
She 
had
 
to 

go 
and

 
ruin 

everything 
w
ith 

her 
face. 

She’s 

alw
ays 

ruining 
everything 

w
ith 

her 
fucking 

face. 

She 
looked

 
at 

m
e 
like 

she 
d
id
n
’t 

even 
fucking 

know
 
m
e. 

A
nd
 
I
 
d
on
’t 

know
 
how

 
to 

d
eal 

w
ith 

that 
either. 

I
 
hate 

that. 

I
 
hate 

that. 

A
nd
 
then 

she 
said

 
—
 

F
uck, 

I
 
just 

w
ant 

—
 
I
 
need

 
to 

—
 

M
erlin

’s 
fucking 

d
eform

ed
 
right 

tit, 
w
hat 

the 
fuck 

am
 
I
 

talking 
to 

you 
for? 
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R
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Q
U

ID
D

IT
C

H
 P

IT
C

H
, SH

E’S D
E

C
ID

E
D

 SH
E

 H
A

S T
O

 A
C

C
E

P
T

 IT. 

H
e’s gon

e to th
e w

orst place h
e could go. T

h
e place sh

e’s m
ost afraid to follow

. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 fin

ally sh
e’s m

uck
ed up th

e courage to w
alk

 to th
e en

d of th
at 

corridor, even
 th

e Fat L
ady gives h

er a stran
ge look

. In
 th

e gran
d sch

em
e of 

th
in

gs, it prob
ably h

as little to do w
ith

 th
e gossip an

d m
ore to do w

ith
 h

er fraz-

zled appearan
ce, but in

 th
is m

om
en

t H
erm

ion
e’s fractured state of m

in
d can

’t 

differen
tiate betw

een
 th

e tw
o —

 an
d it sen

ds th
e first in

 a series of tears dow
n

 

h
er face as sh

e croak
s out th

e passw
ord. 

Sh
e stan

ds in
 th

e dark
 h

all betw
een

 th
e portrait h

ole an
d th

e com
m

on
 room

 

for several, seem
in

gly en
dless m

in
utes. C

an
 h

ear voices —
 R

on
’s specifically, an

d 

Seam
us’s, but sh

e can
’t piece togeth

er w
h

at th
ey’re sayin

g. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s h
ow

 badly th
is w

ill h
urt. It doesn

’t tak
e a B

oggart to rem
in

d h
er 

h
ow

 afraid sh
e is of pain

. 

Still, sh
e also k

n
ow

s th
e lon

ger sh
e stan

ds h
ere, th

e m
ore lik

ely sh
e is to lose 

“I sm
ell sm

ok
e,” D

raco grum
bles sudden

ly, surprisin
g h

er, an
d h

e reach
es up 

a lazy arm
 to tap h

is fin
ger again

st h
er tem

ple. 

“Sod off,” sh
e h

isses, glan
cin

g sidew
ays at h

im
. H

is eyes are still closed. 

“D
oes an

yon
e w

orry as m
uch

 as you do? D
o th

ey offer position
s in

 w
orryin

g?” 

H
is w

ords are slow
 an

d careless, possibly still h
alf asleep. “Y

ou sh
ould look

 in
to 

th
at.” B

ut h
is fin

ger stops tappin
g an

d starts draw
in

g little circles an
d sw

irls on
 

h
er ch

eek
. 

D
efin

itely h
alf asleep. 

“I h
ave th

in
gs to w

orry about,” sh
e w

h
ispers, ign

orin
g th

e pleasan
t tin

gles 

h
is touch

 is sen
din

g to h
er brain

. “I’m
 losin

g frien
ds left an

d righ
t.” 

N
ow

 h
e does open

 h
is eyes. B

lin
k

s slow
ly at h

er, gaze tracin
g over h

er face. 

H
e drops h

is arm
 —

 w
edges th

e oth
er ben

eath
 h

is h
ead to prop it up a bit. “I’ll 

b
e h

on
est, th

ough
 you w

on
’t lik

e it. B
ut part of m

e gets off on
 seein

g you lik
e 

th
is.” 

H
er brow

 furrow
s. 

H
e elaborates. “Seein

g you lose th
in

gs. Struggle. Suffer. It’s im
m

en
sely satis-

fyin
g after w

atch
in

g you an
d th

e W
on

der T
w

in
s trium

ph
 for so m

an
y years.” 

“I’m
 sure it is,” sh

e says after a lon
g silen

ce, feelin
g an

 ach
e blossom

 ben
eath

 

h
er collarbon

e. Sh
e tries to assess w

h
y sh

e isn
’t furious at h

is w
ords. W

h
y th

ey 

don
’t set off alarm

 bells in
 h

er h
ead. A

n
d yet all sh

e can
 say is, “T

h
e W

on
der 

T
w

in
s. A

n
oth

er M
uggle referen

ce you sh
ould k

n
ow

 n
oth

in
g about.” 

D
raco’s eyes flit betw

een
 each

 of h
ers. H

e bobs h
is free sh

oulder in
 a sh

rug. 

“Full of surprises.” 

Sh
e m

an
ages an

 un
h

appy sm
ile. 

“H
ow

ever,” h
e adds after a m

om
en

t, adjustin
g h

is k
n

ee betw
een

 h
er legs. H

er 

breath
 h

itch
es. “I w

ill say th
at W

easelby’s goin
g to h

ave a very rough
 term

.” 

Sh
e squin

ts at h
im

. Is so distracted by h
is w

ords th
at sh

e doesn
’t really register 

h
is h

an
d as it glides its w

ay dow
n

 over h
er h

ip. O
n

ly n
otices w

h
en

 h
e starts un

-

button
in

g h
er jean

s. 

Sh
e tries to stop h

im
, pulse jum

pstartin
g, but h

e push
es h

er h
an

d aw
ay an

d 

slides dow
n

 th
e zip, lean

in
g in

 to brush
 h

is lips over h
er th

roat. 



“I don
’t lik

e w
h

at h
e said.” 

H
er w

ords com
e out brok

en
 —

 disjoin
ted b

y th
e w

ay h
is h

an
d dips ben

eath
 

th
e plain

 w
h

ite edge of h
er k

n
ick

ers. “T
h

at…
th

at I’m
 a traitor?” 

D
raco sh

ak
es h

is h
ead, n

ose brush
in

g again
st h

er earlob
e. “M

m
-m

m
.” 

H
er voice w

avers. “T
h

at I’m
 n

oth
in

g?” 

H
e bites h

er n
eck

 sudden
ly. So h

ard sh
e jolts, th

e pain
 un

expected. “Y
eah

,” 

h
e says again

st h
er sk

in
, th

en
 laves h

is ton
gue over th

e abused flesh
, lik

e an
 apol-

ogy. “T
h

at.” 

A
 sh

ak
in

g exh
ale is h

er on
ly respon

se. 

D
raco draw

s a slow
 fin

ger up an
d dow

n
 again

st h
er, m

ak
in

g lazy circles an
d 

sen
din

g sh
ock

w
aves th

rough
 h

er n
erve en

din
gs. “W

h
at’s w

orse is you alm
ost 

seem
 to fuck

in
g believe it.” T

h
en

 h
e pulls h

is h
an

d aw
ay abruptly, th

e sudden
 

loss of sen
sation

 a pain
 all its ow

n
 —

 on
ly to m

ak
e h

er w
atch

 h
im

 slip th
at sam

e 

fin
ger in

to h
is m

outh
. Suck

 on
 it. 

A
 stran

gled n
oise figh

ts its w
ay out of h

er th
roat. Sh

e flush
es brigh

t pin
k

. 

“W
h

ich
 is fuck

in
g absurd,” h

e con
tin

ues, slidin
g th

e w
et digit free of h

is lips 

an
d guidin

g it sm
ooth

ly back
 betw

een
 h

er legs. 

Sh
e gasps. H

er h
an

ds fin
d h

is sh
oulders, fistin

g in
 th

e dam
p fabric of h

is sh
irt. 

“P
isses m

e off,” h
e says, fin

gers fin
din

g a com
fortable rh

yth
m

 —
 glidin

g 

again
st h

er an
d m

ak
in

g h
er h

ips jerk
 up to m

eet th
em

. “B
ut n

ot as m
uch

 as h
e 

does.” 

Sh
e buries h

er face in
 h

is ch
est. C

an
’t bear to h

ave h
im

 w
atch

 h
er w

h
ile h

e 

does th
is to h

er. 

“I w
an

t to h
urt h

im
,” h

e purrs, w
ords n

ot m
atch

in
g h

is ton
e. N

ot m
atch

in
g 

an
yth

in
g as h

e teases h
er en

tran
ce, sw

irlin
g h

is callused fin
ger aroun

d it. “Fuck
, 

I so badly w
an

t to h
urt h

im
.” A

n
d th

en
 h

e slides tw
o fin

gers in
side. 

Sh
e m

uffles h
er cry again

st h
im

, fin
gern

ails diggin
g in

to h
is sh

oulders. 

“W
ill you let m

e h
urt h

im
?” h

e m
urm

urs in
 h

er ear, even
 as h

e pum
ps h

is 

fin
gers in

 an
d out, each

 tim
e fin

din
g th

at odd, perfect spot sh
e can

’t describe. 

T
h

e on
e th

at m
ak

es h
er toes curl an

d h
er legs squirm

. 

“D
on

’t,” sh
e squeak

s —
 w

eak
ly, barely. 

the 
last 

eight 
years 

—
 
no 

the 
last 

eighteen 
years 

—
 
has 

anything 
ever 

gone 
the 

w
ay 

I
’ve 

w
anted

 
it 
to? 

T
he 

w
ay 

I
’ve 

asked
 
for 

it 
to? 

T
herefore, 

fuck 
G
ranger 

and
 
her 

fucking 
grand

 
gesture. 

I
 

thought 
m
aybe 

I
 
could

 
hand

le 
it. 

I
 
thought 

m
aybe 

those 

fucking 
P
atil 

tw
ins 

or 
the 

W
easlette 

w
ould

 
com

e 
back 

from
 

holid
ay 

and
 
bounce 

around
 
w
ith 

joy 
for 

her, 
at 

least. 

B
ut 

G
ranger 

fucking 
crucified

 
herself 

for 
m
e. 

A
nd
 
then 

sud
d
enly 

it 
w
as 

m
y 
m
ove. 

M
y 
turn 

to 
prove 

som
ething. 

M
y 
turn 

to 
prove 

I
 
w
asn

’t 
everything 

she 
thought 

m
e 
to 

be. 
M
y 
turn 

to 
sacrifice 

som
ething. 

T
o 
lose 

som
ething. 

A
nd
 
I
 
d
id
n
’t 

know
 
how

. 
I
 
still 

d
on
’t. 

So, 
fucking 

excuse 
the 

hell 
out 

of 
m
e 
w
hile 

I
 
try 

to 

find
 
som

e 
sem

blance 
of 

w
hat’s 

com
fortable. 

W
hat’s 

fam
iliar. 

W
hat 

I
’m
 
used

 
to. 

A
t 
least 

m
y 
feelings 

about 
W
easelby 

are 
fucking 

consistent. 

M
erlin, 

you 
should

’ve 
seen 

his 
face. 

I
 
w
ant 

a 
portrait 

of 

that 
face 

to 
hang 

over 
m
y 
m
antle 

for 
fucking 

eternity. 
I
t 

w
as 
everything 

I
’d
 
hoped

 
for 

and
 
m
ore. 

E
very 

ounce 
of, 

‘Y
eah, 

W
easley, 

w
atch 

m
e. 
W
atch 

m
e 
fuck 

her. 
W
atch 

m
e 
fuck 

the 

girl 
you 

thought 
w
as 

alw
ays 

m
eant 

to 
be 

yours. 
She’s 

not 

yours.’ 

I
t 
w
as 

fucking 
flaw

less. 

B
ut 

then 
her 

face. 



N
obod

y 
fucking 

taught 
m
e. 

N
obod

y 
sat 

m
e 
d
ow
n 
and

 
explained

. 
E
xplained

 
how

 
the 

fuck 
I
’m
 
supposed

 
to 

feel. 
W
hat 

I
’m
 
supposed

 
to 

d
o. 
H
ow
 

I
’m
 
supposed

 
to 

act. 

M
other 

and
 
F
ather 

never 
told

 
m
e, 

‘Y
es, 

D
raco, 

this 
is 
how

 

m
uch 

it’s 
going 

to 
hurt,’ 

and
 
‘T
his 

is 
how

 
hard

 
it’ll 

be 
to 

trust,’ 
and

 
‘T
his 

is 
w
hat 

you 
should

 
never 

d
o. 
N
ever. 

E
ver.’ 

N
o 
one 

ever 
d
rew
 
that 

fucking 
line 

for 
m
e. 

N
o 
one 

ever 
fucking 

prepared
 
m
e 
for 

the 
w
ay 

it 
w
as 
going 

to 
feel. 

F
or 
how

 
little 

fucking 
sense 

anything 
w
as 

going 
to 

m
ake. 

F
or 
the 

w
ay 

she 
started

 
looking 

at 
m
e 
and

 
talking 

to 
m
e 

and
 
seeking 

things 
from

 
m
e. 

L
ike 

com
fort. 

L
ike 

safety. 

W
hat 

the 
fuck 

w
as 

I
 
supposed

 
to 

fucking 
d
o 
w
ith 

that? 

Seriously. 
Seriously. 

I
 
asked

 
her 

to 
fucking 

prove 
it, 

and
 
then 

she 
fucking 

d
id
. 

T
he 

fuckery 
here 

is 
tw
ofold

. 

A
: 
T
his 

is 
fucking 

G
ranger. 

G
ranger, 

w
ho 

never 
fucking 

d
oes 

anything 
out 

of 
her 

fucking 
com

fort 
zone 

unless 
it’s 

for 
Saint 

F
ucking 

P
otter. 

G
ranger, 

w
ho 

w
ould

 
never 

put 
herself 

or 
her 

reputation 
on 

the 
line 

for 
m
e 
in 

a 
m
illion 

fucking 
years. 

I
 

could
’ve 

taken 
bets 

on 
it. 

B
ut 

then 
also, 

B
: 
I
’m
 
fucking 

m
e. 

W
hen 

the 
fuck, 

in 

“P
lease, please, I w

an
t to h

urt h
im

.” H
is voice is rough

. H
e in

creases th
e 

rh
yth

m
 of h

is h
an

d to m
atch

. “L
et m

e h
urt h

im
.” 

T
h

is is w
ron

g. Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
is is w

ron
g. 

B
ut k

n
ow

in
g th

at does n
oth

in
g to stop th

e oozin
g, ach

in
g pleasure from

 

buildin
g up betw

een
 h

er h
ips. 

“N
o,” sh

e w
h

im
pers, an

d h
e th

rusts in
 a th

ird fin
ger in

 respon
se, tw

istin
g so 

h
e’s alm

ost layin
g on

 top of h
er. L

ean
in

g over h
er. D

rivin
g in

to h
er. 

Sh
e can

’t h
ide from

 h
im

 th
is w

ay, an
d h

is lips capture h
ers w

ith
 a bruisin

g 

pressure. B
ite. Suck

. H
ard. “I w

an
t to m

ak
e h

im
 bleed. I w

an
t to cut h

im
 open

 

w
ith

 a M
uggle k

n
ife.” 

Sh
e w

rith
es again

st h
im

, both
 in

 protest an
d in

 earn
est. C

ravin
g. N

eedin
g. 

T
errified. 

“Say I can
. Say you’ll let m

e.” 

Sh
e can

 on
ly sh

ak
e h

er h
ead, eyes squeezed sh

ut, bitin
g dow

n
 on

 h
er ton

gue. 

Sh
e’s so close. T

oo close. 

“E
ven

 if you don
’t, I th

in
k

 I’ll do it an
yw

ay.” 

A
n

d w
ith

 th
at, h

e’s don
e talk

in
g. H

e h
itch

es up h
er w

aist w
ith

 h
is free arm

, 

beltin
g it un

der h
er to brin

g h
er closer. T

ilt h
er, so th

e an
gle of h

is fin
gers is 

un
bearable. A

n
d th

ey drive in
 an

d out, in
 an

d out, so con
sisten

tly —
 so m

erci-

lessly, un
til sh

e’s ballin
g h

is sh
irt in

to fists an
d con

vulsin
g again

st h
im

. C
ryin

g 

out again
st th

e sk
in

 of h
is th

roat as th
e orgasm

 explodes th
rough

 h
er alm

ost 

an
grily. V

en
gefully. 

H
er h

an
ds are sh

ak
in

g w
h

en
 sh

e fin
ally m

an
ages to let h

im
 go. H

is sh
irt is 

w
rin

k
led an

d creased. H
is lips are sw

ollen
. 

A
n

d h
is gaze is savage. D

eligh
ted. W

ick
edly deligh

ted th
at h

e m
an

aged to do 

th
is to h

er. 

Sh
e trem

bles, breath
in

g out loudly in
 th

e sudden
 silen

ce. H
er sh

ak
in

g fin
gers 

fin
d th

e sm
ooth

 plan
es of h

is ch
eek

s. 

“D
on

’t —
 don

’t h
urt h

im
. Y

ou don
’t h

ave to h
urt h

im
.” 

H
e dips dow

n
. K

isses h
er too sw

eetly for w
h

at h
e says. 

“I w
on

’t m
ak

e you an
y prom

ises.” 
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 “G
E

T
 A

 L
O

A
D

 O
F T

H
IS R

U
B

B
ISH

.” 

Sh
e sh

oots up off h
er back

 w
ith

 a gasp an
d k

n
ees D

raco in
 th

e th
igh

, an
d th

en
 

h
e’s aw

ak
e an

d cursin
g, an

d th
ey’re both

 rush
in

g to do up button
s. B

oth
 tryin

g 

to m
ak

e sen
se of T

h
eodore N

ott tak
in

g a seat on
 th

e couch
 betw

een
 th

e tw
o of 

th
em

. 

H
erm

ion
e quick

ly ch
arm

s h
erself —

 ban
ish

es h
er m

atted h
air an

d an
y evi-

den
ce of th

eir in
appropriate beh

avior. Sh
e h

adn
’t m

ean
t to fall back

 asleep, an
d 

sh
e’s glan

cin
g aroun

d n
ervously for an

y on
look

ers in
 th

e com
m

on
 room

. 

B
ut it’s just N

ott, an
d h

e seem
s com

pletely un
in

terested in
 th

eir in
decen

t 

state. H
e’s got th

e D
aily P

roph
et in

 h
an

d —
 th

row
s it dow

n
 on

 th
e table in

 fron
t 

of th
em

 —
 an

d H
erm

ion
e catch

es a glim
pse of on

e of th
e low

er h
eadlin

es. 

 

L
E
T
T
I
N

G
 
B

Y
G
O
N

E
S
 
B

E
 
B

Y
G
O
N

E
S
?
 

W
it

c
h

 W
e
e
k

l
y
’s

 T
h

e
o

r
ie

s
 o

n
 H

e
r
m

io
n

e
 G

r
a

n
g

e
r
s
 T

r
y
s
t
 w

it
h

 F
o

r
m

e
r
 

D
e
a

t
h

 E
a

t
e
r
 

 

Sh
e sigh

s, reach
in

g out to turn
 to th

e correspon
din

g article, but N
ott slaps h

er 

h
an

d aw
ay. 

“N
ot th

at on
e,” h

e sn
aps, an

n
oyed, th

en
 yan

k
s open

 th
e P

roph
et w

ith
 such

 

force it tears about an
 in

ch
 on

 both
 bottom

 an
d top. “T

h
is sh

ite.” 

T
h

ere’s a m
ovin

g ph
otograph

 of D
raco an

d N
arcissa M

alfoy exitin
g th

e M
in

-

istry w
ith

 th
eir solicitor on

 th
e day of th

eir appeal. It th
en

 sw
itch

es to P
an

sy P
ar-

k
in

son
 w

alk
in

g th
rough

 D
iagon

 A
lley w

ith
 a h

an
d in

 fron
t of h

er face, w
ardin

g 

off th
e press. T

h
en

 to N
ott w

ith
 h

is solicitor, at som
e poin

t durin
g h

is appeal, 

H
is eyes are tigh

t w
h

en
 h

e slides th
em

 over to h
er again

. 

“Y
ou are sick,” sh

e breath
es, feelin

g h
er blood boilin

g ben
eath

 every in
ch

 of 

flesh
.  

“T
w

isted an
d sick

.” 

 Sh
e’s un

satisfied an
d un

fulfilled b
y th

e violen
ce. Sh

e isn
’t sure an

yth
in

g 

could satisfy h
er in

 th
is m

om
en

t. 

B
ut th

e sligh
t flick

er in
 h

is expression
 —

 th
e crack

 in
 th

e ston
e —

 is a start. 

E
ven

 so, it’s pain
ful just to look

 at h
im

. 

Sh
e can

’t. Sh
e n

eeds to leave. Sh
e n

eeds to run
.  

Sh
e —

 R
on

. R
on

 is th
e priority. 

R
on

. 

M
alfoy’s still fuck

in
g talk

in
g. 

“M
aybe so, G

ran
ger.” H

e sh
rugs again

.  

A
gain

. 

A
n

d th
e poison

 bubblin
g up in

 h
er vein

s seeps out. C
urls h

er lip an
d lash

es 

out lik
e a w

h
ip on

 h
er ton

gue. 

“I h
ate you.” 

A
n

d n
o. N

o, th
at’s n

ot en
ough

. W
on

’t h
urt en

ough
. N

eeds to h
urt.  

N
eeds to h

urt as m
uch

 as sh
e does. 

“Y
ou’re n

oth
in

g.” 

T
h

at’s it. 

T
h

at’s th
e pain

 sh
e n

eeded to see. 

T
h

e w
ay th

e breath
 exits h

is m
outh

 an
d th

e w
ay h

is sh
oulders deflate w

ith
 it.  

T
h

e w
ay h

is jaw
 slack

en
s an

d h
is sh

arp eyes go dull.  

T
h

e w
ay h

e blin
k

s. 

It gives h
er legs th

e stren
gth

 to m
ove. 

A
n

d sh
e’s run

n
in

g. 

  January 
11th, 

1999 

D
iary, 



 

Jan
uary 11th

, 1999 

 H
E

 D
O

E
SN

’T
 M

O
V

E. N
ot an

 in
ch

. 

H
is eyes are cold an

d h
ooded an

d m
ask

ed —
 sh

e can
 read n

o expression
 in

 

th
em

. 

“Y
ou k

n
ew

. Y
ou kn

ew
. Y

ou plan
n

ed th
is.” 

H
is w

arm
in

g ch
arm

 fades aw
ay, an

d an
 icy gust of w

in
d sw

eeps up again
st 

th
em

. Sh
e barely feels it. 

“P
lan

n
ed is a stron

g w
ord,” h

e says, n
o em

otion
 in

 h
is voice, eith

er. N
oth

in
g. 

E
m

ptin
ess. “B

ut you can
 alw

ays coun
t on

 W
easley n

ot to fin
ish

 h
is w

ork
 on

 

tim
e.” H

e crack
s h

is k
n

uck
les. R

olls h
is sh

oulders. C
asual. A

lw
ays fuck

in
g casual. 

“So, n
o —

 less of a plan
 an

d m
ore of an

 educated guess.” 

“Y
ou already fin

ish
ed th

at project,” is all sh
e can

 m
an

age to say, deadpan
. 

H
e h

as th
e n

erve to sh
rug. 

Sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s goin

g to b
e sick

. R
igh

t h
ere. O

n
 th

e floor. Feels th
e bile rise 

up in
 h

er th
roat. B

ut n
o —

 n
o, sh

e isn
’t goin

g to let th
at h

appen
. Isn

’t goin
g to 

b
e th

at path
etic. R

efuses. N
o, sh

e doesn
’t n

eed to b
e sick

, sh
e n

eeds to…
sh

e n
eeds 

—
 H

erm
ion

e tak
es on

e step forw
ard an

d m
usters as m

uch
 force as sh

e can
. 

B
ack

h
an

ds h
im

 across th
e face. 

H
is jaw

 is a cold, h
ard slab

 of ston
e again

st th
e sen

sitive, th
in

 sk
in

 of h
er 

k
n

uck
les. Stin

gs, th
e pain

 h
ot an

d sh
arp. A

n
d th

e resoun
din

g crack
 is loud in

 h
er 

ears. M
alfoy doesn

’t m
ak

e a soun
d. W

h
at force sh

e m
an

aged h
as sw

ept h
is n

eck
 to 

th
e side, an

d for a m
om

en
t h

e stays facin
g th

at w
ay, allow

in
g h

er to w
atch

 th
e 

an
gry scarlet bloom

 across h
is ch

eek
. 

sh
ow

in
g h

im
 m

assagin
g h

is tem
ples. T

h
en

 to B
laise Z

abin
i sh

ovin
g h

is w
ay 

th
rough

 oth
er m

em
bers of th

e press w
h

ile tryin
g to en

ter K
in

g’s C
ross Station

. 

T
h

e h
eadlin

e reads: 

 S
I
X

 
M
O
N

T
H
S
 
&
 
W

A
R
 
C
R
I
M
I
N

A
L

S
 

S
T
I
L

L
 
W

A
L

K
 
F

R
E
E
 

 

“H
ave you ever even

 h
eard of th

is fuck
in

g organ
ization

? O
r at least th

at’s w
h

at 

th
ey’re fuck

in
g callin

g it?” N
ott is ask

in
g D

raco. “C
rusaders For Justice?” 

D
raco sh

ak
es h

is h
ead an

d rubs h
is tired eyes, squin

tin
g as h

e lean
s forw

ard 

to get a better look
 at it. “R

eck
on

 th
ey w

an
t us all in

 A
zk

aban
.” 

“N
o, m

ate.” N
ott jabs h

is fin
ger an

grily in
to th

e paper. “T
h

ey w
an

t us fuck
-

in
g dead. I read th

e bloody article. H
ere. R

ead th
is lin

e.” H
e tears it som

e m
ore 

rippin
g it back

 off th
e table, h

an
din

g it to D
raco an

d stabbin
g at th

e sen
ten

ce 

in
 question

. “R
ead it. R

ead th
at.” 

D
raco yaw

n
s an

d sleepily reads it aloud. “Sin
ce O

ctob
er of last year, th

e or-

gan
ization

 h
as b

een
 am

assin
g m

ajor support an
d grow

in
g in

 n
um

bers, advocat-

in
g a zero-toleran

ce policy for accused D
eath

 E
aters an

d th
eir allies. D

aw
lish

, 

form
er A

uror, foun
der of C

.F.J. an
d ch

am
pion

 of th
e cause, calls for a re-evalu-

ation
 of sen

ten
cin

g, arguin
g offen

ders sh
ould b

e prosecuted to th
e fullest exten

t 

of th
e law

.” 

“R
ead h

is fuck
in

g quote.” N
ott jabs th

e paper som
e m

ore. 

D
raco’s lazy in

ton
ation

 fades as h
e speak

s. “W
h

at use is a M
in

istry of M
agic 

th
at can

n
ot carry out justice w

h
ere justice is due? T

h
ese are w

itch
es an

d w
izards 

respon
sible for th

e torture an
d m

urder of h
un

dreds —
 w

h
eth

er th
ey decided to 

get th
eir h

an
ds dirty or n

ot —
 an

d th
ey are bein

g protected b
y respectable in

sti-

tution
s such

 as H
ogw

arts, D
urm

stran
g an

d St. M
un

go’s. P
rotection

 th
ey do n

ot 

an
d w

ill n
ever deserve. C

.F.J. w
ill b

e subm
ittin

g a m
otion

 to reopen
 all closed 

cases again
st th

ese in
dividuals, citin

g an
 in

frin
gem

en
t upon

 th
e righ

ts an
d safety 

of w
izardin

g society. W
e in

ten
d to place a particular em

ph
asis on

 w
h

at w
e an

d 



coun
tless m

em
bers of th

is com
m

un
ity con

sider to b
e true justice: th

e D
e-

m
en

tor’s K
iss.” 

H
is voice is un

steady as h
e reads th

e last sen
ten

ce, an
d H

erm
ion

e glan
ces up 

to see h
e’s gon

e pale. Sees h
im

 try to laugh
 it off. 

H
e tosses th

e P
roph

et back
 to th

e table. “T
h

ey’re just tryin
g to sell papers. 

N
ext w

eek
 it’ll b

e buried ben
eath

 an
oth

er com
pilation

 of P
otter’s best Q

uid-

ditch
 m

an
euvers.” A

n
d h

e m
assages th

e n
ape of h

is n
eck

, sittin
g back

 again
st th

e 

clam
m

y leath
er. “It’s illegal, an

yh
ow

.” 

“N
o, it isn

’t,” H
erm

ion
e m

urm
urs, an

d for a m
om

en
t sh

e doesn
’t realize 

sh
e’s said it aloud. B

ut both
 of th

em
 turn

 to stare at h
er, an

d sh
e w

ish
es sh

e could 

bite h
er ton

gue. Sh
e sigh

s. L
ook

s aw
ay, talk

s to th
e black

 m
arble table in

stead. 

“M
uggles are protected b

y a law
 th

at preven
ts th

em
 from

 bein
g tried for th

e sam
e 

crim
e tw

ice. W
izardin

g society is n
ot. B

ecause th
e safety an

d secrecy of th
is w

orld 

is param
oun

t, an
yon

e can
 b

e retried on
 th

e basis th
at th

eir curren
t sen

ten
ce al-

low
s th

em
 to pose a th

reat.” 

T
h

ere’s a draw
n

 out silen
ce. 

T
h

en
 N

ott h
uffs. B

lurts out, “W
ell, fuck

,” an
d yan

k
s a bottle of Firew

h
isk

ey 

tow
ard h

im
. It’s seven

 in
 th

e m
orn

in
g. “See? W

e’re all goin
g to die.” 

“I’m
 n

ot sayin
g it w

ill b
e easy for th

em
 to prove it. I’m

 on
ly sayin

g it’s…
w

ell, 

it’s possible,” sh
e adds feebly. Som

eth
in

g th
ick

 an
d poison

ous slith
ers in

to h
er 

gut. Sh
e isn

’t sure w
h

at it is. 

In
 h

er periph
eral, sh

e sees D
raco sn

atch
 th

e Firew
h

isk
ey out of N

ott’s h
an

ds. 

H
e tak

es a deep sw
ig, an

d sh
e w

on
ders if an

y of th
em

 are ever truly sob
er. 

“W
h

at do w
e do, th

en
?” h

e ask
s. Sh

e h
ates th

at h
e ask

s. H
ates th

at sh
e’s ex-

pected to h
ave an

 an
sw

er for everyth
in

g. H
ates th

at, in
 th

is m
om

en
t, sh

e w
ish

es 

m
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g sh
e h

ad a better on
e. A

 differen
t on

e. 

“T
h

ere’s n
oth

in
g you can

 do. N
ot un

til—
” Sh

e break
s off. Feels an

 in
ten

se 

an
d pain

ful pan
g of guilt an

d quick
ly corrects h

erself. ”U
n

less. N
ot un

less you’re 

called to trial.” 

T
h

ey sit in
 m

ore silen
ce, all starin

g straigh
t ah

ead. T
h

e dappled early m
orn

-

in
g ligh

t is tin
ged teal b

y th
e B

lack
 L

ak
e again

st th
e w

in
dow

s. A
 pair of Secon

d 

h
ope for som

e sem
blan

ce of advice, of a plan
. O

f com
fort. O

f an
yth

in
g. 

B
ut w

h
at sh

e sees m
ak

es h
er n

auseous. 

A
bruptly an

d ph
ysically ill. 

Sh
e tak

es in
 h

is passive gaze an
d h

is ston
y expression

 w
ith

 h
orror. C

an
’t un

-

derstan
d. C

an
’t fath

om
. C

an
’t breath

e. 

“Y
ou kn

ew
.”



h
is scalp —

 th
eir disjoin

ted pan
ts are ech

oin
g th

rough
 th

e tow
er —

 an
d sh

e 

starts to feel th
at pressure build, fold in

 on
 itself, rise —

 an
d h

e’s n
ot stoppin

g, 

n
ot slow

in
g —

 an
d sh

e’s en
couragin

g h
im

, en
couragin

g h
im

 —
 sayin

g th
in

gs 

sh
e’d n

ever say —
 h

as n
ever said —

 please an
d don

’t stop an
d like th

at, yes, please, 

yes, just like th
at —

 an
d h

e’s listen
in

g, h
e’s in

credible —
 an

d h
is ton

gue is trac-

in
g con

tin
en

ts on
 h

er sk
in

, an
d sh

e’s so —
 

Som
eth

in
g loud h

its th
e floor. H

eavy —
 a deep th

ud, lik
e book

s. T
h

ey both
 

jerk
. D

raco’s rh
yth

m
 cuts off abruptly. Sh

e gasps. A
n

d h
is teeth

 free h
er so sh

e 

can
 w

h
ip h

er h
ead to th

e side. 

Sh
e can

’t un
derstan

d it. 

C
an

’t com
preh

en
d it. 

C
an

’t fath
om

 th
at it’s R

on
. 

It’s R
on

. 

Stan
din

g at th
e top of th

e stairs. H
is book

 bag is on
 th

e floor an
d h

is m
outh

 

is agape an
d h

is eyes are —
 th

ey’re w
ide an

d h
orrified an

d disgusted an
d disbe-

lievin
g an

d so m
an

y th
in

gs —
 too m

an
y fuck

in
g th

in
gs at on

ce. 

T
h

ey’re frozen
. A

ll th
ree of th

em
. 

T
h

ere is n
o con

ceivable w
ay to h

ide w
h

at th
ey’re doin

g, an
d yet h

er frazzled 

th
ough

ts are still w
on

derin
g if it’s possible. If th

ere’s som
e excuse sh

e can
 m

ak
e, 

som
e lie sh

e can
 tell. 

“R
on

…
” sh

e rasps out, voice brok
en

. A
 croak

. 

H
e doesn

’t pick
 up h

is bag. Just puffs out a sh
ort, furious breath

 as h
is tortured 

eyes flit betw
een

 th
em

 on
ce m

ore. A
n

d th
en

 h
e’s gon

e. D
ow

n
 th

e stairs as quick
ly 

as h
e cam

e. Q
uick

er. 

T
h

ere’s a w
ren

ch
in

g, deafen
in

g, colossal m
om

en
t of silen

ce. 

D
raco pulls out of h

er —
 a stran

ge, con
flictin

g sen
sation

 th
at doesn

’t m
atch

 

an
yth

in
g else sh

e’s feelin
g. H

e sets h
er dow

n
. H

olds h
er un

til h
e seem

s con
vin

ced 

sh
e can

 balan
ce on

 h
er ow

n
. 

H
er eyes h

aven
’t m

oved from
 th

e stairs. 

“O
h

 m
y god…

” sh
e w

h
ispers, an

d th
ere’s n

o ton
e to h

er voice. Just air. 

H
er ch

est th
rob

s an
d sh

e forces h
erself to look

 aw
ay —

 to look
 at D

raco an
d 

Y
ear girls clam

ber n
oisily dow

n
 th

e dorm
itory stairs, th

ough
 n

on
e of th

em
 turn

 

to look
. 

Sh
e catch

es brok
en

 pieces of w
h

at th
ey w

h
isper as th

ey m
ak

e th
eir w

ay out of 

th
e com

m
on

 room
, trippin

g over on
e an

oth
er an

d gaw
k

in
g at th

em
. “ —

 

G
ran

ger doin
g in

 Slyth
erin

 —
 “ an

d “—
 M

alfoy’s sh
irt’s all rum

pled —
 “ an

d “ 

—
 do you th

in
k

 th
ey…

 —
 “ an

d th
en

 “ —
 all th

ree of th
em

?” 

T
h

eir giggles fade aw
ay as th

ey disappear th
rough

 th
e false w

all, an
d all sh

e 

can
 th

in
k

 is, M
arvelous. M

ore gossip. 

“G
ive m

e th
at bottle, please,” sh

e says. 

<
 

Sh
e w

aits un
til break

fast is h
alf over before sn

eak
in

g in
to G

ryffin
dor to ch

an
ge 

in
to h

er robes —
 

Sn
eakin

g in
to G

ryffindor. 

W
h

at a perfectly h
orrible an

d utterly ridiculous con
cept. 

Sh
e feels distin

ctly un
w

elcom
e, even

 in
 th

e em
ptin

ess of th
e dorm

itory, as 

sh
e does up th

e button
s on

 h
er blouse. T

ies h
er tie w

ith
 trem

blin
g fin

gers, th
e 

red an
d gold alm

ost taun
tin

g h
er —

 feelin
g lik

e a sick
 jok

e. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e reach
es th

e G
reat H

all, w
ith

 perh
aps tw

en
ty m

in
utes left of 

break
fast, sh

e h
as n

o n
otion

 of w
h

at to do. 

H
er gaze sh

ifts n
ervously to th

e G
ryffin

dor table, fin
din

g H
arry, R

on
, G

in
n

y 

an
d th

e oth
ers in

 th
eir usual spot, th

ough
 th

e typically h
igh

-spirited con
versa-

tion
 is n

ow
h

ere to be foun
d. T

h
ey’re talk

in
g in

 low
 ton

es to on
e an

oth
er, ex-

pression
s m

in
im

al. M
easured. It seem

s obvious th
ey k

n
ow

 w
h

ere sh
e slept last 

n
igh

t. T
h

e m
ood of th

eir little section
 is dark

. D
ivisive. 

Sh
e can

 tell even
 from

 w
h

ere sh
e h

esitates in
 th

e en
tryw

ay. 

A
n

d sh
e can

’t sit th
ere. 

Sh
e can

’t. Sh
e can

’t. 

H
er eyes slide desperately in

 th
e oth

er direction
 w

h
en

 H
arry catch

es sigh
t of 

h
er, an

d m
aybe it’s th

ose few
 sips of Firew

h
isk

ey sw
irlin

g aroun
d in

 h
er oth

er-

w
ise em

pty stom
ach

, but sh
e fin

ds h
erself w

alk
in

g tow
ards th

e Slyth
erin

 table, 



legs n
um

b. G
elatin

ous. 

N
ott an

d Z
abin

i are arguin
g about th

at sam
e article in

 th
e P

roph
et over 

pum
pk

in
 juice. P

an
sy is lean

in
g again

st Z
abin

i, bored as sh
e braids h

er h
air, plate 

un
touch

ed. A
n

d D
raco is scribblin

g in
 th

e diary, as usual. 

Sh
e ign

ores th
e absurd, alm

ost audible th
uddin

g of h
er pulse as sh

e sh
ak

ily 

sw
in

gs h
er legs over th

e ben
ch

. T
ak

es th
e seat across from

 D
raco. N

ext to N
ott. 

A
n

d every pair of Slyth
erin

 eyes at th
at table zeroes in

 on
 h

er in
stan

tly. Sh
e 

th
in

k
s sh

e h
ears R

on
’s voice k

ick
 up above th

e m
orn

in
g ch

atter, tum
ultuous —

 

“…
got to be jokin

g…
” alth

ough
 perh

aps sh
e’s im

agin
in

g it. 

P
an

sy is th
e first to m

an
age a reaction

. 

“O
h

, w
on

derful,” sh
e h

isses, rollin
g h

er eyes an
d droppin

g h
er braid to stab 

in
to h

er egg w
h

ites. Sh
e ch

ew
s th

em
 furiously an

d doesn
’t m

ak
e eye con

tact 

again
 for th

e rest of th
ose tw

en
ty m

in
utes. 

N
ott raises an

 eyebrow
 at H

erm
ion

e. “Fully com
m

ittin
g to th

is traitor th
in

g, 

th
en

, are you?” h
e ask

s, an
d h

is voice is w
ry. M

ock
in

g. It isn
’t frien

dly. B
ut it isn

’t 

exactly un
frien

dly, eith
er. 

A
n

d D
raco…

 

D
raco says n

oth
in

g as h
e look

s up from
 th

e journ
al. 

B
ut th

e expression
 on

 h
is face —

 th
e look

 in
 h

is eyes —
 is th

e clearest an
d 

m
ost obvious on

e h
e’s ever displayed to h

er. 

A
 look

 of pure, vicious satisfaction
. V

ictorious, as th
ough

 h
e’s just w

on
 som

e 

lon
g-w

in
ded com

petition
. T

h
e w

ay h
is lip pulls crook

edly up over h
is teeth

 is —
 

it’s evil, it’s evil, th
at’s w

h
at it is. 

B
ecause h

e k
n

ow
s n

ow
, for certain

, th
at h

e’s destroyed all h
er frien

dsh
ips. 

R
uin

ed h
er reputation

 for good. 

A
n

d h
e is ever so pleased. 

Sh
e w

an
ts so deeply to h

ate h
im

 for it, too. P
art of h

er does. T
h

e sam
e part of 

h
er th

at h
as been

 an
d alw

ays w
ill b

e again
st th

is —
 th

is th
in

g betw
een

 th
em

, 

w
h

atever it is. B
ut an

oth
er part of h

er can
n

ot h
elp but see th

e h
on

esty in
 th

at 

expression
. 

B
ecause D

raco w
ill n

ever b
e good. H

e k
n

ow
s th

at. H
e sees to it. 

A
 n

ervous laugh
 bubbles out of h

er th
roat. “Y

ou soun
d lik

e a surgeon
.” 

“Y
es, w

ell —
 you’ve n

ever don
e it lik

e th
is before. U

n
less, of course, you lied 

about bein
g a virgin

.” 

Sh
e laugh

s again
, breath

 com
in

g in
 ragged puffs. H

e doesn
’t w

arn
 h

er again
. 

Sh
e w

asted th
e first on

e. 

A
n

d sudden
ly h

e’s th
ere. 

Sh
e gasps. H

er h
ead sm

ack
s back

 again
st th

e ston
e, a pain

 sh
e doesn

’t n
otice 

—
 w

on
’t n

otice un
til tom

orrow
. B

ecause h
e’s righ

t. H
e’s so, so righ

t. T
h

is is dif-

feren
t. T

h
e an

gle. T
h

e depth
. It ch

an
ges everyth

in
g. 

It h
urts. 

B
ut it also sim

ultan
eously quen

ch
es th

e th
irst brough

t on
 b

y th
at h

orrible 

em
ptin

ess. T
h

at n
eed. A

ddresses it lik
e a prescribed m

edicin
e. A

n
d th

e soun
d h

e 

m
ak

es —
 th

e w
ay h

is h
ead drops dow

n
 on

to h
er sh

oulder…
it m

ak
es th

e pain
 fade. 

“Fuck
,” h

e h
isses. 

“P
lease,” sh

e w
h

ispers, because h
e’s n

ot m
ovin

g. N
ot tak

in
g care of th

at extra 

itch
. T

h
at th

rob
 deep an

d low
 th

at still n
eeds atten

din
g. 

H
is h

an
ds are trem

blin
g, too. T

h
ey sh

ak
e again

st th
e exposed sk

in
 at h

er 

w
aist, slidin

g up ben
eath

 th
e fabric of h

er blouse to grab h
old. 

A
n

d slow
ly —

 too slow
ly —

 h
e starts to sh

ift h
er again

st h
im

. Starts to guide 

h
er h

ips to m
ove, to in

vite h
im

 in
, expel h

im
 out —

 over an
d over. 

Sh
e m

ak
es som

e ridiculous soun
d. It m

igh
t be a w

ord, m
igh

t n
ot. Sh

e doesn
’t 

k
n

ow
. O

n
ly k

n
ow

s th
e perfect pressure. T

h
e violen

t pleasure of th
at on

e spot h
e 

alw
ays seem

s to h
it. 

Sh
e ten

ses at th
e sen

sation
. A

cciden
tally squeezes som

e foreign
 m

uscle group, 

an
d w

h
atever it is, it gets a stron

g reaction
 out of h

im
. M

ak
es h

im
 jerk

 an
d groan

 

an
d adjust h

is grip to push
 h

er back
 tigh

ter again
st th

e ston
e, so h

e can
 sh

ift up 

th
e rh

yth
m

. Speed up. T
h

rust deeper. H
arder. 

Sh
e gasps. Slides a h

an
d up to tan

gle in
 h

is h
air just as on

e of h
is h

an
ds aban

-

don
s h

er w
aist to slide alon

g th
e outside of h

er th
igh

. Squeezes an
d h

itch
es it up 

furth
er, drivin

g deeper still. 

A
n

d h
is teeth

 are latch
ed on

to h
er th

roat —
 h

er fin
gern

ails are scrapin
g at 



just w
an

ts m
ore. M

ore, m
ore, im

possible am
oun

ts of m
ore. 

“I w
an

t to h
ear w

h
at it soun

ds lik
e on

 your ton
gue.” 

H
er ch

eek
s are stain

ed red, an
d sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e can

 say it, but it m
ust 

b
e th

e w
ay h

is h
an

d slides up h
er in

n
er th

igh
. D

elves betw
een

 h
er legs an

d gives 

h
er a taste of w

h
at it’ll feel lik

e to relieve all of th
at ten

sion
. 

“I…
I w

an
t…

” 

“C
om

e on
, G

ran
ger,” h

e grow
ls, draggin

g a fin
ger up an

d dow
n

 again
st h

er. 

“B
e brave.” 

Sh
e sigh

s in
to h

is m
outh

. Sh
ifts h

er n
ose again

st h
is, eyes fallin

g sh
ut. H

er 

voice com
es out raspy an

d foreign
. D

oesn
’t soun

d lik
e h

ers at all. 

“I’m
 n

ot goin
g to say it.” 

A
n

d sh
e’s proud of h

erself. P
roud to b

e able to resist, if on
ly in

 th
e w

eak
est 

form
. P

roud n
ot to give h

im
 everyth

in
g h

e w
an

ts. 

H
e groan

s loudly again
st h

er ton
gue, “O

f course you aren
’t.” A

n
d sh

e feels 

h
is h

an
d fist in

 h
er k

n
ick

ers. “B
ecause w

h
en

 h
ave you ever n

ot been
 so —

” H
e 

yan
k

s th
em

. ”—
fuckin

g—
” R

ips th
em

. ”—
difficult?” 

T
h

e elastic strain
s. B

ruises h
er h

ips as it sn
aps an

d falls aw
ay. 

“C
om

e h
ere. Spread your legs,” h

e dem
an

ds, an
d a sh

ock
w

ave of an
ticipation

 

sh
oots th

rough
 h

er at h
is w

ords. A
t th

e realization
 th

at h
e’s n

ot plan
n

in
g on

 

tak
in

g off h
is sh

irt, n
or rem

ovin
g h

er sk
irt. 

It’s th
e sort of sordid fan

tasy sh
e h

asn
’t really allow

ed h
erself to h

ave. 

Sh
e does as h

e says, m
ore in

stin
ctively th

an
 in

ten
tion

ally, arm
s foldin

g 

aroun
d h

is n
eck

 as sh
e parts h

er th
igh

s an
d allow

s h
im

 to h
itch

 h
er legs up 

aroun
d h

is w
aist. H

e presses h
er back

 again
st th

e pillar for balan
ce, an

d sh
e fin

ds 

sh
e loves th

is an
gle. L

oves bein
g a little taller th

an
 h

im
 —

 look
in

g dow
n

 on
 

h
im

, h
er lips again

st th
e sh

arp plan
e of h

is ch
eek

. H
er breath

s disturbin
g th

e 

blon
d w

isps on
 h

is foreh
ead. 

T
h

e pin
k

 glow
 of th

e con
traceptive ch

arm
 pain

ts th
e back

s of h
er eyelids. Sh

e 

tries to steady th
e trem

blin
g in

 h
er forearm

s —
 k

n
ow

s h
e can

 feel it again
st th

e 

n
ape of h

is n
eck

. 

“T
ak

e a deep breath
,” h

e m
urm

urs again
st h

er jaw
. 

H
e w

ill n
ever try to be good. 

A
n

d sh
e’s sort of fin

e w
ith

 th
at. Sh

e alm
ost n

eeds th
at. A

lm
ost…

alm
ost craves it. 

A
n

d sh
e doesn

’t th
in

k
 sh

e’ll ever un
derstan

d w
h

y. 

<
 

O
ver th

e course of th
e day, sh

e h
as scaldin

g h
ot P

epper-up P
otion

 spilled dow
n

 

h
er sh

irtfron
t by P

arvati —
 “Sorry, you k

n
ow

 m
e. So clum

sy…
” —

 w
h

ich
 con

-

tin
ues to stin

g even
 after a coolin

g ch
arm

; sh
e w

atch
es N

eville bite back
 on

 a 

question
 in

 D
efen

se A
gain

st th
e D

ark
 A

rts, as th
ough

 h
e’s b

een
 specifically in

-

structed n
ot to speak

 to h
er an

d h
as on

ly just rem
em

bered; som
eon

e h
exes h

er 

w
ith

 som
eth

in
g rath

er creative th
at preven

ts h
er join

ts from
 ben

din
g for a h

alf 

h
our, an

d som
eon

e else actually pulls h
er h

air. 

It’s petty. Juven
ile. A

ll of it. 

A
n

d sh
e con

vin
ces h

erself th
at it’s n

ot w
orth

 w
orryin

g over. A
fter all, it’s G

in
n

y 

w
h

o casts th
e coolin

g ch
arm

 an
d G

in
n

y w
h

o un
lock

s h
er lim

bs an
d even

 th
ough

 

sh
e rem

ain
s at H

arry an
d R

on
’s side th

rough
out th

e day, sh
e repeatedly sen

ds 

reassurin
g glan

ces h
er w

ay. 

G
lan

ces th
at suggest sh

e in
ten

ds to h
elp h

er th
rough

 th
is, even

 if just n
ow

 

isn
’t th

e righ
t tim

e. 

B
ut it still feels lik

e a w
ren

ch
 in

 H
erm

ion
e’s gut w

h
en

 sh
e feels th

e n
eed to 

cast protective w
ards aroun

d h
er four-poster before craw

lin
g in

to bed. 

A
n

d sh
e doesn

’t th
in

k
 sh

e sleeps at all. 

  January 
7th, 

1999 

D
iary, 

Seeing 
as 

it 
is 

now
 
a 
d
istinct 

possibility 
that 

I
 
m
ight 

d
ie 

anyw
ay, 

I
’m
 
no 

longer 
going 

to 
answ

er 
your 

asinine 
fucking 

prom
pts. 

Y
ou 

can 
report 

m
e 
to 

w
hom

ever 
you 

blood
y 
like, 

but 
I
 
fucking 

refuse, 
yeah? 

I
’m
 
d
one. 

I
’m
 
going 

to 
w
rite 

w
hatever 

I
 
dam

n 
w
ell 

please. 



M
y 
solicitor 

sent 
m
e 
an 

ow
l 
yesterd

ay 
—
 
he’s 

been 
contacted 

by 
D
aw
lish’s 

fucking 
people. 

M
inions, 

m
ore 

like. 
Says 

he’s 
trying 

to 
pursue 

every 
loophole 

that 
m
ight 

allow
 
m
e 
to 

avoid
 
a 
retrial. 

B
ut 

he’s 
a 
fucking 

rubbish 
solicitor, 

yeah? 
So 

I
 
figure 

I
’m
 
going 

to 
fucking 

trial, 
and 

then 
eventually 

I
’m
 
going 

to 
fucking 

die. 

A
nd
 
you

’ll 
probably 

be 
glad

 
you 

d
on
’t 
have 

to 
read 

this 
filthy 

hand
w
riting 

anym
ore. 

H
appy 

for 
you. 

I
n 
the 

interim
, 
I
 
can 

tell 
you 

it’s 
still 

im
m
ensely 

gratifying 

to 
w
atch 

G
ranger’s 

life 
fall 

apart. 
P
ractically 

fucking 
orgasm

ic. 

I
 
d
id 

w
arn 

her 
I
 
w
asn

’t 
her 

type. 

O
r 
m
aybe 

I
 
just 

w
arned

 
you. 

Still, 
every 

tim
e 
I
 
see 

her 
fight 

back 
tears, 

I
 
feel 

fucking 

vindicated. 
I
 
think 

back 
to 

all 
of 

those 
beatings 

I
 
took 

from
 

F
ather 

after 
w
e 
lost 

the 
fucking 

H
ouse 

C
up 

or 
I
 
lost 

to 
fucking 

P
otter 

in 
Q
uidd

itch 
—
 
the 

ones 
that 

end
ed 

w
ith 

him
 
hexing 

m
y 

m
outh 

shut 
for 

tw
o 
days, 

som
etim

es 
three, 

until 
I
 
ran 

the 
risk 

of 

starving 
to 

d
eath 

—
 
and

 
I
’m
 
so 

fucking 
glad

 
she’s 

getting 
a 

fucking 
taste 

of 
it. 

I
 
hope 

it’s 
sour 

as 
vinegar. 

B
ut 

I
 
also 

w
ant 

to 
stop 

those 
tears 

before 
they 

fall. 
W
ant 

to 

kiss 
her 

eyes 
d
ry. 

W
ant 

to 
fuck 

aw
ay 

the 
pain 

until 
the 

only 
hurt 

she 
feels 

is 
that 

ache 
betw

een 
her 

legs 
after 

I
’ve 

had
 
her 

again, 

and
 
again, 

and
 
again, 

and
 
a-fucking-gain. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

care 
if 
she 

d
oesn

’t 
trust 

m
e. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

trust 
her. 

B
ut 

I
 
love 

that 
it’s 

hurting 
her 

so 
m
uch 

to 
earn 

m
e. 

w
aist an

d h
ears it clin

k
 again

st th
e flagston

e w
h

en
 sh

e tosses it aside. 

A
 sh

arp breath
 break

s free from
 h

is lips an
d gusts again

st h
er ear. A

 dom
in

o 

effect th
at m

ak
es h

er jolt on
ce m

ore an
d th

en
 grin

d h
er h

ips in
to h

is. 

H
e sh

oves h
er h

ard again
st th

e w
all, tak

in
g aw

ay h
er pow

er, h
er leverage, an

d 

grin
din

g rough
ly again

st h
er in

stead. Forcin
g a w

h
im

per out of h
er th

roat. 

“W
h

at do you w
an

t?” h
e ask

s again
, pullin

g aw
ay from

 h
er n

eck
 to look

 h
er 

in
 th

e eyes. H
e tak

es h
er ch

in
 in

 h
an

d an
d squeezes tigh

t, tiltin
g h

er h
ead up 

tow
ards h

im
. “T

ell m
e w

h
at you w

an
t.” 

Sh
e feels bold. E

lectrified b
y th

e in
cen

diary cravin
g betw

een
 h

er h
ips. A

llow
s 

on
e of h

er palm
s to w

h
isper over th

e fron
t of h

is trousers. 

“T
h

is,” sh
e breath

es. 

Sh
e’s rew

arded by th
e searin

g flash
 in

 h
is eyes. T

h
e w

ay h
is lip curls up, ag-

gressive —
 predatory. 

“T
h

is?” h
e ech

oes, squeezin
g h

er ch
in

 tigh
ter, brin

gin
g h

is lips in
 close —

 so 

close, but n
ot close en

ough
. G

h
ostin

g th
em

 over h
ers as h

e rolls h
is h

ips. 

“Y
ou,” sh

e am
en

ds, gaspin
g an

d n
ippin

g at h
im

. P
ush

in
g again

st h
is grip, 

un
able to k

iss h
im

 fully. 

H
is eyebrow

s jolt up, alm
ost lik

e a ch
allen

ge, an
d h

e n
uzzles h

is n
ose again

st 

h
ers. “M

e?” 

“Y
es,” sh

e w
h

ispers, m
oan

in
g w

h
en

 h
e loosen

s h
is h

old on
 h

er ch
in

 th
e fain

t-

est bit. A
llow

s h
er to open

 h
er m

outh
 again

st h
is lips. H

e drags h
is ton

gue up 

alon
g h

ers, w
et —

 filth
y. H

er k
n

ees are sh
ak

in
g. 

“Y
eah

?” h
e says in

to h
er m

outh
, both

 h
an

ds fin
din

g h
er h

ips. Y
an

k
in

g th
em

 

tigh
t again

st h
im

. “W
h

at do you w
an

t m
e to do?” B

ut h
e seem

s to h
ave a very 

clear idea, fin
gers curlin

g aroun
d th

e back
s of h

er bare th
igh

s. H
e pries h

er legs 

apart w
ith

 th
em

, an
d sh

e can
’t h

elp a m
uffled little sh

riek
. 

“P
lease.” 

“M
m

-m
m

…
n

o, H
erm

ion
e.” H

e sh
ak

es h
is h

ead again
st h

er k
iss an

d h
er toes 

curl at th
e soun

d of h
er n

am
e on

 h
is lips. “I w

an
t you to tell m

e. T
ell m

e w
h

at 

you w
an

t m
e to do to you. I w

an
t to h

ear you say it.” 

H
e gives h

er ton
gue an

oth
er filth

y lick
, saliva drippin

g dow
n

 th
eir ch

in
s. Sh

e 



H
e doesn

’t let go of h
er tie, even

 as h
e crow

ds h
er up again

st th
e ston

e pillar 

beside th
e railin

g. H
e tan

gles it tigh
ter aroun

d h
is k

n
uck

les, usin
g it to pull h

er 

—
 force h

er ch
est to m

old again
st h

is. 

H
er breath

 h
itch

es. 

H
is free h

an
d sn

ak
es up alon

g th
e curve of h

er sh
oulder. C

reeps aroun
d to th

e 

back
 of h

er n
eck

 to delve in
to h

er curls. A
n

d h
e form

s th
at tigh

t, tigh
t fist sh

e’s 

grow
n

 to love —
 th

e on
e th

at alm
ost stin

gs, strain
ed stran

ds yan
k

in
g at h

er 

scalp. 

Sh
e m

ak
es a little n

oise sh
e can

’t really defin
e as h

is ch
in

 slides in
to th

e crev-

ice betw
een

 h
er th

roat an
d collarbon

e, alm
ost lik

e it w
as m

ade to fit th
ere. 

“Is th
at a sufficien

t excuse?” h
e w

h
ispers again

st th
e sh

ell of h
er ear, an

d sh
e 

can
’t h

elp but buck
 again

st h
im

. H
er n

erve en
din

gs are raw
. E

xposed. 

T
oo m

an
y days h

ave passed sin
ce h

e’s last touch
ed h

er. 

H
e laugh

s low
 at th

e w
ay h

er body respon
ds, an

d th
e deep vibration

 of it sen
ds 

an
oth

er trem
or th

rough
 h

er. 

“W
ell?” h

e ask
s, ton

gue dartin
g out to trace h

er earlobe, th
en

 slidin
g up 

alon
g th

e arch
 of th

e cartilage. “Is it?” 

Sh
e h

isses out an
oth

er breath
, h

an
ds un

con
sciously splayin

g out over h
is 

ch
est. K

n
eadin

g. G
raspin

g at fabric, tryin
g desperately to reach

 th
e sk

in
 ben

eath
. 

“Y
es,” sh

e gasps, because h
e’s released h

er tie, an
d h

is fin
gers h

ave traveled 

low
 to toy w

ith
 th

e h
em

 of h
er sk

irt. 

“M
m

,” h
e h

um
s as h

e suck
les h

er earlob
e. T

h
at pulse in

 h
er abdom

en
 doubles. 

T
riples. Sh

e quick
ly becom

es aw
are of an

 ach
in

g em
ptin

ess sh
e’s n

ot quite fam
il-

iar w
ith

. H
as a vague idea of h

ow
 to b

e rid of it. 

H
er h

an
ds, still m

ovin
g of th

eir ow
n

 accord, fin
d h

is belt buck
le. 

“Y
ou seem

 as th
ough

 you w
an

t som
eth

in
g, G

ran
ger,” h

e says. T
aun

ts. 

Sh
e yan

k
s at h

is buck
le, an

d h
is h

ips collide w
ith

 h
ers. T

h
e teasin

g lilt in
 h

is 

voice m
ak

es w
ay for a groan

, an
d sh

e bites dow
n

 on
 h

er lip as th
e h

ard outlin
e of 

h
im

 presses again
st h

er th
igh

 th
rough

 h
er sk

irt. 

“W
h

at do you w
an

t?” h
e breath

es. 

Sh
e m

an
ages to un

fasten
 h

is buck
le —

 tears th
e belt out from

 aroun
d h

is 

N
o 
one’s 

ever 
had
 
to 

fucking 
earn 

m
e 
before. 

I
t’s 

also 
becom

e 
quite 

clear 
that 

there’s 
no 

need
 
to 
cut 

W
easelby 

into 
little 

ginger 
strips. 

T
he 

w
ay 

his 
face 

screw
s 
up 

w
hen 

she 
so 

m
uch 

as 
speaks 

to 
m
e 
is 
so 
fucking 

hilarious 
—
 
looks 

like 
it 
hurts 

so 
m
uch 

—
 
that 

m
aybe 

there’s 
very 

little 
I
 
have 

to 
d
o. 

V
ery, 

very 
little. 

D
raco



 

Jan
uary 9th

, 1999 

 “SO
, W

H
A

T
 T

H
E

N
? D

O
 Y

O
U

 FU
C

K
IN

G
 L

IV
E

 H
E

R
E

 N
O

W
?” 

H
erm

ion
e look

s up from
 h

er P
otion

s essay. P
an

sy is spreadin
g out on

 h
er 

usual ch
aise loun

ge, th
e fire beh

in
d th

e h
earth

 castin
g brigh

t oran
ge flick

ers 

over h
er pin

ch
ed expression

, h
er pursed lips. Sh

e’s in
 an

oth
er fan

cy, lace-

trim
m

ed n
igh

tgow
n

, h
air tied up in

 a tigh
t bun

. 

“H
ello, P

an
sy.” Sh

e glan
ces back

 dow
n

. T
ries to rem

em
ber h

ow
 th

e rest of 

th
e sen

ten
ce sh

e’s w
ritin

g is supposed to go. 

“I ask
ed you a question

.” 

H
erm

ion
e bobs on

e sh
oulder. It’s all sh

e can
 really m

an
age. “M

ost of you 

don
’t seem

 to m
in

d.” 

Sh
e’s b

een
 doin

g h
er studyin

g an
d spen

din
g m

ost of h
er free tim

e in
 

Slyth
erin

 over th
e past w

eek
, on

ly return
in

g to G
ryffin

dor to sleep. Sh
e can

’t 

focus w
ith

 all th
e eyes on

 h
er —

 all th
e w

h
ispers. C

an
’t th

in
k

 straigh
t h

avin
g 

R
on

 an
d H

arry in
 th

e sam
e room

, w
h

ile feelin
g th

ey’re so very far aw
ay. 

N
ott an

d Z
abin

i seem
 to fin

d it alm
ost fun

n
y every tim

e th
ey an

sw
er h

er 

telltale k
n

ock
. W

h
en

 on
e of th

em
 lets h

er in
, sh

e’ll usually sit w
ith

 th
em

 in
 th

e 

com
m

on
 room

 —
 study, read, practice ch

arm
s. 

W
h

en
 D

raco an
sw

ers, th
in

gs are m
ore com

plicated. 

Sh
e h

asn
’t really spok

en
 to h

im
 sin

ce th
at m

orn
in

g —
 sin

ce th
at look

 at 

break
fast. Isn

’t sure h
ow

 to feel aroun
d h

im
. 

B
ut h

e’ll let h
er in

, an
d th

ey’ll sit togeth
er in

 th
e com

m
on

 room
, too. E

x-

ch
an

ge com
plicated glan

ces every n
ow

 an
d again

, w
h

en
 on

e of th
em

 catch
es th

e 

oth
er starin

g. 

H
er gran

d gesture —
 a gesture w

h
ich

 h
as proven

 to b
e m

ore h
orrific th

an
 

“W
asn

’t th
is due ages ago?” sh

e ask
s, w

atch
in

g as D
raco lazily ch

arts C
an

is M
i-

n
or, on

e arm
 draped over th

e telescope. “B
efore th

e h
olidays?” 

H
e m

ak
es a guttural n

oise —
 n

ods. “T
om

orrow
’s th

e last day to turn
 it in

 for 

partial credit.” 

Sh
e h

ugs h
er k

n
ees a little closer. G

lan
ces sidew

ays past th
e railin

g sh
e’s sit-

tin
g again

st. 

It’s a gorgeous n
igh

t. 

T
h

e sk
y is cloudless an

d black
 as in

k
, th

e stars glisten
in

g lik
e lum

in
escen

t 

freck
les on

 its sable face. T
h

e ch
ill of th

e air on
ly occasion

ally brush
es up again

st 

h
er, break

in
g th

rough
 D

raco’s w
arm

in
g ch

arm
. It’s a pleasan

t con
trast. 

Sh
e tries n

ot to ruin
 th

e view
 b

y th
in

k
in

g of D
um

bledore. 

T
h

ough
 sh

e can
’t h

elp but w
on

der h
ow

 D
raco feels about bein

g up h
ere. 

Says in
stead, “I th

ough
t you k

ept up w
ith

 your studies,” to tak
e h

er m
in

d off 

of it. 

D
raco tak

es h
is eye aw

ay from
 th

e telescope, raisin
g an

 eyebrow
 at h

er. “Judg-

m
en

tal, are w
e?” 

Sh
e tries n

ot to let h
er eyes lin

ger on
 th

e rath
er h

ypn
otic ‘V

’ created by th
e 

top tw
o un

don
e button

s of h
is sh

irt. Sh
rugs. “Sim

ply m
ak

in
g an

 observation
.” 

H
e jolts th

at eyebrow
 on

ce m
ore, th

en
 tak

es a fin
al peek

 th
rough

 th
e tele-

scope, jottin
g som

eth
in

g sh
ort an

d jagged on
 h

is ch
art. N

ext sh
e k

n
ow

s, h
e’s 

rollin
g up th

e parch
m

en
t. T

ossin
g it aside w

ith
 th

e quill before sh
e th

in
k

s h
e’s 

given
 th

e in
k

 en
ough

 tim
e to dry. 

T
h

en
 h

e’s stalk
in

g over to h
er, an

d w
h

en
 h

e’s a few
 feet aw

ay, h
e’s cast com

-

pletely in
 sh

adow
, th

e feeb
le ligh

t of th
e tow

er’s torch
es un

able to touch
 h

im
. 

H
e stops w

h
en

 th
e toes of h

is sh
oes k

n
ock

 again
st h

ers. L
oom

s. 

Sh
e stares up in

to h
is dark

 face, un
able to sn

uff out th
e sm

all, squirm
in

g burst 

of som
eth

in
g low

 in
 h

er abdom
en

. 

H
e reach

es dow
n

. L
ifts th

e bottom
 of h

er tie, th
en

 starts to tw
ist it aroun

d 

h
is h

an
d. “Y

es, w
ell, I’ve been

…
” H

e yan
k

s, an
d h

er h
an

ds break
 apart aroun

d 

h
er k

n
ees, legs strugglin

g to push
 off th

e groun
d as h

e drags h
er up. ”…

dis-

tracted.” 



B
ut sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t to push

 h
er luck

. 

Sh
e return

s to Slyth
erin

 th
at even

in
g, lik

e alw
ays, afraid if sh

e ch
arges in

to 

G
ryffin

dor n
ow

, sh
e’ll sh

atter w
h

atever fragile n
eutral state th

ey’ve created. 

Sh
e k

n
ock

s. 

W
on

ders idly if sh
e’ll ever b

e given
 th

e passw
ord —

 an
d th

en
 w

on
ders 

w
h

eth
er th

at w
ould actually b

e a good th
in

g. 

Sh
e h

as h
erself duly prepared for P

an
sy’s usual fiery glare or N

ott’s m
ock

in
g 

grin
, but it en

ds up bein
g on

e of th
e rare in

stan
ces in

 w
h

ich
 D

raco an
sw

ers. 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e ack

n
ow

ledges. 

Sh
e realizes h

e on
ly calls h

er H
erm

ion
e w

h
en

 th
ey’re —

 w
h

en
 h

e’s…
 

Sh
e flush

es. T
ries to h

ide it b
y preten

din
g to scratch

 an
 itch

 on
 h

er ch
eek

. 

“M
alfoy,” sh

e replies, in
 th

e spirit of fairn
ess. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e spen

ds an
oth

er useless m
in

ute preparin
g h

erself for an
oth

er 

on
e of th

eir usual, in
ordin

ately ten
se study session

s b
y th

e fireplace before h
e 

surprises h
er again

. 

“H
ave an

 A
stron

om
y project to fin

ish
,” h

e says, edgin
g h

is w
ay gracefully 

aroun
d h

er —
 an

d in
deed, sh

e sees h
e h

as a roll of parch
m

en
t in

 h
is h

an
d. A

 quill 

in
 th

e oth
er. 

“O
h

,” sh
e says stupidly as h

er eyes follow
 h

im
. W

atch
 h

im
 start to m

ak
e h

is 

w
ay dow

n
 th

e D
un

geon
s corridor. “R

igh
t.”  

A
n

d sh
e feels h

er ch
est fill up w

ith
 th

is ridiculously path
etic sen

sation
 th

at 

sh
e refuses to accept as h

um
iliation

. 

H
e’s alm

ost disappeared aroun
d th

e corn
er, th

ough
, an

d sh
e’s alm

ost fin
ish

ed 

decidin
g sh

e’ll spen
d th

e n
ext few

 h
ours w

an
derin

g aim
lessly, w

h
en

 h
e tosses 

back
 at h

er, “A
re you w

aitin
g for an

 in
vitation

?” 

A
 sh

arp, cut little breath
 exits h

er m
outh

. 

A
 little of th

e ten
sion

 in
 h

er sh
oulders sm

ooth
s out. 

Sh
e follow

s. 

<
 

 

gran
d —

 h
as h

ad a…
con

voluted effect on
 th

eir relation
sh

ip. Sh
e’s proven

 w
h

at h
e 

n
eeded h

er to prove. P
roven

 sh
e isn

’t ash
am

ed. A
n

d sh
e w

ears th
e pen

dan
t every 

day. B
ut th

ey aren
’t an

 item
. A

ren
’t a couple. 

A
ren

’t even
 w

h
at sh

e’d con
sider to be lovers. 

In
 fact, it seem

s h
er gran

d gesture h
as don

e m
ore to sw

ay Slyth
erin

 H
ouse as 

a w
h

ole th
an

 D
raco h

im
self. N

ott an
d Z

abin
i seem

 less w
ary of h

er. E
ven

 people 

sh
e rarely sees lik

e P
ucey an

d B
ulstrode are grow

in
g m

ore com
fortable w

ith
 h

er 

presen
ce. H

ave stopped givin
g h

er dirty look
s. A

s th
ough

 th
ey recogn

ize w
h

at 

sh
e’s given

 up. W
h

at sh
e’s don

e to h
erself. 

B
ut w

ith
 D

raco…
w

ith
 D

raco, it feels lik
e h

e’s testin
g h

er. 

W
aitin

g for h
er to go run

n
in

g back
 to G

ryffin
dor cryin

g. W
aitin

g for h
er to 

preten
d sh

e didn
’t m

ean
 it. 

P
erh

aps h
e doesn

’t un
derstan

d th
e perm

an
en

ce of it. T
h

e perm
an

en
ce of th

at 

m
om

en
t w

h
en

 h
is lips touch

ed h
ers, im

m
ortalized in

 black
 an

d w
h

ite prin
t. 

“I m
in

d,” sn
aps P

an
sy, an

d H
erm

ion
e is pulled from

 h
er th

ough
ts. L

ook
s up 

at h
er again

 an
d studies h

er carefully. 

“W
h

y?” 

A
n

d sh
e’s truly, truly curious. 

P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 is an
 en

igm
a. W

eek
s an

d w
eek

s ago, H
erm

ion
e h

ad th
ough

t 

sh
e h

ad h
er all figured out. T

h
ough

t sh
e w

as little m
ore th

an
 a bitter m

ixture of 

blood prejudice, H
ouse rivalry an

d gen
eral en

vy, all h
idden

 ben
eath

 an
 alm

ost 

syn
th

etically pretty m
ask

. T
h

ough
t sh

e’d clun
g to D

raco’s arm
 all th

ose years for 

th
e status an

d th
e poten

tial in
h

eritan
ce, lik

e D
raco h

ad said. 

N
ow

, th
ough

, sh
e isn

’t so sure. Sh
e certain

ly didn
’t get a real an

sw
er out of 

h
er th

e last tim
e sh

e ask
ed. 

B
ecause P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 seem

s to h
ate h

er so m
uch

, sh
e alm

ost acts as 

th
ough

 sh
e’s afraid of h

er. 

L
ik

e n
ow

, in
 th

e w
ay sh

e fidgets as sh
e splutters out, “W

h
at do you m

ean
, 

w
h

y?” In
 th

e w
ay h

er face goes brigh
t red an

d h
er n

ostrils flare. 

“L
ik

e I said,” H
erm

ion
e an

sw
ers, w

ork
in

g to k
eep h

er ton
e even

. C
alm

. “Y
ou 



an
d I, specifically, h

ave n
ever h

ad an
 altercation

. A
n

d m
y blood?” Sh

e sets h
er 

essay aside. Sits forw
ard a bit to stare P

an
sy dow

n
, h

er dark
 eyes seem

in
gly bot-

tom
less. “I don

’t th
in

k
 th

at really m
atters to you.” 

T
h

ese eyes go w
ide an

d w
ild for a split secon

d, an
d th

en
 P

an
sy’s sittin

g for-

w
ard, too. Spittin

g out h
er w

ords, ”Y
ou put m

y paren
ts in

 A
zkaban

.” 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

 I didn
’t. N

ot m
e. N

ot person
ally.” H

erm
ion

e feels h
er h

an
ds 

bun
ch

 in
to fists. Struggles to k

eep th
at steady ton

e. “W
h

en
 th

e gavel cam
e dow

n
, 

th
ey w

ere sim
ply on

 th
e w

ron
g side of th

in
gs.” 

“F
uck you, you filth

y little—
” H

er sh
arp voice ech

oes th
rough

 th
e em

pty 

com
m

on
 room

, but H
erm

ion
e cuts h

er off before sh
e can

 fin
ish

. 

A
sk

s w
h

at sh
e’s really w

an
ted to k

n
ow

 all alon
g. 

“A
re you in

 love w
ith

 D
raco?” 

P
an

sy ch
ok

es on
 th

e w
ord ‘M

udblood,’ w
h

ich
 feels alm

ost poetic in
 a w

ay. 

Sen
ds an

 absurd surge of glee th
rough

 H
erm

ion
e’s bloodstream

, but it dissipates 

quick
ly as sh

e th
en

 w
atch

es P
an

sy go very, very pale. 

“W
h

at?” sh
e deadpan

s. 

“A
re you in

 love w
ith

 h
im

? R
eally, truly in

 love w
ith

 h
im

?” Sh
e can

’t stop 

n
ow

 th
at sh

e’s started. H
as to see th

is th
rough

 to th
e en

d. “I th
ough

t for a lon
g 

tim
e th

at you w
eren

’t, but n
ow

 I’m
 realizin

g I m
ay’ve been

 w
ron

g. It seem
s to 

b
e th

e on
ly reason

 I can
 th

in
k

 of —
 th

e on
ly reason

 you’d h
ate m

e as m
uch

 as 

you do.” 

P
an

sy is frozen
 in

 a state of bew
ilderm

en
t for w

h
at feels lik

e a full m
in

ute, 

h
er perfectly sym

m
etrical face w

iped clean
 lik

e a slate. 

T
h

en
 h

er expression
 break

s an
d sh

e h
uffs, sittin

g back
, th

e m
ovem

en
t so sud-

den
 it startles H

erm
ion

e. 

“A
s th

e brigh
test bloody w

itch
 in

 our year, I w
ould’ve expected you to be 

m
ore creative.” 

A
n

d th
is, from

 P
an

sy, is alm
ost a com

plim
en

t. 

B
ut sh

e can
’t really focus on

 th
at because sh

e’s —
 sh

e’s sayin
g n

o. Sh
e’s sayin

g 

n
o, an

d H
erm

ion
e is con

fused. 

M
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g, sh
e th

in
k

s, sh
e h

ates bein
g con

fused. 

Sh
e w

rites on
ly on

e sen
ten

ce. 

  A
n

d sh
e pads off to th

e boys dorm
itory, push

in
g th

e folded parch
m

en
t be-

n
eath

 th
e door. H

opin
g beyon

d all h
ope th

at th
ey’ll try —

 just try —
 to see h

er 

side. Sh
e h

ates h
ope, sh

e realizes. 

H
ope is goin

g to ruin
 h

er. 

  

Jan
uary 11th

, 1999 
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Sh
e’s purposefully seated h

erself n
ext to P

an
sy today, so sh

e can
 face th

e 

G
ryffin

dor table, th
ough

 th
is com

es w
ith

 both
 P

an
sy’s n

oxiously pow
erful per-

fum
e cloud an

d h
er obvious disdain

. 

E
ven

 so, H
erm

ion
e is less leery of h

er sin
ce th

e oth
er n

igh
t. 

Feels sh
e at least k

n
ow

s a bit about w
h

at m
ak

es P
an

sy, P
ansy. A

n
d sh

e’s m
uch

 

m
ore con

scious of th
e w

ay h
er eyes follow

 N
ott. E

veryw
h

ere. L
ik

e search
ligh

ts 

on
 a beach

. 

It is w
ell an

d truly a w
on

der sh
e n

ever n
oticed before. 

B
ut H

arry an
d R

on
 h

ave captured h
er full atten

tion
 n

ow
. T

h
ey’ve read h

er 

n
ote an

d sh
e th

in
k

s possibly —
 m

aybe, just m
aybe —

 perhaps th
at th

ey m
igh

t 

b
e w

illin
g to speak

 to h
er. 

G
in

n
y’s furtive glan

ces an
d in

distin
ct n

ods tell h
er sh

e’s righ
t. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 th

e lot of th
em

 stan
d an

d m
ak

e th
eir w

ay out of th
e H

all to h
ead 

to classes, sh
e’s alm

ost elated. 

P
rogress, h

ow
ever in

fin
itesim

al, is still progress. 



R
on

’s turn
s out to b

e little m
ore th

an
 a paragraph

 of furious, illegible scrib-

bles, w
ith

 on
ly a few

 w
ords sh

e can
 m

ak
e out. N

am
ely, ”fuck,” an

d ”h
ow

 dare” 

an
d, dark

er th
an

 th
e rest, ”w

h
y?” 

H
arry’s h

urts m
ore. 

  Hermione, 

This doesn’t seem like you. 

I don’t know what’s happened or what Malfoy’s made you think of him, but 

you need to know that he’s wrong for you — and this isn’t just about Ron. 

Malfoy’s not a good person, Hermione. 

I’ve seen things you haven’t. 

This is dangerous. You need to stop before it goes any further. 

Write me. Please. 

Harry 
  Sh

e squin
ts h

er eyes pain
fully, squeezin

g back
 tears w

h
ere sh

e sits cross-leg-

ged on
 h

er four-poster. T
h

e curtain
s are draw

n
 —

 th
ey’re alw

ays draw
n

, n
ow

. 

A
n

d H
arry’s h

an
dw

ritin
g is sm

earin
g as th

e in
k

 run
s w

ith
 stray droplets. 

Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at sh

e w
as expectin

g —
 w

h
at sh

e w
as h

opin
g for, after 

th
at day in

 th
e G

reat H
all. 

P
ossibly just on

e w
ord of un

derstan
din

g. Just on
e w

ord. 

R
ough

ly, sh
e w

ipes h
er ch

eek
s dry an

d pulls out a clean
 sh

eet of parch
m

en
t 

from
 h

er n
igh

tstan
d. C

lears h
er th

roat an
d addresses it to both

 of th
em

. 

“Y
ou’re n

ot?” sh
e breath

es, brow
s draw

n
 in

 tigh
t. T

igh
t en

ough
 to cause a 

ten
sion

 h
eadach

e. 

P
an

sy h
uffs again

 an
d k

ick
s back

 in
 th

e ch
aise loun

ge, spraw
lin

g out h
er 

lon
g, bare legs an

d crossin
g th

em
 at th

e an
k

les. “N
o, stupid girl. I’m

 n
ot.” 

“T
h

en
 w

h
y—

” 

“I h
ate you because I k

n
ow

 exactly h
ow

 easy it w
ould b

e for you to ruin
 th

eir 

lives.” Sh
e m

ak
es a sw

eepin
g gesture to en

capsulate all of Slyth
erin

 H
ouse. “M

y 

frien
ds. M

y fam
ily for th

e past eigh
t years. I h

ate you because you’ve w
orm

ed your 

w
ay in

to our m
idst an

d th
ey’re all too stupid n

ot to trust you, but I can
 see righ

t 

th
rough

 you. A
n

d I k
n

ow
. I kn

ow
. O

n
e w

ron
g m

ove from
 an

y of th
em

, an
d 

you’ll use th
at fuck

in
g golden

 pedestal w
izardin

g society put you up on
 after th

e 

w
ar to eviscerate th

em
.” 

H
erm

ion
e rum

in
ates on

 th
is for about ten

 secon
ds. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead. “N

o.” 

“I b
eg your fuck

in
g pardon

?” 

“N
o. A

gain
, I sim

ply don
’t believe you. M

aybe m
on

th
s ago, th

at w
ould’ve 

m
ade sen

se. B
ut you’ve seen

 th
e w

ay I look
 at D

raco. A
n

d you’ve seen
 th

e w
ay m

y 

H
ouse look

s at m
e, n

ow
.” Sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 h
ow

 sh
e’s so certain

, but sh
e is. 

“Y
ou’re lyin

g. It’s som
eth

in
g m

ore.” 

“Fuck
 you.” 

“Y
ou’re in

 love w
ith

 h
im

,” sh
e says again

 —
 states it lik

e a fact, an
d P

an
sy’s 

jaw
 goes tigh

t. 

“F
uck you.” 

“T
h

at’s w
h

at it is. Y
ou’re in

 love w
ith

 h
im

.” 

“Sh
ut th

e fuck up, M
udblood!” Sh

e’s up out of h
er com

fortable spraw
l, lean

-

in
g forw

ard again
, purple-faced an

d w
h

ite-k
n

uck
led. 

“Just adm
it it.” 

“Sh
ut up! Sh

ut up!” 

“Say it. Say you’re in
 love w

ith
 h

im
—

” 

“Fuck
in

g sh
ut up!” 

“Y
ou’ll feel better on

ce you do—
” 



“I sw
ear to M

erlin
, I’ll—

” 

“Say it!” 

“F
uck you!” 

“Say it!” 

“I’M
 IN

 L
O

V
E

 W
IT

H
 H

IM
!” P

an
sy sh

riek
s, an

d sh
e sw

eeps an
 arm

 across 

th
e black

 m
arble table, sen

din
g crystal gob

lets flyin
g again

st th
e h

earth
. Sh

at-

terin
g th

em
 in

to th
ousan

ds of tin
y pieces. 

H
erm

ion
e sits back

. G
ath

ers a sh
ak

in
g breath

, tryin
g to pull h

erself dow
n

 

from
 th

e fever of m
om

en
ts ago. 

T
h

e com
m

on
 room

 is death
ly silen

t. It’s h
alf past eleven

. Sh
e w

on
ders w

h
o 

th
ey’ve w

ok
en

 up. 

P
an

sy run
s trem

blin
g h

an
ds again

st th
e sides of h

er bun
, sm

ooth
in

g out 

w
h

at’s com
e loose in

 h
er rage. Sh

e sits back
 alm

ost dain
tily, foldin

g h
er h

an
ds 

in
 h

er lap, as th
ough

 sh
e h

asn
’t just been

 scream
in

g. 

“I’m
 sorry,” H

erm
ion

e h
ears h

erself say. “I’m
 sorry th

at you are. B
ut I’m

 glad 

to k
n

ow
 th

e truth
.” 

A
n

d th
at’s w

h
en

 P
an

sy lets out th
is little peel of tragic laugh

ter. 

So forced an
d so obviously h

oldin
g back

 tears. “Y
ou don

’t k
n

ow
 an

yth
in

g,” 

sh
e says aroun

d th
e laugh

s, sn
ifflin

g an
d run

n
in

g a fin
ger carefully below

 h
er 

eye. P
reven

tin
g an

y sm
udgin

g. “It’s n
ot h

im
.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
s at h

er. 

“I’m
 n

ot in
 love w

ith
 D

raco.” 

A
n

d h
er fragm

en
ted brain

 rush
es to piece togeth

er th
e n

ew
 in

form
ation

, 

scram
blin

g an
d un

scram
blin

g previous th
ough

ts, k
n

ow
n

s becom
in

g un
k

n
ow

n
s. 

U
n

k
n

ow
n

s becom
in

g k
n

ow
n

s. T
h

e m
em

ory of h
er first n

igh
t in

 th
e com

m
on

 

room
 flash

es th
rough

 h
er h

ead. 

“I’m
 n

ot in
 love w

ith
 D

raco,” P
an

sy says again
, com

pletely com
posed, w

ipin
g 

at m
ore stray tears. “I’m

 in
 love w

ith
—

” 

“T
h

eo.” H
erm

ion
e fin

ish
es for h

er. 

A
n

d it all sudden
ly alm

ost, alm
ost m

ak
es sen

se. 

P
an

sy releases a slow
 breath

 th
rough

 h
er n

ose, face tigh
t. “T

h
eo,” sh

e fin
ally 

forces h
erself to say. Fin

ally con
firm

s. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e realizes h

ow
 pain

fully obvious it sh
ould’ve been

. T
h

e look
s 

sh
e gives h

im
. T

h
e w

ay sh
e h

un
g aroun

d th
at n

igh
t, w

ith
 N

ott an
d Z

abin
i. T

h
e 

h
orror on

 h
er face w

h
en

 sh
e h

eard about R
om

ilda V
an

e, w
h

o —
 com

e to th
in

k
 

of it —
 h

ad b
een

 m
ysteriously h

exed th
e n

ext day. 

It even
 m

ak
es sen

se th
at P

an
sy w

ould drape h
erself all over D

raco. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad spen
t too m

an
y n

igh
ts in

 th
e girl’s dorm

itory h
earin

g P
arvati 

talk
 about m

ak
in

g boys jealous —
 about h

ow
 it w

as th
e on

ly surefire w
ay to get 

th
eir atten

tion
. Sh

e’d th
ough

t th
is w

as absolute bollock
s at th

e tim
e —

 still does, 

but apparen
tly P

an
sy h

ad been
 sim

ilarly m
isin

form
ed. 

A
n

d all of th
at —

 it all m
ak

es sen
se. 

B
ut…

 

“T
h

eo h
as n

oth
in

g to do w
ith

 m
e,” sh

e says. 

A
n

d th
at’s w

h
en

 P
an

sy’s face goes from
 solem

n
 to feral in

 w
h

at m
ust b

e rec-

ord tim
e. “O

h
, yes h

e does, G
ran

ger. D
on

’t play dum
b. H

e’s D
raco’s C

rutch
. 

T
h

ey’re practically con
join

ed at th
e h

ip. B
y gettin

g in
volved, you’ve already 

m
an

aged to get D
raco sen

t to th
e H

ospital W
in

g tw
ice. A

lm
ost to A

zk
aban

.” 

Sh
e stan

ds. T
ow

ers over w
h

ere H
erm

ion
e sits lik

e a sk
eletal m

an
n

equin
. 

“B
ut if you do an

yth
in

g —
 an

yth
in

g to h
urt T

h
eo, I w

ill k
ill you. D

o you 

un
derstan

d m
e?” 

H
erm

ion
e can

 on
ly stare. 

“I w
ill kill you.” 

A
n

d for on
ce, it’s perfectly clear sh

e isn
’t lyin

g. 

    

Jan
uary 10th

, 1999 

 S
H

E
 R

E
A

D
S T

W
O

 O
F T

H
E

 L
E

T
T

E
R

S. 

D
ecides sh

e can
’t put th

em
 off an

y lon
ger an

d ch
ooses th

e tw
o sh

e expects 

w
ill b

e th
e m

ost pain
ful, so sh

e can
 rip th

em
 off lik

e ban
d-aids. 

H
arry’s an

d R
on

’s. 


