 

trem
blin

g. “L
eave m

e alon
e,” sh

e sn
aps again

, surprised b
y th

e level of fear in
 

H
erm

ion
e suck

s in
 a sh

arp breath
. 

“G
ran

ger, for on
ce in

 your life don
’t be a fuckin

g idiot. Y
es, I’m

 callin
g you 

an
 idiot. Y

ou’re an
 idiot for th

in
kin

g I’m
 en

ough
 of an

 idiot to th
in

k you’re pliable 

en
ough

 to listen
 to an

yon
e oth

er th
an

 yourself.” H
arry struggles w

ith
 th

at lin
e. 

”A
n

d you’re also an
 idiot for bein

g so fuckin
g stubborn

. It’s en
tirely your fault 

th
at I h

ave to in
volve Sain

t F
uckin

g P
otter. I already know

 you n
ever do w

h
at 

you’re told. I kn
ow

 you didn
’t listen

 to m
e. I kn

ow
 you’re goin

g to try to go to th
e 

M
in

istry tom
orrow

. 

D
o yourself a favor, th

ough
, an

d just try n
ot to be a cun

t for tw
o fuckin

g 

secon
ds an

d fuckin
g listen

 to m
e. 

I’d h
ave sen

t th
is directly to you, but I kn

ow
 you’d burn

 it before you fin
ish

ed 

it an
d th

en
 w

h
at’s the fuckin

g poin
t? I’m

 trustin
g P

otter —
 M

erlin
, w

h
at a fuck-

in
g con

cept —
 to force you to listen

 to th
e w

h
ole fuckin

g th
in

g. I’m
 sufferin

g a 

h
an

d cram
p for it, so you’re goin

g to suffer too. 

T
h

is th
in

g? Y
ou an

d m
e? It’s been

 good, yeah? 

I can
 adm

it th
at. I can

. I’ve en
joyed m

yself. N
ot to speak for you, but —

 “ 

H
arry’s blush

 deepen
s con

siderably —
 ”judgin

g by the soun
ds you’ve m

ade, I’d 

say you’ve en
joyed yourself too.” 

Sh
e flush

es to m
atch

. A
djusts h

er posture aw
k

w
ardly in

 th
e library ch

air. 

“H
ere’s th

e th
in

g th
ough

, G
ran

ger. W
e can

 en
joy it all w

e w
an

t but it still 

doesn
’t m

ake us righ
t for each

 oth
er. A

n
d sittin

g here h
avin

g n
oth

in
g to do but 

th
in

k h
as put a lot of sh

it in
 perspective for m

e. L
ike, seriously, h

ow
 m

an
y fuckin

g 

tim
es does catastrophic sh

it n
eed to h

appen
 for us to take th

e fuckin
g h

in
t? W

e’re 

volatile. T
ox

ic. P
ointless.” 

H
er h

an
ds gath

er in
to tigh

t fists ben
eath

 th
e table. 

“T
o sim

plify, th
is w

h
ole th

in
g betw

een
 us h

as just been
 an

 ex
ercise in

 self-

h
arm

 an
d it isn

’t fuckin
g w

orth
 it. In

 tim
e, I’m

 sure you’ll com
e to agree. So I 

h
ope th

is h
elps free you from

 th
is ridiculous n

otion
 th

at you h
ave to defen

d m
e. 

Y
ou’ll do m

ore h
arm

 th
an

 good. I’ve got a n
ew

 solicitor w
h

o com
es h

igh
ly recom

-

m
en

ded and th
at’s all I n

eed. I don
’t n

eed you.” 

Sh
e squeezes h

er eyes sh
ut. T

h
in

k
s of th

at jagged scraw
l sayin

g exactly th
e 



w
h

at you’re doin
g.” 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 th
e in

side of h
er ch

eek
. “W

ell, yes, I’m
 doin

g resear—
” 

“I k
n

ow
 you’re defen

din
g th

em
.” 

A
 ten

se silen
ce en

sues. T
h

ey blin
k

 at on
e an

oth
er, an

d sh
e believes th

ey’re 

both
 en

tirely aw
are th

is w
ill b

e a defin
in

g m
om

en
t for th

em
. For th

eir frien
d-

sh
ip. For th

eir future. 

“D
on

’t lie,” h
e says fin

ally, voice low
 an

d quiet. 

“I’m
 n

ot goin
g to lie to you again

, H
arry.” Sh

e’s surprised at th
e sobriety of 

h
er ton

e. “I don
’t see th

e poin
t.” 

“G
ood.” 

Sh
e n

ods. “G
ood.” 

Still, h
e lin

gers. Sh
e sigh

s, stirrin
g a few

 sh
eets of parch

m
en

t. “Say w
h

at you 

cam
e h

ere to say.” H
is fin

gers tw
itch

 at h
is side. H

arry —
 h

er H
arry, alw

ays h
av-

in
g such

 trouble stan
din

g still. 

“Y
ou sh

ouldn
’t do th

is,” is w
h

at h
e m

an
ages. W

h
at sh

e’s b
een

 expectin
g. 

“I k
n

ow
.” 

“B
ut you’re still goin

g to…
” N

ot a question
. 

“Y
es.” 

H
arry clears h

is th
roat. Sh

ifts aw
k

w
ardly an

d th
en

 digs in
to h

is pock
et. 

“R
igh

t, th
en

. E
rm

. I’m
 supposed to read th

is to you.” 

A
n

d h
er expectation

s fly out th
e w

in
dow

 as sh
e spots all-too-fam

iliar h
an

d-

w
ritin

g on
 th

e corn
er of th

e page h
e un

crum
ples. H

er m
outh

 run
s dry. “W

h
at 

are you —
” 

“Just rem
em

ber th
at I’m

 n
ot th

e on
e sayin

g an
y of th

is, yeah
? I’m

 just readin
g 

w
h

at h
e w

rote.” H
arry doesn

’t m
eet h

er eyes. H
is face is colored b

y a blush
, but 

sh
e can

’t tell w
h

eth
er h

e’s n
ervous or em

barrassed. C
an

’t focus en
ough

 on
 it to 

b
e sure. 

H
e clears h

is th
roat again

 an
d dives in

. 

“R
ead th

is to h
er if sh

e decides to be a stubborn
 little ax

e w
oun

d about th
in

gs. 

A
n

d for fuck’s sake, P
otter, don

’t cen
sor an

yth
in

g or sh
e w

on
’t fuckin

g believe 

you.” 

h
er voice. 

M
alfoy lock

s th
e door beh

in
d th

em
 w

ordlessly —
 w

an
dlessly, stan

din
g tall 

an
d forebodin

g in
 fron

t of h
er on

ly exit. “N
o,” h

e says, an
d n

oth
in

g m
ore. 

T
h

en
 it’s on

ly spells. 

O
n

e after an
oth

er after an
oth

er, over an
d over, back

 an
d forth

. 

H
e com

es at h
er w

ith
 an

 arsen
al of trick

y little h
exes sh

e’s n
ever seen

 before 

an
d sh

e’s forced to creatively adapt, h
eart poun

din
g in

 h
er ch

est as th
e already 

im
possible situation

 escalates beyon
d belief. 

T
h

e room
 glow

s w
ith

 th
e ligh

ts of th
eir spells, blue an

d violet an
d red, th

e 

on
es th

at m
iss k

n
ock

in
g in

to w
alls an

d break
in

g glass. 

Sh
e can

 h
ardly believe th

is is h
appen

in
g. C

an
 h

ardly believe h
is n

erve. 

B
astard. 

“B
astard!” sh

e scream
s aloud, h

ittin
g h

im
 w

ith
 a rath

er pow
erful Stupefy 

square in
 th

e ch
est. H

e gasps an
d stum

bles back
 but recovers quick

ly, respon
din

g 

in
 turn

 w
ith

 a R
ictusem

pra so un
bearable sh

e doubles over. 

L
ittle b

y little, th
e distan

ce betw
een

 th
em

 closes, spells grow
in

g brigh
ter an

d 

louder as th
eir targets con

verge. T
h

ey’re scream
in

g obscen
ities at on

e an
oth

er 

an
d usin

g th
e w

orst spells th
ey k

n
ow

 —
 all th

e on
es sh

ort of leth
al —

 an
d w

h
en

 

sh
e h

ears th
e w

ord ’M
udblood,’ sh

e fuck
in

g loses it. 

“E
x

pelliarm
us!” sh

e cries. 

T
h

ey’re on
ly tw

o feet apart. A
n

d as h
is w

an
d flies off to th

e side, sh
e tosses 

h
ers aw

ay an
d ch

arges forth
, palm

s sh
ootin

g out in
 fron

t of h
er to sh

ove h
im

 

back
 h

ard. 

O
h

 n
o…

sh
e realizes too late. 

B
ecause sh

e’s just m
ade th

is ph
ysical an

d sh
e isn

’t sure h
ow

 h
e’ll—

 

M
alfoy sh

oves h
er righ

t back
, h

an
ds h

ot for on
ce as th

ey close aroun
d h

er 

sh
oulders an

d force h
er aw

ay. Sh
e staggers, agh

ast, th
en

 com
es ch

argin
g back

 

again
 w

ith
 ren

ew
ed fury, sh

ovin
g an

d claw
in

g at h
im

 as h
e block

s h
er little as-

saults. 

“Feel better, G
ran

ger?” h
e baits, yan

k
in

g at h
er w

rists. 

Sh
e lets loose a little sh

riek
 an

d rips an
 arm

 free, un
able to stop h

erself before 



h
er palm

 con
n

ects h
ard w

ith
 th

e sm
ooth

 plan
e of h

is face. 

T
h

e slap ech
oes. 

Sh
e gasps at h

erself. Sh
rin

k
s back

. 

A
n

d M
alfoy fixes h

er w
ith

 th
e dark

est glare sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s ever seen

, lettin
g 

out a little h
iss th

rough
 h

is teeth
. H

er pulse h
iccups at th

e sigh
t. 

N
ext sh

e k
n

ow
s, h

e’s com
in

g at h
er fast, an

d sh
e’s back

pedalin
g, an

d h
e h

as 

h
er arm

s in
 h

is bruisin
g grip all at on

ce an
d th

en
 h

e’s sh
ovin

g h
er back

 so h
ard 

sh
e slam

s in
to an

 old, creak
in

g bureau. K
n

ock
s a draw

er loose. 

H
er h

ips th
rob

. 

H
e tak

es h
old of h

er again
, crow

din
g in

to h
er space an

d th
row

in
g h

er back
 

again
st th

e w
ood on

ce —
 tw

ice m
ore. “T

h
is w

h
at you fuck

in
g w

an
t, G

ran
ger? 

Y
eah

?” A
 th

ird tim
e. ”Is it?” 

Sh
e sh

oves at h
im

, pan
ick

in
g —

 w
aitin

g for h
im

 to actually h
it h

er. H
urt 

h
er. R

eally h
urt h

er. H
er n

ails pierce w
h

at flesh
 sh

e m
an

ages to grab
 on

to. 

“T
ell m

e you h
ate m

e,” h
e seeth

es, in
ch

es from
 h

er face, rippin
g h

er claw
in

g 

h
an

ds aw
ay an

d h
oldin

g th
em

 by th
e forearm

s in
 a vise. H

e gives h
er a rough

 

sh
ak

e. ”H
uh

? T
ell m

e. Fuck
in

g tell m
e.” 

“I h
ate you!” sh

e splutters, tears prick
in

g at h
er eyes, an

ger boilin
g in

 h
er 

ch
est. Sh

e’s —
 sh

e’s furious, sh
e’s livid —

 sh
e’s…

con
fused —

 sh
e’s so m

an
y 

th
in

gs, so m
an

y fuck
in

g th
in

gs at on
ce. 

“A
gain

!” h
e dem

an
ds w

ith
 an

oth
er sh

ak
e, h

ot breath
 w

h
ippin

g again
st h

er 

face. “Say it again
!” 

“I h
ate you!” 

“Y
eah

?” 

“Y
es!” 

“T
ell m

e!” 

“I H
A

T
E

 Y
O

U
!” sh

e scream
, beatin

g h
er trapped fists as best sh

e can
 again

st 

h
is pan

tin
g ch

est. “I h
ate you for w

h
at you did! I h

ate you for usin
g m

e lik
e th

at! 

U
sin

g R
on

 lik
e th

at! I h
ate you for m

ak
in

g m
e th

in
k

 I could trust you! I h
ate 

you!” 

“G
ood!” h

e roars, an
d th

en
 as th

e ech
oes of th

eir sh
outs dissipate th

ere’s an
 

- D
iary, 

H
ypothetically 

speaking, 
how

 
hard

 
d
o 
you 

think 
it’d

 

be 
to 

convince 
som

eone 
you

’re 
no 

longer 
a 
tw
at? 

- D
iary, 

She’s 
a 
cunt. 

I
 
think 

I
 
need

 
her. 

... 

M
erlin, 

w
hat 

a 
cunt. 

  H
er h

an
ds are sh

ak
in

g b
y th

e tim
e sh

e closes it each
 n

igh
t —

 alw
ays th

e last 

journ
al sh

e reads. T
h

e h
ardest on

e to put dow
n

. 

A
n

d th
ose m

om
en

ts —
 w

h
en

 h
er h

ead h
its th

e pillow
, just before h

er eyes 

close, as sh
e stares at th

e en
dless, gruesom

e red of th
e curtain

s —
 

It’s th
en

 th
at sh

e’s scared.  

<
 

“‘M
ion

e?” 

H
e fin

ds h
er in

 th
e L

ibrary, th
e n

igh
t before th

e first set of trials. Z
abin

i’s 

an
d P

ucey’s. 

B
laise an

d A
drian

, sh
e rem

in
ds h

erself. B
laise an

d A
drian

. 

Sh
e can

’t use surn
am

es. N
ot in

 court. N
ot if sh

e’s tryin
g to h

um
an

ize th
em

. 

“H
i H

arry,” sh
e says distractedly, n

ot look
in

g up. Siftin
g th

rough
 old 

P
roph

et articles. Sh
e reads th

rough
 a paragraph

 or tw
o before n

oticin
g th

at h
e 

h
asn

’t said an
yth

in
g. T

h
at h

e’s just lin
gerin

g th
ere, sh

iftin
g from

 foot to foot. 

It m
ak

es h
er n

ervous. “W
h

at is it?” 

“I, erm
…

” H
is eyes flit betw

een
 h

ers an
d th

e floor beh
in

d h
is glasses. “I k

n
ow

 



Sh
e n

eeds to k
n

ow
 th

ese w
itch

es an
d w

izards better th
an

 h
er best frien

ds if 

sh
e’s to h

ave an
y h

opes of defen
din

g th
em

. 

Som
e don

’t h
ave journ

als, presen
tin

g com
plication

s —
 but th

ose select few
 

also w
eren

’t sen
ten

ced to psych
iatric treatm

en
t, m

ak
in

g th
em

 easier to defen
d 

in
 th

e first place. 

A
n

d th
en

 th
ere’s M

alfoy. 

H
is h

igh
 profile is on

e of th
e m

ost pow
erful factors w

ork
in

g again
st h

im
. 

A
lm

ost n
o on

e w
ould h

esitate to tak
e a stab

 at th
e M

alfoy n
am

e if given
 th

e 

opportun
ity. It’s h

is defen
se th

at requires th
e greatest atten

tion
 to detail —

 an
d 

yet, even
 w

ith
out bein

g th
ere, h

e som
eh

ow
 m

an
ages to m

ak
e th

in
gs h

arder still 

b
y im

pairin
g h

er focus. C
on

stan
tly. Sh

e catch
es h

erself lin
gerin

g on
 h

is en
tries. 

E
n

tries totally irrelevan
t to h

is trial, but en
tirely relevan

t to th
at th

rob
 in

 h
er 

ch
est. 

  D
iary, 

M
y fucking A

m
ortentia sm

ells like flim
sy hot chocolate 

now
 
and

 
I
’m
 
not 

fucking 
okay 

w
ith 

it. 

- D
iary, 

V
iktor 

K
rum

 
can 

go 
fuck 

him
self 

w
ith 

his 
ow
n 
broom

. 

- D
iary, 

I
’m
 
read

ing 
fucking 

Shakestaff 
or 
w
hatever 

for 
ind
exing 

purposes. 
F
iling 

aw
ay 

quotes 
to 

insult 
her 

w
ith 

w
hen 

she 

says 
I
 
know

 
nothing 

about 
M
uggles. 

I
 
know

 
fuck 

all 
about 

M
uggles. 

B
ut 

I
 
w
ant 

her 
to 

think 
otherw

ise. 

un
bearably ten

se m
om

en
t of silen

ce. 

H
er eyes flick

er, terrified an
d furious an

d con
fused, betw

een
 both

 of h
is, an

d 

h
is bruisin

g grip on
 h

er forearm
s doesn

’t ease up. H
e pan

ts lik
e a bull dow

n
 in

to 

h
er face, sw

eat beadin
g on

 h
is brow

. Sh
e sm

ells th
at pepperm

in
t…

 

H
is m

outh
 lan

ds on
 h

ers lik
e h

e m
ean

s to fuse it to h
er. Slam

s dow
n

 h
ard an

d 

k
n

ock
s th

eir teeth
 togeth

er, n
oses collidin

g, foreh
eads m

eetin
g. Sh

e lets out th
is 

cut little gasp, but all th
at does is open

 h
er m

outh
 to h

im
 an

d th
en

 h
is ton

gue is 

slidin
g in

. 

A
n

d it tak
es about th

ree secon
ds for th

e alarm
 bells to sh

ut off —
 for h

er to 

push
 back

 again
st h

im
, lips closin

g over h
is —

 k
issin

g back
, figh

tin
g back

. 

H
e frees h

er arm
s w

ith
 a low

 groan
 an

d in
stan

tly sh
e’s tan

glin
g h

er h
an

ds in
 

h
is h

air. H
is ow

n
 h

an
ds roam

, on
e divin

g low
 to h

itch
 up h

er th
igh

 —
 h

ook
 it 

aroun
d h

is w
aist, th

e w
ay h

e seem
s to lik

e it —
 th

e oth
er com

in
g to clasp aroun

d 

h
er th

roat, an
d th

at fain
t voice in

 h
er h

ead th
at’s rem

in
din

g h
er h

ow
 m

uch
 sh

e 

absolutely sh
ouldn

’t be fuckin
g doin

g th
is m

elts aw
ay. Just evaporates. 

Sh
e m

ak
es a desperate soun

d in
to h

is m
outh

, break
in

g aw
ay just to breath

e 

—
 but th

e absen
ce is too pain

ful, too m
uch

 of a loss, m
ak

es h
er dive back

 in
 

before h
er lun

gs are full. H
e k

isses h
er h

un
grily —

 devours h
er m

outh
 un

til h
er 

lips are sw
ollen

 an
d possibly bleedin

g an
d h

er eyes are clouded over w
ith

 lust. 

Sh
e n

eeds to stay aw
ay from

 h
im

. P
ut a stop to all of th

is. 

E
yes on

 h
ers, M

alfoy lets go of h
er th

roat —
 suck

s a fin
ger in

to h
is m

outh
 

slow
ly, lan

guidly, lettin
g h

er w
atch

. Sh
e’s m

esm
erized. A

n
d th

en
 h

e’s bun
ch

in
g 

up h
er sk

irt aroun
d h

er w
aist an

d h
e doesn

’t even
 both

er w
ith

 teasin
g touch

es or 

h
esitation

s. H
e dips h

is h
an

d ben
eath

 h
er k

n
ick

ers an
d th

rusts th
at fin

ger in
 

deep. 

H
erm

ion
e th

row
s h

er h
ead back

 w
ith

 a sh
arp gasp, sk

ull sm
ack

in
g again

st 

on
e of th

e bureau’s h
igh

er draw
ers. Sh

e doesn
’t n

otice. D
oesn

’t care. 

Sh
e n

eeds th
is m

ore. 

“Fuck
,” h

e grow
ls as h

e h
itch

es h
er leg up h

igh
er, w

ork
in

g h
is fin

ger in
to a 

rh
yth

m
. “I didn

’t th
in

k
 you’d b

e w
et.” 

T
h

e flush
 of em

barrassm
en

t figh
ts w

ith
 th

e flush
 of arousal on

 h
er ch

eek
s. 



Sh
e doesn

’t dare lift h
er h

ead up an
d look

 at h
im

. Just w
atch

es th
e ceilin

g, pan
t-

in
g up at it, seein

g it sw
ay back

 an
d forth

 w
ith

 th
e rock

in
g of h

er body again
st 

h
is h

an
d. 

“Y
ou lik

e it w
h

en
 I th

row
 you aroun

d, th
en

, yeah
 G

ran
ger?” H

is voice is 

h
usk

y. B
rok

en
 by h

is labored breath
in

g. H
e adds a secon

d fin
ger an

d h
er eyes 

flutter sh
ut. B

ut th
en

 h
is h

an
d aban

don
s h

er th
igh

 an
d fin

ds h
er th

roat again
. 

Forces h
er h

ead up so sh
e’s look

in
g at h

im
. ”Y

eah
?” h

e ask
s again

, eyes burn
in

g. 

H
is rh

yth
m

 k
ick

s up a n
otch

. 

“Fuck
 you,” is all sh

e can
 m

an
age, but h

e grin
s un

expectedly. G
rin

s in
 th

at 

w
ay sh

e lik
es —

 th
at crook

ed, curled-lip, sh
arp-tooth

ed grin
, th

at on
e th

at 

m
ak

es h
er w

an
t to lay dow

n
 for h

im
, surren

der to h
im

, let h
im

 do w
h

at h
e w

ill 

w
ith

 h
er. 

M
alfoy drags h

er in
 close, puttin

g h
is lips at h

er ear. “T
h

at’s th
e idea.” 

“P
rick,” sh

e breath
es, closin

g h
er eyes again

. 

A
n

d h
e curls h

is fin
gers in

side of h
er —

 m
om

en
tarily h

its som
e delicious spot 

th
at sen

ds spark
s scatterin

g beh
in

d h
er eyelids. 

“T
h

ere!” sh
e gasps out, h

an
ds rak

in
g th

rough
 h

is h
air, eyes sn

appin
g back

 

open
 to fin

d h
is desperately. 

“W
h

at?” h
e pan

ts, an
d for a m

om
en

t all th
e an

ger —
 all th

e rough
n

ess is 

gon
e from

 h
is face. 

H
is fin

gers go still, righ
t over th

e spot, th
en

 slide aw
ay. Sh

e h
isses. Scrapes h

er 

n
ails dow

n
 h

is scalp, w
h

im
perin

g —
 w

atch
in

g h
is eyes roll back

 in
to h

is h
ead 

for th
e sligh

test m
om

en
t. “N

o, n
o!” Sh

e squirm
s again

st h
im

. “G
o back

. G
o 

back.” 

H
is fin

gers m
ove again

, alm
ost as th

ough
 h

e plan
s to pull th

em
 out. “W

h
at 

are you —
” 

T
h

ey graze th
e spot. Sh

e jerk
s. Sh

riek
s. “T

h
ere! F

uck.” H
er h

ead th
un

k
s back

 

again
st th

e bureau on
ce m

ore an
d sh

e can
’t believe th

e w
ords com

in
g out of h

er 

m
outh

, but sh
e —

 sh
e n

eeds…
sh

e just…
”R

igh
t th

ere. R
igh

t th
ere,” sh

e pan
ts, 

over an
d over, ch

an
tin

g it lik
e a prayer. ”P

lease.” 

A
n

d sh
e feels M

alfoy’s fin
gers go still. A

ctually feels h
im

 piecin
g it togeth

er. 

O
n

ly G
in

n
y k

n
ow

s th
at it’s Slyth

erin
 fam

ily lin
eages sh

e’s tak
in

g n
ote of. 

H
istorical even

ts in
volvin

g th
e P

ark
in

son
 an

d N
ott fam

ilies sh
e’s com

m
ittin

g 

to m
em

ory.  

O
n

ly G
in

n
y k

n
ow

s w
h

at’s fillin
g th

e bottom
 draw

er of h
er n

igh
tstan

d. 

G
in

n
y w

h
o, for th

e first tim
e sin

ce th
at m

orn
in

g at th
e T

h
ree B

room
stick

s, 

look
s un

settled. L
ook

s as th
ough

 sh
e regrets en

couragin
g an

d con
solin

g h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e w

on
ders if sh

e th
ough

t it w
as just a ph

ase.  

T
h

e corn
er of H

arry’s D
aily P

roph
et k

eeps flash
in

g w
ith

 M
alfoy’s face —

 an
 

un
w

elcom
e distraction

. H
e glares out from

 th
e black

 an
d w

h
ite at th

e w
orld. A

t 

h
er. A

lm
ost too perfectly. A

lm
ost as th

ough
 h

e’s sayin
g, “D

on
’t you dare. D

on
’t 

you dare do th
is.” 

B
ut th

e dan
ger h

asn
’t com

e in
to h

er m
in

d even
 on

ce sin
ce h

e brough
t it up. 

R
ath

er, h
er h

ead is full to burstin
g w

ith
 th

e in
tellectual ch

allen
ge of it. O

f de-

fen
din

g th
e products of gen

eration
s of zealots an

d m
urderers.  

O
f m

ak
in

g th
em

 look
 redeem

able, even
 w

h
en

 th
eir fam

ily ties stain
 th

em
 

black
. 

N
ott is particularly ch

allen
gin

g. H
is an

cestors h
ave been

 tan
gled up in

 

en
ough

 gen
ocides an

d cover-ups to m
ak

e M
uggle m

ass m
urderers blush

. 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t w

aste tim
e. W

ith
 th

e trials loom
in

g just days aw
ay, 

sh
e’s m

ade a solem
n

 prom
ise to lock

 old H
erm

ion
e aw

ay. Safe, sen
sible H

erm
i-

on
e. A

n
d th

e m
om

en
t sh

e’d arrived back
 at H

ogw
arts from

 th
e M

in
istry, sh

e’d 

split off w
ordlessly from

 M
cG

on
agall. Foun

d th
e first, m

ost pliable-look
in

g 

Slyth
erin

 sh
e could —

 on
e of th

e few
 w

h
o rem

ain
ed —

 an
d bribed h

er w
ith

 G
al-

leon
s, forbidden

 spells an
d a year’s w

orth
 of com

pleted essays.  

In
 exch

an
ge, H

erm
ion

e n
ow

 h
as a foot-tall stack

 of pastel an
d n

eon
-colored 

journ
als h

idden
 in

 h
er n

igh
tstan

d, on
e of th

em
 violen

tly an
d fam

iliarly purple. 

Sh
e studies th

em
 each

 n
igh

t before b
ed lik

e bibles. D
oesn

’t stop to let h
erself 

feel ash
am

ed. Feel perverse. L
ik

e sh
e’s in

trudin
g, even

 as sh
e is. 

A
 n

ecessary evil. 



 

F
ebruary 8th

, 1999 

 “W
E

L
L...”

 S
E

A
M

U
S P

A
U

SE
S FO

R
 E

FFE
C

T. “T
h

ere’s fin
ally som

e peace an
d quiet 

aroun
d h

ere.”  

Scattered laugh
s. A

 few
 look

s tossed at th
e n

ear-em
pty Slyth

erin
 table. H

er-

m
ion

e catch
es h

erself grin
din

g h
er teeth

, h
an

d tigh
ten

in
g on

 h
er quill. Sh

e 

struggles to k
eep h

er eyes dow
n

 —
 k

eep h
er focus. 

Sh
e doesn

’t h
ave tim

e for an
y of it. 

In
 th

e deceptively lon
g elevator ride out of th

e M
in

istry’s h
oldin

g cells, 

am
on

gst M
cG

on
agall’s pin

ch
ed silen

ce an
d h

er ow
n

 vacan
t state, it’d becom

e 

abun
dan

tly clear th
ere w

as on
ly on

e th
in

g to do. 

W
h

at sh
e does best.  

M
alfoy’s w

arn
in

g h
adn

’t gon
e un

h
eard. B

ut it certain
ly h

asn
’t earn

ed th
e re-

spon
se h

e w
as h

opin
g for. 

B
ecause sh

e isn
’t in

tim
idated. Isn

’t scared. 

Sh
e’s furious. 

A
t th

e M
in

istry. A
t Seam

us’s sm
irk

in
g face. A

n
d at h

im
. 

B
ecause h

ow
 dare h

e ask
 so m

uch
 of h

er? H
ow

 dare h
e ask

 h
er to act so again

st 

h
er n

ature? So again
st everyth

in
g sh

e stan
ds for an

d believes in
... 

A
sk

in
g h

er to sit th
is out is n

o differen
t th

an
 ask

in
g an

 apple to taste lik
e a 

peach
. 

So sh
e’s elbow

s-deep in
 research

. Isn
’t even

 tryin
g to h

ide it from
 th

e rest of 

th
e G

ryffin
dor table, th

ough
 th

ey seem
 n

ot to n
otice or care. N

ot en
ough

 to 

actually put togeth
er w

h
at sh

e’s readin
g an

d subsequen
tly w

ritin
g dow

n
.  

A
s far as sh

e k
n

ow
s, all th

ey see is H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger atten

din
g to h

er studies. 

L
ik

e alw
ays. 

U
n

derstan
din

g. 

In
 th

e n
ext in

stan
t, h

e’s all pow
er on

ce again
. H

e’s got con
trol back

. 

H
an

d tigh
ten

in
g aroun

d h
er th

roat, h
is lips return

 to h
er ear. “T

h
ere?” h

e 

ask
s —

 taun
ts, h

is fin
gers sw

irlin
g over th

e spot in
 a w

ay th
at m

ak
es h

er see col-

ors. N
eon

 colors. T
racers an

d ligh
ts. Fuck

in
g h

allucin
ation

s. 

“Y
es!” sh

e gasps out. 

H
is ton

gue traces th
e sh

ell of h
er ear. “L

ik
e th

at?” 

Sh
e m

oan
s loudly. D

oesn
’t care w

h
o h

ears. ”Y
es, lik

e th
at…

” 

H
e pulls h

is fin
gers out im

m
ediately. T

h
e loss is ph

ysically pain
ful. A

n
d w

h
en

 

sh
e th

row
s h

er h
ead back

 up to protest, sh
e fin

ds h
im

 lick
in

g th
em

 clean
 an

d 

forgets  w
h

at sh
e plan

n
ed to say…

 

T
h

en
, all at on

ce, h
e’s yan

k
in

g at h
er h

ips. T
w

istin
g h

er. D
em

an
din

g. “T
urn

 

aroun
d.” 

“W
h

at?” 

“T
urn

 th
e fuck

 aroun
d.” H

e yan
k

s on
e h

ip so h
ard sh

e loses balan
ce an

d sw
iv-

els, fron
t forced again

st th
e bureau in

stead. 

Sh
e h

ears h
im

 un
doin

g h
is belt buck

le. Suck
s in

 a sh
arp breath

. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e feels th

e h
ard len

gth
 of h

im
 as h

e crow
ds h

is w
arm

 body up 

again
st h

ers —
 but before h

e does an
yth

in
g else, h

is ch
in

 com
es to rest on

 h
er 

sh
oulder, an

d h
is left arm

 slides past h
er w

aist in
to h

er lin
e of sigh

t. 

P
an

tin
g, sh

e stares dow
n

 at it as h
e rolls up h

is sleeve, voice vibratin
g again

st 

h
er. “D

o you see th
at?” h

e ask
s. 

“Y
es,” sh

e breath
es —

 sh
e does. Sh

e sees th
e clean

 sk
in

 an
d th

e fain
t pin

k
 scar 

w
h

ere sh
e sew

ed h
im

 back
 up. Sees th

e sligh
tly paler sh

ade of it, in
dicatin

g th
ere’s 

n
oth

in
g ben

eath
. 

B
ut h

er eyes start to flutter sh
ut w

h
en

 h
is m

outh
 fin

ds h
er ear on

ce m
ore, 

ton
gue toyin

g w
ith

 th
e lob

e as h
e n

ibbles at it. “H
ere’s th

e problem
, G

ran
ger,” 

h
e says, an

d sh
e lean

s h
er h

ead back
 so it falls on

to h
is ch

est, th
e ach

e in
 h

er 

low
er abdom

en
 turn

in
g slow

ly to a burn
. “Y

ou took
 th

at aw
ay —

 all th
at pain

, 

all of th
at h

ate. B
ut on

ce th
at w

as gon
e, so w

ere you.” 

Sh
e goes abruptly still. 



A
n

d even
 as h

is h
an

ds start to lift th
e back

 of h
er sk

irt —
 drag h

er k
n

ick
ers 

dow
n

 h
er th

igh
s —

 sh
e can

 on
ly listen

. 

“D
o you k

n
ow

 w
h

at it’s lik
e to feel em

pty? T
o feel n

oth
in

g?” 

Y
es. Sh

e does. B
ut sh

e doesn
’t an

sw
er. C

an
’t. 

“T
h

at’s w
h

at you did to m
e.” H

is voice is sh
iftin

g from
 a calm

 m
urm

ur in
to 

a grow
l. “Y

ou took
 aw

ay everyth
in

g. I couldn
’t feel an

yth
in

g. N
o pain

, n
o you, 

n
oth

in
g.” A

n
d th

en
 a cold laugh

 falls from
 h

is lips. “A
n

d I’m
 sorry, but I just 

don
’t accept th

at.” 

H
e’s in

side of h
er before sh

e h
as an

y w
ay to prepare for it. 

A
 cut cry leaps past h

er lips an
d sh

e buck
s over th

e edge of th
e bureau, sh

ock
ed 

at th
e in

trusion
, at th

e an
gle —

 at h
is w

ords. A
ll of it. 

H
is h

an
ds curl aroun

d th
e fron

ts of h
er th

igh
s an

d pry th
em

 furth
er apart. 

In
stan

tly, as a result, h
e sin

k
s deeper, an

d sh
e gasps as a stab

 of pleasure sh
oots 

th
rough

 h
er. A

s th
at th

rob
 starts to squeeze th

e good n
erves. 

“I don
’t,” h

e con
tin

ues, as th
ough

 sh
e can

 follow
 alon

g. A
s th

ough
 h

e isn
’t 

slow
ly fuck

in
g h

er again
st a bureau. “I refuse. I fuck

in
g n

eed you.” 

H
er fin

gers curl in
to fists again

st th
e w

ood, eyes squeezed sh
ut. 

“F-Fuck
 you,” sh

e m
an

ages feebly. 

A
n

d sudden
ly h

e’s doubled th
at slow

, deep pace, th
rustin

g h
ard in

to h
er so 

sh
e cries out. G

asps w
ith

 each
 surge, h

er breath
s com

in
g in

 a cut staccato. Still, 

sh
e tries to talk

 h
erself th

rough
 it. T

ries to ign
ore th

at steadily buildin
g ten

sion
 

betw
een

 h
er legs th

at each
 of th

ose th
rusts is th

reaten
in

g to sn
ap. 

“H
ow

…
h

ow
 do I k

n
ow

 —
 fuck —

 h
ow

…
sh

ould —
 sh

ould I b
e —

 oh
, god —

 

sh
ould I b

e…
b

e expectin
g R

on
 to com

e in
—

” 

M
alfoy drives in

 deeper th
an

 ever —
 a h

ard, pun
ish

in
g th

rust th
at rips a 

sh
riek

 from
 h

er th
roat. “D

on
’t fuck

in
g talk

 about h
im

. N
ot righ

t n
ow

.” A
n

d 

h
is h

an
d slides up an

d aroun
d h

er body to rest on
 h

er th
roat again

. “N
ot w

h
ile 

I’m
 doin

g th
is to you.” 

A
n

d sh
e’s effectively silen

ced. C
an

’t m
an

age an
yth

in
g m

ore as h
is steady 

rh
yth

m
 starts to slip aw

ay —
 grow

s h
aph

azard an
d desperate as h

e starts to lose 

con
trol. Sh

e’s righ
t th

ere w
ith

 h
im

. H
er legs are sh

ak
in

g —
 th

reaten
in

g to 

“W
h

at?” sh
e breath

es. 

“H
e’s dead. H

e w
as exon

erated, an
d th

e n
ext day h

e w
as dead. Suicide. Soun

d 

lik
ely?” 

“W
h

at are you—
” 

“H
is solicitor is dead, too.” 

“Stop…
” 

“D
ead. C

atastroph
ic Floo acciden

t. A
gain

 —
 soun

d lik
ely?” 

“Stop it, D
raco —

 h
ow

 do you even
—

” 

“M
y solicitor cam

e b
y early th

is m
orn

in
g. T

old m
e h

e w
as droppin

g out. H
ad 

to. Fears for h
is life. I’m

 w
arn

in
g you righ

t n
ow

, G
ran

ger. A
n

yon
e w

h
o gets in

-

volved en
ds up dead.” 

“H
ow

 can
 th

at—
” 

“It doesn
’t m

atter!” H
is sudden

 sh
out —

 th
e w

ay h
e yan

k
s on

 th
e bars —

 

m
ak

es h
er stum

ble back
 a step. “It doesn

’t fuck
in

g m
atter. Y

ou h
ave to leave. G

et 

w
h

oever cam
e w

ith
 you an

d fuck
in

g leave. N
ow

.” 

“I’m
 n

ot goin
g—

” 

H
is h

an
d lash

es out from
 betw

een
 th

e bars an
d sn

atch
es h

er arm
 in

 a vise. 

”H
erm

ion
e, I’m

 fuck
in

g beggin
g you.” H

is un
sw

ollen
 eye is glassy in

 th
e partial 

ligh
t of h

er w
an

d. B
loodsh

ot. C
razed. “I’m

 beggin
g you. P

lease.” H
e squeezes h

er 

arm
, an

d for th
e briefest of secon

ds, h
is th

um
b

 sw
ipes across h

er sk
in

 —
 a caress. 

“P
lease. G

o.” 

H
er breath

 h
itch

es. 

“G
o.”



H
is h

ead w
h

ips up from
 w

h
ere h

e’s seated again
st th

e w
all, an

d h
e stares at 

h
er th

rough
 a black

 eye. 

“G
ran

ger —
 “ Seein

g h
im

 jum
p to h

is feet in
 th

e blin
k

 of an
 eye alm

ost sh
at-

ters h
er resolve. ”M

erlin
, w

h
at are you doin

g? Is it even
 safe for you to b

e h
ere?” 

H
is h

an
ds —

 k
n

uck
les bruised —

 curl aroun
d th

e bars an
d sh

e fin
ds h

erself 

in
stin

ctively m
eetin

g h
im

 in
 th

e m
iddle, w

rappin
g h

er ow
n

 h
an

ds aroun
d th

em
 

ben
eath

 h
is. 

“W
h

o did th
at to you?” sh

e breath
es, liftin

g on
e fin

ger to poin
t to h

is eye. 

“Fuck
in

g D
aw

lish
 —

 does it fuck
in

g m
atter? A

n
sw

er m
y question

, G
ran

ger.” 

“W
h

at question
?” 

“Is it safe for you to b
e h

ere?” 

H
er ch

est th
robs pain

fully because sh
e th

in
k

s it m
igh

t actually be w
orry in

 

h
is eyes, an

d th
at isn

’t —
 th

at can
’t —

 

G
od. 

“It’s safe,” sh
e m

urm
urs. “I’m

 h
ere on

 your beh
alf.” 

D
raco sh

ak
es h

is h
ead in

stan
tly. “D

on
’t. I already k

n
ow

 w
h

at you’re th
in

k
-

in
g, an

d don
’t do it. D

on
’t.” 

H
er brow

s k
n

it togeth
er. “W

h
at do you m

ean
, don

’t?” 

“I m
ean

 don
’t, G

ran
ger —

 M
erlin

’s fuck
in

g tit. D
on

’t be stupid.” 

If th
ere w

as an
y reaction

 sh
e’d b

een
 expectin

g, it w
asn

’t th
is. “I’m

 your on
ly 

option
 for a fair trial—

” 

“It w
on

’t b
e a fair trial. W

ith
 or w

ith
out you. N

o m
atter w

h
at.” H

is voice is 

h
arsh

 —
 ten

se. A
 rush

 of w
ords th

at don
’t m

ak
e sen

se. “I’m
 w

arn
in

g you, 

G
ran

ger, don
’t fuck

 w
ith

 th
ese people. D

on
’t get on

 th
eir bad side—

” 

“W
h

at are you talkin
g about?” sh

e dem
an

ds. ”W
h

o? T
h

e C
FJ? T

h
ey’re just 

a—
” 

“T
h

ey aren
’t just an

yth
in

g, G
ran

ger.” 

“W
h

at are you—
” 

“M
arcus Flin

t is dead.” H
is voice ech

oes off th
e w

alls. E
ch

oes in
to th

e en
suin

g 

silen
ce. 

H
er fin

gers flex —
 clam

m
y w

ith
 sw

eat —
 again

st th
e bars. 

buck
le. 

“T
ell m

e you un
derstan

d,” h
e gasps again

st h
er sh

oulder, h
ips grin

din
g h

ard 

in
to h

ers, th
at ach

e so rich
 an

d full betw
een

 h
er legs. “D

on
’t tak

e it aw
ay,” an

d 

n
ow

 h
e soun

ds as th
ough

 h
e’s pleadin

g, ch
est risin

g an
d fallin

g fast again
st h

er 

back
. “D

on
’t. D

on
’t tak

e aw
ay th

e on
ly th

in
g I can

 feel. T
h

e on
ly th

in
g I w

an
t 

to feel.” 

Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
 to w

arn
 h

im
, because sh

e’s goin
g to fall off th

at edge. 

T
um

ble over it an
d in

to th
e w

aves of ecstasy below
. If h

e h
its th

at spot on
e m

ore 

—
 M

alfoy gives a furious gasp, grin
din

g out, ”I’m
 fuckin

g in
 love w

ith
 you.” 

A
n

d th
e orgasm

 rips th
rough

 h
er lik

e a tsun
am

i. 

H
as n

o regard for th
e reelin

g state of h
er m

in
d or th

e sudden
 th

rob
 in

 h
er 

h
eart. Just ricoch

ets w
ith

 all its electricity an
d all its gelatin

ous pleasure th
rough

 

every vessel an
d vein

 in
 h

er body. 

A
lm

ost as th
ough

 it’s con
tagious, it h

its M
alfoy n

ext, an
d sh

e feels h
im

 ten
se 

up again
st h

er —
 feels h

is th
rusts falter —

 an
d th

en
 h

e’s groan
in

g in
to h

er 

sh
oulder, bitin

g dow
n

 as h
is ow

n
 release battles its w

ay out. 

In
 th

e silen
ce th

at follow
s, th

ey’re left trem
blin

g. H
is breath

s are sh
ort an

d 

cold again
st h

er clam
m

y sk
in

. H
er k

n
ees are w

obblin
g. 

Sh
e sw

allow
s th

e k
n

ot in
 h

er th
roat. 

H
er voice is h

oarse. 

“W
h

at did you say?”



 

F
ebruary 1st, 1999 

B
A

C
K

P
E

D
A

L 

back-ped-al 

verb to ren
ege on

, back
 dow

n
 on

, fail to h
on

or, sh
ift on

e’s groun
d, tak

e back
, 

recon
sider, w

ith
draw

, aban
don

 

 IT’S T
H

E
 D

E
FIN

IT
IO

N
 SH

E
 SE

E
S IN

 H
IS E

Y
E

S T
H

E
 M

O
M

E
N

T
 SH

E
 T

U
R

N
S A

R
O

U
N

D
. 

A
 blin

d pan
ic. A

 bottom
less vuln

erability. 

Sh
e on

ly catch
es a glim

pse of it, because n
ow

 h
e w

on
’t look

 at h
er. C

an
’t, it 

seem
s. H

e zips h
is trousers an

d tuck
s in

 h
is sh

irt w
ith

 trem
blin

g fin
gers, gaze 

fixed firm
ly on

 th
e flagston

e betw
een

 h
er feet. 

“Y
ou sh

ould go to din
n

er,” h
e says in

 a flat voice. “T
h

ey’ll com
e look

in
g for 

you.” 

It’s on
ly w

h
en

 sh
e tastes blood th

at sh
e realizes sh

e’s been
 bitin

g dow
n

 on
 h

er 

ton
gue. H

er pulse is staggerin
g its w

ay back
 to n

orm
al an

d th
e flush

 in
 h

er ch
eek

s 

an
d dow

n
 h

er n
eck

 is h
ot —

 sw
elterin

g. 

M
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g, sh
e w

an
ts to open

 h
er m

outh
 an

d dare h
im

 to say it 

again
. D

are h
im

 to ow
n

 up to it. D
eal w

ith
 th

e con
sequen

ces of it. A
ccept it. 

B
ut n

ot sin
ce Secon

d Y
ear —

 n
ot sin

ce h
e crash

ed h
is broom

 ch
asin

g after 

H
arry an

d th
e Sn

itch
, n

ot sin
ce h

e look
ed up, bruised an

d battered, at h
is fath

er 

in
 th

e stan
ds —

 h
as sh

e seen
 h

im
 look

 so vuln
erable. 

So lik
e a ch

ild. 

A
n

d it m
ak

es h
er bite dow

n
 h

arder. 

Just th
is on

ce, M
alfoy, sh

e th
in

k
s as h

e sm
ooth

s h
is tousled h

air an
d paces 

aw
k

w
ard lin

es, n
o doubt bracin

g for h
er reaction

. 

all of you. A
s a ch

aracter w
itn

ess.” 

Z
abin

i stares at h
er a lon

g w
h

ile, expression
less. M

cG
on

agall’s distan
t voice 

callin
g out n

am
es fills th

e silen
ce. 

“W
h

y?” h
e ask

s after w
h

at feels lik
e m

ore th
an

 a full m
in

ute. 

Sh
e adjusts h

er grip on
 h

er w
an

d. “B
ecause,” sh

e an
sw

ers feebly. 

“B
ecause w

h
y?” 

“B
ecause.” 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e low

ers h
er w

an
d, an

d h
e’s bath

ed in
 sh

adow
 on

ce m
ore. 

“Sit tigh
t,” sh

e says, an
d th

en
 sh

e’s back
 to h

er search
. B

ack
 to pacin

g a furi-

ous, n
ervous path

 dow
n

 th
e corridor, w

an
d w

h
ippin

g left an
d righ

t. 

Sh
e w

an
ts to call out to h

im
 —

 but sh
e’s terrified h

er voice m
igh

t crack
. T

er-

rified to sh
ow

 h
im

 just h
ow

 deeply un
settled an

d un
h

in
ged sh

e is by all of th
is. 

Sh
e n

eeds to k
eep up a fron

t. T
o stay stron

g. 

For all th
eir sak

es, an
d for h

er ow
n

. 

Sh
e passes cells of prison

ers from
 elsew

h
ere —

 older w
itch

es an
d w

izards w
h

o 

look
 as th

ough
 th

ey’ve been
 th

ere a lon
g w

h
ile. P

asses w
h

at sh
e th

in
k

s m
igh

t b
e 

a body. M
an

y of th
e cells are filled w

ith
 m

ore th
an

 on
e, due to overcrow

din
g. 

H
er w

an
d h

esitates on
 a pair h

uddled in
 th

e back
 corn

er, an
d it tak

es h
er a 

secon
d to realize th

at it’s P
an

sy. 

P
an

sy w
ith

…
 

It’s T
h

eo. H
is h

ead is in
 h

er lap —
 un

con
scious, or so it seem

s from
 th

e bleed-

in
g gash

 at h
is tem

ple. A
n

d sh
e’s just…

sh
e’s strok

in
g h

is h
air. M

urm
urin

g to h
im

. 

D
oesn

’t even
 seem

 to register H
erm

ion
e’s presen

ce. 

It’s alm
ost h

ard to look
 aw

ay. 

B
ut sh

e forces h
erself to m

ove on
. 

B
efore lon

g, it seem
s as th

ough
 th

ere are h
ardly an

y cells left —
 an

d sh
e starts 

to pan
ic. P

ick
s up h

er pace, so accustom
ed to fin

din
g each

 cell em
pty or filled 

w
ith

 som
eon

e else th
at w

h
en

 at last h
er L

um
os ricoch

ets off of blin
din

g plati-

n
um

, sh
e alm

ost w
alk

s righ
t past it. 

Sk
ids. Freezes. 

“D
raco…

?” 



“I’m
 certain

 you’ll figure it out.” 

H
e an

d M
cG

on
agall exch

an
ge glares as h

e lock
s th

e door beh
in

d th
em

, an
d 

th
en

 —
 for a lon

g m
om

en
t —

 it’s silen
ce. 

M
cG

on
agall squares h

er sh
oulders. “I th

in
k

 it’s best I let each
 of th

em
 k

n
ow

 

our in
ten

tio—
” 

H
erm

ion
e h

as already started off dow
n

 th
e h

allw
ay. H

ears M
cG

on
agall sigh

. 

“M
iss A

ccrin
gton

?” sh
e calls out an

d begin
s h

er w
ork

, but H
erm

ion
e is already 

so far dow
n

 th
e corridor sh

e barely h
ears. 

Sh
e casts L

um
os, repeatedly sw

ayin
g h

er w
an

d from
 side to side an

d occasion
-

ally catch
in

g sigh
t of a squin

tin
g, fam

iliar face —
 but n

ot th
e fam

iliar face. N
ot 

th
e on

e sh
e n

eeds to see. 

H
er pulse is gain

in
g speed, h

er breath
s com

in
g in

 sh
ort, n

ervous puffs, an
d 

th
e ligh

t of h
er w

an
d is fractured b

y th
e trem

blin
g of h

er h
an

d. Sh
e h

adn
’t real-

ized un
til n

ow
 h

ow
 desperately sh

e n
eeds to —

 

“G
ran

ger?” 

It’s Z
abin

i. 

Sh
e cuts h

er brisk
 pace sh

ort so sudden
ly sh

e alm
ost trips, rush

in
g to th

e bars 

h
is arm

s are dan
glin

g lazily th
rough

. 

“A
re you alrigh

t?” sh
e blurts in

stin
ctively, dim

m
in

g th
e ligh

t w
h

en
 h

e gri-

m
aces in

to it. 

H
e quirk

s an
 eyebrow

. “A
s good as can

 b
e expected.” T

h
en

 h
e gestures lim

ply 

at h
er. “T

h
e fuck

 are you doin
g h

ere? A
n

d w
ith

…
is th

at M
cG

on
agall I h

eard?” 

H
e n

ods tow
ard th

e far en
d of th

e h
all sh

e’s com
e from

. 

“I —
 yes, sh

e’s…
w

e’re h
ere to…

w
ell—

” 

“H
elp?” A

n
d h

is ton
e is so disbelievin

g —
 so sarcastic, it’s alm

ost tragic. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says, w
atch

in
g h

is face screw
 up in

 con
fusion

. 

“M
cG

on
agall, I get —

 but you…
” H

e h
esitates, an

d th
en

 a m
om

en
t later h

is 

expression
 w

ipes clean
. “O

h
. R

igh
t. Y

ou’re h
ere for M

alfoy.” 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead. “I’m

 h
ere for all of you.” 

“D
on

’t h
ave to lie to spare m

y feelin
gs, G

ran
ger, trust m

e—
” 

“I’m
 n

ot lyin
g,” sh

e sn
aps, sudden

ly exasperated. O
verw

h
elm

ed. “I’m
 h

ere for 

For a figh
t. 

Just th
is on

e last favor. T
h

is on
ce. 

Sh
e clears h

er th
roat. Sees h

im
 ten

se at th
e soun

d of it. B
ut sh

e just straigh
ten

s 

h
er sk

irt an
d goes to fin

d h
er discarded w

an
d. 

H
e glan

ces up at last as sh
e h

eaves h
er bag on

to h
er sh

oulder. 

A
n

d all sh
e can

 m
an

age to say is, “R
igh

t, th
en

,” alm
ost in

audibly. 

H
e blin

k
s. 

Sh
e leaves. 

<
 

For th
e en

tirety of th
at even

in
g, H

erm
ion

e feels as th
ough

 sh
e’s b

een
 dropped 

ten
 m

eters on
to h

er h
ead. 

Sh
e can

’t form
 coh

eren
t th

ough
ts. D

oesn
’t really w

an
t to, to b

e h
on

est. It 

seem
s as th

ough
 it w

ould b
e ph

ysically pain
ful to try. 

Sh
e just k

eeps h
earin

g h
is voice. T

h
at low

, fam
iliar, breath

less h
usk

. 

Sayin
g w

ords sh
e doesn

’t un
derstan

d. 

Sayin
g w

ords th
at sh

ouldn
’t b

e said. 

H
ow

 dare h
e? H

ow
 dare h

e let such
 careless, violen

t w
ords com

e out of h
is 

m
outh

? W
ords w

ith
 such

 dire con
sequen

ces. 

T
h

en
 again

, M
alfoy’s n

ever been
 good w

ith
 con

sequen
ces. 

Sh
e can

’t even
 allow

 h
erself to h

ear th
e w

ords in
 h

er h
ead. T

ruly, sh
e alm

ost 

believes if sh
e m

an
ages n

ot to th
in

k
 about it, it’ll b

e lik
e it n

ever h
appen

ed. L
ik

e 

h
e n

ever said it. 

Sh
e’s practically a gh

ost at din
n

er. D
oesn

’t eat. D
oesn

’t speak
. G

in
n

y can
 ob-

viously tell som
eth

in
g is am

iss, but sh
e’s both

 sm
art an

d k
in

d en
ough

 n
ot to 

draw
 an

y m
ore atten

tion
 to it. 

T
h

at isn
’t to say n

o on
e else n

otices. B
oth

 H
arry an

d R
on

 raise w
ary eyebrow

s 

at h
er on

 separate occasion
s, but sh

e m
an

ages to pass it off as em
barrassm

en
t. 

H
um

iliation
 at h

er dism
issal from

 class th
is m

orn
in

g. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if sh

e’ll ever get to stop lyin
g to th

em
. 

T
h

e logical part of h
er brain

 w
arn

s h
er n

ot to preten
d sh

e h
as n

o ch
oice. 



T
h

e oth
er part is busy retracin

g every m
om

en
t spen

t in
 th

at disused class-

room
. 

Sh
e toys w

ith
 th

e idea of a sip of pum
pk

in
 juice as sh

e rem
em

bers th
e h

eat of 

h
is breath

 on
 th

e back
 of h

er n
eck

. T
ips th

e goblet past h
er lips but n

ever m
an

-

ages to sw
allow

. 

Spits it out across h
er em

pty plate in
stead. 

O
h

, n
o…

 

“‘M
ion

e?” everyon
e seem

s to splutter at on
ce. 

H
er h

an
d trem

bles as sh
e h

urries to van
ish

 th
e m

ess w
ith

 h
er w

an
d. “Sorry, 

sorry,” sh
e babbles. “C

h
ok

ed. Just ch
ok

ed. I —
 erm

. I th
in

k
 I’d, erm

, best…
best 

b
e off to bed. Y

es. B
ed. E

rm
. G

oodn
igh

t.” 

L
yin

g. A
lw

ays lyin
g. 

B
ut sh

e can
’t go to bed. N

ot w
h

en
 sh

e’s been
 so stupid. 

For w
h

at m
ust b

e th
e h

un
dredth

 tim
e, sh

e turn
s h

er back
 on

 th
e con

fused 

faces of h
er frien

ds an
d h

urries from
 th

e G
reat H

all. 

“Fool,” sh
e m

utters to h
erself as sh

e storm
s tow

ard th
e D

un
geon

s. “B
loody, 

bloody idiot.” 

Sh
e w

alk
s righ

t past Slyth
erin

. 

T
h

at’s th
e last th

in
g sh

e n
eeds in

 th
is m

om
en

t. 

N
o, it’s th

e P
otion

s classroom
 sh

e w
an

ts. 

Slugh
orn

 is still at din
n

er, elbow
s-deep in

 stew
 an

d sausage. H
e’ll b

e n
on

e th
e 

w
iser. A

n
d sh

e tak
es a m

om
en

t to con
vin

ce h
erself th

at h
e w

ouldn
’t m

in
d —

 

seein
g as th

is is an
 em

ergen
cy. 

B
ut, oh

, to im
agin

e w
h

at h
er First Y

ear self w
ould th

in
k

 if sh
e could see h

er 

righ
t n

ow
. 

“A
loh

om
ora.” 

Sh
e sh

uts th
e h

eavy door quietly beh
in

d h
erself an

d casts a ch
arm

 to ligh
t th

e 

m
an

y can
dles. 

If sh
e h

ad tim
e to stop an

d th
in

k
 about it, sh

e m
igh

t’ve com
e to realize th

at 

—
 at th

e very least —
 th

is served as a distraction
 from

 oth
er, m

ore…
un

certain
 

th
ough

ts. 

T
h

e clerk
 squin

ts at h
er. “V

isitor badges to see w
h

ich
?” 

“A
ll,” M

cG
on

agall says prim
ly. 

H
is lip curls up in

 irritation
. “I’m

 fairly certain
 th

at w
on

’t b
e—

” 

“G
ive th

e M
in

ister m
y n

am
e,” sh

e sn
aps. “H

e w
ill auth

orize it, I assure you.” 

T
h

at’s possibly th
e on

ly th
in

g w
ork

in
g in

 th
eir favor. K

in
gsley as M

in
ister. 

Still, th
ere isn

’t m
uch

 h
e can

 do to override a W
izen

gam
ot decision

 —
 n

oth
in

g, 

in
 fact. T

h
ese trials w

ill determ
in

e everyth
in

g. 

Sh
e doesn

’t realize sh
e’s bitin

g at h
er n

ails un
til a cuticle tears an

d bleeds. Sh
e 

h
as to force h

erself to fold h
er h

an
ds beh

in
d h

er back
. 

T
h

e clerk
 leads th

em
 grudgin

gly th
rough

 th
e atrium

, h
an

din
g th

em
 visitor 

badges, an
d th

ey pack
 in

to an
 already crow

ded elevator. 

B
ut sh

e isn
’t prepared for —

 

“M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

“It is —
 it’s h

er!” 

“H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger, bless m

y soul —
 it’s an

 h
on

or.” 

From
 all sides, w

itch
es an

d w
izards exten

d th
eir arm

s to sh
ak

e h
er h

an
d, even

 

as M
cG

on
agall does w

h
at little sh

e can
 to w

ard th
em

 off. 

B
y th

e tim
e th

ey step out, sh
e’s dazed an

d sh
ak

en
 up, glan

cin
g back

 over h
er 

sh
oulder an

d starin
g, in

credulous, as th
e elevator zoom

s back
w

ard an
d dow

n
. 

“I didn
’t realize…

” sh
e m

um
bles, but M

cG
on

agall is already leadin
g h

er 

aw
ay. 

“T
ry to relax.” 

T
h

ey’re on
 on

e of th
e low

est floors of th
e M

in
istry —

 th
e tem

porary h
oldin

g 

cells; a large, w
ard-guarded am

algam
ation

 of cells w
ith

 capacity en
ough

 to con
-

tain
 all th

ose aw
aitin

g a trial. 

It’s dark
 an

d cold —
 an

d it rem
in

ds h
er too m

uch
 of th

e D
epartm

en
t of M

ys-

teries. T
h

e black
 tile floor, th

e dim
 glow

. Sh
e sh

ivers an
d earn

s a con
cern

ed 

glan
ce from

 M
cG

on
agall. 

“H
ere w

e are,” grun
ts th

e clerk
, un

lock
in

g a door th
at leads to a lon

g, m
ulti-

celled corridor. 

“W
h

ich
 cells?” ask

s M
cG

on
agall. 



“…
B

ut you love h
im

.” 

Sh
e forces h

erself to m
eet G

in
n

y’s eyes, even
 as h

er w
ords stab

, gouge, flay 

som
eth

in
g deep in

side. 

“I don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at I feel.” 

G
in

n
y’s gaze is sob

er. “I th
in

k
 you do.” 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead. “Stop it, G

in
.” 

“It’s th
e tru—

” 

“Stop.” 

G
in

n
y’s lips sn

ap sh
ut. Sh

e gives h
er a tuck

ed, doubtful n
ot-quite sm

ile. 

“O
k

ay,” sh
e says, an

d sh
e slips off th

e edge of th
e bed. H

eads back
 to h

er ow
n

. 

H
erm

ion
e puffs out th

e breath
 sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 sh
e w

as h
oldin

g. 

<
 

“Fam
ily n

am
e?” 

H
erm

ion
e tugs n

ervously on
 th

e h
em

 of h
er blazer, stan

din
g sligh

tly beh
in

d 

M
cG

on
agall as sh

e produces a list an
d retrieves h

er spectacles —
 clears h

er th
roat. 

“A
ccrin

gton
, B

ain
bridge, B

errow
, B

ulstrode, C
arter, C

ow
ley, C

ram
, D

avis, 

D
edw

orth
, E

vercreech
, G

oyle, G
reen

grass —
 both

 of th
em

 —
 L

ofth
ouse, M

al-

foy, 
M

eads, 
M

on
tague, 

N
ott, 

P
ark

in
son

, 
P

h
ipps, 

P
ucey, 

R
ow

lan
d, 

Syk
es, 

T
h

atch
am

, W
h

iteh
ead an

d Z
abin

i.” 

A
bout h

alfw
ay th

rough
 th

e list, H
erm

ion
e starts to pan

ic. T
h

ere are m
ore 

th
an

 sh
e realized —

 an
d som

e of th
e n

am
es sh

e doesn
’t even

 recogn
ize. 

H
ow

 does sh
e defen

d som
eon

e sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
? 

T
h

in
k on

 it, M
cG

on
agall h

ad said…
 

T
h

e flustered clerk
 is strugglin

g to tak
e dow

n
 all th

e n
am

es, an
d M

cG
on

agall 

seem
s to b

e m
ak

in
g a poin

t of readin
g th

em
 as sw

iftly as possible, perh
aps to 

solidify th
e ridiculousn

ess of th
e situation

. 

“A
n

d w
h

at is it you’ll b
e n

eedin
g?” h

e bark
s, aggravated, sh

ak
in

g out h
is quill 

h
an

d on
ce h

e’s fin
ish

ed. 

“H
earin

g dates, full lists of ch
arges, an

d w
e w

ill require visitor badges as 

w
ell.” 

B
ut h

er soul focus in
 th

is m
om

en
t is th

e potion
 sh

e’s n
ot even

 sure sh
e re-

m
em

bers h
ow

 to brew
. 

T
h

e oth
er G

ryffin
dor girls alw

ays used to call it “L
ast R

esort L
iqueur.” 

B
oth

 for its sick
ly sw

eet taste an
d its con

n
otation

s. 

“A
bsolute m

oron
,” sh

e h
isses as sh

e gath
ers w

h
at sh

e h
opes are th

e correct 

in
gredien

ts. 

Sh
e m

ade a prom
ise to h

erself years an
d years ago —

 ages before sh
e w

as sex-

ually active —
 th

at sh
e w

ould n
ever forget to perform

 th
e con

traceptive ch
arm

. 

C
learly, tw

elve-year-old H
erm

ion
e h

ad n
o idea w

h
at it’d b

e lik
e to b

e caugh
t 

up in
 th

e m
om

en
t. 

C
augh

t up in
…

M
alfoy. 

A
 sh

iver m
ixed w

ith
 th

e sligh
test tw

in
ge of despair rides up h

er spin
e. Sh

e 

sh
ak

es h
er h

ead free of th
e th

ough
t of h

im
 an

d tries to con
cen

trate on
 brew

in
g. 

O
n

e sprig of Jew
elw

eed, or tw
o? H

alf a teaspoon
 of H

on
eyw

ater? 

Is th
ere supposed to b

e an
y H

on
eyw

ater at all? 

Sh
e starts a fire un

der a cauldron
 an

d begin
s addin

g in
gredien

ts to th
e best 

of h
er k

n
ow

ledge. H
opes to base it off its scen

t —
 to brin

g it as close as sh
e can

 

to w
h

at sh
e rem

em
bers from

 th
ose few

 practice brew
s. 

A
t th

e back
 of h

er m
in

d, sh
e’s picturin

g M
adam

 P
om

frey’s sh
rew

d gaze. 

T
h

in
k

in
g back

 to h
er lecture. 

A
 lecture w

h
ich

 n
ow

 seem
s justified. 

B
loody M

alfoy…
 

It’s h
is fault, too. N

ot en
tirely, th

ough
 at least partially. B

ut —
 n

o, it isn
’t 

sm
art to th

in
k

 about h
im

. 

H
er curls begin

 to tw
ist an

d frizz as th
ey alw

ays do, steam
 billow

in
g up in

 h
er 

face. A
 pow

erful, m
olasses-lik

e scen
t starts to fill th

e classroom
. 

W
h

at’s th
e w

orst th
at can

 h
appen

 if sh
e’s gotten

 it w
ron

g, sh
e w

on
ders? 

N
ausea? Fever? A

 ch
an

ge of h
air color? 

It can
’t be an

yth
in

g com
pared to th

e in
ciden

t w
ith

 M
illicen

t B
ulstrode’s cat…

 

N
o, th

e w
orst it can

 do is n
ot w

ork
. A

n
d by god, sh

e n
eeds it to w

ork
. Sh

e 

can
’t —

 sh
e can

’t even
 fath

om
 w

h
at th

at w
ould…

 



T
h

at w
ould just 

T
h

at w
ould just com

plicate…
 

T
h

at w
ould —

 

B
loody h

ell, don
’t th

in
k about it. 

B
efore sh

e’s even
 certain

 it’s fin
ish

ed, an
d certain

ly before it’s h
ad th

e ch
an

ce 

to cool, sh
e ladles a cup full of th

e dark
 violet brew

 in
to a flask

 an
d dow

n
s it in

 

on
e go. 

T
h

e h
eat burn

s h
er th

roat, th
e sw

eetn
ess itch

in
g across h

er ton
gue an

d m
ak

-

in
g h

er stom
ach

 clen
ch

. 

Sh
e grim

aces. C
h

ok
es dow

n
 th

e last of it an
d th

en
 begin

s to cough
. 

B
etter th

is, th
an

 —
 

Stop th
in

kin
g about it! 

A
 w

arm
 pulse en

gulfs h
er stom

ach
. Sh

e glan
ces dow

n
 an

d catch
es a glim

pse 

of th
e violet glow

 before an
oth

er cough
 w

rack
s th

rough
 h

er ch
est. 

T
h

an
k

 god. 

Sh
e tries to h

eave a sigh
 of relief, but m

an
ages on

ly to cough
 som

e m
ore. Sh

e 

cough
s un

til h
er eyes w

ater, face buried in
 h

er sleeve as sh
e w

aves h
er w

an
d 

aroun
d in

 th
e oth

er h
an

d, clearin
g aw

ay th
e eviden

ce. 

A
t first, sh

e th
in

k
s it’s th

e flask
s an

d jars of in
gredien

ts causin
g th

e raucous. 

T
h

in
k

s th
ey’re respon

sible for th
e th

uds an
d crash

es sh
e’s sudden

ly h
earin

g, per-

h
aps as th

ey h
it th

e back
s of th

e cupboards th
ey’re return

in
g to. 

It’s on
ly w

h
en

 h
er w

an
d h

an
d goes still an

d th
e cough

in
g subsides th

at sh
e 

realizes th
e n

oise is elsew
h

ere. 

It’s out in
 th

e corridor. 

Sh
e can

 h
ear it th

rough
 th

e P
otion

s classroom
 door. R

apid footsteps —
 sev-

eral pairs, by th
e soun

d of it, w
ith

 differen
t, un

even
 strides. 

A
n

d sh
outin

g. 

H
erm

ion
e goes very still. H

olds h
er breath

 to listen
. 

For a lon
g m

om
en

t, sh
e’s too con

fused to m
an

age an
yth

in
g else. 

T
h

en
 sh

e slow
ly m

an
ages to m

ak
e h

er w
ay tow

ards th
e door, pressin

g h
er ear 

again
st th

e th
ick

, rough
 w

ood. 

tell G
in

n
y th

e truth
. 

“‘M
ion

e, th
ere’s n

oth
in

g you can
—

” 

“Y
ou don

’t k
n

ow
 th

at.” 

G
in

n
y sigh

s. Sw
eeps th

e curtain
s aside an

d com
es to sit on

 th
e corn

er of H
er-

m
ion

e’s bed. H
erm

ion
e is brush

in
g n

on
existen

t lin
t from

 th
e pen

cil sk
irt, 

poin
tedly avoidin

g h
er eyes. 

“I th
ough

t you m
ade a decision

,” says G
in

n
y. 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
s th

ick
ly. U

n
folds an

d refolds th
e sk

irt. 

“I th
ough

t you decided you w
ere don

e. N
o m

ore. For your ow
n

 sak
e—

” 

“H
e said h

e loved m
e.” 

It com
es out in

 a rush
. A

 breath
less, alm

ost in
coh

eren
t w

h
isper. It’s th

e first 

tim
e sh

e’s allow
ed h

erself to ack
n

ow
ledge it, an

d h
earin

g it from
 h

er ow
n

 m
outh

 

is lik
e a w

eigh
t droppin

g in
to h

er stom
ach

. 

G
in

n
y goes very still. H

erm
ion

e sees h
er m

outh
 open

 an
d close on

ce or tw
ice 

from
 h

er periph
ery, but can

’t bear to look
 at h

er h
ead on

. 

“…
W

h
en

?” sh
e fin

ally m
an

ages to ask
. 

H
erm

ion
e clears h

er th
roat. Starts refoldin

g th
e blazer in

stead. “A
 few

 h
ours 

ago.” 

G
in

n
y glan

ces dow
n

 at h
er h

an
ds. U

p at th
e ceilin

g. Sigh
s. 

“G
it,” sh

e says after a m
om

en
t, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s eyes lock

 on
 h

er at last. 

G
in

n
y sh

rugs. “I m
ean

…
it just —

 th
at just com

plicates everyth
in

g.” 

H
erm

ion
e n

ods n
um

bly. Feels a sm
all pulse of satisfaction

 at h
earin

g h
er ow

n
 

th
ough

ts validated. 

“A
n

d h
is tim

in
g is rubbish

.” 

Sh
e m

an
ages a w

eak
 sm

ile. 

G
in

n
y seem

s to h
esitate before ask

in
g w

h
at sh

e does n
ext. “D

oes th
is m

ean
 

you’ve forgiven
 h

im
?” 

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces aw
ay. C

atch
es a glim

pse of th
e brok

en
 pen

dan
t, sittin

g 

lon
esom

e on
 h

er n
igh

tstan
d. “N

o…
” sh

e m
urm

urs. “N
o, I don

’t forgive h
im

.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s an

oth
er k

n
ot in

 h
er th

roat. “I don
’t th

in
k

 I’ll ever truly forgive 

h
im

. For an
y of it.” 



“I n
eed to k

n
ow

 w
h

at I can
 do.” 

“A
s I said, M

iss G
ran

ger, you can
 get som

e m
uch

-n
eeded rest—

” 

“H
eadm

aster—
” 

“M
uch

-n
eeded,” M

cG
on

agall in
terrupts, raisin

g h
er voice as sh

e stan
ds, “so 

th
at you w

ill h
ave your w

its about you w
h

en
 w

e go to th
e M

in
istry tom

orrow
.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
s. B

lin
k

s tw
ice. 

“W
e?” 

“Y
es,” sh

e says curtly, van
ish

in
g both

 th
eir teacups —

 a clear in
dication

 of 

dism
issal. “A

s th
eir H

eadm
aster, I can

n
ot fun

ction
 as a ch

aracter w
itn

ess. Y
ou, 

on
 th

e oth
er h

an
d…

” 

“Y
es,” sh

e blurts im
m

ediately. “Y
es, absolutely. I’ll do it.” 

“T
h

in
k

 carefully on
 it, M

iss G
ran

ger. T
h

in
k

 on
 th

e con
sequen

ces an
d th

e 

cost before you fully com
m

it yourself.” 

“I k
n

ow
—

” 

“It w
ill b

e exh
austin

g. P
ain

ful. A
lien

atin
g. A

 m
edia circus, if you w

ill —
 an

d 

your ow
n

 ch
aracter w

ill b
e called in

to question
—

” 

“H
eadm

aster, I w
an

t to do it.” 

M
cG

on
agall clutch

es h
er sh

oulder gen
tly. ”T

h
in

k on
 it,” sh

e says. “I in
sist. 

A
n

d m
eet m

e h
ere at n

in
e o’clock

, if you’re truly up to it.” 

H
erm

ion
e bites back

 on
 an

yth
in

g furth
er sh

e plan
n

ed to say. M
ak

es h
erself 

n
od. M

ak
es h

erself stan
d. H

er legs are n
um

b from
 so m

an
y h

ours in
 th

e ch
air, 

an
d a steady ach

e h
as built up at th

e base of h
er sk

ull. 

“T
h

an
k

 you, H
eadm

aster,” sh
e m

urm
urs, h

eadin
g for th

e door. “I’ll see you 

in
 th

e m
orn

in
g.” 

“T
h

in
k

 on
 it.” 

<
 

T
h

e dorm
itory is quiet but G

in
n

y is aw
ak

e. O
f course sh

e is. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g?” sh

e ask
s th

rough
 th

e parted, crim
son

 curtain
s of h

er 

four-poster, w
atch

in
g as H

erm
ion

e lays out h
er n

icest blazer. H
er n

icest sk
irt. 

“I’m
 goin

g to th
e M

in
istry in

 a few
 h

ours,” sh
e says quietly. A

t least sh
e can

 

“N
o! N

O
!” sh

e h
ears —

 it’s a boy’s voice, th
ough

 sh
e can

’t tell w
h

ose. It ech
oes 

off th
e w

alls, an
d sh

e th
in

k
s sh

e can
 h

ear h
is feet scufflin

g on
 th

e floor. “Y
ou 

can
’t! It isn

’t legal, you can
’t!” 

“Stop!” com
es from

 som
ew

h
ere else, an

d sh
e alm

ost gives h
er ear a splin

ter as 

sh
e adjusts to h

ear it better. “ST
O

P
 IT

!” T
h

at voice. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at voice. 

P
an

sy. 

“Stop it!” 

O
pen

 th
e door, H

erm
ion

e, a foreign
 voice in

side h
er h

ead com
m

an
ds. 

L
ik

e a th
reat. L

ik
e a w

arn
in

g. 

O
pen

 th
e door. 

Sh
e steps out in

to ch
aos. 

A
urors. 

A
urors are everyw

h
ere, ch

argin
g th

rough
 th

e D
un

geon
s corridors in

 th
eir 

th
ick

, black
 rob

es tow
ards th

e Slyth
erin

 com
m

on
 room

 —
 an

d th
e on

es goin
g 

back
 th

e oth
er w

ay h
ave studen

ts in
 th

eir grasps. 

A
gain

, sh
e fin

ds h
erself frozen

. Sh
e presses h

erself back
 again

st th
e P

otion
s 

door to avoid a tram
plin

g, eyes lock
in

g on
 P

an
sy at th

e far en
d w

h
ere sh

e strug-

gles in
 th

e grip of burly, grun
tin

g m
an

. P
an

sy is scratch
in

g an
d spittin

g an
d curs-

in
g an

d altogeth
er puttin

g up quite an
 adm

irable figh
t —

 but H
erm

ion
e can

 see 

h
er w

an
d in

 th
e m

an
’s grip, an

d ultim
ately h

e m
an

ages to put h
er in

 a full body 

bin
d. 

“T
h

is is absolutely un
acceptable, M

r. D
aw

lish
! I in

sist you leave at on
ce!” 

M
cG

on
agall’s fam

iliar voice boom
s across th

e corridor, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s h
ead 

sn
aps in

 h
er direction

. 

Sh
e’s follow

in
g h

ot on
 th

e h
eels of a purposeful look

in
g m

an
 H

erm
ion

e 

vaguely recogn
izes as D

aw
lish

. A
n

d sh
e’s w

on
derin

g w
h

y sh
e’s —

 

W
h

y is th
at n

am
e…

? 

“O
h

, god.” 

It’s h
appen

in
g. 

Just lik
e T

h
eo said it w

ould. 



“I h
ave M

in
istry orders, H

eadm
aster. It’s in

 your best in
terest to stay out of 

our w
ay,” th

e m
an

 D
aw

lish
 sn

aps, th
e h

em
 of h

is rob
es w

h
isperin

g again
st H

er-

m
ion

e’s sh
in

s as h
e storm

s past. A
cross th

e w
ay, M

illicen
t B

ulstrode is bein
g 

dragged th
rough

 th
e h

idden
 barrier of th

e Slyth
erin

 com
m

on
 room

, scream
in

g 

bloody m
urder. “N

o! N
O

! W
h

at did I do? T
ell m

e w
h

at I did! W
h

at did I do!?” 

O
ver an

d over, H
erm

ion
e can

 h
ear th

e sam
e ph

rase bein
g bark

ed out b
y differen

t 

A
urors. 

“A
drian

 P
ucey, you are h

ereby ch
arged as a supporter to th

e D
eath

 E
ater 

cause…
” 

“…
as an

 accom
plice to th

e D
eath

 E
ater cause…

” 

“…
as a bystan

der to th
e D

eath
 E

ater cause…
” 

“…
your sen

ten
ce is to be reevaluated…

” 

“…
pen

din
g n

ew
 eviden

ce…
” 

“…
solicitors h

ave been
 n

otified.” 

“…
surren

der your w
an

d…
” 

“P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

, you are h
ereby ch

arged —
 “ 

“B
laise Z

abin
i, you are h

ereby ch
arged —

 “ 

“M
illicen

t B
ulstrode —

 “ 

“T
h

eodore N
ott —

 “ 

“D
raco M

alfoy —
 “ 

H
erm

ion
e’s breath

 catch
es in

 h
er th

roat. H
er legs lock

. H
er m

outh
 goes dry. 

“…
you are h

ereby ch
arged as an

 accom
plice an

d a w
eapon

ized agen
t to th

e 

D
eath

 E
ater cause. Y

our sen
ten

ce is to b
e reevaluated, pen

din
g n

ew
 eviden

ce. 

Y
our solicitor h

as been
 n

otified. Surren
der your w

an
d.”

 

F
ebruary 2n

d, 1999 

 IT’S T
W

O
 IN

 T
H

E
 M

O
R

N
IN

G
. 

Sh
e’s been

 sittin
g in

 M
cG

on
agall’s office for m

ore th
an

 four h
ours, sippin

g 

lon
g-cold tea from

 a cup th
at clin

k
s w

h
en

ever h
er sh

ak
in

g h
an

ds put it back
 on

 

th
e saucer. 

Sh
e’d b

een
 h

on
est w

ith
 D

raco an
d T

h
eo about th

e possibility of th
is —

 about 

th
e viability of w

h
at w

as claim
ed in

 th
e P

roph
et. L

ogical H
erm

ion
e h

ad been
 

forth
righ

t th
at it could be don

e. 

B
ut sh

e’s com
e to realize th

at logical H
erm

ion
e an

d th
e rest of h

erself are 

disjoin
ted. O

ut of step. Separate. 

A
n

d th
e rest of h

erself n
ever saw

 th
is com

in
g. 

“W
h

at can
 I do?” sh

e ask
s for th

e h
un

dredth
 tim

e, voice a dull croak
. 

M
cG

on
agall sits tiredly in

 D
um

bledore’s old ch
air, still pourin

g over th
e 

coun
tless in

dictm
en

ts sh
e’d b

een
 h

an
ded by D

aw
lish

 sh
ortly before h

e in
carcer-

ated a good fourth
 of h

er studen
t body. “Y

ou can
 get som

e rest,” M
cG

on
agall 

says, voice som
eh

ow
 both

 stern
 an

d com
passion

ate —
 an

 un
derton

e of exh
aus-

tion
. 

“I can
’t—

” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger…

” 

“I just stood th
ere, H

eadm
aster.” H

erm
ion

e sets dow
n

 h
er teacup on

 th
e edge 

of th
e desk

. W
rin

gs h
er h

an
ds. “I just stood th

ere. I w
atched. I can

’t—
” 

“I k
n

ow
 h

ow
 m

uch
 you care for M

r. M
alfoy—

” 

“A
ll of th

em
,” sh

e deadpan
s, un

able to con
trol it. A

dm
ittin

g it both
 out loud 

an
d to h

erself for th
e first tim

e. “I care about all of th
em

.” 

M
cG

on
agall quirk

s a sage brow
. 


