
sh
e glan

ces dow
n

 at h
er bare torso, th

e sh
eets gath

ered aroun
d h

er w
aist. 

“Y
ou see m

e n
ak

ed all th
e tim

e,” sh
e says, resistin

g th
e pow

erful urge to cover 

h
erself. D

raco m
ay h

ave said h
e loves h

er, but h
e h

as n
ever explicitly called h

er 

beautiful —
 an

d sh
e’s w

on
derin

g n
ow

 if h
e n

otices th
e sligh

tly larger sw
ell of 

on
e breast as opposed to th

e oth
er. T

h
e clum

sy sm
atterin

g of freck
les in

 th
e val-

ley betw
een

 th
em

. Sh
e w

on
ders if it both

ers h
im

 th
at sh

e doesn
’t h

ave m
ore to 

offer in
 th

is departm
en

t. 

“B
ut I n

ever get to look,” h
e says, an

d again
 it’s lik

e h
e’s readin

g, eyes sw
eep-

in
g back

 an
d forth

 across every available in
ch

 of sk
in

. Sh
e starts to itch

 w
ith

 it, 

grow
in

g n
ervous. A

n
d sh

e can
’t b

e n
ervous if sh

e plan
s to follow

 th
rough

 on
 th

is. 

So sh
e sw

allow
s an

d w
ets h

er sudden
ly dry lips an

d m
ak

es h
erself ask

, “A
n

d 

w
h

at do you th
in

k
?” 

T
h

e last th
in

g sh
e expects is a scoff. “Y

ou k
n

ow
 w

h
at I th

in
k

,” h
e draw

ls, 

sh
ak

in
g h

is h
ead. Sh

arp. D
ism

issive. 

Sh
e sw

allow
s again

, in
fin

itely m
ore n

ervous n
ow

. “N
o. Y

ou’ve n
ever told 

m
e.” 

Som
eth

in
g passes th

rough
 h

is gaze at th
at. T

h
ere’s a sligh

t quiver in
 h

is 

brow
s. H

e readjusts h
is posture w

h
ere h

e sits, silen
t for a lon

g m
om

en
t. 

T
h

en
, “I’ve sh

ow
n

 you w
h

at I th
in

k
.” 

H
er pulse settles a little in

 h
er ch

est, but sh
e’s still far from

 satisfied. Sh
e urges 

h
erself to sit tall an

d push
 h

im
 to h

is lim
its. “I’d lik

e to h
ear w

h
at you th

in
k

, if 

you don
’t m

in
d.” 

H
is lip curls up at th

e sn
ark

 in
 h

er ton
e, eyes n

arrow
in

g just a fraction
, an

d 

for th
e briefest m

om
en

t it feels lik
e th

ey’re back
 in

 First Y
ear. T

estin
g an

d rilin
g 

on
e an

oth
er. “O

h
, if I don

’t m
in

d?” 

“Y
es, if you don

’t m
in

d.” Sh
e sits up even

 straigh
ter, in

tern
ally h

yper-con
-

scious th
at sh

e’s on
 full display for h

im
. 

D
raco crosses h

is arm
s, lettin

g h
is h

ead fall back
 again

st th
e h

eadboard an
d 

surveyin
g h

er th
rough

 low
ered lids. H

is expression
 exudes superiority an

d arro-

gan
ce, an

d for just a m
om

en
t sh

e w
ell an

d truly pan
ics. 

B
ecause w

h
at if th

is is on
e of th

ose m
om

en
ts h

e ch
ooses to air out th

e uglin
ess 

T
h

is w
on

’t h
elp.” 

Sh
e practically crum

ples back
 in

to h
er seat, an

d B
urbage lets th

e silen
ce fester 

for a m
om

en
t. T

h
en

, w
ith

 a sigh
, 

“M
r. Sm

ith
, let’s speed th

is up a bit. A
n

y fin
al en

tries you’d con
sider particu-

larly con
cern

in
g?” 

Z
ach

arias look
s lik

e a deer in
 h

eadligh
ts for a m

om
en

t, th
en

 flips urgen
tly 

ah
ead —

 back
 a few

 tim
es, m

outh
in

g w
ords to h

im
self as th

ough
 tryin

g to pluck
 

out th
e sin

gle m
ost dam

n
in

g sen
ten

ce h
e can

 fin
d. 

A
n

d h
e fin

ds it. O
h

, b
y god, h

e fin
ds it. 

Sh
e’s grittin

g h
er teeth

 so h
ard h

er jaw
 ach

es. 

“D
ecem

ber 7th
, 1998…

P
rom

pt: If you could ch
an

ge on
e ch

oice you m
ade in

 

th
e past year, w

h
at w

ould it be? …
 A

n
d th

en
 h

e w
rites, erm

 —
 A

lm
ost too easy. 

M
y appeal. M

oth
er in

sisted on
 it, but if I could go back, I’d plead guilty an

d accept 

all of th
ose in

itial ch
arges.” Z

ach
arias pauses to look

 up an
d aroun

d th
e court-

room
, pun

ch
in

g in
 th

e last lin
e w

ith
 all th

e em
ph

asis h
e can

 m
uster. ”A

zkaban
 

soun
ds like a lon

ely paradise.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes fall sh

ut. 

“R
igh

t th
en

,” an
n

oun
ces B

urbage. “T
h

an
k

 you, M
r. Sm

ith
. Y

ou m
ay step 

dow
n

. W
e w

ill subm
it th

e journ
al in

to eviden
ce. T

h
e defen

se m
ay tak

e over after 

a sh
ort recess.” 

T
h

e ban
g of th

e gavel is im
possibly loud in

 h
er ears. 

 W
h

en
 H

arry sh
oves th

e cup of tea betw
een

 h
er sh

ak
in

g h
an

ds, it slosh
es over 

an
d burn

s h
er fin

gers. Sh
e barely feels it. 

“Just…
try to relax,” h

e says feebly, tak
in

g a seat beside h
er n

ear th
e atrium

 

foun
tain

. “It’s n
ot over. N

ow
’s your ch

an
ce.” 

“W
h

at ch
an

ce?” sh
e ask

s flatly, starin
g straigh

t ah
ead. 

“T
h

ere’s absolutely a ch
an

ce. D
on

’t giv—
” 

“Z
ach

arias dug h
im

 a grave, H
arry. I’m

 n
ot a fool.” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger!” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger!” 



“A
re you w

illin
g to com

m
en

t, M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

B
ulbs flash

 in
 h

er face, m
om

en
tarily blin

din
g, an

d sh
e spills m

ore scaldin
g 

tea in
to h

er lap. V
aguely, sh

e registers H
arry steppin

g in
 fron

t of h
er. Sayin

g po-

litely, “N
ot n

ow
, please. T

h
an

k
 you. T

h
an

k
 you all, but n

ot n
ow

…
” 

A
n

d oh
, th

e w
ay th

ey bow
 dow

n
 before th

eir h
ero, scurryin

g aw
ay w

ith
 h

is 

n
am

e on
 th

eir lips lik
e a reveren

t prayer. 

“W
ish

 I could do th
at,” sh

e m
utters dow

n
 at h

er teacup. 

“D
o w

h
at?” 

“A
sk

 to breath
e an

d th
en

 b
e given

 th
e space to do so.” 

“‘M
ion

e—
” 

T
h

ere’s a sh
arp pop an

d th
en

 an
oth

er fran
tic, ”M

iss G
ranger!” 

H
arry sigh

s. T
urn

s again
. “P

lease, I said n
ot —

 oh
.” H

e h
esitates. “E

rm
. H

er-

m
ion

e?” 

Sh
e forces h

er gaze up from
 th

e m
urk

y tea an
d fin

ds a h
ouse elf, of all th

in
gs, 

stan
din

g before th
em

 an
d look

in
g particularly sm

all. H
er first th

ough
t is of 

D
obby, but th

is elf’s n
ot n

early as filth
y. O

r bruised. Sh
e’s got a n

ice little set of 

black
 rob

es on
, big glisten

in
g eyes, an

d a letter clutch
ed in

 h
er tin

y h
an

d. 

“H
ello,” H

erm
ion

e m
an

ages. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, M

iss —
 T

epsy h
as an

 urgen
t m

essage for you, M
iss.” 

Sh
e forces a sm

all, polite sm
ile on

to h
er face. “H

ello, T
epsy. From

 w
h

o, if you 

don
’t m

in
d?” 

“From
 m

y M
istress, M

iss G
ran

ger. Sh
e is n

ot supposed to b
e sen

din
g it, M

iss. 

Sh
e is n

ot supposed to, but sh
e tells T

epsy sh
e m

ust.” T
epsy push

es th
e letter ea-

gerly in
to h

er h
an

d. 

T
h

e en
velope is th

ick
er an

d h
eavier th

an
 expected. L

ik
e th

ere’s som
eth

in
g 

m
ore in

side th
an

 parch
m

en
t. A

 dark
 w

ax seal is m
elted on

to th
e back

, but n
o 

address. 

“W
h

o is your M
istress, T

epsy?” 

T
epsy rock

s back
 an

d forth
 on

 h
er h

eels, look
in

g n
ervous. “M

rs. N
arcissa 

M
alfoy, M

iss.”

pullin
g aw

ay. B
ecause th

ere’s som
eth

in
g sh

e’s been
 w

an
tin

g to do —
 to try —

 

an
d if it can

 som
eh

ow
 sim

ultan
eously prove h

im
 w

ron
g, th

en
 th

at’s tw
o birds 

w
ith

 on
e ston

e. 

B
ut god above, w

h
at a th

in
g it is to w

atch
 all h

is defen
ses fly up at just th

at 

sligh
t m

ovem
en

t. Fear an
d fury an

d doubt cloud up in
 h

is eyes as th
ey break

 aw
ay 

from
 h

ers, lik
e h

e sudden
ly can

’t stan
d to h

ave h
er look

 at h
im

. A
n

d it’s sim
ply 

too sh
arp an

d pain
ful to w

itn
ess for even

 h
alf a secon

d lon
ger. 

W
ith

 tw
ice h

is en
th

usiasm
, sh

e surges forw
ard an

d captures th
ose lips. H

is 

sm
all gasp m

ak
es w

ay for h
er ton

gue to slip in
side, caressin

g th
e sh

arp edges of 

h
is teeth

 —
 th

e soft w
arm

th
 of th

e roof of h
is m

outh
. It’s a m

ore filth
y k

iss th
an

 

sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e w

ould’ve ever dared before, but after a day lik
e today sh

e feels very 

little still exists in
 th

e w
ay of lim

its. 

Sh
e slips on

e h
an

d across h
is foreh

ead betw
een

 th
em

, bein
g careful n

ot to 

press too h
ard on

 th
e bruises as sh

e sm
ooth

s out each
 crease of w

orry. 

“So quick
 to doubt m

e,” sh
e m

urm
urs aroun

d th
e lash

 of h
is ton

gue. 

H
is arm

s h
ave curled aroun

d h
er n

ow
, an

d h
e’s givin

g back
 as good as h

e gets 

—
 startin

g to press h
er dow

n
 in

to th
e m

attress. 

“W
ait,” sh

e says, break
in

g aw
ay from

 h
is lips on

ce m
ore, because if sh

e lets 

h
im

 settle betw
een

 h
er th

igh
s sh

e’ll n
ever get th

e ch
an

ce to try w
h

at sh
e w

an
ts 

to. A
n

d before th
e doubt can

 creep back
 across h

is face, sh
e strok

es a h
an

d dow
n

 

th
e sh

arp plan
e of h

is ch
eek

 an
d tells h

im
, “T

rust m
e.” 

H
e does. 

E
n

ough
 to allow

 h
er to slide out from

 un
der h

im
. E

n
ough

 to turn
 an

d sit 

back
 again

st h
is h

eadboard, raisin
g a curious brow

 as sh
e sets about fin

din
g h

er 

w
an

d in
 th

e m
essy pile of th

eir cloth
es. 

“I n
ever see you lik

e th
is.” H

is voice is quiet an
d low

 —
 con

tem
plative —

 as 

h
e w

atch
es h

er con
jure a h

air tie an
d set about gath

erin
g h

er ch
aotic m

an
e in

to 

som
eth

in
g m

an
ageable. 

“W
ith

 m
y h

air up?” sh
e ask

s, tryin
g n

ot to get distracted by th
e an

gled slopes 

of h
is sh

oulders, n
ow

 m
ore visible in

 th
at sliver of ligh

t. 

H
e sh

ak
es h

is h
ead an

d sh
e realizes w

h
ere h

is gaze is train
ed. Flush

es red as 



in
to silen

ce. 

“Y
ou say you’d pick

 m
e out of a room

 of h
un

dreds,” h
e con

tin
ues, still w

atch
-

in
g h

is h
an

d slide back
 an

d forth
, “an

d th
en

 you run
.” 

A
 lum

p form
s in

 h
er th

roat, an
d h

e lets th
at h

an
d drift dow

n
w

ard, disap-

pearin
g ben

eath
 th

e sh
eets. H

is eyes flit back
 to h

ers w
h

en
 on

e fin
ger slides be-

tw
een

 h
er legs —

 still w
arm

, still w
et from

 m
om

en
ts ago —

 an
d sh

e can
’t h

elp 

but tw
itch

 as sh
e h

olds h
er breath

. 

“Y
ou fuck

 m
e in

 a h
ospital b

ed,” h
e says softly —

 alw
ays speak

in
g in

 ton
es 

th
at don

’t m
atch

 —
 an

d h
is forefin

ger starts to draw
 torturous circles aroun

d 

h
er clit. “Y

ou let m
e h

ave you first —
 I couldn

’t even
 believe it w

h
en

 I saw
 you 

bleed. I th
ough

t you w
ere lyin

g.” 

Sh
e gasps sh

arply w
h

en
 h

is th
um

b
 slips in

side of h
er. 

“Y
ou let m

e h
ave you first,” h

e says again
, “but you can

’t bear th
e th

ough
t of 

an
yon

e k
n

ow
in

g it.” 

H
er m

in
d w

an
ts to turn

 to static, ripples of pleasure sh
ootin

g up h
er spin

e, 

but sh
e w

ak
es up en

ough
 to defen

d h
erself. “I ch

an
ged m

y—
” 

“Y
es, you ch

an
ged your m

in
d, I k

n
ow

.” D
raco lets th

e back
 of h

is th
um

b 

press h
ard again

st h
er in

n
er w

alls, an
d h

er back
 arch

es, h
an

ds com
in

g to rest on
 

h
is ch

est w
ith

out k
n

ow
in

g it. “I’m
 on

ly m
ak

in
g a poin

t.” 

“W
h

at —
 god —

 w
h

at is your poin
t?” Sh

e’s h
ardly focused n

ow
, all efforts 

diverted to an
glin

g h
er h

ips so sh
e can

 press h
arder again

st h
is h

an
d. 

“Y
ou say you love m

e,” h
e w

h
ispers, goin

g still. 

Sh
e freezes too. H

olds h
er breath

. 

“B
ut all you ever do is cause m

e pain
.” H

e stares at h
er out from

 ben
eath

 th
ose 

blon
d lash

es, un
apologetic. B

lin
k

in
g slow

ly as h
e w

atch
es h

er process h
is w

ords. 

A
fter a m

om
en

t, sh
e releases th

at breath
, an

d it tousles th
e dam

p h
air h

an
g-

in
g across h

is foreh
ead. 

“P
ain

,” sh
e ech

oes at first, because it’s all sh
e can

 th
in

k
 to say. 

H
is eyes flit back

 an
d forth

 betw
een

 each
 of h

ers. A
s th

ough
 h

e’s readin
g h

er 

lik
e a ch

apter in
 a book

. A
 ch

apter h
e doesn

’t un
derstan

d. “Y
es,” h

e says. “P
ain

.” 

B
ut w

h
en

 h
is jaw

 grazes h
ers an

d h
e lean

s in
 to k

iss h
er, sh

e fin
ds h

erself 
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T
h

is th
in

g w
h

ich
 feels sudden

ly a great deal h
eavier. 

“From
 h

is m
oth

er?” H
arry ech

oes quietly. “B
ut sh

e’s on
 —

 “ 

“H
ouse arrest.” H

erm
ion

e n
ods, starin

g dow
n

 at th
e letter. Sh

e’s h
ardly con

-

scious of h
er th

um
b

 already break
in

g th
rough

 th
e seal. 

“T
h

at’s…
risky. M

ust b
e im

portan
t.” 

Sh
e n

ods again
, but sh

e’s n
ot really listen

in
g to h

im
. B

ecause w
h

at’s rolled 

out of th
e open

in
g in

to h
er palm

 is distin
ct an

d un
m

istak
able. A

 vial —
 bearin

g 

on
e sm

all, cloudy w
isp. It glow

s fain
tly blue again

st h
er sk

in
. 

A
 m

em
ory. 

“Is th
at—

” 

Sh
e doesn

’t both
er to n

od th
is tim

e, scram
blin

g to yan
k

 th
e letter th

at cam
e 

w
ith

 it free of th
e en

velope. N
early tears it as sh

e spreads it open
 on

 h
er lap. 

  



—

  H
erm

ion
e blin

k
s an

d reads it over again
. W

ets h
er dry lips, h

an
d closin

g 

aroun
d th

e vial lik
e a fin

al lifelin
e. 

“W
e h

ave to see w
h

at it is,” sh
e blurts. 

H
arry’s b

een
 tryin

g to read th
e letter upside dow

n
. “W

e don
’t h

ave a P
en

-

sieve.” 

“W
e h

ave to fin
d a w

ay. W
e’ve got to—

” 

“L
adies an

d gen
tlem

en
, please m

ak
e your w

ay back
 in

to th
e courtroom

,” 

calls a m
em

ber of th
e W

izen
gam

ot. “T
h

e trial w
ill resum

e m
om

en
tarily.” 

“B
ollock

s,” m
utters H

arry, m
eetin

g h
er gaze. 

Sh
e feels abruptly h

elpless, an
d h

e m
ust see it in

 h
er eyes. Som

e pleadin
g look

 

th
at begs h

im
 to m

ak
e th

e decision
 for h

er. 

“Y
ou h

ave to use it.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s th

ick
ly. “B

ut I don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

—
” 

“I n
ever said th

at,” sh
e gasps out. 

“P
lease,” h

e m
ock

s in
 a w

h
in

e. “P
lease, please, please.” 

A
n

d sh
e w

ould b
e pullin

g aw
ay —

 sw
attin

g at h
is arm

 an
d givin

g h
im

 a dirty 

look
 —

 if h
e w

eren
’t pun

ctuatin
g each

 w
ord w

ith
 a lan

guid, an
gled th

rust. In
-

stead, h
er eyes roll back

 in
to h

er h
ead, an

d sh
e push

es h
erself tigh

ter again
st h

im
, 

tuck
in

g h
er n

ose in
to th

e crook
 of h

is n
eck

 to press a k
iss to h

is th
roat. Sh

e tastes 

salt an
d fin

ds h
erself tracin

g h
er ton

gue over th
e spot in

 search
 of m

ore. 

“O
h

, n
ow

 I h
ave your atten

tion
?” h

e m
urm

urs —
 deep vibration

s again
st h

er 

lips. “Y
ou n

ever lost it.” 

H
e goes still in

side of h
er. Just h

overs th
ere for a lon

g m
om

en
t, h

is dark
 

sh
adow

 draped over h
er side. A

n
d sh

e h
as a feelin

g h
e’s talk

in
g about som

eth
in

g 

else en
tirely w

h
en

 h
e says, “I don

’t believe you.” 

H
is ton

e m
ak

es h
er sh

ift aw
ay, even

 as every m
uscle an

d every n
erve en

din
g 

in
 h

er body begs h
er n

ot to. T
h

at stran
ge, th

rob
bin

g em
ptin

ess tak
es h

is place 

w
h

en
 h

e slides out, an
d sh

e feels abruptly cold as sh
e tw

ists in
 th

e em
erald green

 

sh
eets to face h

im
. 

T
h

e on
ly ligh

t by w
h

ich
 to see h

im
 com

es from
 th

e th
in

 sliver of sea-glow
 

seepin
g th

rough
 a crack

 in
 th

e b
ed curtain

s. It pain
ts a quarter of h

is face blue, 

th
e rest left in

 sh
adow

, but sh
e can

 see h
is righ

t eye. C
an

 see th
e bruises —

 part 

of th
e reason

 sh
e w

an
ted to face aw

ay in
 th

e first place. 

“W
h

at don
’t you believe?” sh

e w
h

ispers, restin
g h

er h
ead on

 th
e pillow

. 

H
e stays propped on

 on
e elbow

, starin
g at h

er. For a m
om

en
t, h

e doesn
’t an

-

sw
er, lettin

g th
e rough

er-th
an

-usual pads of h
is fin

gers trace th
e h

ollow
 beside 

h
er h

ipbon
e. H

e glan
ces dow

n
, w

atch
in

g th
e m

ovem
en

ts as h
e speak

s. “Y
ou say 

on
e th

in
g, an

d you do an
oth

er.” 

“I—
” 

“Y
ou tell m

e w
e’re th

e sam
e, but you spen

d all your tim
e tryin

g to rem
in

d 

yourself w
h

y w
e’re differen

t.” 

“T
h

at’s n
ot—

” 

H
is palm

 flatten
s out across h

er bare stom
ach

, th
e soft caress surprisin

g h
er 



poster, w
ith

 th
e sleepin

g form
 of B

laise Z
abin

i n
ot tw

o m
eters to th

e left. 

A
n

d a part of h
er is realizin

g w
h

y sh
e blurted out th

ose ridiculous w
ords in

 

th
e boath

ouse. 

T
o h

er, th
e b

ed is a sym
bol, an

d H
erm

ion
e h

as n
ever sh

ared a b
ed —

 a real 

b
ed —

 w
ith

 an
yon

e. N
ot w

ith
 V

ik
tor. N

ot w
ith

 R
on

. N
ot even

 just to sleep. 

T
h

ere’s som
eth

in
g too person

al about it. T
oo vuln

erable. It’s in
credibly differen

t 

from
 th

ose pillow
s on

 th
e floor of th

e D
ivin

ation
 classroom

. It’s as if—
 

D
raco’s lips glide from

 th
e pulse poin

t on
 h

er th
roat to th

e sh
ell of h

er ear, 

grip tigh
ten

in
g on

 h
er h

ip ever so sligh
tly as h

e rock
s in

 a little deeper. Still so 

torturously slow
. 

“If you’re goin
g to solve puzzles in

 your h
ead w

h
ile I’m

 in
side of you,” h

e 

m
urm

urs, voice a little ragged, “th
e least you could do is in

clude m
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e tilts h

er h
ead, n

ose brush
in

g h
is un

expectedly. Sh
e speak

s again
st 

th
e corn

er of h
is m

outh
, each

 slow
 th

rust m
ovin

g h
er lips across h

is ch
eek

. “Y
ou 

w
an

t to h
elp m

e solve a puzzle?” 

H
is h

an
d frees h

er h
ip, palm

 splayin
g out across h

er th
igh

 —
 slidin

g up alon
g 

th
e ten

don
s to th

e crease beh
in

d h
er k

n
ee. T

h
e delicacy of it m

ixed in
 w

ith
 th

e 

w
ay h

e rolls h
is h

ips m
ak

es h
er sh

iver an
d buck

 again
st h

im
. 

“W
ell yes, if it’s so m

uch
 m

ore in
terestin

g...” H
e slides in

 to th
e h

ilt, joltin
g 

th
e breath

 out of h
er. “—

 th
an

 th
is.” 

Sh
e’s left pan

tin
g for several secon

ds, eyes fallin
g sh

ut as sh
e fists th

e sh
eets 

tigh
ter in

 h
an

d. T
h

e w
ord, ”F

aster,” falls from
 h

er lips in
 a h

iss. 

D
raco h

um
s in

to h
er sh

oulder. “O
dd. I seem

 to rem
em

ber you beggin
g m

e 

to go slow
.” 

Sh
e scoffs in

stin
ctively, th

e jerk
 of it provin

g in
terestin

g w
ith

 th
e w

ay th
ey’re 

con
n

ected. H
e ten

ses. Sh
e groan

s. 

“I did n
ot beg you for an

yth
in

g.” 

H
is lips part again

st h
er pulse, teeth

 grazin
g sk

in
 as h

e speak
s in

 a breath
y 

croon
 m

ean
t to b

e h
er ow

n
. “P

lease. O
h

, please please, D
raco —

 fuck
 m

e slow
.” 

Sh
e grin

ds h
erself back

 again
st h

im
 in

 a w
ay th

at’s supposed to b
e in

dign
an

t 

but earn
s a m

oan
 from

 both
 of th

em
 in

stead. 

“Y
ou don

’t h
ave a ch

oice. Y
ou’re righ

t, H
erm

ion
e. Sm

ith
 dug h

im
 a grave in

 

th
ere. A

n
d n

o m
atter w

h
at brillian

t defen
se you lay out, you’re in

 dan
ger. T

h
is 

m
igh

t tip th
e scales.” 

“P
lease m

ak
e your w

ay back
 in

to th
e courtroom

,” says th
e sam

e m
an

, look
-

in
g poin

tedly at th
e tw

o of th
em

. “T
h

e trial w
ill recom

m
en

ce im
m

ediately.” 

Sh
e yan

k
s h

er eyes back
 to H

arry, pan
ick

in
g n

ow
. “B

ut —
 w

h
at if…

w
h

at if it 

m
ak

es it w
orse?” 

“It’s h
is m

oth
er, H

erm
ion

e. W
ould sh

e risk
 th

at?” 

“I…
I don

’t…
” 

“Y
ou h

ave to.” H
e tak

es h
er h

an
d. P

ulls h
er up to h

er feet an
d squeezes on

ce. 

“Y
ou h

ave to.” 

<
 

T
h

e vial rests is h
er blazer pock

et as sh
e tak

es th
e floor to lay out h

er defen
se, a 

w
eigh

t as sure an
d h

eavy as an
 an

vil. 

It’s h
er last resort, sh

e’s decided. Sh
e’ll do w

h
at sh

e can
 to read th

e room
. If 

sh
e feels th

ey’re lean
in

g in
 h

is favor, th
en

 th
ey’ll w

alk
 out of th

is trial togeth
er, 

an
d sh

e’ll lock
 it aw

ay som
ew

h
ere an

d n
ever th

in
k

 of it again
. 

If sh
e feels oth

erw
ise, th

en
…

so b
e it. 

Sh
e does h

er best to sk
irt aroun

d M
alfoy’s cage w

ith
out look

in
g at h

im
. Sh

e 

n
eeds h

er focus n
ow

 m
ore th

an
 ever. B

ut in
stead, h

er eyes catch
 on

 D
aw

lish
, an

d 

a flush
 of rage fan

s out across h
er face. B

ubbles an
d broils in

 h
er gut. 

Sh
e look

s aw
ay. L

ook
s to B

urbage. A
n

d it begin
s. 

H
er stron

gest defen
se —

 th
e on

e sh
e’d felt such

 con
fiden

ce in
 before —

 n
ow

 

feels som
eh

ow
 in

sign
ifican

t. E
ven

 so, sh
e im

prin
ts it in

to th
e m

in
ds of th

e W
iz-

en
gam

ot. O
ver an

d over again
, as m

an
y tim

es as sh
e th

in
k

s it tak
es to stick

. 

“…
an

d w
e w

ould n
ever’ve m

ade it th
at far h

ad M
r. M

alfoy iden
tified H

arry 

to h
is aun

t…
” 

“…
look

ed H
arry plain

 in
 th

e face —
 a boy h

e’d atten
ded sch

ool w
ith

 for 

n
early seven

 years —
 accom

pan
ied b

y tw
o of h

is closest frien
ds, n

o less —
 an

d 

refused to con
firm

. H
e k

n
ew

. L
et m

e b
e perfectly clear. H

e k
n

ew
.” 



“…
at w

h
ich

 poin
t I’ll rem

in
d you, M

r. M
alfoy —

 at great person
al risk

 —
 

n
eglected to iden

tify H
arry, despite w

h
at safety an

d rew
ard it m

ay’ve procured 

for h
im

self an
d h

is fam
ily.” 

B
ut as th

at lin
e of defen

se grow
s cold —

 as h
er palm

s start to sw
eat an

d B
ur-

bage’s eyes start to tw
itch

 from
 all th

e repetition
 —

 sh
e abruptly sw

itch
es tactics. 

It’s n
ot som

eth
in

g sh
e origin

ally in
ten

ded to utilize, but Sm
ith

 h
as forced h

er 

h
an

d. 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t to brin

g up D
um

bledore. P
erh

aps yesterday —
 before th

is 

m
orn

in
g —

 th
e fact th

at M
alfoy stayed h

is h
an

d w
ould’ve coun

ted for som
e-

th
in

g. B
ut n

ow
 sh

e feels th
at path

 could prove far too treach
erous. C

h
ooses to 

avoid it en
tirely. 

N
o, in

stead sh
e requests h

is journ
al b

e h
an

ded over to h
er. Sh

e’s goin
g to read 

th
e righ

t section
s, in

 th
e righ

t con
text —

 dam
n

 th
em

 all. 

T
h

at violen
t purple is far too fam

iliar in
 h

er h
an

ds n
ow

. Sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s read 

every en
try m

ore th
an

 on
ce. K

n
ow

s it back
 to fron

t. A
n

d yet h
er th

ough
ts feel 

m
ore disorgan

ized th
an

 ever, an
d sh

e’s n
ot sure w

h
ere to start —

 w
h

ere to fin
ish

. 

A
s th

e W
izen

gam
ot look

s on
, im

patien
t, sh

e tries to rem
em

ber th
e m

ost 

dam
n

in
g en

tries Z
ach

arias read. 

Sh
e pieces togeth

er h
er n

arrative slow
ly. 

“I believe M
r. Sm

ith
’s in

ten
tion

s w
ere to portray M

r. M
alfoy as un

h
in

ged. 

A
m

 I correct?” Sh
e tw

ists an
d fin

ds h
im

 in
 th

e crow
d —

 stares flatly for as lon
g 

as sh
e dares to pause —

 lon
g en

ough
 for h

is eyes to drop aw
ay an

d h
is face to 

flush
 pin

k
. Sh

e turn
s back

 an
d h

olds th
e journ

al aloft. “I in
vite you all, th

en
, to 

con
sider w

h
y. M

r. Sm
ith

 w
as very careful, after all, to gloss over th

e en
tries out-

lin
in

g w
h

at M
r. M

alfoy truly experien
ced th

is past term
. A

n
d it is m

y firm
 belief 

h
e w

as set up to fail.” Sh
e flips to an

 en
try sh

e k
n

ow
s very w

ell. “T
h

is is from
 

Septem
ber 11th

. In
 th

is particular section
, M

r. M
alfoy is referen

cin
g h

is D
ark

 

M
ark

 —
 m

ore specifically, th
e pain

 it’s causin
g.” A

n
d sh

e clears h
er th

roat. 

”‘W
h

at w
as it you said, again

? T
h

e situation
 doesn

’t “qualify” for m
ore pow

erful 

treatm
en

t?’ —
 th

is you, of course, referrin
g to th

e H
ealers at St. M

un
go’s m

on
i-

torin
g 

th
ese 

en
tries. 

H
e 

w
rites, 

’I 
on

ly 
w

an
t 

drugs. 
Som

eth
in

g 
differen

t. 
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G
R

E
E

N
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N
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 SH
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H
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A
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E
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A
N

G
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R
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H
A

N
 IT

 D
O

E
S. 

Sh
e’s alw

ays h
ad bad tim

in
g. A

lw
ays h

ad bizarre epiph
an

ies an
d aim

less train
s 

of th
ough

t strik
e at th

e w
ron

g m
om

en
ts. A

n
d th

is feels lik
e th

e absolute w
orst 

m
om

en
t to b

e w
on

derin
g w

h
at h

er fifteen
-year-old self w

ould b
e th

in
k

in
g —

 

th
is m

om
en

t, w
ith

 D
raco M

alfoy’s stron
g, pale h

an
d splayed across h

er bare h
ip, 

h
oldin

g h
er in

 place; w
ith

 h
er k

n
ee h

itch
ed up h

igh
 to accom

m
odate an

d h
er 

h
air clin

gin
g to th

e pillow
 w

ith
 sw

eat; w
ith

 th
ose Slyth

erin
 green

 sh
eets gath

ered 

in
to h

er fist as h
er breath

 catch
es aroun

d a m
oan

; w
ith

 h
im

 pressed again
st h

er 

back
, quiet gasps sw

eepin
g across th

e n
ape of h

er n
eck

 as h
e slides in

 an
d out 

slow
ly —

 slow
er th

an
 h

e ever h
as —

 because sh
e ask

ed h
im

 to. 

A
n

d yet sh
e’s w

on
derin

g all th
e sam

e. Figures h
er fifteen

 an
d sixteen

 an
d even

 

seven
teen

-year-old selves w
ould all b

e h
orrified to fin

d th
at th

eir future h
eld a 

m
om

en
t lik

e th
is. B

ecause surely, th
e un

iverse can
’t h

ave tilted so far on
 its axis 

th
at sh

e’s starin
g at serpen

t-adorn
ed b

ed curtain
s as th

ose w
arm

, electric pulses 

surge up from
 betw

een
 h

er th
igh

s. Surely, it can
’t b

e M
alfoy —

 D
raco —

 sh
e’s 

lettin
g do th

is. Surely, it can
’t feel th

e w
ay it feels. 

B
ut it is. A

n
d it does. A

n
d it’s sun

k
en

 in
 before, but n

ever quite th
is deep. 

B
ecause before, every tim

e alw
ays felt so spur-of-th

e-m
om

en
t. U

n
expected col-

lision
s in

 even
 less expected places. 

T
h

is, h
ow

ever —
 th

is is deliberate. L
ettin

g h
im

 tow
 h

er alon
g th

e deserted 

corridors an
d dow

n
 th

e all too fam
iliar D

un
geon

 steps. L
ettin

g h
im

 lead h
er 

w
ordlessly th

rough
 th

e com
m

on
 room

, a few
 Slyth

erin
s still aw

ak
e —

 n
on

e of 

th
em

 even
 look

ed up. W
atch

in
g h

im
 cast silen

cin
g ch

arm
s aroun

d h
is four-



h
is n

ose gen
tly again

st h
ers. A

gain
, h

e says w
ords th

at don
’t m

atch
 up. Q

uietly. 

L
ovin

gly. 

“I don
’t forgive you.” 

Sh
e releases a sh

udderin
g breath

 again
st h

is lips. 

“I didn
’t apologize.”

A
n

yth
in

g. T
ake it aw

ay. I’m
 n

ot again
st beggin

g —
 as you’ve seen

 before.’” Sh
e 

look
s up —

 stares B
urbage directly in

 th
e eyes, recitin

g w
h

at’s on
ly too easy to 

recite from
 m

em
ory. ”‘G

ive m
e drugs, give m

e drugs, give m
e drugs, give m

e 

fuckin
g drugs.’” B

urbage flin
ch

es, if on
ly just. 

“T
h

is is, in
 fact, on

e of n
o less th

an
 tw

en
ty en

tries requestin
g pain

 relievin
g 

m
edication

. R
equests w

h
ich

 w
ere den

ied w
ith

out explan
ation

, w
h

ich
 can

 on
ly 

lead m
e to assum

e th
at M

r. M
alfoy’s w

ell-bein
g w

as n
ot of great con

cern
. T

h
ere 

is n
o represen

tative h
ere from

 St. M
un

go’s to speak
 to th

is, so I’ll leave th
at w

h
ere 

it lies. B
ut I’m

 curious.” Sh
e lets h

er gaze slide across as m
an

y m
em

bers of th
e 

W
izen

gam
ot as sh

e can
 m

an
age. Feels pow

erful sudden
ly. K

n
ow

s h
er direction

. 

“H
ave an

y of you studied th
e D

ark
 M

ark
? In

 detail? Y
ou k

n
ow

 of it, I’m
 sure —

 

but do an
y of you h

ave th
e fain

test idea w
h

at it does?” 

“Y
ou’ll do w

ell to w
atch

 your ton
e, M

iss G
ran

ger,” B
urbage w

arn
s from

 th
e 

podium
. “Y

ou are in
 n

o position
 to play P

rofessor.” 

“N
ot P

rofessor,” sh
e says. “N

o, in
 fact th

is is n
ot a part of an

y regular sch
ool 

curriculum
. It’s n

ot spok
en

 of.” Sh
e risk

s a glan
ce beh

in
d h

er —
 at M

alfoy. H
is 

eyes are h
ooded. C

loudy. B
ut th

ey’re fixed on
 h

er, n
on

e th
e less. “I just h

ave a 

reputation
 for w

an
tin

g to k
n

ow
 everyth

in
g.” Sh

e forces h
erself to face forw

ard 

again
. “A

n
d th

is w
as som

eth
in

g I w
an

ted to k
n

ow
.” 

Sh
e starts to pace, doin

g h
er best to rem

em
ber everyth

in
g sh

e’s ever read 

about it. 

“T
h

e D
ark

 M
ark

 is a very in
tuitive piece of m

agic. It beh
aves as th

ough
 it h

as 

a m
in

d of its ow
n

. A
 sym

biote. Som
e believe it’s even

 aw
are of th

e in
ten

tion
s of 

its h
ost. A

n
d I h

ave n
o argum

en
t w

ith
 th

is after seein
g w

h
at it did to M

r. M
alfoy. 

H
is M

ark
 w

as attack
in

g h
im

. P
h

ysically. B
urn

in
g h

im
 from

 th
e in

side out. H
is 

en
tries m

ak
e it plain

. E
n

dless, daily, ex
cruciatin

g pain
. T

ell m
e —

 w
h

y w
ould a 

dark
 th

in
g attack

 fellow
 dark

n
ess?” 

Sh
e lets th

at th
ough

t sim
m

er for a m
om

en
t. A

llow
s h

er eyes to fin
d H

arry, 

an
d h

is n
od floods h

er w
ith

 courage. 

“It is m
y con

clusion
 th

at th
e D

ark
 M

ark
 sen

sed M
alfoy’s sh

ift in
 stan

ce. It 

sen
sed ligh

t in
 h

im
, an

d it attack
ed it lik

e a virus.” 



A
 m

em
ber of th

e W
izen

gam
ot raises a h

an
d. A

n
 older w

itch
 w

ith
 octagon

-

sh
aped spectacles perch

ed above h
er n

ose. “Is it n
ot true th

at D
eath

 E
aters con

-

sider tak
in

g th
e M

ark
 a great h

on
or? A

 source of pride?” 

H
erm

ion
e alm

ost w
an

ts to th
an

k
 h

er. It leads h
er seam

lessly in
to a poin

t sh
e 

w
asn

’t sure h
ow

 to m
ak

e. 

“T
h

ey do. A
bsolutely, th

ey do. So —
 you h

ave to w
on

der. W
h

y w
ould a proud 

D
eath

 E
ater try to ph

ysically cut it off?” 

T
h

e rustle of w
h

ispers is en
ough

 to tell h
er m

ost of th
em

 don
’t k

n
ow

. In
vig-

orated, sh
e w

h
ips aroun

d an
d approach

es M
alfoy’s cage. 

“M
r. M

alfoy, please sh
ow

 th
e ladies an

d gen
tlem

en
 of th

e W
izen

gam
ot your 

arm
.” 

N
ow

, h
is eyes tigh

ten
 —

 an
d sh

e’s rem
in

ded of N
arcissa’s w

ords. 

H
e is again

st h
im

self. H
e w

ill n
ot h

elp you. 

Sh
e glares back

 at h
im

. 

Y
ou’ll h

elp m
e. G

od dam
n

 you, you’ll h
elp m

e. 

“D
o it,” sh

e grow
ls low

. T
oo low

 for oth
ers to h

ear. “O
r I’ll do it for you.” 

H
e h

isses som
eth

in
g un

der h
is breath

. Som
eth

in
g sh

e can
’t catch

. T
h

en
 h

e 

yan
k

s h
is arm

 out, w
ren

ch
in

g up h
is w

rin
k

led sleeve. Sh
e steps aside so th

ey can
 

see. T
h

e clean
 w

h
ite scar lin

in
g h

is forearm
 from

 w
rist to elbow

. 

A
 gasp or tw

o is all th
e reaction

 sh
e gets, but sh

e push
es on

. 

“M
r. M

alfoy resorted to such
 drastic m

easures, th
ere w

as n
oth

in
g left for it 

but to rem
ove all livin

g tissue from
 h

is arm
. H

e can
 feel n

oth
in

g.” 

M
alfoy yan

k
s back

 dow
n

 on
 h

is sleeve an
d slum

ps again
st th

e back
 of th

e 

cage. 

“P
lease, tell m

e,” sh
e says, turn

in
g aroun

d. “W
h

at proud D
eath

 E
ater w

ould 

rath
er lose all sen

sation
 th

an
 k

eep th
is great h

on
or?” 

B
urbage sigh

s loudly. “H
ow

 lon
g do you in

ten
d to belabor th

is poin
t, M

iss 

G
ran

ger?” 

Sh
e tries to h

ide th
e w

ay it m
ak

es h
er grin

d h
er teeth

. “I’ll m
ove on

.” 

H
er eyes catch

 again
 on

 H
arry as sh

e glan
ces dow

n
 to sift th

rough
 th

e journ
al 

h
an

ds fistin
g in

 h
is sh

irt. A
n

y oth
er day, sh

e’d h
ate h

erself for beggin
g. B

ut righ
t 

n
ow

 sh
e can

’t brin
g h

erself to care. “D
on

’t stop. P
lease. D

on
’t stop —

 don
’t 

stop.” A
n

d sh
e’s actually rath

er im
pressed w

ith
 h

erself w
h

en
 sh

e m
an

ages to sh
ift 

h
er h

ips upw
ard, even

 at th
e stran

ge an
gle, tak

in
g h

im
 in

 h
un

grily —
 as deep as 

sh
e can

. “N
ot n

ow
,” sh

e pan
ts, on

e h
an

d freein
g h

is sh
irt to card th

rough
 h

is 

sw
eat-dam

p h
air. “L

ater. L
ater. P

lease.” 

H
e pun

ish
es h

er by h
esitatin

g. W
aits un

til sh
e actually w

h
im

pers before start-

in
g up th

e rh
yth

m
 again

 an
d th

en
 buries h

is face in
 h

er curls. “M
ak

e up your 

fuck
in

g m
in

d,” h
e h

uffs. B
ut sh

e can
 h

ear th
e sm

irk
 in

 h
is voice. 

“A
h

 —
 th

ere! R
igh

t th
ere. H

arder. P
lease. P

lease. H
arder.” Sh

e’s been
 reduced 

to sin
gle-w

ord sen
ten

ces. 

H
e starts to drive in

to h
er at a pace th

at ach
es, an

d sh
e lets h

er n
ails scrape 

dow
n

 from
 h

is scalp to h
is low

er back
. T

h
e h

itch
 in

 h
is breath

 is en
ough

 to tell 

h
er to do it again

. 

A
n

d th
at th

rob
 starts to build. R

each
in

g, craw
lin

g, tryin
g to crest th

at h
ill. 

“I’m
 close. I’m

 close. D
raco. P

lease —
 I’m

 so close.” Sh
e’s a brok

en
 record, 

n
ow

. 

H
is lips fin

d h
er ear, an

d betw
een

 h
ush

ed w
h

ispers of, ”C
om

e. C
om

e for m
e,” 

h
e suck

s an
d bites at h

er earlob
e. It un

does h
er. 

W
ith

 a sh
arp cry, sh

e ten
ses up again

st h
im

 —
 feels th

e pressure explode, h
ips 

gyratin
g out of con

trol. Spasm
in

g. P
ulsin

g as sh
e sh

ak
es an

d clutch
es at h

im
 to 

k
eep from

 fallin
g. 

H
e doesn

’t let h
er fall. 

N
ot even

 w
h

en
 sh

e feels h
is m

uscles coil an
d lock

 —
 w

h
en

 h
e sudden

ly drives 

in
 deeper th

an
 sh

e th
ough

t h
e could, com

in
g w

ith
 a pain

ed sort of yelp th
at’s so 

vuln
erable it’s alm

ost h
eartbreak

in
g. 

H
er h

eart slam
s in

 h
er ch

est as th
ey sin

k
 dow

n
 from

 th
e h

igh
 togeth

er, h
er 

ch
eek

s flush
ed, sw

eat drippin
g dow

n
 th

e back
 of h

er n
eck

. 

For a m
om

en
t it’s just th

e silen
ce. T

h
e silen

ce an
d th

eir staggered breath
in

g 

an
d th

e quiet laps of w
aves again

st th
e boath

ouse dock
. 

T
h

en
 D

raco pulls h
is face from

 th
e crook

 of h
er n

eck
, eyes closed as h

e drags 



“I th
ough

t you w
ere sm

art,” h
e groan

s. It’s m
uffled by h

er sk
in

, an
d h

e fol-

low
s it up w

ith
 an

 im
possibly delicious, desperate k

in
d of soun

d. L
ik

e h
e’s 

w
oun

ded. L
ik

e h
e’s losin

g con
trol. H

e bites an
d suck

s at h
er n

eck
 as h

e starts to 

th
rust in

 h
ard. T

h
e type of h

ard th
at sees th

eir h
ipbon

es collidin
g —

 bruisin
g. 

“A
h

! So did —
 god, th

ere, righ
t th

ere —
 so did I.” 

T
h

e n
eed to k

iss h
im

 is sudden
ly overw

h
elm

in
g. Sh

e struggles to un
lock

 h
er 

w
rists from

 aroun
d h

is n
eck

, gaspin
g as th

e sh
ift in

vites h
im

 in
 deeper. H

er h
an

ds 

scram
ble for purch

ase, sk
atin

g across h
is ch

est an
d up alon

g th
e sm

ooth
 cords of 

m
uscle lin

in
g h

is th
roat, fin

ally fin
din

g th
e cool plan

es of h
is face an

d draggin
g 

h
im

 aw
ay from

 h
er n

eck
. 

“P
lease —

 please, I—
” Sh

e cuts h
erself off w

h
en

 h
er m

outh
 fin

ds h
is, an

d sh
e 

doesn
’t care th

at th
eir teeth

 clash
, too eager. D

oesn
’t care th

at sh
e tastes th

e 

blood of h
is split lip. Sh

e on
ly cares about th

e w
arm

th
 of h

is ton
gue as it curls 

aroun
d h

ers. T
h

e exquisite pressure as h
e suck

s an
d lick

s an
d bites. 

It m
ak

es th
e m

uscles in
 h

er low
er abdom

en
 clen

ch
 aroun

d h
im

, an
d h

e re-

w
ards h

er w
ith

 an
oth

er stran
gled groan

, th
is on

e in
to h

er m
outh

. ”F
uck.” T

h
e 

rh
yth

m
 of h

is h
ips stutters, th

en
 pick

s back
 up again

 faster —
 h

arder —
 sen

din
g 

little sh
ock

w
aves dow

n
 h

er legs an
d up h

er spin
e. 

A
n

d sh
e m

ust sh
ort-circuit som

eh
ow

, because th
e oddest th

ough
t pops in

to 

h
er h

ead. “D
raco, I —

 oh
 —

 I just realiz —
 oh

, god—
” 

H
e doesn

’t cut th
e rh

yth
m

. N
ot even

 a fraction
, even

 as h
e grin

ds out, 

“W
h

at?” in
 a breath

less, irritated ton
e. 

“I —
 w

e’ve —
 w

e’ve n
ever don

e it in
 a bed.” 

T
h

is does m
ak

e h
im

 pause, h
alfw

ay sh
eath

ed in
side h

er. A
n

d it’s both
 a 

breath
er an

d a un
ique sen

sation
 all its ow

n
, m

ak
in

g h
er sw

irl h
er h

ips a bit to 

get a feel for it. 

H
e h

isses an
d grips h

er w
aist h

ard to m
ak

e h
er stop, pan

tin
g again

st h
er 

m
outh

. T
h

en
, quietly, “D

o you w
an

t m
e to fuck

 you in
 a bed?” 

T
h

e th
ough

t floods h
er w

ith
 a gelatin

ous w
ave of pleasure. ”Y

es.” 

“Fin
e,” h

e says. B
ut pan

ic rips th
rough

 h
er w

h
en

 h
e starts to pull out. 

“N
o. N

o!” Sh
e probably scratch

es h
im

, grabbin
g at h

im
 th

e w
ay sh

e does, 

—
 h

e’s m
outh

in
g som

eth
in

g. 

D
o it. 

H
is lips form

 aroun
d th

e w
ords over an

d over again
. 

N
o, sh

e th
in

k
s. N

ot yet. N
ot un

less I h
ave to. 

In
stead, sh

e delves back
 in

to th
e journ

al —
 reads aloud an

y an
d every en

try 

sh
e th

in
k

s even
 sligh

tly h
um

an
izes h

im
. R

eads h
ow

 h
e stepped in

 fron
t of h

er to 

face th
e B

oggart. R
eveals h

is ow
n

 B
oggart, despite th

e h
iss h

e blow
s th

rough
 h

is 

teeth
 beh

in
d h

er. D
etails, m

uch
 to h

er ow
n

 em
barrassm

en
t, h

ow
 h

e an
d h

is 

H
ouse took

 h
er in

 w
h

en
 sh

e felt un
w

elcom
e elsew

h
ere. A

n
d sh

e feels lik
e sh

e’s 

airin
g out th

eir dirty laun
dry in

 th
e m

ost public w
ay th

ere is. 

Still, sh
e k

eeps on
. E

ven
 w

h
en

 sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e’s beatin

g a dead h
orse, sh

e’s 

h
opin

g —
 if an

yth
in

g —
 th

at th
ere w

ill b
e too m

uch
 of it for th

e W
izen

gam
ot 

to rem
em

ber an
yth

in
g Z

ach
arias said. 

T
h

at’s h
er goal for th

e follow
in

g h
our an

d a h
alf. A

n
d B

urbage look
s fit to 

boil over. 

“Is th
is all you h

ave, M
iss G

ran
ger?” sh

e bark
s out at last, cuttin

g H
erm

ion
e 

off h
alfw

ay th
rough

 h
er description

 of P
rofessor H

aversh
im

’s bias. “M
r. M

alfoy’s 

beh
avior over th

e past term
? Is th

is th
e sum

 of your defen
se? B

ecause un
less you 

h
ave an

yth
in

g furth
er to add, I’d say w

e’re fit to deliberate.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s back

 th
e saliva poolin

g on
 h

er ton
gue. G

lan
ces tow

ards H
arry, 

already certain
 of w

h
at sh

e’ll see. 

D
o it, h

e m
outh

es, an
d h

is eyes w
iden

 w
ith

 em
ph

asis. N
ow

. 

Sh
e sh

uts h
er eyes for th

e briefest m
om

en
t, all too aw

are of M
alfoy’s eyes 

glarin
g daggers in

to h
er back

. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e pulls out th

e vial —
 th

e clear little w
eapon

 th
at w

ill eith
er m

ak
e 

or break
 h

er case. 

“I h
ave on

e m
ore piece of eviden

ce.” Sh
e h

olds it up. O
ut. “T

h
is is a m

em
ory 

from
 N

arcissa M
alfoy. H

is m
oth

er.” 

“G
ran

ger,” M
alfoy bleats sudden

ly. ”N
o.” A

n
d h

er h
eart rate spik

es. 

“Silen
ce, M

r. M
alfoy,” sn

aps B
urbage. Sh

e flick
s h

er fin
gers at H

erm
ion

e. 

“H
an

d it to th
e guard. W

e’ll h
ave to test w

h
eth

er it’s been
 tam

pered w
ith

.” 



Sh
e’s n

ot sure w
h

y sh
e’s so n

ervous to do so. 

Surely, N
arcissa w

ouldn
’t risk

 tam
perin

g w
ith

 it. N
o. N

o, sh
e w

ouldn
’t. 

E
ven

 so, H
erm

ion
e’s h

an
d is sh

ak
in

g w
h

en
 sh

e passes th
e vial to th

e guard. 

H
e perform

s a spell sh
e k

n
ow

s very little of, an
d B

urbage lean
s forw

ard over 

th
e podium

 to w
atch

 as th
e vial glow

s. First w
h

ite, th
en

 a pale sh
ade of blue. 

H
erm

ion
e lets out a slow

 breath
. 

T
h

e disappoin
tm

en
t on

 B
urbage’s face tells h

er all sh
e n

eeds to k
n

ow
. 

It tak
es a good ten

 m
in

utes to set up th
e M

in
istry-grade P

en
sieve at th

e cen
ter 

of th
e courtroom

. It’s th
e sort large en

ough
 to display th

e m
em

ory to everyon
e 

—
 th

e sort th
ey use for all trials. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e pan
ics as sh

e realizes —
 sh

e’s 

goin
g to h

ave to act lik
e sh

e’s seen
 it before. L

ik
e sh

e k
n

ow
s w

h
at th

at blue w
isp 

con
tain

s. E
yes w

ill b
e on

 h
er. 

W
h

atever sh
ock

 en
sues, sh

e’s goin
g to h

ave to h
ide it. 

A
n

d sh
e’s n

ever been
 good at th

at. 

C
lutch

in
g h

er h
an

ds in
to fists at h

er sides, H
erm

ion
e lock

s h
er k

n
ees an

d 

prepares for th
e w

orst. B
urbage deals a n

od to th
e guard, an

d h
e tips th

e con
ten

ts 

in
to th

e m
assive pool. 

For an
 im

possibly lon
g m

om
en

t, th
e m

em
ory sw

irls aroun
d in

 th
e w

ater —
 

an
 in

k
y black

 m
ass. T

h
en

, all at on
ce, th

e im
age laun

ch
es itself in

to th
e sk

y —
 

an
d N

arcissa’s m
em

ory is displayed as th
ough

 from
 a M

uggle projector. 

N
ot on

e secon
d in

, H
erm

ion
e already h

as to stifle a gasp. 

B
ecause it’s h

erself sh
e’s look

in
g at. Splayed out on

 a m
arble floor sh

e still 

h
asn

’t forgotten
 th

e texture of. A
n

d it’s h
er voice sh

e’s h
earin

g. H
er scream

s. 

T
h

e m
em

bers of th
e W

izen
gam

ot sh
ift un

com
fortably as th

ey w
atch

 B
ella-

trix torture h
er. 

It’s a m
om

en
t sh

e n
ever th

ough
t sh

e’d h
ave to relive. 

H
er scream

s ech
o up off th

e h
igh

 ceilin
g an

d com
e rin

gin
g back

, absurdly 

loud —
 but n

ot loud en
ough

 to cover M
alfoy’s voice. 

“Stop it!” H
e roars from

 h
is cage, an

d H
erm

ion
e feels h

er stom
ach

 tw
ist. “G

et 

rid of it! ST
O

P
 IT

!” 

“Silen
cio,” B

urbage casts w
ith

out a th
ough

t, eyes fixed on
 th

e m
ovin

g im
ages 

Sh
e’s don

e savin
g lives. 

“I m
ean

 it.” 

A
n

d god, th
e w

ay h
e bares h

is teeth
 —

 lik
e h

e plan
s on

 m
ak

in
g h

er regret it. 

“T
h

en
 say it again

,” h
e dem

an
ds. A

 th
reat. 

“I m
ean

 it.” 

“N
o.” A

bruptly, h
e sh

oves h
er sk

irt up over h
er h

ips, rough
 en

ough
 to pun

ish
 

—
 to h

urt. Sh
e can

 h
ear th

e fabric tear. “D
on

’t play gam
es w

ith
 m

e.” 

Sh
e on

ly n
otices h

is h
an

ds are sh
ak

in
g w

h
en

 h
e goes for th

e fasten
 on

 h
is 

trousers, an
d h

er pulse starts to h
am

m
er in

 an
ticipation

. H
er m

outh
 run

s dry. 

“Say it again
,” h

e grow
ls, just before h

e perform
s a rath

er im
pressive bit of 

w
an

dless m
agic. O

n
e m

om
en

t h
er stom

ach
 glow

s pin
k

, an
d th

e n
ext sh

e’s up in
 

h
is arm

s, legs spread. H
itch

ed up over h
is h

ips as h
e lin

es h
er up, h

an
ds carvin

g 

in
to h

er back
side as h

e presses h
er back

 again
st th

e w
all. T

h
e friction

 is un
bear-

able. Sh
e tries so h

ard —
 it’s h

um
iliatin

g h
ow

 h
ard sh

e tries to grin
d again

st 

h
im

, w
an

tin
g h

im
 in

side. W
an

tin
g to fill th

e void. 

B
ut h

e’s got h
er pin

n
ed too tigh

tly to allow
 it. 

“H
erm

ion
e.” H

is voice h
as dropped to a w

h
isper. Full of m

alice. Full of h
atred 

th
at doesn

’t m
atch

, doesn
’t coexist w

ith
 th

e w
ay h

er h
eart sw

ells at th
e soun

d of 

h
er n

am
e on

 h
is lips. Sh

e’s realizin
g it doesn

’t m
atter h

ow
 h

e says it. A
s lon

g as 

it’s h
im

. ”Say it. A
gain

.” 

Sw
allow

in
g h

er fear —
 sw

allow
in

g h
er pride —

 sh
e m

eets h
is eyes again

 th
e 

w
ay on

e m
eets an

 en
em

y on
 th

e battlefield. “I love you.” 

D
raco lets th

e w
ords h

an
g in

 th
e air for a fraction

 of a secon
d. E

n
ough

 tim
e 

for h
er to sm

irk
 in

 h
is face. A

 ch
allen

ge. 

Som
eth

in
g feral rips out of h

is th
roat, an

d th
e n

ext in
stan

t h
e’s in

side of h
er. 

Sh
e ch

ok
es on

 som
eth

in
g h

alfw
ay betw

een
 a m

oan
 an

d a sh
riek

. H
er body’s 

forgotten
 h

im
 —

 h
as to fam

iliarize itself w
ith

 th
e w

ay th
ey in

terlock
 all over 

again
. Stretch

es. A
ccom

m
odates. B

ut sh
e h

asn
’t forgotten

 th
e w

ay h
e presses 

h
im

self in
 close, n

estlin
g in

to th
e crook

 of h
er n

eck
. B

lastin
g h

ot breath
s again

st 

h
er flesh

 as h
e pulls out an

d drives back
 in

 —
 slow

, so torturously slow
 —

 th
e 

first tim
e. 



“Y
es,” sh

e gasps, forgettin
g it’s n

ot a question
. Sh

e sh
ifts to loop both

 h
er 

arm
s aroun

d th
e back

 of h
is n

eck
, n

ot even
 sh

y as sh
e starts to grin

d h
er h

ips in
to 

h
is h

an
d, risin

g an
d fallin

g w
ith

 each
 slow

 pum
p of h

is fin
gers. 

H
e groan

s again
 as sh

e does it, pick
in

g up th
e pace an

d lick
in

g a stripe up h
er 

n
eck

. “G
od, I h

ate you.” 

It just slips out. Forever, sh
e’ll blam

e it on
 th

e w
ay h

is fin
gers curl up —

 fin
d 

th
at spot th

at m
ak

es h
er eyes roll back

 in
to h

er h
ead. B

ut sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at’s n

ot 

w
h

y sh
e says it. 

“A
n

d I love you.” 

Sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e h

as for a w
h

ile. 

H
is reaction

’s n
ot w

h
at sh

e’s expectin
g. T

o h
is credit, M

alfoy —
 D

raco. H
e’s 

in
side of you. D

raco —
 alw

ays m
an

ages to surprise h
er. 

H
e tears h

is fin
gers out, an

d th
e loss is un

believably pain
ful for a m

om
en

t. 

L
eaves h

er w
an

ton
 an

d desolate un
til h

e tak
es h

er jaw
 in

 h
is h

an
d —

 w
et w

ith
 

h
er essen

ce an
d pressin

g h
ard in

to h
er sk

in
 —

 an
d forces h

er to m
eet h

is sud-

den
ly burn

in
g gaze. “L

ook
 at m

e —
 look at m

e.” 

Sh
e stares, w

ide-eyed. D
oesn

’t dare blin
k

. 

“D
on

’t you fuck
in

g say it un
less you m

ean
 it.” 

T
h

e urge to correct h
im

 is surprisin
gly im

m
ediate. Sh

e h
as to stop th

e w
ords 

h
alfw

ay up h
er th

roat, just to get th
e ch

an
ce to th

in
k

. A
n

d it’s adm
ittedly h

ard 

to th
in

k
 righ

t n
ow

, th
rob

bin
g th

e w
ay sh

e is. 

B
ut h

e’s givin
g h

er an
 out. N

ot even
 h

idin
g it. T

h
e on

e-tim
e-on

ly oppor-

tun
ity to tak

e it back
, w

h
ich

 is m
ore th

an
 sh

e can
 say sh

e did for h
im

. 

N
o, sh

e back
ed dow

n
. B

ack
ed aw

ay. R
an

. L
ik

e a cow
ard. 

B
ut h

ere h
e is, pressin

g bruises in
to h

er sk
in

 an
d darin

g h
er to step on

 h
is 

h
eart. T

h
row

in
g h

im
self on

 th
e gren

ade. 

A
n

d th
ey prob

ably both
 k

n
ow

 sh
e sh

ould tak
e th

e offer. It’d b
e best for eve-

ryon
e. M

igh
t even

 save som
e lives. 

Sh
e sh

uts h
er eyes. B

reath
es deeply, ch

an
n

elin
g every last drop of fearlessn

ess 

sh
e possesses before sh

e open
s th

em
 again

. H
is gaze h

asn
’t m

oved an
 in

ch
 —

 un
-

w
averin

g —
 but sh

e m
eets it h

ead on
. 

in
 th

e air. M
alfoy’s cries cut off. 

“I didn
’t take an

yth
in

g!” h
er past self con

tin
ues to scream

. ”I sw
ear! P

l-please, 

please! I sw
ear, I didn

’t take an
yth

in
g!” 

N
arcissa’s slow

, m
eth

odic blin
k

s rarely in
terrupt th

e im
age. A

n
d for a lon

g 

w
h

ile, it feels lik
e it goes on

 forever. H
erm

ion
e n

ever realized h
ow

 m
an

y tim
es 

sh
e said th

e sam
e th

in
g. O

ver an
d over. 

“I didn
’t take it! I didn

’t take an
yth

in
g!” 

B
ut th

en
 sudden

ly N
arcissa’s voice rin

gs out. Q
uiet an

d low
, spok

en
 un

der h
er 

breath
 —

 an
d yet louder th

an
 an

yth
in

g else because it’s righ
t at th

e forefron
t. 

“D
raco. Stop.” 

H
erm

ion
e can

’t h
elp but glan

ce sidew
ays at h

im
 —

 fin
ds h

im
 still scream

in
g 

h
im

self h
oarse in

 silen
ce. Y

an
k

in
g at th

e bars. 

A
lm

ost at th
e sam

e tim
e, N

arcissa’s m
em

ory glan
ces sidew

ays, jerk
in

g h
er 

atten
tion

 back
. A

n
d th

ere h
e is in

 th
e past. W

earin
g th

ose sam
e cloth

es burn
ed 

in
to h

er brain
. In

 th
at sam

e spot in
 th

e M
alfoy h

all sh
e’ll alw

ays rem
em

ber. Star-

in
g straigh

t ah
ead, w

atch
in

g h
er scream

. 

E
xcept —

 n
o. T

h
at’s n

ot all h
e’s doin

g. 

H
is low

, un
in

telligible m
urm

ur can
 on

ly just b
e h

eard over h
er sh

rill cries, 

but th
e m

ovin
g of h

is lips is un
m

istak
able. 

“Stop,” N
arcissa w

arn
s again

. ”Sh
e’ll see you.” 

H
e doesn

’t stop. N
ot even

 for a m
om

en
t. K

eeps sayin
g th

e sam
e m

uffled 

w
ords, over an

d over again
. U

n
blin

k
in

g. U
n

m
ovin

g. E
ven

 w
h

en
 N

arcissa reach
es 

out an
d yan

k
s at h

is arm
. H

is focus is steadfast, h
is ton

gue equally so. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e k

n
ow

s w
h

at a coun
ter-curse look

s lik
e. 

Sh
e feels lik

e th
e breath

’s been
 k

n
ock

ed out of h
er. A

n
d w

h
en

 th
e m

em
ory 

fades in
to dark

n
ess above th

em
 all, h

er k
n

ees buck
le. Sh

e n
arrow

ly m
an

ages to 

grip on
e of th

e bars of h
is cage. 

K
eep your com

posure. 

H
er eyes flit upw

ard. Fin
d M

alfoy n
o lon

ger scream
in

g. 

B
ut th

ere are rare tears in
 h

is eyes an
d h

is face is a brillian
t, furious red an

d 

h
e look

s —
 h

e look
s defeated. D

efeated an
d betrayed an

d overrun
 by pure rage. 



B
urbage h

as th
e good sen

se to w
ait an

 extra m
in

ute before sh
e releases th

e 

silen
cin

g ch
arm

. 

H
erm

ion
e clears h

er dry th
roat. Feels lik

e sh
e’s sleepw

alk
in

g as sh
e steps aw

ay 

from
 th

e cage an
d rasps out, “M

r. M
alfoy…

can
 you explain

 to th
e W

izen
gam

ot 

w
h

at you w
ere doin

g?” 

C
an

 you ex
plain

 to m
e? 

For a lon
g w

h
ile, h

e says absolutely n
oth

in
g. O

n
ly h

uffs out furious breath
s, 

w
h

ite-k
n

uck
led fists w

rapped aroun
d th

e bars in
 fron

t of h
im

. 

“P
lease explain

 th
e n

ature of th
e coun

ter-curse,” sh
e presses —

 an
d sh

e 

soun
ds lik

e sh
e’s pleadin

g. T
h

ere’s n
o w

ay to h
ide it. T

h
ere’s desperation

 in
 h

er 

voice. 

Save yourself. D
am

n
 you, M

alfoy. Save yourself. 

Sh
e figh

ts back
 tears. 

T
h

e w
ay you saved m

e. 

B
ecause sh

e k
n

ow
s. E

ven
 before h

e says it —
 grin

ds it out lik
e th

e w
ords 

th
em

selves are a death
 sen

ten
ce. Sh

e k
n

ow
s. Sh

e n
ever k

n
ew

 th
en

, but sh
e k

n
ow

s 

n
ow

. 

“M
y aun

t w
as usin

g a k
n

ife dipped in
 poison

. T
h

e coun
ter-curse forbid it to 

spread.” 

H
erm

ion
e digs h

er n
ails in

to th
e h

eels of h
er h

an
ds. Straigh

ten
s h

er back
 an

d 

lifts h
er ch

in
 to th

e W
izen

gam
ot, even

 as tw
o iden

tical tears track
 w

et lin
es 

dow
n

 h
er ch

eek
s. Sh

e clears h
er th

roat on
e last tim

e. 

“In
 oth

er w
ords, h

e saved m
y life.

spreads its fin
gers to scrape its n

ails alon
g h

er scalp. Sh
e h

isses th
rough

 h
er teeth

, 

eyes fallin
g sh

ut. G
ooseflesh

 spreads across h
er lik

e a w
ildfire. 

“Y
ou —

 you’re—
” sh

e stutters, ton
gue trippin

g over itself as h
is h

an
d drags 

a slow
 path

 dow
n

 betw
een

 h
er breasts, over h

er stom
ach

, lan
din

g low
 —

 too low
 

—
 on

 h
er h

ip. “Y
ou’re th

e on
e doin

g th
e ruin

in
g. It’s lik

e —
 ah

—
” Sh

e gasps as 

h
is h

ead dips sudden
ly, teeth

 grazin
g th

e spot just below
 h

er jaw
. “It’s lik

e you 

w
an

t it ruin
ed.” 

H
e m

outh
es at th

e spot for a m
om

en
t. H

uffs a laugh
, th

en
 puts h

is lips at h
er 

ear. “M
aybe,” h

e w
h

ispers, breath
 h

ot again
st th

e too-sen
sitive sk

in
. Sh

e clen
ch

es 

h
er th

igh
s togeth

er. “B
ut on

ly b
y you.” 

Sh
e squirm

s as h
is h

an
d glides past h

er h
ip an

d dow
n

 h
er leg, fin

gers curlin
g 

un
der th

e h
em

 of h
er M

in
istry-approved pen

cil sk
irt. A

n
d th

en
 sh

e starts to 

sh
ak

e as h
e traces th

e bare sk
in

 of h
er in

n
er th

igh
, w

alk
in

g th
ose fin

gers up th
e 

last few
 in

ch
es tow

ards th
e apex. 

“G
oin

g to let m
e in

?” h
e m

urm
urs, ton

gue lash
in

g at h
er earlobe. 

Sh
e spreads h

er legs in
stan

tly, h
ead fallin

g back
 in

to h
is h

an
d. A

n
d M

alfoy 

just laugh
s, low

 an
d dark

 in
to h

er ear, even
 as h

is h
an

d slides h
om

e betw
een

 h
er 

th
igh

s. “L
ook

 at you. Y
ou don

’t even
 figh

t back
 an

ym
ore.” 

H
er breath

s are com
in

g in
 desperate little puffs, a trem

or ridin
g up h

er spin
e 

as h
e applies just th

e fain
test pressure over h

er un
derw

ear —
 but sh

e still feels th
e 

pulse of in
dign

ation
. W

ith
 th

e h
an

d n
ot h

opelessly tan
gled in

to h
is h

air, sh
e 

reach
es out an

d gropes h
im

 h
ard. H

arder th
an

 sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e sh

ould, earn
in

g a 

cut grun
t out of h

im
. “W

an
t m

e to?” sh
e sn

eers. 

“B
itch

,” h
e h

isses, but sh
e can

 feel h
im

 grow
in

g h
arder again

st h
er palm

. 

Sh
e lets loose a breath

y sigh
 as h

e adds m
ore pressure to th

e lace betw
een

 h
er 

legs, droppin
g h

er h
ead forw

ard on
to h

is sh
oulder. L

osin
g focus. “Y

ou sm
ell lik

e 

prison
,” sh

e m
um

bles again
st h

is sh
irt collar. 

H
e respon

ds by yan
k

in
g h

er un
derw

ear to th
e side, rough

 pads of h
is fin

gers 

fin
din

g h
er clit lik

e th
ey’re m

agn
etized. Sh

e jerk
s violen

tly again
st h

im
. 

“A
n

d you sm
ell w

et,” h
e says. It’s m

ean
t to b

e sn
ide, but it’s m

ore a groan
 

th
an

 an
yth

in
g as h

e gath
ers up th

e m
oisture an

d uses it to push
 tw

o fin
gers in

side. 



so good —
 too good —

 goin
g for th

e k
ill. “C

an
’t stan

d to b
e disob

eyed. C
an

’t 

stan
d th

e th
ough

t of som
eon

e oth
er th

an
 D

addy com
in

g to h
is rescue.” 

M
alfoy’s searin

g eyes flash
, an

d h
e yan

k
s h

er h
ead aw

ay from
 th

e w
all en

ough
 

to fist h
is free h

an
d in

 h
er h

air —
 yan

k
s h

ard, draggin
g on

 h
er scalp. 

Sh
e just feels en

couraged. “D
oesn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 to beh

ave,” sh
e h

isses, eyes w
a-

terin
g. “D

oesn
’t k

n
ow

 h
ow

 to say th
an

k
 you.” 

“T
h

an
k you?” h

e seeth
es, pullin

g h
arder un

til sh
e can

’t h
elp a little, pain

ed 

squeak
. “O

h
, I’m

 n
ot goin

g to th
an

k you.” 

H
e’s so close, h

is n
ose is slotted again

st h
ers. So close h

er eyes h
ave th

e treach
-

erous urge to flutter sh
ut —

 because n
orm

ally w
h

en
 h

e’s th
is close sh

e gets to 

taste h
im

. A
n

d sh
e sh

ouldn
’t w

an
t to taste h

im
. 

“M
ak

e n
o m

istak
e,” h

e grow
ls, an

d h
e h

as th
e n

erve to n
uzzle h

er ch
eek

 as 

h
e says it —

 a th
reat w

rapped in
 affection

. “If you get yourself tak
en

 aw
ay from

 

m
e, I w

ill kill you. D
o you un

derstan
d?” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s a h

eavin
g breath

 b
y m

istak
e. 

“I w
ill brin

g you back
 from

 th
e brin

k
 of death

 if I h
ave to, an

d th
en

 I w
ill 

fuck
in

g kill you. Just so I can
 do it m

yself.” 

T
h

ere’s a gap of rigid silen
ce, w

ith
 on

ly th
eir ragged breath

s to fill th
e space. 

A
n

d sh
e h

as n
o explan

ation
. N

o excuse. 

B
ut it’s h

er h
ead th

at tilts back
. H

er lips th
at seek

 out h
is —

 slot again
st an

d 

seize th
em

 lik
e a lost possession

. It forces a stran
gled soun

d out of h
is th

roat, an
d 

it sen
ds a ch

ill th
rough

 h
er as h

is grip on
 h

er n
eck

 goes slack
. 

H
is m

outh
 parts again

st h
ers lik

e it doesn
’t w

an
t to. L

ik
e th

e very con
cept of 

a k
iss in

furiates h
im

 in
 th

is m
om

en
t. B

ut th
en

 h
is teeth

 sin
k

 in
to h

er low
er lip, 

draggin
g it out an

d releasin
g it w

ith
 a w

et, filth
y sort of soun

d th
at m

ak
es h

er 

th
igh

s quiver. A
n

d for a m
om

en
t h

e just lets h
is foreh

ead rest again
st h

ers. P
an

ts 

in
to h

er face as h
is h

an
d slides dow

n
 to h

er collarbon
e, h

esitatin
g over h

er th
ud-

din
g pulse. 

T
h

e scen
t of pepperm

in
t clouds aroun

d th
em

. 

“Y
ou’re goin

g to ruin
 m

y fuck
in

g life,” M
alfoy breath

es, fin
ger tracin

g ab-

sen
t circles on

 th
e sk

in
 of h

er ch
est. T

h
e oth

er h
an

d, still buried in
 h

er curls, 
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 T
H

E
Y

 D
O

N
’T

 D
E

L
IB

E
R

A
T

E. 

T
h

ey m
use an

d m
ull an

d drag th
eir w

ay th
rough

 it, as if th
ey k

n
ow

 each
 an

d 

every secon
d h

as H
erm

ion
e grin

din
g aw

ay an
oth

er th
in

 layer of h
er teeth

. H
er 

jaw
 ach

es. H
er eyes itch

 an
d stin

g. Sh
e stares resolutely at th

e base of B
urbage’s 

podium
, because glan

cin
g to h

er left is out of th
e question

 righ
t n

ow
. 

A
n

d all th
e w

h
ile, th

e sam
e w

ord boun
ces back

 an
d forth

 off th
e w

alls of h
er 

h
ead.  

W
h

y? 

W
h

y —
 w

h
y —

 w
h

y? 

Sh
e’s n

ot a fool. Sh
e h

as n
o m

isgivin
gs about th

e h
um

an
 h

eart —
 n

o silly 

daydream
s about love at first sigh

t. P
eople don

’t fall th
at w

ay. N
ot very often

. 

A
n

d sh
e’s con

vin
ced th

e on
es th

at do h
ave actually just suffered som

e sort of syn
-

apse m
alfun

ction
. A

n
 ill-tim

ed dopam
in

e release. 

M
ost people —

 lik
e h

er —
 lik

e…
lik

e h
im

 —
 tak

e a lot m
ore con

vin
cin

g. 

M
alfoy didn

’t love h
er on

 th
at cold m

arble floor. T
h

ose eyes sh
e stared in

to 

—
 th

rough
 th

e strain
, th

rough
 tears, w

ith
 a k

n
ife carvin

g in
to h

er sk
in

 —
 th

ey 

w
eren

’t th
e eyes of a lover. T

h
ere w

as just fear. H
ers an

d h
is. Fear an

d desperation
 

an
d disbelief an

d just th
is silen

t plea of please —
 please, you kn

ow
 m

e —
 w

e w
ere 

classm
ates —

 please. 

A
n

d at th
e tim

e, sh
e’d th

ough
t th

at plea w
en

t un
an

sw
ered. A

t th
e tim

e, eve-

ryth
in

g sort of fit. 

M
alfoy m

ade h
er life a livin

g h
ell in

 sch
ool, so w

h
y w

ould h
e lift a fin

ger 

n
ow

? It fit. It fit. 



T
h

is doesn
’t.  

H
er eyes glaze over, losin

g focus, an
d th

e podium
 starts to m

orph
 in

to tw
o 

th
e lon

ger sh
e stares at it. Sh

e doesn
’t even

 realize sh
e’s tracin

g th
e letters of h

er 

scar un
til th

e ragged edge of on
e of h

er fin
gern

ails —
 bitten

 raw
 over th

e past 

few
 w

eek
s —

 sn
ags on

 th
e rough

 sk
in

 an
d sen

ds a jolt of pain
 up h

er arm
. 

Sh
e blin

k
s h

er eyes back
 in

to focus an
d glan

ces dow
n

 at it, w
atch

in
g a little 

fresh
 bead of blood trick

le dow
n

 over th
e w

ord ’B
L

O
O

D
’ itself.  

P
oison

. H
ow

 could sh
e n

ot h
ave k

n
ow

n
? H

ow
 could sh

e n
ot h

ave felt it, seep-

in
g in

to h
er? E

ven
 am

on
gst all th

at pain
? H

ow
 could sh

e h
ave m

issed it leech
in

g 

th
rough

 h
er sk

in
, in

 an
d th

en
 back

 out again
? 

H
ow

 could sh
e h

ave m
issed M

alfoy’s m
ovin

g lips? 

Sh
e th

ough
t sh

e rem
em

bered everyth
in

g about th
at day. 

In
stin

ctively, h
er eyes flit left —

 before sh
e can

 stop th
em

. H
e’s starin

g back
 

at h
er th

rough
 th

e bars. B
loodsh

ot, h
oarse. H

eavin
g. A

 sin
gle stran

d of blon
d 

dan
gles betw

een
 h

is piercin
g eyes, sw

eat-soak
ed. 

Sh
e’s seen

 M
alfoy in

 lots of states, sh
e th

in
k

s, but n
ever lik

e th
is. E

ven
 h

alf 

frozen
 to death

 —
 even

 in
 a fit of rage —

 h
e’s n

ever look
ed quite lik

e th
is. 

“L
ook

 w
h

at you’ve don
e,” h

e says, low
 an

d breath
less. Q

uiet en
ough

 it’s on
ly 

for h
er ears. 

H
erm

ion
e’s barely con

scious of th
e rest of th

e room
. It seem

s to fall aw
ay 

w
h

en
 faced w

ith
 th

e look
 in

 h
is eyes. 

E
ven

 as B
urbage calls out, “W

e h
ave reach

ed our verdict,” sh
e fin

ds sh
e’s on

ly 

h
alf-listen

in
g. C

an
’t tear h

er gaze aw
ay. T

h
e w

ords ”probation
,” an

d ”dam
ages,” 

glide across th
e podium

 to h
er, but th

ey’re m
ean

in
gless. W

ords th
at don

’t m
ak

e 

sen
se. 

A
ll sh

e can
 h

ear is h
im

. 

“L
ook

 w
h

at you’ve don
e,” h

e m
urm

urs again
. “N

ow
, it w

as all for n
oth

in
g.” 

<
 

H
arry h

as to talk
 h

er th
rough

 w
h

at h
appen

ed. 

E
veryth

in
g after M

alfoy’s cage san
k

 back
 below

 th
e groun

d is a blur in
 h

er 

“T
o w

h
at?” sh

e splutters, spreadin
g h

er arm
s w

ide. “R
eturn

 th
e favor? W

h
y 

can
 you save m

e, but I can
’t save you?” T

w
o m

ore steps, an
d th

ey’re n
early ch

est 

to ch
est. A

gain
, sh

e tries to soften
, “M

alfoy…
it’s —

 it’s over, n
ow

. O
n

ce I go back
 

for T
h

eo, it’s ov—
” 

“If you’re stupid en
ough

 to th
in

k
 th

is is over, th
en

 I guess you’re n
ot th

e 

brigh
test w

itch
 of your age.” 

Sh
e blin

k
s at h

im
 for a m

om
en

t, at a loss. 

“T
h

ey’re k
illin

g an
yon

e w
h

o defen
ds us. A

n
d you’ve m

ade yourself a prim
e 

target. Y
ou —

you’ve gon
e an

d fuck
ed everyth

in
g.” H

e h
uffs an

 un
frien

dly laugh
 

in
 h

er face. “H
ow

 could you b
e so selfish

?” 

T
h

e slap is h
ard an

d un
forgivin

g —
 so fast, sh

e barely even
 realizes sh

e’s don
e 

it. B
ut sh

e sees th
e color bloom

 in
 h

is ch
eek

. Feels th
e stin

g spreadin
g across h

er 

palm
. Sh

ock
 an

d fury flash
es th

rough
 h

is gaze. Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
 to defen

d 

h
erself—

 

M
alfoy’s h

an
d fin

ds h
er th

roat in
 an

 in
stan

t, tak
in

g h
old an

d tw
istin

g to 

force h
er back

 again
st th

e ston
e w

all. H
er gasp is ch

ok
ed, sh

oved out of h
er ch

est 

b
y th

e im
pact. H

er h
an

ds fly up to pry at h
is fin

gers as h
e squeezes tigh

t an
d draw

s 

in
 close. P

uts th
em

 n
ose to n

ose. “Is th
is w

h
at you w

an
t from

 m
e?” It’s on

ly a 

m
urm

ur, but h
is ton

e is as deadly as h
is grip. “Y

ou w
an

t m
e lik

e th
is?” H

e flexes 

h
is fin

gers on
ce, allow

in
g a sin

gle breath
 to trick

le in
 before squeezin

g again
. 

“W
h

y? W
hy? W

h
y do you alw

ays m
ak

e m
e do th

is?” 

H
erm

ion
e m

an
ages to dig h

er n
ails in

 en
ough

 to slip a few
 fin

gers un
der h

is, 

suck
in

g dow
n

 gulps of air. B
ut sh

e can
’t brin

g h
erself to surren

der. C
an

’t brin
g 

h
erself to back

 dow
n

, even
 as th

e blood in
 h

er h
ead starts to rush

. 

“Y
ou’re th

e selfish
 on

e,” sh
e w

h
eezes, alm

ost en
joyin

g th
e w

ay h
is eyes spark

 

an
d n

arrow
. W

h
atever th

e reason
, th

ough
, h

e lets h
is h

an
d drop low

er on
 h

er 

th
roat —

 n
o lon

ger crush
in

g h
er w

in
dpipe, just h

oldin
g h

er in
 place. A

lm
ost 

lik
e h

e’s darin
g h

er to con
tin

ue. 

H
er h

ead is spin
n

in
g. B

ut sh
e w

ill. D
am

n
 h

im
, sh

e w
ill. 

“Spoiled, little rich
 boy,” sh

e pan
ts, sn

eerin
g at h

im
. Sh

e bares h
er teeth

, even
 

as alarm
 bells blare in

 h
er h

ead. T
h

is isn
’t you. T

h
is isn

’t you, th
ey cry, but it feels 



th
e steep, ston

e stairs. 

T
h

is w
ill b

e th
eir reck

on
in

g. Sh
e can

 tell as m
uch

 from
 th

e an
gle of h

is sh
oul-

ders as h
e w

alk
s. From

 th
e fists h

e k
eeps gath

ered at h
is sides, flexin

g th
em

 on
ce 

as th
ey cross th

e th
resh

old in
to th

e sm
all en

closure. 

B
ut even

 w
h

en
 h

e stops w
alk

in
g, stan

din
g statuesque at th

e far en
d of th

e 

boath
ouse, th

ere’s still at least a full m
in

ute of silen
ce —

 every secon
d of it spen

t 

w
ith

 h
is back

 to h
er. 

T
h

en
, at last —

 

“A
re you h

appy?” 

It’s a sn
arl. L

ow
 an

d quiet. 

H
erm

ion
e’s surprised h

ow
 quick

ly th
e cold laugh

 tum
bles off h

er lips. “A
m

 I 

w
h

at?” 

“H
appy?” h

e repeats, slow
ly turn

in
g to face h

er. “Satisfied? P
roud of yourself?” 

Sh
e h

ad a sen
se h

e’d try to tak
e th

is road —
 even

 in
 h

er daze as sh
e left th

e 

M
in

istry, sh
e’d con

sidered it. M
alfoy doesn

’t tak
e to bein

g h
elped. E

ven
 h

is 

m
oth

er ack
n

ow
ledges it. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says, tak
in

g a few
 calculated steps tow

ard. T
h

e in
ten

sity of h
is 

breath
in

g seem
s to k

ick
 up a n

otch
 w

ith
 each

 on
e. “I’d say so. A

ctually, I’d say 

I’m
 very proud,” an

oth
er few

 steps, leavin
g on

ly a m
eter or so betw

een
 th

em
, 

“especially con
siderin

g I m
an

aged it w
ith

out so m
uch

 as an
 oun

ce of h
elp from

 

you.” 

A
n

d even
 as sh

e says it —
 even

 as h
is n

ostrils flare —
 sh

e feels th
at it’s w

ron
g. 

It w
asn

’t supposed to go th
is w

ay. Sh
e didn

’t w
an

t it to go th
is w

ay. 

B
ecause n

o m
atter h

ow
 absurd h

e is, n
o m

atter h
ow

 selfish
 an

d pigh
eaded 

an
d stubborn

, sh
e can

’t erase w
h

at sh
e saw

 in
 th

at courtroom
. 

H
e saved h

er. 

Sh
e forces h

er face to soften
, tak

in
g an

oth
er m

ore tim
id step tow

ard h
im

. 

M
ak

es h
erself say it out loud. “Y

ou saved m
e—

” 

“A
n

d w
h

at good is it n
ow

?” h
e h

isses, so sh
arply an

d so abruptly sh
e’s tem

pted 

to tak
e a step back

. “A
fter w

h
at you did? I told you —

 I w
arn

ed you —
 I m

ade 

you sw
ear n

ot to —
” 

m
em

ory. B
ut apparen

tly th
ere w

as quite th
e uproar. M

an
y w

itch
es an

d w
izards 

—
 n

ot just D
aw

lish
 —

 h
ad cram

m
ed th

eir w
ay in

to th
at trial to w

atch
 M

alfoy 

fall. A
s H

arry explain
s it, som

e of th
em

 actually tried to th
row

 th
in

gs at th
e W

iz-

en
gam

ot before bein
g escorted out. 

B
ut th

at part sh
e un

derstan
ds. 

W
h

at sh
e doesn

’t un
derstan

d is w
h

y sh
e isn

’t already in
 fron

t of th
e podium

 

again
, th

is tim
e for T

h
eodore N

ott. 

“T
h

ey postpon
ed it,” H

arry says again
, clutch

in
g h

er sh
oulders gen

tly as 

th
ough

 to k
eep h

er uprigh
t. T

h
ey’re still in

 th
e M

in
istry atrium

. 

“I…
I don

’t un
derstan

d,” sh
e m

an
ages. 

“U
n

foreseen
 circum

stan
ces,” says H

arry. “It’s b
een

 postpon
ed in

defin
itely —

 

probably because of all th
e ch

aos in
 th

ere. T
h

ey said you’ll b
e n

otified w
h

en
 

th
ey’re ready to m

ove forw
ard.” 

It tak
es h

er a m
om

en
t, an

d th
en

 sh
e’s n

oddin
g n

um
bly. A

ll sh
e can

 th
in

k
 to 

ask
 is, “H

ow
’s P

an
sy?” 

H
arry offers a w

ry, w
in

ded sm
ile. “Sh

e’s…
erm

, less th
an

 pleased. It w
asn

’t 

pretty. B
ut I told h

er it’d just give you m
ore tim

e to prepare h
is defen

se.” 

Sh
e n

ods again
. “T

h
an

k
 you.” 

“‘M
ion

e.” H
e gives h

er sh
oulders a sh

ak
e. “Y

ou’ve w
on

. I k
n

ow
 it w

as a lot to 

tak
e in

 but —
 you did it. Y

ou w
on

.” 

T
h

en
 w

h
y doesn

’t it feel th
at w

ay? 

Sh
e just n

ods a th
ird tim

e. P
lasters a false sm

ile on
 h

er face. 

M
alfoy’s n

ot allow
ed to leave w

ith
 th

em
. T

h
e M

in
istry claim

s h
e h

as to be 

’form
ally discharged,’ an

d it tak
es H

arry a lon
g w

h
ile an

d lots of tuggin
g to get 

H
erm

ion
e’s feet to m

ove. 

P
art of h

er doesn
’t believe th

ey’ll really let h
im

 go. 

W
h

en
 th

ey m
ak

e it back
 to th

e G
reat H

all, H
arry in

sists sh
e com

e back
 w

ith
 

h
im

 to G
ryffin

dor for a n
ap. B

ut h
e h

asn
’t even

 fin
ish

ed h
is sen

ten
ce, an

d sh
e’s 

already turn
in

g in
 th

e direction
 of th

e D
un

geon
s —

 leaves h
im

 w
ith

 a squeeze 

of h
is sh

oulder. 

H
er feet tak

e h
er to th

e false w
all in

stin
ctively, h

er in
fam

ous k
n

ock
 ech

oin
g 



dow
n

 th
e corridor. T

h
ey all k

n
ow

 it b
y n

ow
. 

B
ut th

is tim
e it’s…

differen
t. 

T
h

is tim
e, w

h
en

 B
laise fin

ds h
er at th

e door, th
ere’s n

o air of disin
terest. N

o 

m
ock

in
g sm

ile. N
o sen

se of un
w

elcom
e as sh

e steps past h
im

 in
to th

e Slyth
erin

 

com
m

on
 room

. 

Sh
e recogn

izes m
ost of th

e studen
ts spread out across th

e room
, n

ow
. O

n
es 

sh
e n

ever k
n

ew
 th

e n
am

es of before. P
robably because sh

e’s defen
ded m

ore th
an

 

h
alf of th

em
. 

A
n

d th
is tim

e, as th
eir eyes follow

 h
er to th

e corn
er of th

e leath
er sofa sh

e 

alw
ays tak

es, sh
e doesn

’t feel lik
e a target. H

er eyes stum
ble on

 A
drian

 P
ucey as 

sh
e tak

es h
er seat. A

t first sh
e th

in
k

s it’s a trick
 of th

e ligh
t. 

B
ut n

o. T
h

at’s a n
od sh

e saw
. A

 n
od from

 h
im

. 

Sh
e blin

k
s back

 at h
im

 for too m
an

y secon
ds, stun

n
ed. Fin

ally forces h
erself 

to tip h
er h

ead in
 return

. A
drian

 look
s back

 dow
n

 at h
is book

 lik
e n

oth
in

g h
ap-

pen
ed —

 but h
er w

orld is tippin
g on

 its axis. K
eeps tippin

g as B
laise appears in

 

fron
t of h

er again
, h

oldin
g out a glass of Firew

h
isk

ey. 

“T
-T

h
an

k
 you,” sh

e says, a little dazed as sh
e tak

es it. 

“A
cta n

on
 verba,” is h

is respon
se. 

H
er brow

s bun
ch

 togeth
er. For a m

om
en

t, sh
e th

in
k

s h
e’s offerin

g a sort of 

cryptic com
m

en
t on

 th
e situation

. D
eeds, n

ot w
ords, th

e L
atin

 m
ean

s. Sh
e k

n
ow

s 

th
at m

uch
. 

B
ut th

en
 h

e says, “It’s th
e passw

ord.” 

A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e blin
k

s stupidly up at h
im

, h
e juts h

is h
ead at th

e door sh
e just 

cam
e th

rough
. 

“W
e h

ad it ch
an

ged th
is m

orn
in

g.” H
is lip curves up, just barely on

 on
e side. 

A
 h

alf-sm
ile. “D

on
’t n

eed to k
n

ock
 an

ym
ore.” 

H
e leaves h

er open
-m

outh
ed in

 h
is w

ak
e as h

e h
eads up th

e stairs to th
e dor-

m
itories. A

n
d sh

e literally h
as to sit back

 —
 stares at h

er lap an
d tak

es a m
om

en
t 

to fully grasp it. 

T
rust, sh

e fin
ally realizes. It’s trust. 

T
h

e sam
e trust sh

e n
ow

 h
as for th

em
. A

ll of th
em

. A
 trust th

at allow
s h

er to 

n
early drift off h

alf an
 h

our later —
 on

 th
eir couch

, in
 th

eir territory. B
ut h

er 

eyes h
ave barely slipped sh

ut w
h

en
 th

e false w
all gives w

ay again
. 

Sh
e jerk

s up, h
ead w

h
ippin

g to th
e en

tryw
ay. A

n
d th

ere h
e is. 

H
erm

ion
e jum

ps to h
er feet. T

h
e n

oises of th
e com

m
on

 room
 cut off ab-

ruptly, all eyes liftin
g to th

e tw
o of th

em
. 

H
is cloth

es are dirty. T
orn

. Som
eh

ow
 m

ore n
oticeable n

ow
 th

an
 th

ey w
ere in

 

th
e cage. H

is black
 eye still h

asn
’t fully h

ealed. B
ut h

e’s h
ere. H

e’s here. 

Sh
e’s barely form

ed a sm
ile w

h
en

 sh
e puts togeth

er th
e expression

 on
 h

is face. 

H
e’s furious. 

Sh
e can

 see it —
 n

ot just in
 h

is eyes or in
 th

e set of h
is jaw

, but in
 th

e w
ay h

is 

ch
est h

eaves up an
d dow

n
 w

ith
 every breath

. 

A
 few

 un
w

ittin
g Slyth

erin
s actually stan

d up to greet h
im

, on
ly back

in
g off 

w
h

en
 th

ey see h
is face. A

n
d all th

e w
h

ile, h
e doesn

’t tak
e h

is piercin
g eyes off 

h
er. Sh

e doesn
’t dare m

ove. D
oesn

’t speak
. 

N
ot un

til h
e grits out, “C

an
 I h

ave a w
ord?” an

d juts h
is ch

in
 over h

is sh
oul-

der, voice tigh
t. 

It’s probably un
w

ise to go an
yw

h
ere w

ith
 h

im
 righ

t n
ow

. B
ut sh

e h
asn

’t seen
 

h
im

 in
 w

eek
s w

ith
out th

e separation
 of bars betw

een
 th

em
, an

d th
e con

cept of 

bein
g face to face again

 even
tually w

in
s h

er over. 

Sh
e follow

s h
im

 out, th
e silen

ce of th
e com

m
on

 room
 dull an

d h
ollow

 in
 

th
eir w

ak
e. 

M
alfoy doesn

’t look
 back

 even
 on

ce as h
e leads h

er th
rough

 th
e corridors. A

 

few
 studen

ts still m
illin

g about in
 th

e late aftern
oon

 actually jum
p upon

 seein
g 

h
im

, eith
er because of h

is state or because th
ey n

ever expected h
im

 back
. 

Sh
e realizes sh

e sh
ould be n

ervous —
 perh

aps even
 afraid —

 as h
e stalk

s out 

in
to th

e courtyard, sh
adow

 lon
g an

d th
in

 in
 th

e dyin
g ligh

t. T
h

ere are on
ly a 

h
an

dful of reason
s th

ey’d n
eed so m

uch
 seclusion

. Sh
e doesn

’t stop th
ough

. N
ot 

as h
e con

tin
ues dow

n
 th

e h
ill an

d furth
er still to th

e steps th
at lead to th

e boat-

h
ouse. T

h
e m

em
ories th

at flood th
rough

 h
er at th

e sigh
t of it m

ak
e h

er breath
 

h
itch

, but sh
e doesn

’t say a w
ord. O

n
ly follow

s in
 silen

ce th
e w

h
ole w

ay dow
n

 


