
W
h

ite spots cloud h
er vision

, th
e th

in
 stream

 of oxygen
 dw

in
dlin

g as sh
e 

suck
s it dow

n
 greedily —

 w
an

in
g w

ith
 each

 oun
ce of pressure h

e adds. 

“H
e w

on
’t,” says a calm

 voice, alm
ost in

audible am
idst th

e ch
aos. “H

e can
’t.” 

D
aw

lish
 is loom

in
g over th

em
, expression

 th
at of a m

an
 con

ductin
g an

 experi-

m
en

t. “H
e k

n
ow

s n
oth

in
g of an

yth
in

g except w
h

at I w
an

t. T
h

e rest is a blan
k

 

slate.” 

“G
ran

ger —
 G

ran
ger, it’s th

e Im
perius —

 it’s n
ot h

im
, it’s—

” 

“Q
uiet.” 

H
e’s k

ick
ed T

h
eo, from

 th
e soun

d of it —
 but H

erm
ion

e can
’t pry h

er eyes 

aw
ay from

 th
e cold face above h

er, even
 as h

ard lin
es grow

 soft an
d ligh

ts grow
 

dim
. “P

lease,” sh
e w

h
ispers again

, raw
 an

d ragged. A
ll th

e blood is trapped in
 h

er 

h
ead. 

“It’s poin
tless,” says D

aw
lish

. “H
e w

on
’t stop. Y

ou of all people sh
ould k

n
ow

, 

M
iss G

ran
ger. A

ren
’t you th

e brigh
test w

itch
 of your age?” H

e h
uffs a laugh

. 

“O
n

ly th
e in

credibly stron
g-w

illed can
 resist th

e Im
perius C

urse. Im
m

en
sely 

pow
erful w

izards, lik
e your frien

d P
otter perh

aps. O
n

es as w
eak

 as th
is don

’t 

stan
d a ch

an
ce.” 

Sh
e h

as less th
an

 a m
in

ute to live. T
h

ere’s n
o air in

 h
er lun

gs —
 n

o stren
gth

 

in
 h

er vein
s. 

“B
y th

e tim
e your O

rder arrives, you’ll b
e cold an

d stiff. A
lon

g w
ith

 all th
e 

oth
ers. W

e w
ill b

e gon
e, an

d do you k
n

ow
 w

h
o th

ey’ll fin
d stan

din
g in

 th
e m

id-

dle of it all? C
overed in

 your blood?” 

W
h

atever D
aw

lish
 says n

ext fades aw
ay, drow

n
ed out b

y th
e rin

gin
g in

 h
er 

ears. T
ears pool in

 h
er eyes, w

ash
in

g out w
h

at little vision
 sh

e h
as left un

til sh
e 

can
’t see h

is face. B
ut it isn

’t h
is face sh

e’d b
e seein

g. It h
ardly m

atters. 

T
h

eo’s sh
outs seem

 fain
t an

d far aw
ay. 

“H
ear m

y voice! C
om

e back! O
pen

 your eyes an
d look at h

er! L
ook at w

h
o sh

e 

is —
 see h

er! T
h

at’s H
erm

ion
e! T

h
at’s H

erm
ion

e!” 

N
ot lon

g after, h
e fades aw

ay too, an
d th

en
 it’s on

ly th
e un

forgivin
g pressure 

on
 h

er th
roat an

d th
e blurry outlin

e above h
er. M

ercifully, th
e pain

 starts to 

betw
een

 th
em

? 

“W
ell, G

ran
ger, if you m

ust k
n

ow
 —

” h
e all but h

isses, an
d it tak

es every-

th
in

g in
 h

er n
ot to squeeze h

er eyes sh
ut. N

ot to yan
k

 th
at sh

eet up an
d over 

h
erself an

d h
ide. ”—

 I used to im
agin

e you.” 

H
er expectation

s fly out th
e w

in
dow

. “W
h

at?” 

D
raco sh

ifts w
ith

 discom
fort, glan

cin
g dow

n
 at th

e sh
eets in

 favor of look
in

g 

at h
er an

d tuggin
g on

 a stray th
read. “In

 T
h

ird Y
ear,” h

e con
tin

ues, ton
e still 

sh
arp an

d som
ew

h
at in

dign
an

t. “Fath
er w

as sudden
ly aroun

d less. B
usy w

ith
 

m
eetin

gs —
 I’m

 sure you k
n

ow
 w

h
at sort. I sudden

ly didn
’t h

ave to spen
d n

early 

as m
uch

 tim
e tryin

g to best Sain
t P

otter, because I k
n

ew
 I w

ouldn
’t get a scath

in
g 

letter every tim
e h

is m
ark

s w
ere h

alf a poin
t better th

an
 m

in
e.” 

Sh
e feels a stab

 of som
eth

in
g. G

uilt? Sh
e th

in
k

s h
e’d m

urder h
er if h

e k
n

ew
 

it w
as sym

path
y, judgin

g by th
e w

ay h
e sh

oves past th
e subject. 

“I h
ad tim

e on
 m

y h
an

ds th
at I’d n

ever h
ad before, an

d lots of space in
 m

y 

h
ead h

e w
asn

’t tak
in

g up an
y lon

ger.” A
 quick

 glan
ce h

er w
ay, th

en
 back

 at th
e 

seam
 of th

e sh
eet h

e’s un
ravelin

g. “I w
as th

irteen
,” h

e says w
ith

 a sh
rug. “I didn

’t 

k
n

ow
 w

h
at w

as w
ron

g w
ith

 m
e. I just k

n
ew

 I con
stan

tly felt lik
e I h

ad to sn
eak

 

off to broom
 cupboards an

d sh
ove a h

an
d dow

n
 m

y trousers.” 

Sh
e feels h

erself blush
. A

n
d th

at’s w
h

ere h
e sort of loses it. 

H
is ton

e com
es out bitter an

d bitin
g an

d in
creasin

gly furious, an
d it in

 n
o 

w
ay align

s w
ith

 an
yth

in
g h

e’s sayin
g. 

“I felt lik
e I lost all self-con

trol. I w
as so ash

am
ed of it, but it w

as also th
e 

on
ly th

in
g I ever w

an
ted to do. A

n
d M

erlin
 fuck

in
g k

n
ow

s I’d n
ever seen

 an
y-

th
in

g as pretty as you.” 

H
er breath

 catch
es. H

e h
ardly seem

s to n
otice. 

“Y
ou in

 th
ose fuck

in
g ridiculous M

uggle jean
s, w

ith
 your m

on
strous h

air an
d 

your gorgeous little m
outh

. Fuck
, I h

ated h
ow

 it alw
ays used to b

e you. I’d lie 

righ
t fuck

in
g h

ere —
” H

e slaps th
e m

attress, an
d h

er pulse jum
ps. “—

 an
d do 

m
y level best to picture P

an
sy in

 on
e of h

er absurdly sh
ort sk

irts, or Joh
n

son
 th

at 

tim
e I saw

 h
er ch

an
gin

g after Q
uidditch

 practice, an
d I w

ould just...” H
e trails 

off, squarin
g h

is jaw
 an

d grittin
g h

is teeth
 as h

e m
ak

es th
e lew

d up-an
d-dow

n
 



m
otion

 w
ith

 h
is h

an
d in

 favor of sayin
g it. T

h
en

 h
is eyes jum

p to h
ers, quick

 an
d 

un
expected. L

ik
e th

e crack
 of a w

h
ip. “B

ut every fuckin
g tim

e m
y m

in
d w

ould 

just —
 just fuck

in
g im

plode, an
d on

e secon
d it’d be P

an
sy up again

st th
e w

all 

an
d th

e n
ext it’d b

e th
ose fuck

in
g eyes.” H

e poin
ts at h

er. A
n

 accusation
. “T

h
at 

fuck
in

g h
air. T

h
ese h

an
ds.” H

e reach
es out an

d yan
k

s on
 on

e, m
ak

in
g h

er gasp 

before h
e lets it drop. “O

n
e secon

d it’s P
an

sy, an
d th

e n
ext it’s you I’m

 on
 m

y 

k
n

ees for, an
d it’s your cun

t I can
 taste —

 th
ough

 I sw
ear I n

ever im
agin

ed you’d 

taste quite lik
e you do, fuckin

g h
ell —

 an
d you just fuck

in
g blin

dsided m
e.” 

It’s lik
e on

e of h
is diary en

tries. In
cessan

t, furious ram
blin

g h
e can

’t seem
 to 

stop. “I w
as supposed to fin

d you repulsive. I w
as supposed to th

in
k

 of you lik
e ver-

m
in

, an
d yet th

ere I fuck
in

g am
, pum

pin
g m

yself fuck
in

g dry n
igh

t after n
igh

t, 

w
ish

in
g I k

n
ew

 w
h

at you felt lik
e on

 th
e in

side. W
on

derin
g if W

easley fuck
in

g 

k
n

ew
 an

d w
an

tin
g to b

e fuck
in

g sick
. A

n
d to m

ak
e m

atters w
orse, I still fuckin

g 

h
ated you. I th

ough
t I w

as losin
g m

y m
in

d, because every tim
e I look

ed at you 

—
 w

ith
 th

at superior little tilt of th
ose fuck

in
g h

ips, an
d th

ose ridiculous fuck
-

in
g eyebrow

s —
 I could som

eh
ow

 sim
ultan

eously picture m
ak

in
g you w

rith
e 

un
der m

e an
d k

ick
in

g your fuck
in

g teeth
 in

. B
ecause I didn

’t k
n

ow
 you. I k

n
ew

 

absolutely fuck
-all about you except th

at your blood w
as supposed to b

e filth
y 

an
d th

at your eyes m
ade m

y m
outh

 w
ater.” 

H
er ch

eek
s are w

et. Sh
e h

ardly k
n

ow
s. 

“A
n

d n
ow

 look
 at m

e.” H
e spreads h

is arm
s w

ide an
d gives a defeated, in

cred-

ulous sort of h
uff. “N

ow
, I do k

n
ow

 you, an
d n

ow
 I’m

 fuck
in

g h
opeless. N

ow
 I 

don
’t lose sleep over m

ission
s, or M

ark
s, or m

y fuck
in

g fath
er —

 I lose sleep over 

you. W
on

derin
g w

h
at h

appen
s to you if I ever fuck

 up again
. If I’m

 already fuck
-

in
g th

in
gs up just b

y bein
g in

volved. Y
ou —

 you sit th
ere after bargin

g your w
ay 

in
to m

y h
ead, in

to m
y fuck

in
g bloodstream

 —
 trespassin

g —
 an

d you w
an

t to 

h
ear w

h
at I th

in
k? Y

ou w
an

t m
e to tell you you’re pretty? So bloody beautiful I 

w
an

t to gouge m
y fuck

in
g eyes out? Y

ou w
an

t to h
ear th

at? A
fter you took

 th
is 

stupid fuck
in

g organ
 out of m

y ch
est w

ith
 your little fist an

d you just —
” H

e 

gath
ers h

is ow
n

 h
an

d in
to a fist. “—

 just fuck
in

g squeezed un
til it look

ed fit to 

It looks th
e sam

e as it did before, sh
e th

in
k

s, drun
k

 w
ith

 pain
. It tak

es a good 

w
h

ile to get h
er m

uscles to w
ork

 en
ough

 to turn
 h

er h
ead. 

P
an

sy h
as k

n
ock

ed D
raco clean

 off h
is feet, th

e tw
o of th

em
 strugglin

g —
 

h
im

 to push
 h

er aw
ay an

d h
er to pin

 h
is w

an
d arm

 dow
n

. 

“—
th

e fuck are you doin
g? W

h
at th

e fuck?” P
an

sy’s scream
in

g, an
d w

h
en

 sh
e 

m
an

ages to k
n

eel on
 h

is elbow
, sh

e lan
ds an

 un
forgivin

g pun
ch

 w
ith

 h
er free 

h
an

d. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es as th

ough
 th

rough
 a screen

. D
istan

t. N
ot all th

ere. Sh
e 

can
 feel th

e drool slippin
g out th

e corn
er of h

er m
outh

. 

D
aw

lish
 orders tw

o of h
is A

urors to pull P
an

sy off of h
im

, but P
an

sy’s reflexes 

are sh
arp, an

d sh
e stun

s th
em

 both
 w

ith
 D

raco’s w
an

d in
 a m

illisecon
d. It’s as 

th
is h

appen
s th

at H
erm

ion
e feels th

e fain
test tug at h

er arm
, an

d it frees h
er 

m
om

en
tarily from

 h
er daze. 

Sh
e tilts h

er h
ead th

e oth
er w

ay. 

T
h

eo is draggin
g h

im
self tow

ards h
er, pale an

d bloody, eyes h
alf-lidded. H

e 

gath
ers h

er sleeve in
 h

is fist an
d pulls h

er lim
p body closer, voice in

 sh
reds, “G

-

G
ran

ger…
G

ran
ger, h

e’s —
 D

raco, h
e’s —

” 

T
h

e n
ext grip th

at fin
ds h

er isn
’t gen

tle, as T
h

eo’s w
as. T

h
e cold clam

p of a 

h
an

d on
 h

er an
k

le, yan
k

in
g h

er back
. Sh

e scream
s, h

er bon
es still fresh

ly brok
en

 

in
 h

er m
in

d, an
d w

h
en

 h
er h

ead lolls forw
ard sh

e fin
ds D

raco on
 all fours, drag-

gin
g h

er to h
im

 w
ith

 th
at sam

e blan
k

 stare. 

P
an

sy h
as h

is w
an

d, busy w
ardin

g off th
e n

ext w
ave of A

urors. T
h

eir spells 

crack
le th

rough
 th

e room
 aroun

d th
em

, reboun
din

g off of w
alls. D

raco h
ardly 

seem
s to n

otice. 

“D
raco! L

isten
 to m

e!” T
h

eo is sh
outin

g, loud an
d h

oarse. “H
ear m

y voice! 

L
isten

 to m
e!” 

H
e doesn

’t stop. D
oesn

’t falter. O
n

ly lurch
es forw

ard to seize h
er th

roat in
 a 

vise, th
ose beautiful grey eyes em

pty. T
h

ere’s n
ot a fragm

en
t of h

im
 left in

 th
em

. 

“P
lease…

” sh
e gasps out, clutch

in
g at h

is w
rist w

ith
 both

 h
an

ds, legs k
ick

in
g 

out h
elplessly. 

“D
raco!” T

h
eo sh

outs again
. “Stop!” 



I’d feel terribly guilty oth
erw

ise, you see.” 

H
er h

eart rate spik
es in

 h
er ch

est, eyes flittin
g aroun

d, seek
in

g out th
reats. 

B
ut sh

e h
olds all th

e cards. Sh
e h

as th
e advan

tage. It doesn
’t m

ak
e an

y sen
se. 

“I n
eed th

e M
in

istry —
 th

e w
h

ole of th
e W

izardin
g W

orld, for th
at m

atter 

—
 to recogn

ize th
e dan

ger th
ey pose. T

h
ey h

ave to see th
e cost of such

 blin
d 

forgiven
ess.” D

aw
lish

 tak
es on

e m
ore step. “T

h
is w

ill prove th
at th

ey aren
’t 

w
orth

 savin
g. T

h
at th

ey’re beyon
d our h

elp. A
n

d I’m
 sorry, m

y dear H
erm

ion
e 

G
ran

ger, but it’s you —
 darlin

g of th
e W

izardin
g W

orld, ch
am

pion
 of th

e 

dow
n

trodden
 an

d th
e un

w
orth

y, our golden
 girl —

 it’s you w
h

o’ll tip th
e scales.” 

H
er brow

s draw
 in

 tigh
t, w

an
d falterin

g, an
d in

 th
e sam

e in
stan

t D
aw

lish
 

tilts h
is gaze tow

ards D
raco. 

“D
o it.” 

Sh
e can

 on
ly process th

e n
ext few

 m
om

en
ts in

 pieces. T
h

e sw
ish

 of D
raco’s 

black
 rob

es as h
e  steps in

 fron
t of h

er. T
h

e sw
eat on

 h
is brow

 —
 th

e on
ly aspect 

of h
im

 th
at isn

’t stiff an
d em

otion
less. T

h
e black

 tip of h
is w

an
d as h

e poin
ts it 

betw
een

 h
er eyes. 

“C
rucio.” 

T
h

e w
orld w

h
ites out an

d th
e agon

y floods in
. Sh

e barely registers th
e crack

 

of h
er sk

ull again
st th

e m
arble floor as sh

e falls. A
ll sh

e can
 com

preh
en

d is pain
.  

H
er bon

es fracture —
 h

eal th
em

selves, th
en

 fracture again
. H

er sk
in

 is peeled 

aw
ay, layer by layer. A

 fist squeezes h
er stom

ach
, h

er lun
gs, h

er h
eart, un

til th
ey 

burst. A
n

d sh
e can

’t h
elp but scream

, even
 w

h
en

 each
 soun

d sh
e m

ak
es feels lik

e 

sh
ards of glass slicin

g open
 h

er th
roat. 

T
h

ough
 n

on
e of it h

urts quite so m
uch

 as th
e sigh

t of h
is face, an

gled over 

h
er —

 gazin
g dow

n
 w

ith
out feelin

g. Sh
e w

ish
es to die, th

en
 an

d th
ere, if on

ly to 

n
ever see h

is eyes lik
e th

at again
. 

T
im

e disin
tegrates. Sh

e h
as n

o idea h
ow

 lon
g h

e tortures h
er. 

L
ater, sh

e learn
s it w

as n
o m

ore th
an

 tw
en

ty secon
ds. 

T
h

e on
slaugh

t of pain
 cuts off w

ith
 th

e soun
d of a h

eavy th
ud. H

erm
ion

e 

gasps up at th
e ceilin

g, blurry to h
er eyes, h

er n
erves crack

lin
g lik

e sh
e’s been

 

electrocuted. 

burst? A
fter I begged you n

ot to stan
d betw

een
 m

e an
d w

h
atever con

sequen
ces I 

fuck
in

g earn
ed? A

fter I told you I couldn
’t stan

d to h
ave on

e m
ore fuck

in
g th

in
g 

w
eigh

in
g on

 m
y con

scien
ce? A

fter all th
is fuck

in
g pain

 you put m
e th

rough
, you 

w
an

t to h
ear w

h
at I th

in
k?” 

H
e’s pan

tin
g w

h
en

 h
e fin

ish
es, h

an
d still pulled tigh

t in
 a bloodless fist b

e-

tw
een

 th
em

. A
n

d sh
e slaps th

e tears off h
er ch

eek
s as quick

ly as sh
e can

, even
 as 

sh
e k

n
ow

s h
e’s already seen

. 

For a m
om

en
t, th

ey do absolutely n
oth

in
g. For a m

om
en

t, it feels lik
e n

oth
-

in
g can

 b
e don

e. 

B
ut n

oth
in

g is n
ot an

 option
. 

“P
ain

?” sh
e ask

s again
, stupidly, in

to th
e raw

 silen
ce. 

“Y
es,” h

e breath
es. “P

ain
.” 

Sh
e h

as to do it n
ow

 —
 before sh

e allow
s h

erself to process w
h

at sh
e’s just 

h
eard an

d utterly break
 dow

n
. 

So sh
e sn

iffs back
 th

e residual tears an
d screw

s up h
er courage, w

alk
in

g for-

w
ard on

 h
er palm

s un
til th

ey brack
et h

is th
igh

s ben
eath

 th
e sh

eets. “A
lrigh

t,” 

sh
e says an

d starts to tug th
em

 dow
n

 from
 aroun

d h
is w

aist. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g?” G

on
e is th

e furious vitriol of m
om

en
ts ago, an

d n
ow

 

h
e’s th

e on
e w

h
o soun

ds n
ervous. 

“T
ell m

e if th
is is pain

.” 

H
is h

an
d sh

ack
les h

er w
rist before sh

e can
 slide th

e sh
eet dow

n
 th

ose last 

critical in
ch

es past h
is h

ipbon
es, th

e sm
ack

 of it loud in
 h

er ears. W
h

en
 sh

e 

glan
ces up at h

im
, a question

 in
 h

er eyes, h
e look

s sudden
ly youn

g. B
oyish

. 

Frigh
ten

ed an
d un

sure. 

Sh
e quirk

s a gen
tle brow

, leavin
g th

e question
 un

spok
en

. 

A
n

d h
e puffs out a breath

 h
e m

ust’ve been
 h

oldin
g for a w

h
ile. “C

an
 you —

 

can
 you blam

e m
e for expectin

g you to bite?” 

T
h

at stabbin
g pain

 in
 h

er ch
est sw

ells, an
d h

er h
an

d sh
ak

es a little as sh
e 

places it on
 top of h

is. “N
o,” sh

e says, slippin
g h

er fin
gers ben

eath
 h

is un
til th

ey 

loosen
 an

d free h
er w

rist. “B
ut I w

on
’t.” 

H
is fin

gertips lin
ger on

 h
er sk

in
. It tak

es h
im

 a lon
g tim

e to fully let go, an
d 



w
h

en
 h

e does sh
e’s quick

 to pull th
e sh

eet dow
n

 th
e rest of th

e w
ay. B

efore eith
er 

of th
em

 can
 ch

an
ge th

eir m
in

ds. 

A
n

d even
 th

ough
 at tim

es it feels lik
e sh

e’s been
 in

tim
ate w

ith
 h

im
 in

 every 

possible w
ay th

ere is, th
is is differen

t. Sh
e’s n

ever been
 in

 con
trol lik

e th
is, an

d 

it’s so brutally obvious h
ow

 m
uch

 th
at scares h

im
. 

H
e’s still h

ard. Sk
in

 still as silk
y as it ever w

as w
h

en
 sh

e dared to touch
 h

im
 

before, but from
 th

e w
ay h

e suck
s th

e air in
 th

rough
 h

is teeth
 as sh

e w
raps h

er 

fin
gers aroun

d h
im

, it’s clear th
ey’re both

 in
 n

ew
 territory. 

H
e m

ust b
e able to feel h

er trem
blin

g. Sh
e can

 certain
ly feel h

is. A
n

d sh
e 

figures sh
e m

ay as w
ell say it out loud, even

 th
ough

 sh
e’s sure h

e already k
n

ow
s. 

“I’ve n
ever don

e th
is before.” G

lan
cin

g up at h
im

 as sh
e m

an
ages a gen

tle 

strok
e, up an

d dow
n

, sh
e clears h

er th
roat an

d says th
e w

ords sh
e’s alw

ays h
ated 

to say. “B
ut I’ll try m

y best.” 

In
 h

er m
in

d, if th
e best isn

’t th
e en

d result, th
en

 sh
e n

ever really tried at all. 

B
ut sh

e’s n
ot sure th

at really applies in
 th

is situation
. It doesn

’t m
atter, th

ough
. 

B
efore sh

e can
 properly overth

in
k

 it, h
e respon

ds in
 a quiet voice an

d ch
an

ges 

everyth
in

g. 

“I w
ouldn

’t k
n

ow
 th

e differen
ce.” 

Sh
e can

’t stop th
e w

ay h
er eyes pop w

ide. T
h

e w
ay sh

e blin
k

s vacan
tly up at 

h
im

 for too m
an

y secon
ds. “Y

ou’ve n
ever…

?” 

“N
o.” A

n
d sh

e can
 tell b

y h
is guarded eyes, h

e th
in

k
s sh

e’s goin
g to judge. 

M
ak

e assum
ption

s. 

T
h

ere’s n
o w

ay for h
im

 to k
n

ow
 h

ow
 th

at ripple of selfish
 pleasure rides up 

h
er spin

e. N
ot un

til th
e sm

all, coy sm
ile splits h

er face —
 an

d even
 th

en
, perh

aps 

h
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s m

ock
in

g h
im

. 

So sh
e says exactly w

h
at sh

e’s th
in

k
in

g, an
d th

en
 forbids h

erself to stall an
y 

lon
ger. 

“Som
eth

in
g of yours for m

e to tak
e, th

en
. I th

in
k

 th
at’s m

ore th
an

 fair.” Sh
e 

dips h
er h

ead, h
er lips on

ly a h
air’s breadth

 aw
ay. “D

on
’t you?” 

“I—
” 

Sh
e tastes h

im
. L

ets h
er ton

gue glide up h
is sm

ooth
, th

ick
 len

gth
. Slow

. 

aim
 back

 to D
aw

lish
.  

“I w
ish

 you un
derstood,” h

e sigh
s.  

“T
h

ere’s n
oth

in
g to un

derstan
d.”  

“H
ow

 could you k
n

ow
 if you n

ever stop to listen
?” D

aw
lish

 m
ust expect 

th
ere’s a silen

cin
g ch

arm
 on

 th
e tip of h

er ton
gue, but h

e con
tin

ues n
on

e th
e 

less. “T
h

e lot of us,” h
e says, gesturin

g aroun
d at h

is A
urors, “w

e w
ere sh

am
ed 

after th
e fall of th

e M
in

istry. E
ven

 m
ore so after th

e w
ar. E

n
dless accusation

s. 

‘W
h

y didn
’t w

e stop it?’ W
h

y didn
’t w

e see it com
in

g?’”  

H
e tak

es a step forw
ard, on

ly pausin
g w

h
en

 H
erm

ion
e bran

dish
es h

er w
an

d 

in
 w

arn
in

g. 

“I h
ave th

at an
sw

er n
ow

,” h
e says. “O

ur len
ien

ce is our dow
n

fall. W
e failed 

on
ce before to cut th

e h
ead off th

e sn
ak

e. Failed to do aw
ay w

ith
 every sem

blan
ce 

of 
th

e 
D

ark
 

L
ord’s 

follow
in

g 
th

e 
first 

tim
e 

h
e 

fell 
from

 
pow

er. 
M

iss 

G
ran

ger...don
’t let us m

ak
e th

e sam
e m

istak
e again

. Y
ou h

ave th
e pow

er. R
igh

t 

n
ow

, you can
 decide.” 

“D
ecide?” sh

e sn
aps. “D

ecide w
h

at? T
h

at m
y form

er classm
ates deserve a 

death
 sen

ten
ce? T

h
at n

o on
e can

 ch
an

ge?” 

“N
o on

e does,” says D
aw

lish
, tak

in
g an

oth
er step forw

ard. 

“Stop m
ovin

g.” 

H
e h

olds up h
is h

an
ds in

 surren
der an

d goes still again
, but h

e doesn
’t stop 

speak
in

g. “D
oes it m

ean
 an

yth
in

g to you th
at you w

ere th
eir on

ly ch
aracter w

it-

n
ess?” h

e ask
s. “D

id you even
 stop to th

in
k

 w
h

y it w
as so easy to tak

e th
em

 from
 

th
e castle?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s h

an
d h

as begun
 to sw

eat aroun
d th

e base of h
er w

an
d. 

“N
o on

e n
oticed. A

 G
lam

our h
ere, a G

lam
our th

ere —
 n

o on
e stopped to 

give it a secon
d look

. W
e led th

em
 out righ

t un
der th

eir n
oses. B

ecause n
o on

e 

cares, M
iss G

ran
ger. D

on
’t you see?” H

e sw
eeps h

is h
an

ds out, en
com

passin
g 

D
raco, T

h
eo an

d P
an

sy in
 on

e. “T
h

ey aren
’t even

 w
orth

 it.” 

H
erm

ion
e h

isses out a breath
 th

rough
 h

er teeth
, eyes tigh

ten
in

g. “W
e’re 

don
e talk

in
g.” 

“N
o,” h

e says casually. “W
e’re n

ot. I just w
an

t to b
e sure you un

derstan
d first. 



P
an

sy’s already look
in

g at h
er w

h
en

 sh
e glan

ces sidew
ays. T

h
e sam

e expres-

sion
 passes betw

een
 th

em
. 

T
h

is can
’t be righ

t. 

B
ut sure en

ough
, an

 A
uror begin

s castin
g severin

g ch
arm

s on
 N

arcissa M
al-

foy’s bon
ds. T

w
o oth

ers tak
e an

 arm
 of T

h
eo’s each

, draggin
g h

im
 forw

ard de-

spite P
an

sy’s sh
arp in

tak
e of breath

. T
h

ey leave h
im

 at h
er feet, an

d P
an

sy drops 

to h
is side in

stan
tly. 

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t blam
e h

er. B
ut n

ow
 sh

e’s alon
e on

 th
e offen

sive. 

“F
in

ite,” an
oth

er A
uror calls loudly, an

d D
raco’s posture slack

en
s, im

m
obi-

lizin
g ch

arm
 fallin

g aw
ay. 

H
erm

ion
e risk

s a glan
ce, fin

din
g h

is expression
 a m

ask
 —

 tigh
tly guarded. 

H
e sh

oots a look
 at D

aw
lish

. 

“G
o on

. G
o to h

er,” h
e says. 

T
h

is is all w
ron

g. 

D
raco doesn

’t put h
is back

 to th
em

 as h
e steps tow

ard h
er, m

ovem
en

ts slow
 

an
d careful. Sh

e h
ook

s h
er fin

ger in
 th

e fabric of h
is sleeve as soon

 as h
e’s close 

en
ough

 —
 a m

ovem
en

t so in
stin

ctive an
d desperate, sh

e h
opes D

aw
lish

 doesn
’t 

see.  “A
re you h

urt?” sh
e ask

s h
im

 un
der h

er breath
. 

H
is voice is stiff. W

ith
out em

otion
. “N

o.” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
s th

e k
n

ot in
 h

er th
roat. H

er w
an

d arm
 is still train

ed on
 

D
aw

lish
, but n

ow
 w

ith
 D

raco at h
er side it doesn

’t sh
ak

e quite as m
uch

.  

D
aw

lish
 h

asn
’t m

oved. H
asn

’t given
 an

y order to attack
. H

e’s lettin
g N

arcissa 

M
alfoy rub

 out h
er sore w

rists an
d step aw

ay from
 th

e ch
air b

y th
e h

earth
.  

A
t H

erm
ion

e’s feet, P
an

sy is m
urm

urin
g softly to T

h
eo, face buried in

 h
is 

n
eck

. T
h

e exten
t of h

is in
juries is un

clear.  

“W
h

ere are th
e oth

ers?” sh
e forces out after a lon

g w
h

ile, cold suspicion
 slid-

in
g aroun

d in
 h

er gut.  

“D
ow

n
stairs,” says D

aw
lish

. “W
e’ll h

ave th
em

 sen
t up.”  

W
ith

 a sn
ap of h

is fin
gers, an

 A
uror strides out a side door. H

erm
ion

e m
o-

m
en

tarily jerk
s h

er w
an

d in
 h

is direction
, but h

e’s gon
e too quick

ly. Sh
e sh

ifts 

E
xperim

en
tal. B

ut from
 th

e w
ay h

is spin
e lurch

es up off th
e b

ed —
 th

e w
ay h

e 

gasps —
 it’s lik

e sh
e’s burn

ed h
im

. H
erm

ion
e w

aits w
ith

 th
e flat of h

er ton
gue 

again
st th

e h
ead, allow

in
g h

im
 a m

om
en

t to ball th
e sh

eets ben
eath

 h
im

 in
to 

fists. T
h

en
 sh

e decides sh
e w

as too distracted on
 th

e first go to get a true sen
se of 

h
ow

 h
e tastes, so sh

e does it again
. 

H
e groan

s —
 loud en

ough
 to give h

er a real appreciation
 for h

is silen
cin

g 

ch
arm

s —
 an

d sh
e closes h

er eyes to focus. T
h

ere’s salt an
d m

usk
 an

d a fain
t 

sw
eetn

ess sh
e n

ever expected. It h
as h

er lick
in

g a th
ird, lon

g stripe upw
ard before 

sh
e even

 realizes, open
in

g h
er m

outh
 w

ider th
is tim

e. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e reach
es th

e h
ead, spurred on

 by th
e sh

iftin
g of h

is h
ips, sh

e 

gath
ers a deep breath

 an
d tak

es h
im

 in
to h

er m
outh

. 

It’s abruptly an
d abun

dan
tly clear th

at n
oth

in
g th

e girls ever said on
 th

ose 

late n
igh

ts in
 th

e dorm
itory w

as accurate. 

O
ral sex is a privilege. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at in

 th
e in

stan
t h

e lets loose a guttural, ”F
uck,” an

d tan
gles 

lazy fin
gers in

to h
er h

air. A
n

d sh
e com

m
its h

erself to th
e in

tim
idatin

g task
 of 

m
ak

in
g h

is first tim
e un

forgettable. G
oes in

to it w
ith

 th
e un

m
ask

ed in
ten

t to 

ruin
 h

im
 for an

yon
e else, ever. 

A
n

d th
en

 it’s just a fever of soun
d. H

is labored, disbelievin
g breath

s an
d pro-

fan
e, pleadin

g w
h

im
pers —

 th
e w

et, alm
ost grotesque slurps of h

er m
outh

 an
d 

ton
gue as sh

e bob
s h

er h
ead up an

d dow
n

 h
is len

gth
 un

til h
er jaw

 ach
es —

 th
e 

quiet rustle of h
er h

air as h
e tugs it free of th

e con
jured tie, so h

e can
 gath

er it 

in
to h

is fist in
stead —

 th
e desperate ch

ok
e in

 th
e back

 of h
er th

roat as sh
e gags 

w
h

en
 h

e loses con
trol, th

rustin
g h

is h
ips again

st h
er face —

 th
e silen

t drip of 

sw
eat dow

n
 h

er tem
ples —

 th
ose soft, little en

couragem
en

ts h
e gives th

at sh
e’ll 

rem
em

ber for th
e rest of h

er life. 

B
ecause sh

e’s w
illin

g to b
et D

raco M
alfoy h

as n
ever uttered th

e w
ord ’sw

eet-

h
eart’ in

 h
is life. A

n
d yet —

 

“F
uck —

 lik
e th

at, sw
eeth

eart —
 yes —

 fuck
 —

 just lik
e th

at. D
on

’t —
 don

’t 

stop.” 

G
od, th

e w
ay h

e stutters. It’s side of h
im

 sh
e’s n

ever seen
. 



“P
l-please —

 please, I’m
 —

 fuck
 —

 fuck
, I’m

 beggin
g you. I h

-h
ave —

 I h
ave 

to. P
lease —

 please. L
et m

e. P
lease.” 

A
n

d for som
e reason

 it doesn
’t occur to h

er w
h

at h
e’s ask

in
g for un

til sh
e 

feels th
e w

arm
th

 as h
e com

es dow
n

 th
e back

 of h
er th

roat, bitter salt splash
in

g 

on
to th

e edges of h
er ton

gue. Sh
e w

ills h
erself n

ot to ch
ok

e —
 to w

ait to breath
e. 

In
h

ales th
rough

 th
e n

ose an
d focuses in

stead on
 h

ow
 beautiful h

e soun
ds, com

-

m
ittin

g each
 of th

ose desperate gasps an
d ragged groan

s to m
em

ory. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 at last h

e pulls free of h
er m

outh
, pan

tin
g, sh

e m
ak

es good on
 a 

prom
ise to h

erself an
d m

eets h
is gaze h

ead-on
 as sh

e sw
allow

s. A
llow

s on
e stray 

drop to leak
 out betw

een
 h

er lips before sw
ipin

g it up w
ith

 h
er th

um
b an

d lick
-

in
g it aw

ay. H
is eyes flash

 at th
e sigh

t of it. 

“W
as th

at pain
?” sh

e ask
s, voice m

ore calm
 th

an
 sh

e could’ve h
oped for. 

A
 h

eavy breath
 blasts from

 h
is th

roat. 

“O
f a sort you can

’t even
 im

agin
e.” 
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expression
 w

an
 an

d h
air dish

eveled, sw
eat drippin

g dow
n

 th
e sides of h

er face. 

It’s T
h

eo, un
doubtedly th

e source of th
e blood, lyin

g on
 h

is side on
 th

e floor, 

n
ow

h
ere n

ear con
scious.  

It’s D
raco, stan

din
g stiff on

 h
is ow

n
 tw

o feet, h
eld in

 place b
y im

m
ob

ilizin
g 

ch
arm

s an
d dressed h

ead to toe in
 black

 —
 tradition

al D
eath

 E
ater robes. 

H
is eyes fin

d h
er fast. T

h
e on

ly m
ovem

en
t h

e can
 m

ak
e. A

n
d w

h
ere sh

e 

th
ough

t sh
e’d see fire —

 fury an
d frustration

 —
 sh

e sees a ston
e w

all. 

A
n

d perh
aps th

at’s w
orse. 

P
an

sy fin
ds h

er w
ords first. ”W

h
at is th

is?” 

D
aw

lish
 turn

s from
 th

e h
earth

, facin
g th

em
 fully. “D

id w
e get it w

ron
g?” h

e 

ask
s, ton

e in
ten

tion
ally ligh

t. “T
h

ese tw
o, w

asn
’t it?” H

e gestures from
 T

h
eo to 

P
an

sy. “H
im

 for you.” N
ow

 h
e poin

ts at D
raco, th

en
 at H

erm
ion

e. “A
n

d h
im

 for 

you.” A
 h

um
orless sm

ile crack
s h

is face. “O
r perh

aps it’s th
e oth

er w
ay aroun

d.”  

H
erm

ion
e bites dow

n
 on

 th
e w

h
ite h

ot rage sh
e feels lash

 at th
e back

 of h
er 

th
roat —

 directs th
e tip of h

er w
an

d at D
aw

lish
 in

stead. 

W
h

en
 h

er voice com
es at last, sh

e can
 on

ly b
e grateful it’s n

ot ragged. “W
h

at-

ever th
is is, it’s over.” 

“Soon
,” agrees D

aw
lish

, un
fazed. 

“R
elease th

em
,” sh

e dem
an

ds. It’s difficult to h
ide th

e w
ay h

er w
rist is sh

ak
-

in
g. Som

eth
in

g is w
ron

g about th
is. “A

ll of th
em

. N
ow

.” 

D
aw

lish
 assesses th

em
 for a m

om
en

t, eyes sw
oopin

g back
 an

d forth
 betw

een
 

h
erself an

d P
an

sy lik
e a lazy pen

dulum
.  

H
is A

urors are arran
ged stran

gely. N
ot in

 con
ven

ien
t position

s to put up a 

good defen
se. Sort of clustered togeth

er —
 n

o perim
eter, n

o van
tage poin

ts. T
h

e 

on
ly on

es even
 rem

otely spread out h
ave th

eir w
an

ds train
ed on

 D
raco, k

eepin
g 

h
im

 m
otion

less.  

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t dare let h
er eyes flit to h

im
 again

. Sh
e’ll lose all focus. 

“N
ow

,” sh
e sn

aps in
to th

e silen
ce.  

“D
o as sh

e says,” orders D
aw

lish
, relaxin

g back
 again

st th
e m

an
tle on

ce 

m
ore. 

W
h

at? 



m
ak

e a soun
d, but P

an
sy’s m

ovem
en

ts are so dexterous —
 so lik

e a cat —
 th

at 

H
erm

ion
e w

on
ders h

ow
 m

an
y tim

es sh
e’s h

ad to do th
is. 

W
h

en
 th

ey reach
 th

e en
d of th

e corridor, it proves h
ard to turn

 th
e corn

er. 

H
erm

ion
e k

n
ow

s n
ext to n

oth
in

g about th
e layout of M

alfoy M
an

or, but every 

step could b
e a step closer to th

e din
in

g room
. T

o th
at expan

se of floor sh
e’s n

ot 

sure sh
e could h

an
dle seein

g again
. B

ile rises up in
 h

er th
roat, an

d sh
e n

early 

stum
bles before P

an
sy grabs h

old of h
er —

 a sh
arp grip on

 h
er elbow

. 

“Steady on
, G

ran
ger.” 

“I’m
 fin

e,” sh
e breath

es, but sh
e can

 feel th
e w

ay th
e color’s drain

ed out of 

h
er face.  

P
an

sy tak
es h

er w
ord for it eith

er w
ay. T

h
ey m

ove on
. P

ast several m
ore cor-

ridors an
d a w

in
din

g staircase, n
ot gran

d en
ough

 to b
e th

e en
tran

ce h
all but still 

in
credibly lavish

. 

A
ll th

e sh
utters h

ave been
 closed, block

in
g out th

e dayligh
t. T

h
e gleam

 of 

th
eir w

an
ds w

ill reveal th
em

 lon
g before th

ey reach
 an

yon
e. 

H
erm

ion
e tries to settle h

er stom
ach

 by run
n

in
g th

rough
 h

er best h
exes in

 

h
er h

ead. Silen
tly rollin

g th
e sh

apes of th
em

 across h
er ton

gue. Sh
e tells h

erself 

sh
e’ll cast at th

e sligh
test m

ovem
en

t, th
e fain

test soun
d —

 n
o h

esitation
. 

T
h

e trail of blood begin
s to taper off as it roun

ds an
oth

er corn
er. Sh

e an
d 

P
an

sy exch
an

ge a look
. H

er grip tigh
ten

s on
 h

er w
an

d, rib
 th

robbin
g w

ith
 each

 

breath
.  

A
n

d th
ey turn

 th
e corn

er, flan
k

in
g on

e an
oth

er, w
an

ds out.  

“W
ell th

at took
 ages,” says a voice.  

H
er eyes h

ave to adjust. T
h

ere’s ligh
t in

 th
is room

, brigh
t from

 th
e fire at th

e 

h
earth

.  

B
ut th

e m
om

en
t sh

e can
 properly tak

e it in
, sh

e’s sw
allow

in
g back

 a gag, 

join
ts lock

in
g in

 place. Som
eh

ow
 sh

e k
n

ew
 it w

ould b
e th

e din
in

g room
. 

A
n

d yet it’s n
ot th

at. It’s several th
in

gs at on
ce. 

It’s D
aw

lish
, lean

in
g casually again

st th
e m

an
tle, surroun

ded by fellow
 cor-

rupt A
urors —

 oth
er C

rusaders, as h
e calls th

em
.  

It’s N
arcissa M

alfoy, boun
d to th

e ch
air beside h

im
, too close to th

e fire, 
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 “S
T

A
Y.” 

Sh
e’s got h

er back
 to h

im
, blouse h

alfw
ay button

ed, w
on

derin
g if an

yon
e at 

th
e M

in
istry w

ill n
otice sh

e’s w
earin

g th
e sam

e cloth
es as yesterday —

 an
d it’s so 

quiet sh
e’s n

ot even
 sure h

e really said it. 

“W
h

at?” sh
e ask

s in
 a casual voice, h

opin
g h

e didn
’t an

d glan
cin

g h
alfw

ay 

over h
er sh

oulder. 

“Stay,” h
e says again

, a little louder —
 a little m

ore sure of it. H
e’s lean

in
g 

back
 again

st th
e h

eadboard, green
 sh

eets still tan
gled up ben

eath
 h

im
, lazily 

sw
ayin

g h
is propped k

n
ee back

 an
d forth

. 

Sh
e aban

don
s th

e button
s an

d turn
s fully to face h

im
. “I don

’t un
derstan

d.” 

D
raco h

uffs an
d sw

in
gs h

is legs sidew
ays to sit at th

e edge of th
e m

attress. 

Sh
e’s sh

ock
ed h

ow
 n

atural a m
ovem

en
t it is to step betw

een
 h

is k
n

ees w
h

en
 h

e 

reach
es for h

er —
 to let h

is h
an

ds slide up th
e back

s of h
er th

igh
s.  

“Y
ou sh

ould stay,” h
e m

urm
urs, restin

g h
is foreh

ead again
st h

er ribs. It’s a 

sim
ple, subtle th

in
g, an

d yet th
e blossom

 of h
eat it sen

ds th
rough

 h
er is an

yth
in

g 

but.  “P
an

sy an
d T

h
eo,” sh

e says, m
ore a rem

in
der to h

erself. A
lready, h

er fin
gers 

are cardin
g th

rough
 h

is h
air —

 still so surprisin
g in

 its softn
ess —

 an
d sh

e w
an

ts 

n
oth

in
g m

ore th
an

 to let h
is m

outh
 trail low

er an
d low

er on
 th

e path
 it’s already 

started. 

B
ut T

h
eo’s letter still sits on

 th
e n

igh
tstan

d in
 h

er periph
ery. 

“T
h

ey can
 w

ait,” says D
raco, n

uzzlin
g at th

e space above h
er n

avel as h
e starts 

to un
tuck

 h
er blouse from

 h
er sk

irt. H
e’s n

ot often
 lik

e th
is. A

n
d sh

e w
an

ts to 

close h
er eyes an

d let h
er h

ead drop back
, but sh

e stills h
is h

an
ds in

stead.  



“I get th
e feelin

g h
e w

ouldn
’t ask

 if it w
asn

’t im
portan

t.” 

D
raco sigh

s, w
arm

in
g h

er sk
in

 w
ith

 it briefly before h
e lean

s back
. “T

h
at’s 

w
h

at you get w
h

en
 you h

an
g oth

er people’s cloth
es in

 public, or w
h

atever th
e 

M
uggles say.” 

“Is th
at w

h
at you call savin

g som
eon

e’s life? B
ecause th

at’s w
h

at I did. A
n

d 

it’s dirty laun
dry, by th

e w
ay, n

ot—
” 

H
e reach

es up an
d covers h

er m
outh

 alm
ost lik

e it’s an
 in

stin
ct. Sh

e raises an
 

eyebrow
 at h

im
, but w

h
en

 h
e drags th

e pad of h
is forefin

ger dow
n

 alon
g h

er 

bottom
 lip, sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

. Just open
s h

er m
outh

 an
d suck

s on
 it gen

tly. 

D
raco h

isses out a breath
 an

d tugs h
er in

to h
is lap in

 on
e fluid m

ovem
en

t. 

“Y
ou h

ave to stay,” h
e grow

ls, m
outh

 sw
eepin

g forw
ard to trace th

e colum
n

 of 

h
er th

roat —
 teeth

 grazin
g h

er pulse poin
t an

d bitin
g dow

n
.  

H
erm

ion
e allow

s h
erself a sm

all m
om

en
t of w

eak
n

ess. Figures sh
e’s earn

ed 

it. Sh
e lets h

er h
ead loll forw

ard on
to th

e sm
ooth

, w
arm

 curve of h
is sh

oulder, 

sm
all gasp break

in
g on

 a m
oan

 w
h

en
 h

e flatten
s h

is ton
gue an

d laves it slow
ly 

across th
e expan

se betw
een

 h
er collarbon

e an
d h

er ear.  

“I don
’t trust it w

h
en

 you’re an
yw

h
ere else,” h

e w
h

ispers, n
ibblin

g on
 th

e 

lob
e an

d m
ak

in
g h

er sh
iver. “A

s it is, you’re th
e on

e w
h

o ask
ed to be tak

en
 to 

m
y bed. A

n
d I th

in
k

 I lik
e th

e look
 of you in

 it.” 

Sh
e’s h

elpless —
 can

’t n
ot taste h

im
, buried in

 th
e crook

 of h
is n

eck
 as sh

e is, 

sm
ellin

g h
is clean

 sw
eat; h

is sw
eet, sm

ok
y scen

t, lik
e dam

p m
orn

in
g earth

. Sh
e 

fin
ds h

erself k
issin

g alon
g th

e cords of m
uscle of h

is th
roat —

 can
 alm

ost feel 

th
e blood rush

 th
rough

 h
is vein

s w
h

en
 h

is breath
 h

itch
es an

d h
is grip tigh

ten
s 

on
 h

er w
aist. 

“Stay,” h
e dem

an
ds again

 again
st th

e sh
ell of h

er ear. H
is fin

gers slide b
e-

n
eath

 th
e h

em
 of h

er sk
irt, stretch

ed tigh
t w

h
ere sh

e straddles h
im

. “Stay, an
d I 

can
 m

ak
e you com

e. I’ll m
ak

e you com
e so h

ard, G
ran

ger, I prom
ise.” H

is teeth
 

drag on
 h

er earlobe just as th
e w

arm
th

 of h
is palm

 settles betw
een

 h
er legs. “I 

w
an

t to taste you again
. I w

an
t to eat you.”  

Sh
e h

uffs out an
oth

er gasp again
st h

is sk
in

, feelin
g th

e blush
 bleed out across 

h
er face. Sh

e’ll n
ever k

n
ow

 h
ow

 h
e says th

in
gs lik

e th
at w

ith
 such

 con
fiden

ce —
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 T
H

E
 

P
O

R
T

K
E

Y’S 
M

A
G

IC
 

IS 
U

N
R

E
FIN

E
D

 
A

N
D

 
H

A
P

H
A

Z
A

R
D

, 
Y

A
N

K
IN

G
 

T
H

E
M

 

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

O
O

 V
IO

L
E

N
T

L
Y

 T
O

 P
L

A
N

T
 T

H
E

IR
 FE

E
T. Sh

e h
its cold ston

e fast an
d 

h
ard. 

“Fuck
in

g h
ell,” spits P

an
sy from

 som
ew

h
ere off to th

e side. H
erm

ion
e gath

-

ers up h
er lim

bs, clutch
in

g at th
e rib

 sh
e m

igh
t’ve bruised an

d tryin
g to h

old h
er 

w
an

d steady.  

T
h

e h
allw

ay is dark
. 

“L
um

os.” 

L
igh

t un
folds across m

arble w
alls an

d arch
ed ceilin

gs, portraits in
 obsidian

 

fram
es lin

in
g th

e expan
se. 

O
h

 god, sh
e th

in
k

s, breath
 catch

in
g pain

fully in
 h

er ch
est. N

ot h
ere.  

“W
h

y are w
e at th

e M
an

or?” P
an

sy ask
s un

der h
er breath

, addin
g to th

e ligh
t 

w
ith

 h
er ow

n
 w

an
d. Sh

e m
ust’ve spen

t tim
e h

ere as a ch
ild.  

“I don
’t k

n
ow

.” 

T
h

ey get to th
eir feet at th

e sam
e tim

e, alm
ost in

stin
ctively stan

din
g back

 to 

back
 an

d turn
in

g in
 a circle. T

h
e corridor is em

pty. E
m

pty save a sm
all, dark

 trail 

of w
h

at look
s lik

e blood, glin
tin

g in
 th

eir w
an

d ligh
t.  

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces over h
er sh

oulder at P
an

sy. Sh
e’s bleedin

g w
h

ere sh
e h

it 

h
er h

ead upon
 arrival —

 a slow
 trick

le dow
n

 from
 h

er tem
ple. 

“T
h

is isn
’t yours, is it?” H

erm
ion

e gestures to th
e trail. 

It’s th
e sort of obvious question

 P
an

sy m
igh

t’ve sn
ark

ed at n
ot so lon

g ago, 

but n
ow

 th
e sh

ak
e of h

er h
ead is sob

er.  

“L
et’s go.” 

T
h

ey follow
 th

e blood. Slow
, careful, death

ly silen
t steps. N

eith
er of th

em
 



Sh
e doesn

’t do P
an

sy th
e dish

on
or of ask

in
g w

h
eth

er sh
e’ll stay beh

in
d. Sh

e’s 

safer h
ere an

d th
ey both

 k
n

ow
 it.  

B
ut th

e gargoyle leads h
er to T

h
eo, an

d sh
e reach

ed for it lik
e som

eth
in

g lost 

an
d precious. H

erm
ion

e k
n

ow
s th

at feelin
g too w

ell. 

N
o, sh

e on
ly m

urm
urs, ”E

x
pecto P

atron
um

,” w
aitin

g a m
om

en
t for th

e w
ispy 

blue otter to tak
e full form

.  

P
an

sy’s brow
s h

ave draw
n

 togeth
er. 

“D
eliver th

is m
essage,” H

erm
ion

e tells it. “H
arry —

 D
aw

lish
 h

as tak
en

 th
em

 

all. If I don
’t go n

ow
, th

ey’ll b
e k

illed. I am
 n

ot ask
in

g you to figh
t —

 I could 

n
ever ask

 th
at of you again

 —
 but please alert th

e O
rder. If th

ey’re w
illin

g to 

sen
d aid, follow

 m
y P

atron
us to th

e portk
ey.” Sh

e stops. C
h

ok
es on

 th
e w

ord 

’goodbye’ an
d n

ever gets it out. “G
o,” sh

e says in
stead, an

d th
e otter sw

im
s off 

ob
edien

tly. 

P
an

sy is starin
g at h

er. 

“A
re you ready?” H

erm
ion

e ask
s, aggressively w

ipin
g aw

ay a few
 tears.  

“I saw
 w

h
at h

e w
rote,” says P

an
sy, voice quiet an

d in
scrutable. “D

raco. I read 

it over your sh
oulder.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s ton

e com
es out m

ore cold th
an

 sh
e in

ten
ded. “So?” 

“H
e doesn

’t w
an

t you to go.” 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 th
e back

 of h
er ton

gue. Says again
, “So?” 

O
n

ly P
an

sy could ask
 it so blun

tly. “So you don
’t love h

im
?” 

A
 bitter, in

credulous laugh
 bursts from

 h
er ch

est. Sh
e sn

iffs an
grily an

d slaps 

aw
ay on

e m
ore tear, th

en
 tigh

ten
s h

er grip on
 h

er w
an

d an
d tak

es P
an

sy’s w
rist. 

“If lovin
g h

im
 m

ean
s lettin

g h
im

 die, th
en

 n
o. N

o —
 I guess I h

ate h
im

.”  

Sh
e touch

es h
er foot to th

e gargoyle, an
d th

ey’re gon
e.

so un
abash

ed. H
ow

 h
e m

ak
es h

er th
rob

 so easily. 

“Y
ou’re bein

g selfish
,” sh

e says, practically a squeak
 as h

e starts to trace th
e 

dam
p seam

 of h
er un

derw
ear, rock

in
g h

is fin
gers back

 an
d forth

. Sm
ilin

g in
to 

h
er sk

in
 w

h
en

 sh
e buck

s again
st h

im
. 

“W
h

at, you th
in

k
 th

is isn
’t w

h
at h

e w
an

ts to do to P
an

sy?” H
e tugs h

er un
-

derw
ear to th

e side, guidin
g w

et fin
gers back

 an
d forth

 over h
er cen

ter. T
racin

g 

h
er en

tran
ce. “Fuck

in
g h

ell, it’s so obvious. M
aybe n

ot on
 P

an
sy’s en

d, un
til n

ow
. 

B
ut N

ott w
as alw

ays don
e for w

h
en

 it cam
e to h

er.”  

H
erm

ion
e alm

ost sw
allow

s h
er w

ords w
h

en
 h

e slides tw
o fin

gers in
side of h

er. 

“So you th
in

k
 h

e loves h
er too?” 

D
raco scoffs, pullin

g aw
ay from

 h
er n

eck
 an

d tak
in

g h
er ch

in
 in

 h
is free h

an
d 

to lin
e th

eir gazes up. “A
re you blin

d?” h
e ask

s, in
credulous, as h

e run
s th

e tip of 

h
is n

ose again
st h

ers. “H
aven

’t you seen
 th

e w
ay h

e look
s at h

er?” H
e n

ips at h
er 

bottom
 lip. “Fuck

, G
ran

ger —
 you sh

ould k
n

ow
 th

at look
 b

y n
ow

.” 

Som
eth

in
g flutters in

 h
er ch

est —
 som

eth
in

g brigh
t an

d h
eady an

d all-con
-

sum
in

g —
 an

d th
en

 sh
e’s k

issin
g h

im
. Sloppily. D

run
k

en
ly. U

n
con

trolled. B
ut 

h
e m

ust en
joy it from

 th
e rough

 soun
d h

e m
ak

es w
h

en
 sh

e presses an
 in

sisten
t 

ton
gue in

to h
is m

outh
. H

is fin
gers start to pum

p faster, h
is h

ips raisin
g w

ith
 

every th
rust lik

e h
e w

ish
es it w

asn
’t h

is fin
gers at all.  

A
n

d sh
e h

as m
ore th

an
 h

alf a m
in

d to reach
 for th

e fasten
 on

 h
is trousers 

“W
e h

ave to stop.” H
erm

ion
e drags h

erself aw
ay from

 h
im

 th
e w

ay adh
esive 

peels from
 sk

in
 —

 a process pain
ful an

d slow
. P

ulls h
is h

an
d from

 betw
een

 h
er 

legs, glisten
in

g in
 such

 a w
ay sh

e can
’t h

elp but flush
 a deeper red. “W

e...h
ave to 

stop,” sh
e repeats, breath

less.  

“Says w
h

o?” h
e h

isses, n
ippin

g at h
er bottom

 lip again
. 

A
 loudly cleared th

roat m
ak

es th
em

 freeze.  

“W
ell, I’d certain

ly appreciate it,” com
es th

e groggy, m
uffled voice of Z

abin
i 

from
 beh

in
d h

is b
ed curtain

s. “U
n

less on
e of you can

 fuck
in

g rem
em

ber h
ow

 to 

cast a silen
cin

g ch
arm

. O
th

erw
ise I’ll h

ave to blin
d an

d deafen
 m

yself to get to 

break
fast.” 

M
ortified, H

erm
ion

e starts to righ
t h

er cloth
es, tryin

g to pull aw
ay, but 



D
raco k

eeps h
er steady in

 h
is lap, respon

se as casual as ever. 

“I th
ough

t voyeurism
 w

as on
e of your th

in
gs, B

laise. Y
ou k

n
ow

. L
ik

e th
at 

tim
e in

 Fifth
 Y

ear, after th
e quidditch

 gam
e—

” 

“O
h

, fuck
in

g h
ell, n

ot th
is again

.” 

“I, for on
e, rem

em
ber vividly.” 

“Sh
ove off, M

alfoy —
 fin

e! D
o w

h
atever you w

an
t w

ith
 G

ran
ger ten

 in
ch

es 

from
 m

y face. G
o for it. I’ll just —

” H
is voice becom

es severely m
uffled by som

e-

th
in

g else, but th
e rest of th

e sen
ten

ce soun
ds vaguely lik

e ”lie h
ere an

d suffo-

cate.” 

D
raco grin

s again
st H

erm
ion

e’s lips, k
issin

g h
er on

ce m
ore, slow

ly, before 

pullin
g back

. H
er ch

eek
s are still burn

in
g, an

d h
e reach

es up to tak
e h

er face in
 

h
an

d, tsk
in

g. “Sh
y as ever, G

ran
ger. W

h
en

 are you goin
g to learn

 you h
ave n

o 

reason
 to b

e ash
am

ed?” 

Sh
e’s n

ot sure w
h

y sh
e says w

h
at sh

e does —
 it’s clear from

 h
is eyes, h

e’s on
ly 

teasin
g —

 but m
aybe sh

e’s bitter about bein
g caugh

t yet again
 w

ith
 h

er k
n

ick
ers 

dow
n

, literally. O
r m

aybe sh
e just h

as n
o self-con

trol. 

“For years, you gave m
e every reason

 to b
e ash

am
ed. D

on
’t you rem

em
ber? 

A
bout m

y teeth
, an

d m
y h

air an
d m

y dirty blood.” 

H
is face falls slow

ly, an
d sh

e w
on

ders w
h

eth
er sh

e’s ever goin
g to stop ruin

in
g 

th
in

gs. W
atch

es an
xiously as a m

uscle w
ork

s in
 h

is jaw
, sh

iftin
g in

 h
is lap all th

e 

w
h

ile. 

T
h

ere’s too lon
g of a silen

ce. T
h

e dorm
itory’s too quiet. A

n
d it’s so un

com
-

fortable, sh
e’s h

alfw
ay con

siderin
g tak

in
g it back

 by th
e tim

e h
e speak

s.  

“I regret th
at.”  

Sh
e blin

k
s at h

im
 —

 h
as n

o h
ope of m

ask
in

g h
er surprise. 

“I don
’t regret a lot of th

in
gs, but I regret th

at.” H
is h

an
ds h

ave fallen
 to h

er 

w
aist, toyin

g absen
tly w

ith
 th

e button
s on

 h
er blouse. “I’m

 alm
ost as m

ad at 

m
yself as I am

 at you for believin
g an

y of it.” 

Sh
e h

uffs, but h
e con

tin
ues before sh

e can
 argue. 

“Y
ou don

’t h
ave an

 excuse. Y
ou don

’t.” H
e sh

ak
es h

is h
ead an

d sh
rugs, th

en
 

dips forw
ard to place an

oth
er open

-m
outh

ed k
iss on

 h
er th

roat, settin
g h

er even
 

A
n

 in
volun

tary n
oise forces its w

ay out of h
er —

 n
ot un

lik
e a h

urt an
im

al. It 

tak
es w

h
at feels lik

e an
 age to n

otice P
an

sy, h
overin

g just beh
in

d h
er. 

“A
re w

e goin
g?” sh

e ask
s, voice ten

se. 

H
erm

ion
e allow

s h
erself on

e m
ore m

om
en

t of stilln
ess, th

en
 lets th

e journ
al 

slide out of h
er fin

gers.  

“Y
es,” sh

e says. A
 croak

 th
at m

ak
es h

er clear h
er th

roat. “W
e’re goin

g.” 

“P
lease tell m

e you h
ave som

e idea w
h

ere.” 

Sh
e n

ods m
utely, turn

in
g to face P

an
sy. “I’m

 sure of it.” 

<
 

Just as it w
as w

h
en

 th
ey left th

e M
in

istry, th
ey don

’t stop to con
sider. D

on
’t stop 

to sort out details, even
 w

h
en

 perh
aps th

ey sh
ould. T

h
ey don

’t stop to assist th
e 

traum
atized youn

ger studen
ts. D

on
’t stop to ask

 for h
elp or grab

 supplies. H
er-

m
ion

e doesn
’t go n

ear G
ryffin

dor.  

Sh
e borrow

s a pair of jean
s from

 P
an

sy, alterin
g th

em
 to fit so sh

e can
 run

, 

an
d th

at’s th
e en

d of it. 

T
h

ey leave th
e castle, out th

rough
 th

e side corridor th
at leads tow

ards th
e 

Q
uidditch

 pitch
. Sh

e paced th
at spot w

h
ere sh

e saw
 th

e fissure in
 th

e w
ards so 

m
an

y tim
es th

at h
er feet fin

d it in
stin

ctively.  

P
an

sy soun
ds con

fused, but n
ot quite doubtful. “H

ere?” 

“I’m
 sure of it,” sh

e says again
. Speak

s even
 if P

an
sy doesn

’t fully un
derstan

d, 

just to get th
e w

ords out. “T
h

ey prepared for th
is. L

on
g in

 advan
ce. If th

e trials 

didn
’t go h

ow
 th

ey plan
n

ed, th
ey’d tak

e m
atters in

to th
eir ow

n
 h

an
ds. A

n
d th

ey 

h
ave.” Sh

e sw
allow

s th
ick

ly, th
en

 sw
ipes h

er w
an

d th
rough

 th
e air just past th

e 

w
ard’s border. ”R

evelio.” 

T
h

e portk
ey m

ak
es itself k

n
ow

n
 in

stan
tly, h

idden
 in

 such
 a w

ay sh
e’s certain

 

th
ey w

an
ted it foun

d. A
 ston

e law
n

 orn
am

en
t in

 th
e sh

ape of a gargoyle.  

T
h

e im
patien

ce in
 P

an
sy’s eyes is w

ild an
d pan

ick
ed. Sh

e reach
es for it in

-

stan
tly, n

o h
esitation

 —
 th

e sam
e w

ay sh
e tortured th

e guard —
 but H

erm
ion

e 

grabs h
er w

rist. 

“Just on
e last th

in
g.”  



M
other 

and 
F
ather 

set 
the 

preced
ent 

for 
w
hat 

I
 
thought 

w
ould 

be 
m
y 
future. 

T
heir 

m
arriage 

w
as 

the 
sort 

I
 
w
as 

m
ost 

likely 
to 

have. 
V
ery 

little 
by 

w
ay 

of 
affection. 

H
ard
ly 

a 
touch, 

only 
w
hen 

necessary. 
N
ever 

in 
m
y 
life 

have 
I
 
seen 

m
y 
father 

kiss 
m
y 
m
other. 

N
ever 

on 
the 

lips. 
A
lw
ays 

just 
a 
cold

 
kiss 

on 
the 

cheek, 
if 

anything 
at 

all. 
T
here’s 

a 
perm

anent 
boundary 

betw
een 

them
. 
I
t’s 

m
ore 

of 
a 
contract 

than 
a 
m
arriage, 

really. 

I
 
can

’t 
fathom

 
a 
m
om
ent 

in 
w
hich 

m
y 
father 

w
ould

 
w
atch 

m
y 

m
other 

the 
w
ay 

I
 
w
atch 

G
ranger 

now
. 
I
 
see 

every 
d
etail, 

every 

tw
itch, 

every 
curl 

out 
of 

place. 
I
 
w
atch 

her 
eyes 

give 
her 

aw
ay 

—
 
you 

can 
see 

right 
through 

them
. 
See 

her 
thoughts 

racing. 
I
 
know

 

those 
eyes. 

I
 
know

 
those 

hand
s. 
T
hose 

lips. 
T
hose 

ankles 
and

 
feet. 

I
 
never 

expected
 
to 

know
 
som

eone. 
 

M
ore 

than 
that, 

I
 
never 

expected 
anyone 

to 
know

 
m
e 

—
 
and

 

certainly 
not 

to 
know

 
m
e 
better. 

 

She’s 
infuriating 

in 
her 

perception. 
T
he 

w
ay 

she 
peels 

m
e 
back 

and
 
find

s 
w
hat 

she’s 
looking 

for. 
 

A
nd
 
fuck 

if 
I
 
w
ould

n
’t 

let 
her 

threaten 
m
e 
to 

the 
end

s 
of 

the 
E
arth. 

I
 
—
 

  H
erm

ion
e’s n

ext breath
 lodges in

 h
er th

roat, trapped lik
e th

e tears in
 h

er eyes 

at th
e splotch

 of in
k

 on
 th

e page w
h

ere h
e stopped w

ritin
g.  

T
h

e scribble below
 it is so un

lik
e h

im
. Such

 a departure from
 h

is slopin
g, lazy 

script. T
h

in
 an

d th
readbare an

d w
ritten

 so fast it’s n
early illegible. 

  I
f 
you 

love 
m
e 
don

’t 
com

e 
for 

m
e. 

  

furth
er off balan

ce. “H
ow

 could you let such
 a stupid, scared, spin

eless little boy 

m
ak

e you feel in
ferior? Y

ou? Y
ou. T

h
ere’s n

o excuse.” 

Sh
e breath

es out slow
ly in

to th
e silen

ce th
at follow

s, starin
g over h

is sh
oulder 

at th
e bedsh

eets. B
ut before sh

e’s even
 h

alfw
ay con

structed an
 adequate respon

se, 

sh
e’s beaten

 to it. 

“R
ubbish

 apology, m
ate.”   

“Fuck
 you,” D

raco tosses offh
an

dedly at Z
abin

i’s bun
k

. 

“It’s an
 aw

ful apology,” sh
e ech

oes, even
 as th

e corn
er of h

er lip quirk
s up. 

“Y
ou sh

ould w
ork

 on
 it.”  

“H
e w

on
’t.” 

“Fuck
 you an

d your m
oth

er.” B
ut just as h

e turn
s, lik

ely to lob
 som

eth
in

g at 

B
laise’s b

ed curtain
s, H

erm
ion

e slides off h
is lap. It steals back

 h
is focus, an

d sh
e 

can
’t den

y th
e w

ay h
er th

roat closes up a bit w
h

en
 sh

e sees h
im

 grapple for h
er 

h
an

d. 

“W
h

ere do you th
in

k
 you’re goin

g?” 

Sh
e allow

s h
erself to sm

ile at h
im

 —
 to steal on

e m
ore k

iss before sh
e sets 

about fixin
g all th

e dam
age h

e’s just don
e. “I’ll b

e an
 h

our. T
w

o, at th
e m

ost.” 

D
raco m

ak
es a sh

ow
 of rollin

g h
is eyes, slidin

g back
 in

to h
is lan

guid position
 

again
st th

e h
eadboard. B

ut sh
e’s just started retuck

in
g h

er blouse w
h

en
 th

e sh
ock

 

of purple m
ak

es h
er go still. 

Sh
e’s n

ot sure h
ow

 h
e got it back

. 

H
e props th

e journ
al on

 h
is k

n
eecap an

d sets about h
is lazy scraw

l, preten
din

g 

n
ot to n

otice th
e w

ay sh
e’s starin

g at h
im

. 

“H
ow

 did you—
” 

“A
pparen

tly it’s n
o lon

ger eviden
ce.” H

e look
s up at h

er, face deceptively 

blan
k

. T
h

reads h
is fin

gers th
rough

 th
e m

ussed h
air sh

e’s respon
sible for an

d 

drags it back
 out of h

is face. “In
 th

eir eyes, I h
ave n

o m
ore excuses n

ot to sen
d in

 

en
tries. T

h
ey gave it back

.” 

“O
h

.” Sh
e turn

s aw
ay. Fin

ish
es w

ith
 th

e blouse an
d th

en
 starts to h

un
t aroun

d 

for h
er stock

in
gs, all th

e w
h

ile tryin
g to fill th

e silen
ce. “Y

ou k
n

ow
, I still h

ave 

n
o idea h

ow
 it got en

tered in
to eviden

ce in
 th

e first place. I h
ad it last, an

d I 



certain
ly w

asn
’t plan

n
in

g on
 usin

g it.” 

“M
m

,” h
e h

um
s casually. “Suppose Sm

ith
 is less of a tit th

an
 I th

ough
t after 

all.” Sh
e stops again

 an
d glan

ces up at h
im

, h
alfw

ay crouch
ed b

y th
e foot of th

e 

b
ed w

h
ere h

er stock
in

gs lay tan
gled up. “W

h
at?” 

“W
ell, to b

e h
on

est, I th
ough

t h
e’d fuck

 it up. T
h

ough
t even

 an
 in

telligen
t 

person
 w

ould h
ave trouble n

ick
in

g som
eth

in
g off you.” D

raco jolts a brow
 at h

er 

over th
e journ

al’s corn
er. “Y

ou sh
ould k

eep a better eye on
 your th

in
gs, 

G
ran

ger.” 

Sh
e can

’t h
elp th

e w
ay sh

e blin
k

s vacan
tly for a m

om
en

t. T
h

e slow
n

ess of h
er 

spin
e as sh

e straigh
ten

s up. A
n

d w
h

en
 h

er voice does com
e out, it’s softer th

an
 

sh
e’d lik

e.  

“Y
ou…

h
ad h

im
 tak

e it?” Sh
e clears h

er th
roat. “H

ad —
 h

ad Z
ach

arias tak
e 

it?” H
e just sh

rugs, still w
ritin

g. “Figured it w
as a safe bet. Som

eon
e w

h
o already 

h
ated you.” 

It tak
es h

er a few
 secon

ds to realize sh
e’s draw

n
 h

er w
an

d. Sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e 

m
igh

t n
otice in

 th
e sam

e in
stan

t h
e does, th

e look
 in

 h
is eyes sh

iftin
g just a frac-

tion
 as h

e fin
ds th

e tip of it aim
ed at h

is n
ose. 

A
n

d th
ere’s som

eth
in

g in
 h

is m
an

n
er th

at’s in
furiatin

g to h
er. In

 th
e calm

 

th
at radiates from

 h
im

, th
e steadin

ess in
 h

is breath
in

g. E
ven

 sh
e’s n

ot sure sh
e 

could actually h
ex h

im
 in

 th
is m

om
en

t, but a part of h
er w

an
ts h

im
 to b

e afraid 

of h
er. Just a little.  

“A
n

y idea w
h

at you plan
 to do w

ith
 th

at?” h
e ask

s in
 th

at un
bearably dull 

ton
e.  

“I could sw
ell your eyes sh

ut,” sh
e offers quietly. “O

r I could turn
 your m

us-

cles to lead. I could do an
y n

um
ber of th

in
gs to you. I could un

ravel every 

m
em

ory in
 your brain

 if I w
an

ted to.”  

H
e slides th

e journ
al furth

er dow
n

 h
is k

n
ee so h

e can
 see h

er fully, an
d still 

h
is face doesn

’t ch
an

ge. Sh
e can

 feel h
er teeth

 grin
din

g. 

“Seem
s a bit excessive.” 

“A
re you h

urt?” H
erm

ion
e m

an
ages at last. 

“W
h

ere did th
ey tak

e th
em

?” ask
s P

an
sy in

 th
e sam

e m
om

en
t. 

T
h

e girl blin
k

s tears at th
em

 for a few
 lon

g secon
ds, th

en
 h

iccups, “O
ut th

e 

—
 out th

e w
ay th

ey cam
e.” 

“A
ll of th

em
?” 

T
h

e girl sh
ak

es h
er h

ead an
d w

eeps som
e m

ore. “I don
’t k

n
ow

. I don
’t k

n
ow

.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s on

 h
er feet in

 an
 in

stan
t, racin

g across th
e com

m
on

 room
, glass 

crun
ch

in
g un

der h
er feet. Sh

e fin
ds m

ore First an
d Secon

d Y
ears scattered about, 

h
uddled togeth

er in
 corn

ers or h
idden

 beh
in

d sofas. T
h

ey glan
ce at h

er w
ith

 too 

m
uch

 h
ope in

 th
eir faces, but sh

e h
as n

o eyes for th
em

. O
n

ly for th
e w

in
din

g 

stairs to th
e boys’ dorm

itory. 

Sh
e calls out h

is n
am

e m
ore th

an
 on

ce, voice ech
oin

g back
 in

 th
e em

ptin
ess, 

because sh
e refuses to ack

n
ow

ledge w
h

at sh
e k

n
ow

s. 

T
h

e dorm
itory is w

orse th
an

 th
e com

m
on

 room
. 

Feath
ers h

ave exploded across th
e floor, pillow

s sh
redded. M

ost of th
e ebon

y 

four-posters are crack
ed or lopsided in

 som
e w

ay. 

A
n

d th
e on

e sh
e run

s to —
 th

e on
e th

at m
atters m

ost —
 is torn

 an
d dish

ev-

eled an
d em

pty, so em
pty. 

H
er k

n
ees w

an
t to give out. Sh

e w
an

ts to fall to th
e floor at th

e foot of th
e 

b
ed —

 curl in
to h

erself an
d w

eep uselessly. N
oth

in
g w

ould feel better in
 th

is m
o-

m
en

t. B
ut it’s th

e flash
 of purple th

at stops h
er. 

H
is journ

al rem
ain

s, h
alf h

idden
 b

y tattered sh
eets an

d th
e goose dow

n
 of a 

pillow
. Sh

e slips it free of th
e m

ess w
ith

 a trem
blin

g h
an

d, an
d it falls open

 to a 

dog-eared page. T
h

is m
orn

in
g’s en

try. 

  F
ebruary 

23rd
, 
1999 

D
iary, 

L
et’s 

just 
say 

there 
are 

certain 
things 

I
 
never 

expected
 
for 

m
yself 

in 
life. 

Strange, 
inconsequential 

little 
things 

—
 
at 

least 
I
 

thought 
—
 
that 

just 
w
eren

’t 
in 

the 
card

s. 



an
d th

ey’ve on
ly just reach

ed th
e arch

w
ay past th

e green
h

ouses. N
oth

in
g but 

th
eir staggered breath

in
g an

d un
even

 footfalls disturb
 th

e oth
erw

ise quiet H
og-

w
arts m

orn
in

g. C
lasses w

on
’t start for an

 h
our. 

C
lasses couldn

’t m
atter less. 

“W
h

at’s th
e quick

est w
ay to th

e D
un

geon
s?” H

erm
ion

e gasps out. P
an

sy 

w
ould k

n
ow

 better. 

“T
h

rough
 h

ere!” 

T
h

ey cut across a side corridor an
d dow

n
 a curved fligh

t of stairs, sh
adow

s 

dartin
g th

rough
 th

e torch
ligh

t. T
h

ese m
ay b

e th
e first w

ords th
ey’ve exch

an
ged 

sin
ce D

isapparatin
g from

 th
e M

in
istry —

 n
oth

in
g n

eeded discussin
g. Sh

e’s n
ever 

felt m
ore certain

 sh
e an

d P
an

sy are on
 th

e sam
e page. 

“In
 a h

urry th
is m

orn
in

g, are w
e?” m

uses som
eon

e n
ear th

e start of th
e D

un
-

geon
s corridor, an

d H
erm

ion
e vaguely puts togeth

er th
at it’s Slugh

orn
, a m

ild 

h
um

or in
 h

is voice. H
ow

 could h
e k

n
ow

? H
ow

 could h
e see th

at h
er h

an
ds are 

sh
ak

in
g? T

h
at h

er h
eart is in

 h
er th

roat? 

W
h

en
 th

ey reach
 Slyth

erin
’s disguised en

tran
ce an

d H
erm

ion
e blurts out, 

”A
cta n

on
 verba,” P

an
sy barely bats an

 eyelash
. T

h
ere’s n

o side glan
ce. N

o ques-

tion
 in

 h
er eyes. A

n
d th

e tw
o of th

em
 seem

 to collectively h
old th

eir breath
 in

 

th
e m

om
en

t before th
ey pass th

rough
 th

e w
all. 

H
erm

ion
e alm

ost trips —
 h

er foot catch
es on

 th
e crum

pled form
 of a First 

Y
ear. Sh

e’s curled in
to a ball righ

t beside th
e en

tran
ce, cryin

g an
d th

readin
g h

er 

fin
gers in

to h
er h

air. 

A
n

d just beyon
d h

er lies th
e Slyth

erin
 com

m
on

 room
, in

 sh
am

bles. 

T
h

e w
alls are stain

ed w
ith

 black
 splotch

es from
 h

exes gon
e astray. Side tables 

an
d ch

airs h
ave been

 upen
ded, lam

ps sh
attered. P

apers are scattered about, an
d 

lost w
an

ds litter th
e floor. T

h
e tears in

 th
e dark

 curtain
s h

ave th
e glow

 of th
e 

B
lack

 L
ak

e castin
g eerie, jagged sh

adow
s over everyth

in
g. 

“T
h

ey m
ade m

e,” th
e girl on

 th
e floor w

h
im

pers. 

P
an

sy, to h
er credit, is m

uch
 quick

er to drop to th
e girl’s side th

an
 H

erm
ion

e. 

“T
h

ey m
ade m

e,” sh
e sn

iffles again
, frigh

ten
ed eyes flash

in
g betw

een
 th

e tw
o 

of th
em

. “T
h

ey forced m
e to give th

em
 th

e passw
ord.” 

Sh
e exten

ds h
er w

an
d un

til it’s h
alf an

 in
ch

 closer to h
im

.  

“A
fter all of th

at? A
fter everyth

in
g you saw

 m
e puttin

g in
to it, you w

ere go-

in
g to sabotage m

e? Sabotage yourself?” H
er w

rist is trem
blin

g. 

M
alfoy’s expression

 dark
en

s just a fraction
. “I told you to leave it alon

e. B
ut 

you w
ouldn

’t listen
.” 

“If I h
adn

’t, you’d be dead.” 

“B
etter m

e th
an

 you,” h
e says sim

ply. L
ik

e it’s a m
atter of fact, as basic as th

e 

m
ean

in
g of a run

e or th
e in

gredien
t in

 a potion
.  

H
er w

an
d arm

 falters for just a m
om

en
t before sh

e can
 stabilize it. “Y

ou...I 

—
 n

oth
in

g h
appen

ed to m
e. I’m

 —
 I’m

 h
ere n

ow
, I’m

 stan
din

g righ
t in

 fron
t 

of you—
” 

“W
h

y do you th
in

k
 I w

an
t you to stay? I can

 protect you w
h

en
 you’re righ

t in
 

fron
t of m

e.” 

T
h

e sudden
 prick

 of tears beh
in

d h
er eyes is sh

arp an
d pain

ful. Sh
e resolutely 

ign
ores it. H

as a poin
t to m

ak
e. 

“M
alfoy—

” 

“G
ran

ger.” 

Sh
e h

uffs an
d presses h

er w
an

d an
oth

er in
ch

 closer, th
e tip of it n

ot far from
 

h
is sk

in
. “L

et’s m
ak

e som
eth

in
g clear, yes?” 

H
is brow

 raises slow
ly in

 ch
allen

ge as h
e folds both

 h
an

ds on
 top of h

is k
n

ee.  

“I am
 in

 your life, n
ow

. Y
ou said I h

ad to earn
 you, an

d I th
in

k
 I fin

ally h
ave. 

I am
 m

ore th
an

 h
appy to b

e pulled in
to your tide.” 

H
e sm

irk
s th

e w
ay h

e alw
ays does w

h
en

 h
e’s un

com
fortable. “P

oetic.” 

“B
e quiet.” Sh

e w
aves h

er w
an

d in
 h

is face. “L
isten

 for on
ce in

 your life. If you 

w
an

t m
e to stay, you w

ill n
ever un

derm
in

e m
e again

. Y
ou don

’t get to gam
ble 

w
ith

 your life, or m
in

e, or an
yon

e else’s ever again
.” 

H
e scoffs, of all th

in
gs, so sh

e tak
es th

at last step forw
ard an

d presses th
e tip 

of h
er w

an
d in

to th
e soft flesh

 ben
eath

 h
is ch

in
. T

h
e w

ay sh
e did w

h
at seem

s lik
e 

a lifetim
e ago, in

 th
at destroyed lavatory. 

M
alfoy goes silen

t. 

“Y
ou told m

e on
ce th

at you saw
 m

e as a th
reat,” sh

e m
urm

urs, search
in

g h
is 



guarded eyes. “I h
ope th

at’s still true.” 

H
e blin

k
s on

ce, slow
ly. A

n
d h

is ton
e is m

uch
 ch

an
ged w

h
en

 h
e an

sw
ers, “It 

w
ill alw

ays b
e true.” 

A
 rush

 of stren
gth

 an
d pride floods th

rough
 h

er at th
e w

ords. Sh
e steps back

 

—
 low

ers h
er w

an
d an

d says, “G
ood,” before turn

in
g aw

ay. “I’ll b
e back

 soon
.” 

<
 

It w
ill n

ever b
e easy to in

terpret P
an

sy, but if th
e w

ay sh
e k

eeps tuggin
g on

 

stran
ds of h

er h
air an

d th
e w

ay h
er h

an
ds k

eep tw
istin

g in
 th

e h
em

 of h
er sk

irt 

are an
yth

in
g to go by, sh

e’s n
ervous about th

e w
ay sh

e look
s. 

“Y
ou—

” H
erm

ion
e clears h

er th
roat. “Y

ou look
 good.” 

P
an

sy scoffs loudly, im
m

ediately m
ak

in
g h

er h
an

ds still an
d glarin

g at th
e 

gold bars of th
e M

in
istry lift. “Fuck

 off, G
ran

ger. I don
’t n

eed your approval.” 

“Y
ou realize h

e’ll probably be covered in
 dirt—

” 

“I said fuck off.” 

H
erm

ion
e tuck

s h
er lips in

 an
d n

ods. “R
igh

t th
en

.” A
dds a m

om
en

t later, 

un
der h

er breath
, “It’s a n

ice sk
irt, th

ough
.” 

“I k
n

ow
 it is.” 

“R
igh

t.” 

T
h

e rem
ain

in
g th

irty secon
ds in

 th
e lift pass in

 aw
k

w
ard silen

ce, leavin
g H

er-

m
ion

e to th
in

k
 on

ly on
 th

at sam
e feelin

g sh
e’s h

ad sin
ce sh

e k
n

ock
ed on

 th
e 

door to P
an

sy’s dorm
itory. T

h
e feelin

g th
at sh

e’s in
trudin

g —
 on

 som
eth

in
g 

private an
d person

al. Som
eth

in
g un

certain
. In

trudin
g, even

 w
h

en
 sh

e h
as to be 

h
ere. Sh

e w
on

’t go in
to th

e cells w
ith

 h
er. Sh

e’s decided th
at already. Sh

e’ll w
ait 

at th
e doors, w

ith
 th

e guard, for as lon
g as sh

e h
as to w

ait. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e’ll escort 

P
an

sy back
 out. T

h
at’ll b

e th
e w

ay of it. 

It doesn
’t m

atter h
ow

 curious sh
e is. T

h
e guard is th

at sam
e greasy m

an
 sh

e’s 

en
coun

tered alm
ost every tim

e sh
e visited th

e h
oldin

g cells in
 th

e past, an
d h

e 

doesn
’t seem

 a bit surprised to see h
er. 

“G
ood m

orn
in

g,” sh
e says, th

ough
 th

ey are far from
 frien

dly. T
h

e guard 

flash
es h

is black
en

ed teeth
. “P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 h

ere to see T
h

eodore N
ott.” H

is 

h
er grip on

 th
e guard an

d grin
ds out, ”W

h
ere?” 

A
n

d sh
e’s n

ever been
 m

ore tem
pted to use an

 U
n

forgivable in
 h

er life th
an

 

w
h

en
 h

e laugh
s again

. C
ack

les, m
ore lik

e. 

“T
h

ey didn
’t tell m

e. I on
ly k

n
ow

 th
ey took

 th
e rest straigh

t from
 th

e castle. 

Figured out a w
ay.” H

is grin
 is vicious. “A

ll I h
ad to do w

as k
n

ock
 th

e N
ott boy 

un
con

scious.” 

W
h

at h
appen

s n
ext h

appen
s so fast sh

e barely registers it, too caugh
t up in

 h
is 

w
ords. O

n
e m

om
en

t, th
e guard is in

 h
er h

old an
d th

e n
ext h

e’s on
 th

e groun
d. 

C
rum

pled lik
e a w

ilted w
eed on

 th
e ston

e floor, w
rith

in
g an

d curlin
g in

to h
im

-

self. “C
rucio,” P

an
sy h

isses again
, voice on

ce m
ore cold an

d detach
ed as an

oth
er 

scarlet flash
 explodes from

 h
er w

an
d. T

h
e guard’s scream

 is loud an
d m

an
gled, 

an
d H

erm
ion

e can
 on

ly gape dow
n

 at h
im

 —
 an

d th
en

 to h
er side, at P

an
sy. 

T
h

ere is true h
atred in

 h
er eyes, in

 th
at m

om
en

t. H
erm

ion
e th

ough
t sh

e’d 

seen
 it before, but sh

e’s n
ever seen

 P
an

sy h
ate lik

e th
is. N

o h
esitation

. N
o re-

m
orse. N

o in
ten

tion
 w

h
atsoever to stop. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e k

n
ow

s w
ith

out a sh
adow

 of a doubt, if sh
e h

adn
’t pulled h

er 

aw
ay —

 ”N
ow

 —
 n

ow
! W

e have to go, n
ow

!” —
 P

an
sy w

ould’ve gladly tortured 

th
e m

an
 to death

. 

<
 

Som
ew

h
ere alon

g th
e streets of H

ogsm
eade th

at m
orn

in
g, an

 elderly w
izard 

gripes about, tellin
g everyon

e w
h

o crosses h
is path

 th
at h

e w
as k

n
ock

ed to th
e 

groun
d an

d stepped on
 by ”H

erm
ion

e B
loody G

ran
ger, can

 you believe it? N
ot 

even
 a ‘beg your pardon

!’” 

In
 th

e en
d, it’s on

ly h
alf true. H

erm
ion

e k
n

ock
ed h

im
 dow

n
, but it w

as P
an

sy 

w
h

o stepped on
 h

im
 —

 an
d n

ot a soul in
 th

at village could’ve k
n

ow
n

 w
h

y th
ey 

w
ere run

n
in

g. A
t best, th

ey m
igh

t’ve seen
 th

e desperate pan
ic on

 th
eir faces, but 

th
ey couldn

’t h
ave k

n
ow

n
 w

h
at it is to run

 lik
e lives depen

d on
 it. 

A
n

d th
ey do. R

igh
t n

ow
, th

ey do. 

H
erm

ion
e can

 taste blood in
 th

e back
 of th

roat from
 sprin

tin
g at th

is rate, 



stum
bles forw

ard, dizzy, n
ot realizin

g at first th
at it’s P

an
sy’s h

an
d th

at steadies 

h
er. “W

h
at is it? W

h
at did you see?” P

an
sy dem

an
ds in

stan
tly, but as soon

 as H
er-

m
ion

e fin
ds h

er footin
g, sh

e’s lurch
in

g forw
ard an

d seizin
g th

e guard b
y th

e 

n
eck

 of h
is rob

es. 

“T
ell m

e,” sh
e sn

aps, jabbin
g h

er w
an

d in
to th

e h
ollow

 of h
is th

roat. “T
h

e 

truth
. T

ell m
e w

h
at D

aw
lish

 w
an

ted you to say.” 

T
h

e guard m
utters to h

im
self an

d sh
ifts in

 h
er grip, face draw

n
 in

 tigh
t w

ith
 

disdain
. Sh

e gives h
im

 a rough
 sh

ak
e, diggin

g th
e w

an
d tip in

. 

“D
o you k

n
ow

 I on
ce k

ept a w
om

an
 in

 a jar for a year?” sh
e h

isses, doin
g h

er 

best to ch
an

n
el all of h

er fury in
to h

er eyes. “T
rapped as a cock

roach
. I could do 

w
orse to you.” 

H
is expression

 crack
s —

 fum
bles. 

“T
ell m

e!” 

“H
e’s gon

e!” h
e h

isses, barin
g h

is stain
ed teeth

. “T
ak

en
. Soon

 th
ey all w

ill 

b
e.” “A

ll?” H
erm

ion
e ech

oes h
oarsely, just as P

an
sy cuts in

. 

“T
ak

en
 w

h
ere?” 

A
n

d n
ow

 th
e guard’s grim

ace w
arps in

to a sm
ile. “Fam

ous on
es lik

e you,” h
e 

says, gaspin
g again

st th
e press of h

er w
an

d, “you all th
in

k
 you’re in

vin
cible. 

T
h

in
k

 just b
y open

in
g your m

outh
 you’ll get w

h
atever you w

an
t ‘cause you’re so 

m
uch

 better th
an

 th
e rest of us. B

ut th
e w

orld doesn
’t w

ork
 lik

e th
at. N

ot even
 

for H
arry P

otter’s little frien
ds. E

veryth
in

g you did, you did for n
oth

in
g.” 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ak
es h

im
 again

, forcin
g h

im
 to fin

ish
. 

H
e w

h
eezes a laugh

. “B
y n

ow
, I expect th

ey’re all gon
e, an

d b
y tom

orrow
 

th
ey’ll b

e dead. E
very on

e you th
ough

t you saved w
ith

 your sim
perin

g tales, your 

silly lies.” 

“W
h

at is h
e talk

in
g about?” P

an
sy bleats, an

d all th
e h

ard edges of h
er ton

e 

h
ave m

elted aw
ay, replaced by pan

ic. B
y fear. 

H
erm

ion
e’s ow

n
 fear m

an
ifests itself differen

tly. It closes up h
er lun

gs lik
e a 

vise, an
d for a lon

g m
om

en
t sh

e’s n
ot sure sh

e can
 speak

 at all. B
ut sh

e tigh
ten

s 

dull eyes sh
ift to look

 P
an

sy up an
d dow

n
, an

d H
erm

ion
e can

 feel h
er go ten

se 

beside h
er. Sh

e clears h
er th

roat. “Q
uick

ly, if you please.” 

H
e doesn

’t tak
e h

is eyes aw
ay. “Isn

’t th
is on

e on
 prob

ation
?” 

“Y
es,” H

erm
ion

e sn
aps, un

able to h
ide th

e tw
in

ge of irritation
. “W

h
ich

 is 

w
h

y I am
 escortin

g h
er. W

ill you let h
er pass?” 

Slow
ly —

 lik
e h

e’s got all th
e tim

e in
 th

e w
orld —

 th
e guard slides h

is gaze 

back
 to h

er. “W
h

o’s it sh
e’s m

ean
t to see again

?” 

Sh
e gath

ers a calm
in

g breath
 an

d clears h
er th

roat again
. “T

h
eodore N

ott.” 

A
n

d th
e first sign

 th
at som

eth
in

g’s w
ron

g is in
 th

e practiced furrow
 of th

e 

guard’s brow
s. T

h
e reh

earsed con
fusion

 th
at passes over h

is face. 

P
an

sy sen
ses it, too, before h

e says a w
ord. G

oes dow
n

righ
t rigid at H

erm
i-

on
e’s side as th

e guard reach
es up to scratch

 th
e side of h

is greasy h
ead. “N

ott…
” 

h
e ech

oes lan
guidly. “N

ott. M
m

…
n

o. C
an

’t say w
e h

ave an
yon

e b
y th

at n
am

e.” 

H
er n

ails dig in
to h

er palm
s. “E

xcuse m
e?” 

“I said w
e don

’t h
ave an

yon
e b

y th
at n

am
e. N

ot an
ym

ore.”



 

F
ebruary 23rd, 1999 

 IF SH
E

 K
N

O
W

S A
N

Y
T

H
IN

G
 A

B
O

U
T

 W
A

R
, IT’S T

H
E

 W
A

Y
 IT

 P
E

E
L

S B
A

C
K

 SK
IN

. E
xposes 

n
erve en

din
gs. T

h
ose m

on
th

s sh
e spen

t run
n

in
g, figh

tin
g —

 th
ey’ve h

ad a m
eas-

ured effect on
 h

er in
stin

cts. Sh
e’s seen

 it, tak
in

g h
er reaction

 tim
e from

 ten
, 

m
aybe fifteen

 secon
ds to n

early zero. W
h

ich
 is w

h
y sh

e sh
ould’ve already draw

n
 

h
er w

an
d.  

B
ut sh

e forgets th
at P

an
sy h

as seen
 w

ar too. 

A
n

d in
 th

at m
illisecon

d it tak
es H

erm
ion

e to assess th
e situation

, P
an

sy pin
s 

th
e guard to th

e bars beh
in

d h
im

, dark
 row

an
 of h

er w
an

d jabbin
g in

to th
e 

flesh
y w

rin
k

les of h
is th

roat.  

“W
h

ere is h
e?” sh

e h
isses, voice lik

e a k
n

ife’s edge.  

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t m
ove to stop h

er. N
ot yet. 

T
h

e bars are still rattlin
g from

 th
e im

pact, an
d th

e guard’s beady eyes h
ave 

popped w
ide. B

ut an
 un

easy, n
ervous sm

ile splits h
is face as h

is eyes sh
ift betw

een
 

P
an

sy’s. “Y
ou th

in
k

 you can
 th

reaten
 m

e, girly? I k
n

ow
 all about you. I k

n
ow

 

you’re n
ot allow

ed to use th
at w

an
d.” 

P
an

sy digs th
e w

an
d so deeply in

to h
is th

roat, it look
s lik

e a n
ew

 eye sock
et, 

an
d h

is gaggin
g n

oise is loud —
 foul. 

“I w
ill bleed an

d gut you righ
t h

ere, you filth
y Squib. T

ry m
e.” 

Still, H
erm

ion
e h

as n
o th

ough
ts of in

terven
in

g. It’s on
ly w

h
en

 th
e guard 

gives a w
h

eezin
g ch

uck
le an

d P
an

sy rears back
, all m

an
n

er of curses on
 h

er lips, 

th
at sh

e steps forw
ard an

d stays h
er h

an
d. 

“D
on

’t. D
on

’t. W
e m

ay n
eed h

im
.” 

“G
ran

ger —
 “ sh

e grow
ls, furious gaze still train

ed on
 th

e guard, but H
er-

m
ion

e speak
s quick

ly. 

“L
et m

e. I can
 —

 I k
n

ow
 w

h
at to do, let m

e.” 

P
an

sy’s look
 of doubt is vastly oversh

adow
ed b

y th
e stark

 fear in
 h

er eyes. It’s 

a look
 th

at says sh
e doesn

’t h
ave tim

e to secon
d guess. D

oesn
’t h

ave tim
e to revert 

back
 to old w

ays, old prejudices. G
ryffin

dor th
is or G

ryffin
dor th

at. A
n

d w
h

en
 

sh
e steps aw

ay from
 th

e guard, leavin
g h

im
 splutterin

g, H
erm

ion
e feels th

at sh
e’s 

trustin
g h

er n
ot to b

e gen
tle. 

Sh
e w

on
’t b

e. 

“L
egilim

en
s,” sh

e sn
aps th

e m
om

en
t h

er w
an

d is out, an
d th

e dizzyin
g rush

 

of bein
g pulled in

to m
em

ory rem
in

ds h
er h

ow
 lon

g it’s been
 sin

ce sh
e practiced. 

T
h

e w
orld passes b

y in
 faded w

isps of grey for lon
g, drow

sy m
om

en
ts as th

e 

m
agic settles, fain

t figures racin
g across h

er vision
 un

til tim
e slow

s aroun
d th

e 

m
om

en
t in

 question
. T

h
e on

e sh
e’s search

in
g for. 

T
h

e guard is still at h
is post, on

ly in
 differen

t cloth
es —

 an
d h

e’s n
ot alon

e. 

H
erm

ion
e grow

s tigh
t an

d ten
se at th

e sigh
t of D

aw
lish

 in
 h

is A
uror rob

es, 

h
un

ch
ed as h

e passes a folded scrap of parch
m

en
t to th

e guard. 

“T
on

igh
t,” h

e says, voice an
 ech

o. ”Y
ou kn

ow
 w

here to leave h
im

. W
h

en
 th

e 

trial suspen
sion

 ex
pires, you’ll alert th

e W
izen

gam
ot th

at th
e N

ott boy h
as es-

caped.” 

T
h

e guard strok
es h

is dirty ch
in

. ”I’m
 supposed to sen

d reports of prison
er sta-

tus upstairs every m
orn

in
g. Y

ou w
ould be askin

g m
e to lie on

 official form
s—

” 

“F
or w

h
ich you w

ill be com
pen

sated,” grun
ts D

aw
lish

. 

T
h

e pause th
at follow

s is excruciatin
g. T

h
e guard’s lip curls slow

ly in
to a grin

. 

”Say I do, th
en

. W
h

at about th
e girl?” 

D
aw

lish
’s h

ooded eyes n
arrow

 a fraction
, th

e w
ay th

ey did w
h

en
 h

e m
et h

er 

gaze durin
g th

e trials. ”W
h

at about h
er?” 

“W
ell, w

h
at if sh

e com
es pokin

g about? B
arely gon

e a day w
ith

out h
avin

g to 

open
 on

e cell or an
oth

er for th
at bin

t.” T
h

e guard pick
s h

is teeth
. ”W

h
at do I do 

w
ith

 h
er?” 

D
aw

lish
 seem

s to con
sider it for a m

om
en

t. T
h

en
, ”T

ell h
er th

e truth
.” 

N
ot secon

ds later, D
aw

lish
 is turn

in
g on

 h
is h

eel, an
d h

er spell collapses on
 

itself. T
h

ose grey w
isps fly past an

d force h
er back

 in
to h

er ow
n

 form
. Sh

e 


