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Bellatrix Black. Rewriting time.

    by GorMartsen

      Summary

      
  The story begins on Yule, 1967, when young Bellatrix Black is about to attend her first Yule Ball…


Or perhaps it truly begins in 1998, when the Dark Lord's final failsafe activates, sending Bellatrix Lestrange's memories back in time in His final bid to undo death.
After all, Tom Marvolo Riddle, also known as Lord Voldemort, was a cunning Slytherin—cunning enough to have backup plans for his backup plans.
But Fate? Fate had other plans that day.



      Notes

        Disclaimer: Harry Potter and all related characters, settings, and concepts are the property of J.K. Rowling, Warner Bros., and their respective affiliates. This is a non-commercial work of fan fiction created purely for enjoyment and with no intention of financial gain. All rights to the original Harry Potter series belong to their respective copyright holders. No profit is made from this work, which is shared here with the utmost respect for the original creators.




  






      

  











Prologue








  When Tom, known as Lord Voldemort, gained access to the Black family library, thanks to Walburga's generosity, he was the closest to being happy. Knowledge was power, and he craved power the most.
During his search through the darkest of magics and rituals, he discovered one that could only be used by those who were Black—by blood and by name.
At first, he discarded it—no matter how deep into dark magic he was willing to dive, meddling with the natural order of time was never a good idea.
Years later, after his first death and more than thirteen years of surviving with no body—non-dead only through soul magic and Horcruxes—he found himself nearly ready to tamper with it.
Multiple encounters with the Potter boy had cut deep into his self-preservation, and he found himself thinking about it more and more.
When he ascertained that some of his Horcruxes were missing, and that the Potter boy had stolen another from Gringotts, he was moving forward with it.
Of course, he did not use it as-is. He took an original idea, which focused on Black family magic, modified the ritual to anchor it around his own body, and set a time anchor to the first meeting with Bellatrix Black.
And so, he was certain that should his final death come to pass, the charged ritual would consume Bellatrix’s body, soul, and magic to cast her memories back in time, where he would merely need to read them and adjust his plans accordingly.
Naturally, he had no doubt in his victory over the Potter boy, but he was Slytherin through and through—and Slytherins always had backup plans for their backup plans, if they were cunning.






      

  











Miscalculated results








  I stood in front of a full-length mirror and looked at my own reflection. I looked like a proper lady—a woman.
The dark blue dress was hiding a corset under the seams, attracting even more attention to my chest that had bloomed over the last year, and I hated it.
It felt as if, since September, the only reason any boy looked at me was to gaze at my chest. I felt like my personality had been reduced to just a body, to a tits holder, and if not for my Last name, they would already have tried to put their hands on me.
Mudbloods and half-bloods weren’t as lucky as I was, unless they were clever enough to find patrons, naturally. After all, nobody wants a second-hand braid.
At least, they had a choice. I did not. I did not even have the illusion of one. And starting today, I would become a commodity for trade, a braid-to-be.
My first Yule Ball as a woman was to begin in an hour, when I would be presented to our society as such, ready to be married off to the highest bidder.
And I hated it.
How I wished I had been born a boy. Then nobody would have thought of me as a walking, talking womb, ready to pop out an heir and a spare. At least then, I might have had the illusion of freedom, of choices to make. The freedom to choose who I am.
Boys and men–they had something that was denied to me simply due to the circumstances of my birth, and I hated it.
Cygnus, and I avoid calling him " Father " even in my head, had a lot of hatred to share with us.
He always wanted a boy, an heir to leave a legacy behind. Maybe even to be the next Lord Black.
Unfortunately for all of us, Druella (and I don’t call her mother anymore either) lost her ability to carry a child after Cissy was born.
His plan had failed. He only had three girls, and, obviously, it was our fault for that.
Since then, there was no love to be found in our household, only responsibility this and proper lady that. And don’t you dare to say a word against.
My thoughts, my hate-filled, fuming rage, were interrupted by a yellow glow from the mirror.
To my shock, under the glow, I saw a woman who reminded me of Aunt Cassiopeia. She had the same wild hair, the same crazy haze in her eyes. She was worn out and definitely saw better days many, many years ago.
Our eyes locked, and with a flash of bright yellow light, I blacked out…
༄
It was like a dream, but a dream that was so, so vivid…
I saw myself at the Yule Ball. I was glorious, I was a jewel among the bright lights. I was shining like the brightest star.
Cygnus was his false, proud persona that paraded me around, valued me highly, and presented me as a potential bride-to-be, patiently seeking a higher bidder.
And then I met him–a powerful man. Stylish, good-looking, but most importantly, I felt the pull, I felt his magic vibing in the air, I felt the aura of power wrapped around his figure.
I became entranced. I found myself thinking about him, craving that power. If I could just touch it, it could set me free.
I was drawn as a moth to the candle, and nothing could stop me from burning my wings.
This dream sped up and slowed down at the same time. I felt like living it and watching it from the sidelines. I felt like all the choices I made in the dream were sound and solid, but at the same time, taken from me.
Robbing me blind of my free will.
Getting sold to LeStrange and being enslaved by the magical contract made me wish to die, and so I sowed death and pain around.
The man of power turned to the worst of all men. He ruined himself and everything around him.
The leftovers of my sanity snapped, and I turned into a mindless tool, good only for killing and maiming. And so I did.
And did it again and again, and only crazy laughter and haze were following every single bit of memory.
Until He disappeared, maybe even died. Even then, I wasn’t able to stop. There were no stops for me anymore.
Years of Azkaban after did nothing good for my own mind, turning me into crazy bitch that just couldn’t die.
But it was not the end. Somehow, He came back, and it all started over again and again and again.
I was ready to do anything and everything for him, even killing my own child that He sired in me by himself.
And so I did, in the darkest ritual I ever witnessed.
And madness continued. I saw myself fighting and ending my niece, Nymphadora. The Andromeda’s daughter. I hated her.
She represented a free will that I was missing. After all, it was her mother's fault. She was the one who was supposed to marry Rodolphus, to become LeStrange.
She was the one who robbed me of my future by daring to run away and forcing me to take her place.
And then... And then I felt Him die, and everything burned in a yellow flash, sending my memories back in time…
༄
Cygnus stood next to the locked wards in Saint Mungo and looked through the window at his daughter, who was tied to the bed, half-listening to explanations.
Someone cursed his eldest child just before the Yule ball began. Nobody expected it, and they found no trace of who had done it.
"Mr Black, we can only keep her here, locked in the Magic suppression field. Irregular magic outbursts and body seizures are very dangerous for her and everyone around. We have the means to keep it contained and keep her alive until we find a solution. I highly recommend against moving Ms Black anywhere.”
It had been two months since then, and nothing had changed.
“Send me an owl if there are any changes.”
With his last words, he turned around and left. He saw no point in coming back again.
༄
It took another month before he received the owl from St. Mungo. He was looking at the envelope with an emotionless face, trying to guess whether this was a report of her death or improvement. He expected either.
Since Bellatrix succumbed to the curse just before the Yule Ball, the household became even more unbearable and hollow.
Andromeda returned to Hogwarts, while Druella with the youngest girl moved to stay at Black Manor with Lord Black. Orion sent his sons there as well.
Until they find out who and why dared to attack them, the youngest generation must be hidden in Black Manor under the heaviest wards they could set.
They still had nothing, not even whispers.
With a sigh that he allowed himself to express, he opened the letter.
The curse was gone, and they promised she would recover. But there were consequences they didn’t dare to put on paper.
That didn’t sound good. Not good at all.
At least, he hoped, she would provide any information on how and who had cursed her.
༄
I regained consciousness in a slow-motion fashion. It felt like time was crawling, making everything almost freeze in place.
I found myself in a clean room with light green walls and a wide window.
It took me some time, but eventually I was able to focus on two figures standing next to my bed, saying something:
“Ms Black, do you understand me?”
I tried, truly tried to understand what had been said and what I should say, but instead, I got lost in a slow-motion journey of the words floating in the air.
“Ms Black, do you understand me?”
Ah, yes, I needed to answer that. I focused again. Right, the man said something. He looked old and green and…
“Ms Black, do you hear me? Please, nod if you have a hard time responding.”
Oh, that would be simpler than answering. And so I nodded.
“Good! Good! You are in St. Mungo’s, and you are safe here. Take it slow, Ms Black, and all will be fine. Alright?”
His speech was funny—slow-motion one moment, then sped up the next. I did my best to focus on it, and with each moment, it became easier and easier.
I even managed to say "Yes", only to get distracted by the sound of my voice—it somehow sounded wrong. Too young?
“Excellent! Stay focused as long as you can. It’s most important right now. Ms Goodstock will look into your needs while I inform your family.”
With that said, the man (healer?) left.
The woman stepped closer to my bed and began to wave the analysis matrix (How do I know that?) over me. I became distracted once more, captivated by the bright lines of magic floating above me.
“Ms Black, it looks like you are recovering just fine. Please do your best to focus on what we ask you to do as much as possible. It will help you regain your cognitive functions in no time. Alright?”
And so it began. She was asking me to do this or that. I had to touch my nose, move my hands and legs, or look at funny and weird pictures.
On my first try to sit up, I almost ended up on the floor, and only the steady hands of Ms Goodstock prevented that.
But somehow, I was recovering—and recovering fast. I clearly saw a surprised look on my helper’s face. I could only assume they expected me to take ages before I could stand up.
But I had to. And I needed a shower, and I wanted to go there by myself. And so I pushed and pushed, forcing myself out of the slumber, not letting it take over me again.
I took my time under the water to finally sort myself out. I felt so young and right, while at the same time feeling so wrong. Shouldn’t I be old by now?
I had a teenager’s body, but somehow it bore all the marks I remembered receiving in battles and fights.
The mirror on the wall let me see it all.
The thick white scar that split my left breast in two halves—the one I received from Fabian Prewett before Dolohov killed him. It had been a close call. A bit deeper, and Fabian would’ve gutted me open back then.
Who knew he could use a dark curse? Could it be because I had just Avada’ed his brother, Gideon?
Then there were white stars on my right thigh from a dark piercing hex, left by Alastor Moody. It had been a small price to pay to buy me enough time to activate the portkey. He almost got me that day. It had been a well-set trap I nearly fell for.
It was all so weird.
But the weirdest of all was the missing Master’s mark on my left arm. I felt naked and lost without it.
Wasn’t I meant to be branded as His?
༄
The rest of the day was no less confusing.
By now, I understood that the memories I had—though they never happened in reality—were experienced under the dark curse.
A dark curse sent from the future. A dark curse that made me see and experience a life that was meant to be, but would never happen again.
And the reason why it would never happen was quite simple—the curse took my womb as a price. I would never be a mother. Hell, I’d be no good as a mistress now. I had no woman bits left, except for the breasts, of course.
There was nothing left in me one could use to bed me as a woman.
He described it to me himself, with great pleasure—all the details and consequences of the ritual I would face—before He had me proceed with it. I had to be willing to sacrifice that. And so I did.
If not for the Calming Draught they gave me, I’d be puking my guts out and screaming bloody murder by now—or crying my eyes dry.
But I didn’t.
In my apathy, I sorted through memories of a future that would never be, silently thanking Merlin and Morgana that I was no longer Bellatrix Lestrange.
And, I would never be.
༄
“Mr Black. I assure you, we did all that could be done for the physical damage she received.”
The healer—and I still didn’t know his name—calmly tried to explain to Cygnus what had happened to me.
“Self-inflicted wounds that occurred during the first two months of this unknown curse are classified as Dark Magic damage. Such damage cannot be healed, and scars are permanent.”
It was all happening in my hospital room, in my presence, because Cygnus insisted on it. He’d told the healer that as a Black heiress, I had the right to hear everything. That if I was old enough to be cursed, I was old enough to know the consequences.
“Luckily for Ms Black, the scars are mostly superficial rather than deep, and internal organs were not damaged.”
The healer made an ominous pause before continuing.
“Well, except for the female reproductive organs. But as I said, nothing could be done about that. I am sorry to say, Ms Black will not be able to bear a child.”
Healer probably expected that I would throw a tantrum or do something crazy, judging by his flickering eyes at me, but I didn’t see the point
Even if I hadn’t truly lived through those years, I still had experienced them. And that changed me deeply. I was not a naïve sixteen-year-old girl anymore.
Not in my mind, at least.
The healer shifted uncomfortably under Cygnus’s heavy gaze before continuing:
“We were more worried about the mental damage Ms Black might have suffered, but it seems she has adjusted well. Cognitive functions appear mostly intact. There are no signs of permanent damage in that part of the mind.”
His voice dropped by a tone, probably to underline how important the next part would be.
“She cannot recall what happened to her that day at all. It presents all signs of traumatic amnesia—in simple terms, memory loss—and no, we cannot treat it as Obliviate spell damage.”
He looked Cygnus in the eye, even raising his voice slightly. It was interesting to watch him try to hide his fear while forcing the words out.
“And I highly recommend avoiding exposure to Obliviate, Legilimency, and other mental or neurological spells. Her mental state is fragile as is, and any new damage could lead to unknown results.”
“Out.”
Cygnus’s voice was barely above a whisper, but it was charged with potent magic. It threw the healer out through the door, slamming it hard behind him.
He was furious.
And when he turned to me, I knew that it would be my fault. That he would blame me for whatever had happened, and he proved me right.
“How could you let this happen to you?”
If he could, he would have Avada’d me right then and there.
“Name. I need a name. Don’t waste my time, girl!” he snapped next, when I didn't react to his cold words.
For just a moment, I toyed with the idea of telling him the truth. Alas, that would lead to consequences I wasn’t ready to bring on myself.
“I don’t know,” I lied.
For several seconds, he stared at me, maybe hoping that his death glare would force me to speak. But he had nothing on the red gaze of Him.
“You are worthless,” he finally breathed out, turning toward the door and leaving the room.
Just before he left, he paused and, without looking at me, said:
“Elves will pack your belongings. Tomorrow, you will be back at Hogwarts. Slughorn expects you at eight a.m. sharp by the fireplace. Make sure I do not even hear a whisper about you from Hogwarts. Clear?”
“Yes, Cygnus,” I calmly replied.
He slammed the door. Said nothing more.
Have a good day, you too, father.
༄






      

  











New Beginning








  After Cygnus left, Ms Goodstock returned to give me another Calming Draught. She looked at me with a strange expression, like she expected me to go full Black at any given moment. Like, I would start throwing curses, even though I didn't have a wand.
She left—reluctantly—only after I insisted, practically forcing her out.
I needed time for myself. To think things through. To at least figure out what to do next.
Maybe I was still in shock after everything that had happened, or maybe I was simply lost.
Unexpectedly, I had received what I had desired all my future life the most: freedom.
From the height of my non-living years, it was clear to me that there was no way Cygnus could ever force me to marry anyone again.
Merlin, I had more reason to worry about an unexpected spell to the back or poison in my food than being locked into another marriage that would rob me blind of my newfound free will.
I wouldn’t put it past Cygnus to make me disappear in the near future. Only Black's reputation was stopping him from doing so right now.
Hence, going back to Hogwarts. He needed me to show that, no matter what, Blacks were Blacks, and nothing could break us.
But once the incident vanished from the forefront of gossip, nothing would stop him from making me “go abroad for study” and never be seen again.
If I wished to stay alive—to keep my life in my own hands, as I always wished—I would need to stay at least one step ahead of him.
The bright full moon cast sharp shadows across my hospital room, lighting up the air—and somehow, it felt fitting.
Nobody knew what had truly happened to me. And if I acted smart, no one ever would.
Especially Him.
Oh, it would be so glorious to deny Him the most important thing He didn’t even know He needed.
He had robbed me, chained me, and violated me in so many ways that hiding a possible future—one in which He fell—was the least I could do to repay Him.
I shivered hard at the memory of Him using Legilimency on me. Even though it had never truly happened, I already felt like a naked, dirty whore—used so many times. There was nothing left untouched or virgin.

  Never again.

Like any member of a high-standing family, I had received my share of Occlumency lessons and had my own artefacts to protect my mind. And of course, Cygnus had sent them with my belongings by elf this evening.
I expected to wear them at all times, but it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. I needed to practise Occlumency every given moment if I wanted to keep my secrets, to avoid anyone’s attention.
I wished that had been the only reason I needed it, but the ever-shifting soup of memories—popping up randomly and driving me mad with the violence I had caused and witnessed—forced me, even now, to focus most of my attention on simply holding my mind still.
And then there was that other “promised” side effect, meant to be a “fair exchange,” which I had to avoid thinking about.
Unfortunately, avoidance wasn’t a solution. I needed to drop my shields regularly. They weren’t meant to be held indefinitely. Unless someone wanted to experience the most severe side effects, bordering on mental illness, they wouldn't keep them on for too long.
And after everything I had remembered… I didn't want that. But if I drop them now, I wouldn’t be leaving the Curses and Malefics wards any time soon, because it wouldn't go unnoticed.
And so I sat there alone, watching the moonlight play with the dust, and avoiding falling asleep, afraid to lose my grip on the Occlumency shields.
Just a few more hours. And then a bit longer, until I would find a safe place at Hogwarts—somewhere to let it go.
Just a few more hours…
༄
When I walked out of the fireplace in Slughorn’s office, I had a firm grip on my shields.
In my hand, I was gently holding my wand. The wand I had never lost, but had been robbed of in the never-to-happen future.
I didn’t want to let it go. Not now. Not ever.
“Ms Black, it’s good to see you well and so eager to return to Hogwarts,” said Slughorn, smiling gently.
“Professor.” I nodded slightly.
Maybe he truly was happy to see me alive, and expected more than a single word from me, judging by his diminishing smile, but he didn’t let it affect him more than that.
“Your sister is just outside my office. Go on, Ms Black, see to her. I’m sure she missed you dearly.”
“Thank you, Professor,” I replied, nodding deeply, and hurried out of the office.
Maybe he would think I was eager to see my sister ( I was not. I was trying my best to suppress Nymphadora’s screams in my mind). But what I needed was to lock myself in my room, to let my shields down.

  Just a bit longer.

Or I would start casting Unforgivable’s left and right.
“Bella!” I heard Andy's voice.
I gently closed the door behind me and finally looked up, dreading the hate I vividly remembered in older Andromeda’s eyes—the day I attacked her home.
There was none of that. She looked young. Too young. She was, what, thirteen years old now?
“Bella, what is going on?” she whispered, stepping back.
And I realised I had been standing and staring at her for quite a while now.
“Not here,” I said in a low tone.
Sharply turning, I started walking fast, almost running toward Slytherin’s common room.

  Almost there.

She caught up with me quickly, matching my almost rushed march down the hall. I counted the seconds, expecting her to start asking questions anyway—she never was one for patience.
“For how long?” she asked in a low voice, giving me worried side glances.
Well, at least she managed not to name exactly what she was asking about—the Occlumency shields.
“Where is Cissy?” I deflected, avoiding even thinking about what was going to happen when I finally dropped them.
“At Black Manor,” she replied, furrowing her brows and added, “Maybe they’ll let her come back now”
“Maybe,” I replied, not truly sure myself. I wouldn’t have been surprised if Cygnus kept her home until next year, just to be on the safe side.
“I got your schedule,” said Andy, when we were almost at Slytherin's House dormitory.
“What’s the first lesson today?” I asked, hoping it would be something I could skip.
I needed more than just half an hour to deal with my shields. I was holding them for too long.
“Binns,” she replied, after pulling out a piece of parchment from her robe pocket.
“Thank Merlin,” escaped my lips, and I realised, almost panicking, my control was crumbling.
Andy noticed it too. She gave me a worried look, chewing on her lower lip before saying:
“Should I tell someone you’re skipping it?”
“Please,” I breathed out, doing my best to focus on each step I made. 

  Just a bit more.

I passed an almost empty common room. Andy split up to pass the message, but she caught up with me just as I opened my room.
It was the same room I’d left before Yule. At the same time, I hadn’t seen it in what felt like ages—a long-lost memory of the past.
I could only thank Merlin and Morgana—or my younger self—that I had a separate room all to myself. Of course, in the beginning, I’d shared it with other girls, but by the end of the third year, I made sure they decided to move somewhere else.
The wide window cast enough morning light to spread green-tinted shadows across the room. Long-forgotten books, notes, and a chaotic mix of different items were scattered across the single desk.
On the left stood the closet, filled with my spare uniform and dresses I used to wear to Hogsmeade. Or just because I wanted to feel nice.
Barely sparing a few seconds, I marched in, ready to slam the door—but Andy had already stepped in right behind me and quickly closed it herself, whispering, “I asked Charlota to cover for me.”
I just nodded and began casting the strongest locking and privacy spells I knew—enough to make Andy raise her brows in surprise.
Oops. One of them was something I learned later, running with Death Eaters.
Whatever.
Turning around, I waved a wand over myself, casting my clothes off, while walking closer to the bed.
“Here,” Andy said, passing me a towel rolled just right to bite down on. Right, I would need that.
Biting hard on it, I simply turn around and fall onto the bed, letting the shields down.
I immediately felt the emotional weight descending upon me like an avalanche from an angry mountain, nearly burying me under the unprocessed emotions I had been holding for so long.
I saw white, and I saw stars, and my heart tried to split my chest open. I screamed and cried–screamed and cried–biting down hard on the towel roll…
Letting down Occlumency shields wasn’t a simple thing to do.
If you hold them up for too long, you might just go mad when you finally let them down–and I had almost waited too long.
I was frying at the edge of my own mind, forced to focus on the most intense emotions, letting them bleed out just enough to keep my sanity intact.
And then came the price for the sacrifice I had made in the future–my body spasmed violently, releasing not just emotions but also the desire I had locked down tight underneath the same shields.
It was the second part of the ritual’s cost I agreed on: a never-ending, cursed desire to mate—forever unsatisfied.
I had given up the ability to bear a child, but to make it “fair,” I had also agreed to crave it. I agreed to want to make a baby until the day I died, while having no means to ever do so.
And so I screamed and moaned, releasing the desire I had been hiding since the day I woke up again…
༄
Back then, in the future, I had been forced to drink a lust potion by Rodolphus on our wedding night, and even that had nothing on what I had just gone through.
Losing my woman bits had been a blessing in disguise. Because I knew—if I had ever mated that way, under this curse’s influence—I would not have been able to stop. Ever.
Slowly, I came down from that unnatural lust, pulling my Occlumency shield back into place, though part of me didn’t want to. Part of me just wanted to get lost in that pleasure again.
When I finally opened my eyes, I was greeted by a ruined room and wide-eyed Andy.
“Bella, what was that? What is going on?” She asked.
Instead of answering, I looked around.
My bed was torn apart. The canopy and bed hangings–gone. Everything in the room had been thrown violently against the walls and badly trashed.
I, myself, was covered in sweat, and the heavy scent of urine was a telltale sign of what had just happened to me.
I reached for my wand, which, somehow, was still beside me on the bed.
A small miracle.
I doubted I would have been able to find it quickly otherwise.
I cast an air-cleansing charm, then another one to rid my body of sweat, and sat up.
“Bella?” Andy asked again, still standing by the door.
We all knew enough about dark curses to be cautious, and she was right to stay back. Honestly, I was surprised she hadn’t already tied me to the bed and run for help by now.
Whatever she had seen, it had to look close enough to possession at best—or a violent curse at worst.
“Dark curse side effects,” I replied calmly, then cast Reparo on a chair and ordered, “Sit.”
While she walked toward the chair slowly, cautiously, I continued tidying the room, casting Reparo left and right, levitating things back into place.
“How long?” I asked absently. I needed to know.
“An hour, at most,” she replied, still watching me with wide eyes.
“Good,” I nodded.
I had enough time to make it to my second lesson on time today, but more importantly, I also had enough time for a proper bath, which I badly needed. After all, cleansing charms were no substitute for it.
“Does—” Andy began, then stopped to swallow a sob before continuing, “Does Cygnus know?”
“He’d kill me if he did,” I answered flatly.
I wasn’t joking. There was no greater disgrace to the Black family than a woman under a slut curse. And right now, whatever she just saw looked exactly like that.
I was distracted from my spellwork by the sound of Andy's sobbing. Hiding her face in her hands, she was openly crying.
In two steps, I was beside her, pulling her into a tight hug. She clung to me, completely ignoring my still-naked and dirty body.
“Everything will be fine. I’ll sort it out. Just you see,” I whispered into her hair, while gently rubbing her back.
It took her a while to calm down.
When she finally stopped sobbing, she leaned back and looked into my eyes, asking, “You promise?”
“Pinky promise,” I replied, extending my pinky finger.
༄






      

  











Hogwarts








  “What are you going to do now?” asked Andy, still holding my pinky finger.
“Take a bath, get dressed, and go to the lesson,” I replied, releasing my finger from her grip and standing up.
“No, with … that,” she said, standing up too and gesturing towards my bed.
“That reminds me, you need to go,” I said, Accio-ing a fresh school uniform and accessories from the closet.
She said nothing, just crossed her arms and silently watched me prepare clothes for the day.
I turned around and looked at her first, raising an eyebrow, then nodding towards the door.
“Fine! Be like that,” she exclaimed and marched to the door.
I waved my wand to drop the lock charm on the door and swung it open in one swift move.
“Put some robes on, for Merlin’s sake,” she said, leaving my room–but not before giving me the tongue. No class at all!

  So what if I was naked?

I abandoned pretending to prepare for lessons, moved my clothes to the chair, and with a little jump, fell back onto the bed.
When Andy decided to come with me, I didn’t have time (or energy) to argue, but it also meant I had to take a handle on myself as fast as I could.
That was not ideal, and I hoped to have more time for myself.
Alas, it wasn’t meant to be. Even with Andy, I had to maintain a facade. She had to believe that everything was under control.
When I told her that whatever happened was a dark curse side effect, it wasn’t far from the truth.
Dark curse, dark ritual—matters not. The end result was the same. It was dark, it had purpose, and it was living on my magic, deeply affecting me.
And, of course, being cursed was enough of a hit to Black's name. When they failed to find out who was responsible for it, the reputation took another hit. But if it became known that the daughter of Black started to act like a slut… 
No, Nobody should know.
I would prefer that Andy didn’t know either.
Fortunately, she believed that I was in control, that there was nothing to worry about. That her elder sister knew what she was doing. The irony was that I was not in control as much as I tried to show.
The curse hit me hard, way too hard. If I failed to find a way to take it under control, one day I would slip and ruin all chances not only to live freely, but to stay alive at all.
I couldn’t allow myself to hope that it would all go away, that somehow it would all be fine.
That’s why I locked the door again, renewed the privacy charm, and cast an analysis matrix on myself.
Quite a useful charm, that. Not only good for healers, but heavily used by curse-breakers as well. Easy enough to deal with curses when you could actually see the flow of magic, and how it interacted with living or non-living matter.
Exactly what I needed.
I watched closely for anything that might shine a light on what was happening to me, but nothing looked like an active curse.
It was supposed to appear as a shifting, moving magical construct, almost with a mind of its own, and I saw nothing of the sort.
Everything looked fine—except for the tangled threads where my womb and vagina should have been.
Even that appeared more like damage left behind by a dark curse, rather than an active curse itself.
I knew it was there, and I knew what to do to make it show itself.
Slowly releasing my tight grip on my Occlumency shields, I detached from what was about to happen as much as I could, focusing solely on the matrix above me.
Tangled threads began to pulse and shift chaotically, flaring in a multitude of colours above me.
Immediately, I felt how suppressed desire unfolded at the bottom of my gut, sending waves of pleasure down to where my vagina used to be. At the same time, my breasts became hypersensitive, my nipples painfully erect, demanding to be rubbed.
Involuntarily, I cupped my breasts and released a moan, unable to hold it anymore.
I barely stayed in control, watching, analysing, and learning the ins and outs of the working curse.
I needed to find a way to deal with it without losing my mind, without becoming a slave to this curse, to this desire.
I knew dark magic and had learned it well. Fighting it head-on was not the way to deal with it. No, you had to find a way to subvert it, to take it under your will, to channel it.
My focus was interrupted by an unfamiliar sensation, and I was surprised to realise that one of my hands was touching my fanny.
For a few short minutes, I lost myself exploring the new sensation I had never known before. In my future memories, I had never lain with men by choice, willingly. It had always been forced on me, often with a lust potion, and under its effects, nothing had truly mattered.
I hated it.
Now, though, I found that by touching myself there, I could get pleasure without needing a man for it, without needing that one disgusting bit they always insisted on putting inside.
I laughed, realising that even if they tried now, they wouldn’t find a way to get it inside me.
In a way, it would have been poetic—if it weren’t for the endless desire I now had to deal with.
Time stretched out; desire and pleasure filled me to the point of unconsciousness. Nothing mattered anymore except this endless flow of magic inside me.
I realised I had lost control only when I was already on the edge of magical exhaustion, when the pulsing calmed down, folding back and hiding in my belly, almost purring like a well-petted kitten.
My room was stinking with a heavy smell of sweat, and I was lying in the splashing puddle my bed had turned into.

  Way to go, Bella. Way to go.

At least for some time, I wouldn’t need to apply Occlumency anymore.

  Tempus - 9:51 a.m.

Jumping from the bed, I grabbed my prepared clothes and hurried to the bathroom.
Only when I fruitlessly tried the handle did I remember I had locked the door.

  Put some robes on, for Merlin’s sake.

Andy’s voice echoed in my mind, reminding me that I had also forgotten to put on robes. Again.

  Shit.

༄
Standing in front of the full-body mirror, naked and fresh from bathing, I couldn’t miss the state of my body.
Unfortunately, three months spent in St Mungo’s wards had left a lasting effect on me.
I had lost any fat (if I ever had any), and my thin arms, sticking-out collarbones, ribs, and pelvic bones were painting an unpleasant picture.
Even my breasts had shrunk, and the gap between my thighs was now so wide it could fit a fist.
Fortunately, that healer—Smetwyck? Snetrick? Whatever—had given me a set of nutrition potions and explained what I should do to recover faster.

  Had I had them after Azkaban, too?

Donning my school uniform, I hid all this atrocity under my clothes and walked out of the room.
It was almost time for second lesson, so I sped up, hurrying towards Potions.
But not for long.
The first stairs vividly reminded me of my condition.
Merlin, I was so weak that even now my stomach muscles hurt, and my legs were still shaking after the work with the curse.
It was a saving grace that nobody saw me in such a pathetic state.
Not after Azkaban-level pathetic, sure, but definitely on par with training under Dolohov.
Back then, when he was in charge of the training camp for future Death Eaters, he gave us a good one, turning us into a force to be reckoned with.
He not only forced us to exercise physically, but also often pushed us to magical exhaustion, stating it was the way to increase our magical power.
Humourously enough, all I needed now was to let my curse loose, and it would force my body and magic to exhaustion, giving me the exercises I badly needed.
Just for a second, I imagined telling him—just to see his reaction.
I could almost see him cursing future Death Eater wannabes to speed up their training. He had a wicked humour like that.
Smiling at my own imagination, I finally reached the Potions classroom, just on time, before the lesson started.

  Back to school, Bella, back to school. Hopefully, I still remember how to make potions right. Or at least not explode.

Stepping through the door, I was greeted by the distinctly unique smell I always associated with this class. The noise of moving and talking students added a specific atmosphere I hadn’t realised I missed.
Only now did I finally accept that I was back at Hogwarts, back in time, and that my life was starting over.
I was young, I hadn’t been to Azkaban (memories notwithstanding), and even if I had serious issues to deal with, it wasn’t all that bad. Not bad at all.
“Come, come, Ms Black. Take your seat, we are starting in a minute,” said Professor Slughorn, breaking me out of my unintentional stupor.
I gave him a brief smile, and he brightened at that, clearly happy to see me here.
Slowly walking to my usual seat, I looked around with newfound perspective. The same old classroom, with wooden tables and benches, wide enough to fit two people at each.
As usual, Slytherin and Gryffindor students didn’t mix, choosing sides of the room with an invisible line between them.
Only now did I realise how many students there were in my year. I counted at least forty, and that was only Slytherin and Gryffindor.
Some of them had died at my hands, refusing to submit to Him. Others were killed in raids and battles over the next decade. The lucky ones were smart enough to flee abroad, never to return.
With each step, silence spread in waves around me, especially on the Slytherin side. People were turning their heads, stopping their conversations, and silently following my steps with their eyes. They were watching me, measuring me, and, with hidden expectation, were waiting for something to happen.
Before I even reached my seat, I spotted an unfamiliar girl in a Slytherin uniform sitting at my table.
An average, round face with full lips, wide-open blue eyes, and blond hair in a long French braid. She bore no resemblance to any known family I recognised, and judging by her outfit, she wasn’t from a wealthy family either.
Half-blood, maybe?
I didn’t doubt that everyone—or at least everyone in Slytherin—already knew I was back at school. So her sitting in my place was no accident, but a test.
Someone was trying to set me up—to see if I would show weakness or lose face, either by taking another seat or overreacting to her presence.
Of course, I expected Slytherin to try me—after all, I had been absent for a while—but this was pathetic.
I locked eyes with the most probable culprit, with my never-to-be husband, Rodolphus Lestrange.
If not for the sadistic smile on his face, he would have looked great. Young, tall, and well-built. Too bad that his cute face, with elusive Spanish-like features, concealed an utterly dumb person.
I doubted he could come up with a plan that had more than one step in it. Most likely, he had forced the girl to do his bidding under a promise of violence, and stopped there.
To be fair, in the fifth year, a half-blood in Slytherin without patronage would take a threat like that seriously, most probably assuming the worst.
Well. Unless the half-blood wasn’t planning for it from the beginning, of course.
Right, there had been some scandals I had ignored originally. Whispers about Rodolphus and a girl.
The girl had left Hogwarts after the fifth year, after the OWLs. There had been rumours that she left with a baby under her heart back then.
Could it be a coincidence?
With a wicked smile, I finally reached my table. The girl—no, the pet—lost all colour in her face, and her lower lip started to tremble.

  Genius, or playing?

“Well done, pet,” I said, petting her head.
She almost jumped in place and scrambled aside, leaving space for me to sit.
“I will curse you if you forget it again,” I said, sitting down and pushing my school bag into her hands.
“Yes, Mistress,” she said, after an almost unnoticeable delay.
Nodding, as if I expected no less, I turned around to see Slughorn looking in our direction and smiling.
Tilting my head slightly, I reevaluated the situation. Slughorn had some stakes in it, and it seemed he had just scored something.
Not a surprise, honestly. He wasn’t Head of Slytherin House for nothing, and he never failed to use it for his own gain. Be it a student from a prominent family or a promising future star, he would always find a way to gain benefits.
Just then, the bell rang, and, clapping his hands a few times, Slughorn started the lesson.
“In a few months, all of you will have your OWLs. You will be thoroughly tested, and you might be asked about any potion we have brewed over the years.
Starting today, we will brew each potion once more, beginning with the fourth year potion, like…”

  Welcome back to school, indeed.

༄
While Pet was setting up the station and bringing in ingredients, I looked around, trying to remember who was who.
Slytherin’s girls were the easiest. I had no problem identifying Avery, Nott, Selwyn, Flint, Rowle, and the Travers.
All pure-bloods, all from prominent families, all married off soon after graduation.
I had never had more than a passing interaction with them. They kept to themselves and preferred to avoid me after I hexed the Travers girl for daring to touch my belongings in the first year, and she spent a week in the hospital wing.
Then there were the four half-bloods or from not so important families. Names? I didn’t have a clue. Those were smart enough to avoid me from the beginning.
“Five more minutes,” I interrupted Pet, preventing her from adding the Mandrake Root too early.
There were fewer boys in my year in Slytherin than girls. I easily recognised Burke, Montague, and Flit (and a Lestrange, of course). Others? The same, I had no clue, but two were looking familiar.

  Perhaps and I saw them killed?

“Counter-clockwise, not clockwise,” I commented again, and turned to the Gryffindor side.
That was harder.
Out of a dozen girls, I knew only Shacklebolt’s name. She was distinct, after all—dark skin, and all that exotic look.
Three other girls I recognised as Muggle-born, purely by the way they dressed. Even after almost five years at Hogwarts, they were still missing all the cultural markers.
They were dressed as if they aimed to become whores in Knockturn Alley.
I silently put out the fire under the cauldron. If Pet had waited a few seconds longer, the potion would have lost its accumulated potency.
“Don’t even breathe in the cauldron’s direction,” I commanded Pet, and set a timer.
Now, where had I stopped? Ah, right—Gryffindor’s boys.
Twelve boys.
Two purebloods who were killed by me–Macmillan and Sallows. They were given a chance to join, but preferred to spit into an extended hand. Their loss.
And just now, they had managed to turn their potion into a black mess and were laughing while melting their tools in it.

  How?

I quickly scanned over the others, not recognising a single face—clearly, muggle-borns and half-bloods–the lowest of the low.
Ah, no—that one. I remembered him. And only because Rodolphus blasted him into pieces, splashing blood everywhere, especially on my nice, just-bought coat. The bastard.
“Well, well, well. What an excellent Pepperup Potion you’ve got here, Ms Black. Truly, well done,” said Slughorn, showing up at our table to test our work.
“Thank you, Professor,” I replied calmly.
He gave me a knowing smile before turning to Pet, saying,
“Don’t miss this opportunity, Ms Thorne,”
Little snake, innit? I might just keep her, at least for now.
I had neither the time nor the patience to do my homework, essays, or, like now, potions by myself.
Having a Pet to do so was just what I needed, so long as she wasn’t a poisonous one.
༄
“Ms Black, please stay behind,” said Slughorn when the second period ended.
Just a moment ago, he had finished the lesson with a lengthy list of homework we were expected to complete over the weekend. Now, everyone was moving, talking, and rushing to lunch after such a long double period.
When I reached the teacher’s table, nearly all the students had gone, leaving me with Slughorn… and the Pet.
“Ms Black, thank you for staying behind,” he began, and after a sigh, continued,
“I won’t take much of your time.”
“It is not a problem, Professor,” I replied.
“Ah, Ms Thorne, you can wait outside. I won’t hold Ms Black for long,” he said, pretending to notice her only now.
“Yes, Professor,” said Pet, before hurrying out the door, leaving us alone.
“I received a letter from Healer Smethwyck,” he said in a measured voice, sighing once more.
“About?” I asked coldly.
“Nothing confidential, I assure you. He only told me what I needed to know as your Head of House,” he hurried to explain with a worried expression.
I tilted my head, acknowledging information. If my condition were to become known today or tomorrow, they both would die. Painfully.
“Unfortunately, freeing you from homework is not an option,” Slughorn continued, smiling a bit nervously.
“But to help you out, I’ve prepared this list of additional material you’ll need to read to cover the missed three months,” he said, extending a rolled parchment to me.
He wanted something from me—that was a given. But if I remembered him right, he would take the Highlands road to Hogsmeade, if you let him.
“And what could I do for you to repay your patronage?” I asked, raising my left eyebrow.
“Ah, don’t you worry, Ms Black. It’s my job after all,” he said, waving a hand airily—but his body told a different story.
“I insist, Professor,” I pressed.
“Oh, well. I wouldn’t stop you if you sent crystallised pineapple my way, and…” He stretched the words for a second before continuing,
“Take a good look at Ms Thorne. She has potential. Although not in Potions,” he added with a chuckle.
“Indeed,” I said with a cold smile.

  So, did you promise to look after her for someone, Slughorn? Is that your interest here?

༄
When I left the Potions class, my Pet was waiting for me in the hall.

  Good.

Turning on my heel, I began walking down the hall towards the stairs.
Pet silently followed me, staying one step behind my right shoulder, once again proving she was in Slytherin not for nothing.
My mind wandered back to fuzzy memories of the future, looking for clues.
I knew nothing about the Thorne family, and this girl, Pet, had left no imprint on me at all. It was as if she had never existed, but most likely she had been smart enough never to draw attention to herself.
Her family hadn’t been active on either side of the war, nor had they been important enough to attract His attention, leaving me completely clueless in this situation.
It seemed a matter for a letter to Uncle Alphard. He had taken over responsibility for information gathering in our family after his father, Pollux, had stepped down from the position last year, if I remember it right.
Reaching the dining hall, I walked to the Slytherin table, gesturing silently for Pet to follow.
Most of our classmates were already there. There was no surprise on their faces, but a few cast calculating glances at my Pet, reevaluating her standing in Slytherin.
Only Rodolphus was sulking, unhappy that I had overplayed him. I was certain that he had already received quite a few unpleasant comments about his failure to set me up.
Not only had Pet’s rank changed, but Rodolphus’s had as well, naturally. What a sweet revenge it was! Now all I needed was a final touch.
I sat on the other side of the table, right across from him, bringing Pet with me. If, before today, the best place she could hope for was among the lower-year students, now she sat at the same table as a high-standing member of our society.
Just a bit of salt in his wound.
Pet began to serve me food, the one I liked the most, while I sweetly smiled at Rodolphus, waiting for him to make even more mistakes.
Oh, I knew him so well.
Everyone around us silently watched the development, pretending not to, yet ready to capitalise on it. A few bids were made in the seventh-year corner. It seemed I was once again in the race for Slytherin Queen, and my performance today had moved me up the ladder.
Rodolphus was forcefully cutting his steak at first, pretending not to see me, but quickly gave up, angrily dropping his utensils and opening his mouth, ready to dig himself an even deeper hole.
“Rodolph, come. I got a letter from Father—we need to discuss it urgently,” said his younger (and smarter) brother, saving him just in time.
I didn’t let my smile slip, giving a polite nod, just to poke him a bit more. But alas, his brother’s tight grip on his shoulder didn’t let him say a word before he was whisked away.
I dismissed them from my mind, focusing on my food, another little play on my side.
Not visibly showing it, I cast a magic detection charm silently and wandlessly. Accepting food from my Pet’s hands without checking it was a demonstration of trust I didn’t have, and I doubted I ever would.
Just another little trap if someone decided to exploit it. And a test. After all, she could be a poisonous pet, looking to bite me.
༄
Since I had woken up in St Mungo’s wards, I had been in a rush.
At first, I had to figure out what had happened to me, where I was, and—most importantly—what day it was.
Waking up back in 1968, in the middle of March, had been surprising in itself. Flashes of memories, heavy emotions, and a constant, overwhelming sense of wrongness added their own flavour on top.
The increasing desire to mate was like a wrong ingredient in an already screwed-up potion, spilling out of the boiling cauldron.
If not for the Calming Draught, I would have failed.
If not for Occlumency training, I would have become a raving mad, soon-to-be-dead witch.
Still, it had only been a few days since I woke up, and Cygnus had deemed it fit to return me to Hogwarts as soon as possible.
No matter how I looked now, I wasn’t sixteen years old anymore, nor was I Bellatrix Lestrange, a broken and insane woman.
I felt aged.
I also had habits I didn’t have before, which I used casually without a second thought—like non-verbal or wandless casting.
I needed time to sort myself out, and I needed it badly. But instead, I had to deal with school and everything that came with it.
At least it was Friday, the last lesson of the week. I was already looking forward to the weekend, hoping to just sit Charms out.
But no. Professor Quilby decided we should review all the charms we had learned over the years.
At first, I was just annoyed. I had better, more urgent matters to deal with than waving a wand around casting childish spells like Leviosa.
It made sense, of course. Three months were hardly enough time to prepare for OWLs, and it was better to start earlier, but I really didn’t want to do it.
Until I realised I had a serious issue. No, I had no trouble casting charms–I had trouble casting them verbally.
The last thing I needed now was to attract attention, to out myself as a non-verbal caster. Especially not now, with “being cursed” still fresh in people’s gossip and memory.
So when the lesson ended, I walked out, exhausted from all the mental struggle I had gone through, and it, unfortunately, didn’t go unnoticed.
Before long, it would be known that Bellatrix Black, famous for her fierceness and relentless nature, had been left a little under the weather after a simple Charms lesson.
Merlin, I had to be smarter than that.
Unhappy with my slip, I took my steps towards the Slytherin common room.
I would prefer to go to the library, better yet, to the Restricted Section and dig into books about dark curses.
Instead, I had to go and play politics. Disappearing into the library right now would be taken as a weakness, and then I would have to deal with the fallout the hard way, attracting exactly the kind of unwanted attention I couldn’t afford.

  I have no time for that.

Pausing in my steps, I really considered the idea of just going to the library.
What was the worst that could happen?
Sharply turning, I found Pet patiently standing there.
Right.
“You are free until tomorrow,” I said, stepping around her and heading for the library.
“Thank you, Mistress!” she replied with surprise behind me, but I had already forgotten about her.

  Alright, I need a plan.

༄
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  Walking in the opposite direction, I felt good as never before.
A smile was dancing on my lips, and I felt an urge to start skipping along the path to the library.
The curse awakened from its slumber as well, but it was only slightly burning at the bottom of my stomach, adding a subtle buzz to my state.
I felt free and liberated.
I was happy.
In all my future-past life, or the memories of it, I had never been happy. Crazy? Yes. Vengeful? Sure! Insane? Definitely. But happy?
That alone was proof enough that my decision was right.
Opening a one-way door to the passage leading to the fourth floor, I felt like I had left all worries behind.
If I were honest with myself, I didn’t truly care about Slytherin politics, my position on the ladder in the House, or what I was supposed to do, as was proper only.
It didn’t matter to me anymore.
No, what truly mattered was the new beginning, and I wasn’t planning to ruin it again by following the same path.
Emerging into the hallway, just a few feet from the library entrance, I spelled away dust and spider webs and looked at the door.
I was free. I was my own person. And I was enough.
Opening the library door, I vowed to keep it that way no matter what.
༄
As I passed by Madame Brisket, who was sitting at her table, I nodded respectfully and made my way to the passage between shelves filled with transfiguration books.
I felt excited not only because I did what I wanted but also because soon enough I would dive into studying the curse that found its own home in my guts.
Turning to the left into a small niche with shifting stairs, I climbed up. Claiming the top, I reached deep behind the front row of books and blindly searched for the one I knew was hidden there.
Whatever was sitting in my guts was truly unique. Not only did it carry memories from the future, but it was powerful enough to transcend time without causing a paradox.
And I couldn’t stop myself from wondering how it did.
"Here you are," I muttered, finally pulling out the thick tome.
Blowing off the dust from the book, I saw the title “Foundations of Cursebreaking, Volume One,” and smiled in satisfaction.
I knew this book from my never-to-be-happened future. I discovered it during my sixth year while searching for a way to protect our keepsake box from Alohomora, and I was unsure if it had been there long before that time.
Apparently, it did.
My last doubts regarding the nature of my memories vanished, which made a smile on my lips only wider.
Nodding to myself, I moved down the ladder, keeping the book under my arm.
It was a purely theoretical book, the kind that most Hogwarts students found dry and pointless. After all, it didn’t contain flashy spells but rather complex arithmancy needed for building a matrix for any curse, charm or hex—the foundation of any curse breaker or spell crafter.
Walking out and moving down two passages over, I entered the astrology section and began searching for the star charts I would need soon.
Back in the six years, I created a charm I called Anti-Alohomora, and this book helped me to do so back then, and it would do so now.
Picking up "Celestial's bodies and their location for the next century," I moved into another section, looking for the last book I needed–a rune thesaurus.
Thankfully, Hogwarts had plenty of them available.
༄
Choosing an alcove on the side, usually reserved for upper year students, I dropped the collected books and activated the privacy wards etched under the table.
Naturally, it was forbidden, but I never heard that Madame Brisket punished anyone for using it.
I needed privacy for what I was about to do next and didn’t want to go anywhere else just for that reason alone.
Pulling out a fresh parchment with a spare quill, I dug into the curse-breaking theory book first.
It was fortunate that the curse was only starting to pick up the pace, allowing me to see it in all its glory under the analysis charm.
Numbers, runes, and celestial signs piled methodically across the parchment, forming a complex schema — the matrix of the curse.
The longer I worked, the higher the stacks of discarded parchment grew beside me.

  For Merlin’s sake, how did curse-breakers and spell crafters manage to do this day in and day out?

Time passed by without me even noticing it tick away.
At some point, I fell into a trance state, where my mind was razor-sharp, focused on the process, on all the variables, and I started to see connections, projections and the whole majesty of the curse itself.

  Where did we find it? Who created it?

Oh, I wasn’t even close to finishing the matrix, not at all, but it didn’t stop me from seeing its beauty.
Each failure, each mistake, didn’t frustrate me any longer. No, instead, they were feeling my stubbornness, my desire to finally finish this basic step.
And even a slowly rising desire wasn’t able to break me out of this mood, and only absently I was noticing how I started to rub my legs or breathe harder, fruitlessly looking for satisfaction.
Perhaps that was why I completely lost track of time and came back to my senses only when the final, complex matrix was finally done.

  [image: ]

I just sat there, breathing hard in sync with the pulsing desire and fire in my gut, staring at the final chart in stupor, unable to believe the conclusion I had come to.

  It couldn’t be right.

“Ms Black, the library is closing,” said Madame Brisket, breaking me out of a stare contest with the parchment.

  Occlumency, now.

Slowly turning, I looked at her, slightly tilting my head while waving the analysis charm away and rolling the parchment, hiding the results.
She was a tall, angular woman in her later years. Her voice sounded like an old door that had last been opened a century ago.
It didn’t make her any less fierce if you dared to bring chaos into the library.
“You have to collect your belongings and leave,” she added, pointedly looking at the table filled with discarded parchments, open books, and broken quills.
“Yes, Madame,” I replied, reflectively casting a sorting charm.
Papers began to jump and move, arranging themselves into a stack before hiding in my bag, followed by the ink bottle.
“I will let it pass today,” creaked Madame Brisket, making me freeze in place.
“Only because you didn’t cast any magic on books,” she continued, looking sternly at me.
“I wouldn’t dare, Madame,” I managed to say.

  Merlin, why, why did I feel like a first-year student again?

“Leave now,” she cracked again, pointing her thin, bonny finger to the entry door.
“Have a good night, Madame,” I, nevertheless, politely replied, and regally walked outside, ignoring a biting heart in my chest.
And only when I left the library did I remember that the alcove was under the active wards.

  Was she keyed into them all this time?

༄
Walking out of the library, I leaned on the wall to catch my breath.

  That was close.

I didn’t dare to lower my shields, knowing what would happen if I did.
The curse was almost in full swing by the time I raised them, and I doubted I would care if someone saw me when I lowered them again.

  I was touching myself in the library.

My legs started to tremble, and my stomach loudly reminded me that I skipped dinner.
Fishing the nutrition potion out of the pocket, I donned it in one go. It tasted like a fish mixed with sunlight and peppered with the most dull squash I had ever tasted.
But that was not enough, I needed a proper meal, and I knew where to find it.
Starting to move again, I went down the hall to the stairs.
My path was leading me to the first floor, to the kitchen. Most students never learn its location, and those who learned kept their lips tight about it.
I learned it from Fabian and Gideon Prewett in my second year. They were a famous prankster from Gryffindor in their fifth year back then, and I wanted to pay them back for colouring my robes pink.
The resulting “war” between us ended with them paying reparations in information. Among the passages and passwords, I learned the kitchen's location from them, swearing to pass the knowledge on only to the worthy ones.

  
    In slow motion, my Avada were moving closer and closer to Gideon. Would he see my spell before it was too late?
  

  
    “Nooooooo,” screamed Fabian, seeing his brother’s death.
  

  
    “You fucking bitch,” he added, turning to me and casting something dark, almost gutting me in revenge.
  


Unwanted memories surfaced in my mind, nearly halting my steps to the kitchen.
But I needed to eat, and so I pushed forward, unconsciously massaging my left breast, where I had a scar.
In that moment, I was already losing touch with reality, and part of me was thinking that we were back in Hogwarts, “playing” the prank wars. Another part was hoping they would win, freeing me from my nightmare.
There was nothing I could do about that anymore. It happened in the future-that-no-more, and I could only hope that they would survive in the coming trying days.
“Missy Black, how could Kinki serve?” Elf's voice brought me out of my thoughts.
I was already in the kitchen, hardly recalling how I arrived here, lost in my memories and thoughts.
“Full dinner, red meat, squash, milk. Be quick,” I commanded and sat at the table on the side.
“Yes, mistress, Kinki would be quick,” said the elf, but I ignored him.
My mind went back to the chart in my bag, and then I realised that I was missing an important part - the book from our Black library, where the ritual I performed in future was described.
Even if I remembered it clearly, along with all I had done during it, the book might still have contained something He chose to withhold—or simply deemed unimportant.
I knew He found it in our Black library–he bragged about it with rare pleasure in his voice–but He never said when he did it.
I doubted Arcturus, the current Lord Black, would ever give Him access to our library, but he wouldn’t be the Lord for too long.
No, it had to be Orion who did it, and he had no right to do so until 1971, when he inherited lordship.
The problem was–If He read it ever again, He might realise what happened to me. Or, to be honest, someone else might connect the dots even before him.
“It’s done, Mistress,” said the elf.
Absently starting to eat, I tried to think of a way to get the book out of the library as soon as possible, but nothing came to my mind.
I could neither ask anyone to retrieve it for me nor command an elf to fetch it. No, I should do it by myself only.
I would have to wait until after OWLs, when I might have an opportunity to visit the manor.
I didn’t like it, but so far, I saw no other options but to wait.
It reminded me that I was stuck in school and that until I turned seventeen, I was under Cygnus or Hogwarts “care”. That thought alone naturally reminded me of the Pet.
Not wanting to waste time, I pulled a parchment and wrote a quick note to Uncle Alphard, requesting everything he had on the Thorne family. I need to know their standing and all it entails—alliances, business, weaknesses, blood records and so on.
Charming it to burn if opened by the wrong hands, I called the elf that was standing next to me, waiting as if it were only proper.
“Go, send a note,” I commanded before returning to my food.
༄
Walking empty halls down to the dungeon, I felt drained and wished that this day would finally end.
Thankfully, it was nearly the end of the day, just a few minutes shy of curfew, and I met nobody on my way down.
The common room wasn’t empty as I hopped. A few students were sitting around, either talking or playing games. Right, it was a Friday night.
Then I noticed Andy, who was obviously waiting for me.
Seeing me enter, she stood up and followed me into my room without a word.
“Where have you been?” she whispered as soon as the door was closed.
“What’s happened?” I countered, casting the privacy charm before sinking into the chair with a tired sigh.
She didn’t appear harmed, just worried, which made it harder to guess what this was about.
“I thought something had happened to you. You missed dinner. I looked everywhere,” she said, louder now, as she marched to my bed and sat on it.
“I was in the library,” I said dismissively, tugging my tie loose.
“I didn’t see…” she began saying.
“Under the privacy wards, in the alcove,” I cut in.
“Oh,” she said and fell silent for some time.
I didn’t speak either. I just let myself relax in the chair, quietly sharing the silence. When was the last time I had done that? In-the-before?
“Are things… as they should be?” Andy asked eventually, prompting me to raise my head and look at her.
“Do you have reason to doubt it?” I replied, sidestepping the question.
“You are holding shields,” she said, looking pointedly at me.
I had honestly forgotten how Andy could be such a bloody nuisance—always the mother hen.
My answer was already on the tip of my tongue when someone knocked on the door, causing us both to look at it.
“I will get it,” Andy said, already moving to the door with hurried steps.
Was she expecting someone?
Andy didn’t leave the room but leaned out through the door, whispering beyond the boundary of the privacy charm.
Part of me was curious, but another part simply wanted everyone to leave me alone—to let me finally deal with the curse and rest.
But the third part was the dangerous one. I had already noticed I was beginning to crave those moments when desire took over me. I wanted to experience it again, to feel it in full swing, to…
“Thorne and Rodolphus were just seen leaving the common room,” Andy said, prompting me to open my eyes again.
“With Rodolphus?” I asked, groaning.
“Yes,” she said simply.
This couldn’t have come at a worse time. For Merlin’s sake, would this day never end?
“Alright,” I said.
Standing up from the chair, I decided against putting the tie back on—just adjusted my robes and walked out of the room.
Andy followed me, which was only proper. Being seen following Lestrange alone during curfew would only give rise to defamatory rumours.
That would be the last thing I needed for this day to end.
Stepping out, I cast a Silencing Charm at our feet and, grabbing Andy by the hand, Disillusioned us both, and kept walking.
“You have to teach me these spells,” Andy whispered, following my lead.
Silently, we walked down the corridor until we reached the first intersection. So far, we had seen no signs of Lestrange or Pet.
“Now what?” asked Andy in a low voice.
I glanced left and right, hoping for a clue, but found none. What a waste of time. The worst part would be returning empty-handed now and admitting the failure.
That wouldn’t do. Not at all.
“Appare Vestigium,” I cast, lighting up the floor with glowing traces of footprints left on it.
“You have to teach me this one as well,” Andy murmured, squeezing my hand in silent approval.
It was a mess of footprints, leading every which way—too many students had passed this way not so long ago.
“I think this way,” I finally said, pulling Andy down the left-hand corridor. It led toward a lesser-used section of the Dungeon, and seemed a fitting place for a curfew-breaking meeting outside the common room.
Silently following the glowing footprints, we moved deeper into the unused corridors until finally I saw the pair split again—then vanish beneath a closed door.
“Appare Arcanum,” I whispered, pointing my wand at it.
The familiar threads of magic burst to life a few inches off the door and walls, highlighting the enchantments I recognised easily—Privacy wards, albeit quite primitive.
Thankfully, Andy kept her silence, but I was sure she would remember to ask about this spell as well.
Finding a weak point, I pressed the tip of my wand into the threadwork and channelled raw magic through, without shaping it into a spell. The wards shifted, opening just enough for sound to slip through.
“…you promised,” came the anxious voice of Thorne’s girl.
“Did I,” Rodolphus said, clearly in a smug voice.
If at first, I had only wanted to enter and confront Rodolphus, now I wanted to hear what, exactly, he had promised her.
“Yes, you did. Don’t deny it now,” she said, raising her voice slightly.
“Oh, well. If you insist, then I have no choice but to comply,” he said with theatrical boredom.
“Imperio,” he cast, and Andy gasped while squeezing my hand tightly.
That was an unexpected turn of events, but I shouldn’t have been surprised that Rodolphus started using unforgivable curses even before he finished Hogwarts. He never did like being told no.
“Take your clothes off and drink this,” I heard Rodolphus say, and I was back to the past again…

  
    “Take your clothes off and drink this,” he said, and I felt compelled to obey.
  

  
    I spelled them off and took the potion. The burning desire down my stomach crept out in waves, making me want to be taken, to mate.
  

  
    It was unnatural and twisted, but I had no power to resist it.
  

  
    He forcefully turned me around and pushed me onto the bed.
  

  
    His hands landed on my hips, and I felt the need to push my hips towards him…
  


“Bella,” Andy’s voice yanked me out of it, out of the nightmare memories from our wedding night.
My Occlumency shields shattered.
I felt rage. I felt guilt and sorrow. And the same burning desire down my guts.

  Bombarda.

The door exploded inward, shattering into pieces, and by mere luck, they didn’t puncture anyone inside, but I was too far to care.
Stepping over the threshold, I expected to see Thorne’s girl under the effect of the lust potion, but instead, I found my own body lying face down on the table. Naked.
Rodolphus had already had his hands on her hips, struggling to do the deed.

  The bastard.

“Crucio.”

  You would pay for it.

“Crucio.”
It slipped from my lips naturally. I didn’t even think about it. I simply wanted him to feel pain.
I expected him to scream, to writhe on the floor and beg for mercy.
That was not what happened.
He moaned, arching his back and releasing himself onto the girl’s back first and then onto himself as he fell to the floor.
My rage vanished, replaced by disgust, twisted by desire. It was enough to regain control, enough to raise my Occlumency shields anew and rein in the curse.

  Fine.

Breathing hard, I raised my wand again—this time not for the Cruciatus, but for a bone-breaking curse.
“Protego Maxima,” came a male voice, and the spell ricocheted, hitting the wall.
Only now did my tunnel vision clear, and I saw the room again—not just the bastard.
The girl was no longer on the table. I found her wrapped and tightly bound in her own robes to the right, and Andy stood a few paces away, wand raised. Watching. Guarded.
To the left, with his back to the wall, stood Rabastan Lestrange.
His wand was drawn, though it pointed downward. His face betrayed nothing, yet his posture was taut, ready for action.
It had been his voice that cast the Protego, saving the bastard from shattered bones.
“Miss Black. I came to bargain, not to fight,” he said evenly, his gaze fixed on my chin, not meeting my eyes.
This was not the Rabastan I remembered from the future. That one would have cast the Killing Curse at my back rather than offer terms.
“It is a blood feud,” I replied in a low voice, still sharp enough to make him flinch.
He knew I was right. Once word spread, there would be no choice but war.
“It’s just a half-blood,” he said, nodding slightly toward the tightly bound girl in the corner, though he did not look at her.
I gave no answer. Instead, I cast another bone-breaking curse at the bastard. Rabastan shielded him once more.
“We would pay in blood and honour,” he said finally, grimacing.
“No,” the bastard rasped, regaining his senses.
“Yes, we do,” Rabastan replied over him, finally turning to face his brother.
“You vowed to protect me,” the bastard said, near hysterical.
“That is precisely what I am doing,” Rabastan answered, and raised his wand. “Petrificus Totalus.”

  Did he just…?

“Unbreakable Vow and his right hand,” I stated.
“Unbreakable Vow and the index finger of the left,” he countered.
“Two fingers from the right would suffice. One for each offence upon my name,” I returned.
“Pinky and ring finger,” he agreed, sealing the bastard’s fate.
“I, Bellatrix Black of the Most Noble and Ancient House, do accept an Unbreakable Vow and two fingers from the offender’s wand hand as Wergeld for insult, defilement, and trespass upon my blood and name.” I agreed as custom dictated.
“I, Rabastan Lestrange, speak for my House and offer the Wergeld as agreed—an Unbreakable Vow and two fingers from the wand hand—in satisfaction of blood honour and to forestall feud,” he replied, sealing the Wergeld and stepping, unopposed, into the place his brother could no longer hold.
༄
We were sitting back in my room, with Andy once again on my bed and the girl between us on the floor—still wrapped, still stupefied by Andy’s wand.
It hadn’t been a tall task to bring her back unnoticed by watchful eyes. Stupefied, Disillusioned, and levitated—she caused no trouble when we did so.
On the table to my left sat a transfigured box containing the cut-off, never-to-be-regrown fingers of the bastard—the Wergeld.
Rabastan had severed them himself, after witnessing the Vow that silenced his brother and bound him never to speak of what had happened, nor to raise wand or word against me or mine again.
“So,” Andy drawled.
She looked jagged and unsettled, though she had held herself well until we reached my room, where she finally allowed herself to slacken, if only slightly.
Right. The final task remained to be done before this wretched day could end.
I lazily waved my wand and murmured, “Rennervate.”
The girl’s eyes snapped open. Panic flared first, then she froze the moment she saw me.
She still wore my face, still lay under the effects of the Polyjuice Potion. It should wear off any moment now.
I raised my wand again, prompting her eyes to widen further, but no word or sound escaped her lips.
“Legilimens.”
I looked into her eyes—into the mirror of my own face, forcibly worn on her body.
Shifting through her memories, following the emotional link, I saw it all.
Yes, her father had insisted on the plan to become pregnant during the fifth year, outside of wedlock.
She had no choice but to comply. They needed a pure-blood heir, and she was an only child. Her father deemed it fair—his legacy through her body.
She had leapt at the opportunity, hoping to untangle the web around the bastard. But it backfired.
Wrong time. Wrong place. And desperation had driven her to fall beneath my name, to truly follow my lead, to break from her father’s grip.
Naive Slytherin was a deadly combination.
She had agreed to meet him in the abandoned classroom—at his request—to negotiate terms. She had hoped to pay him off in gold, but it hadn’t gone as she expected.

  It never really does.

I leaned back in my chair, massaging my temples, pulling myself away from her memories.
The problem was that she remembered her transformation clearly, and the moment the bastard failed to do the deed, but nothing beyond that. Andy had stunned her before the rest could take place.

  What to do, what to do.

If I were the same Bellatrix from the future-past, there would be no one left to ask questions. They would all be dead by now. Tortured first, sure, but dead.
Rabastan had offered to “solve” the matter himself. He didn’t want rumours spreading either. But that would place me in his debt, so I declined.
“I will Obliviate your memories. You will remember nothing from the moment before the Unforgivable to the moment after the Polyjuice wears off. Anything to say?” I asked, eyes still closed.
I wasn’t sure why I hadn’t simply done it. Something about it felt wrong, though I failed to put a finger on it.
“An Abraxan horse mated with the unicorn,” she replied in a severe tone, making me look at her in disbelief.
“That’s my safe phrase,” she mumbled, lowering her gaze. “If I ever agreed to be obliviated after being… raped.”
Just then, the Polyjuice wore off, and I no longer waited to end this day.
“Obliviate”
༄






      

  











The brightest star, Bellatrix








  Waking up after a night under the Dreamless Sleep Potion had never been my favourite.
I always felt sluggish afterwards, struggling to focus or even think. Especially so in the future-past, when I was already not quite all sane to begin with.
But yesterday, after everything that had happened, I didn’t have it in me to let the rein loose, to experience that cursed desire once more, to stay up even a few moments longer.
And so I decided to… skip it all.
I had a few vials of Dreamless Sleep Potion, given to me by a healer at St. Mungo’s.
He warned me about possible nightmares I could suffer, and insisted I should take them cautiously and only if needed, but never more than one vial at a time.
I doubt he ever dreamed I would use them to avoid the drawbacks of the hidden curse they missed, or to spare the girls from nightmares after the attempted rape.
The last thing I remembered was lying naked in bed, lowering my Occlumency shields, and leaving my future self to deal with the consequences in the morning.
I had expected to wake up to the dormant curse by then, and it had worked. Somewhat.
The curse was dormant, true enough, but the dreamless night had not been… so dreamless.
Even now, flashes of dreams where I was being thoroughly owned through every orifice, even the missing one, were sparkling in my mind, making me blush and shiver with desire.

  I hadn’t expected that.

Wringing my nose, I pushed myself out of bed and, with a lazy wave of my wand, banished the heavy odour, full of sweat and salty taste.

  I might just call it a Lustful Sleep Potion from now on.

At this early hour, the room was mostly dark. The only source of light was the green-tinted rays coming from a large and wide window with an underwater view of the Great Lake.
Drawn by the dancing sunlight in the lake’s depths, I walked up to the window and, ignoring my nude reflection, pressed my face to the glass.
Long water plants, stretching to the surface, swayed in a never-ending dance with the water, creating the illusion of a forest outside the window.
With fish flying in between and wavering rainbows, tilted to red and deep violet, the view competed with the Forbidden Forest in beauty, one I had never appreciated before, always dismissing it as nothing special.
Shivering from the cold at last, I accioned my bathrobe to cover my naked form and, casting one last glance at the view, put it on before walking out of the room.
It was still an early morning, and quite an early one for a Saturday, but that was fine by me.
To my surprise, opening the door, I saw Pet, who was patiently waiting for me on the other side.
“Morning, Mistress,” she said, dipping into a curtsey.
For a change, she was not in her Hogwarts uniform but wore a black dress with a full skirt, a white collar, and matching cuffs.

  Not bad.

Pet looked well-rested and chipper, with nothing in her posture betraying that yesterday had been anything but ordinary.
No—if anything, she looked like someone who had finally gotten what they were looking for and had been quietly pleased by it.
Slightly nodding in response, I continued my walk to the bathroom in silence.
At this early hour, I had yet to see anyone else. Waiting in the bathroom queue was not to my liking this fine morning, nor any other day, for that matter.
“Make sure no one comes in,” I called over my shoulder as I stepped inside the bathroom, locking the door behind me with a gentle click.
The dormitory bathroom was not in any way a grand one. Just a black marble bath, already steaming with hot water, the bench for clothes and a toilet set.
Discarding the bathrobe, I walked to the full-length mirror on the wall to see the same pathetic body with too many bones sticking out.
It would take a few more days before I saw any difference, even with the help of the nutrition potion, and far longer to recover fully.
Until then, I had been granted an opportunity to rebuild my body in my own image, into something I wouldn’t have achieved naturally until much later in life.
But nothing came free of charge, and such a change was no exception, requiring one to pay a price in blood and sweat, spilt in training, and quite intense at that—something I would rather others not see or know about.

  
    It was the first time I saw Draco, my nephew, Cissy's son. He had just returned after his fifth year in Hogwarts, a few days after the disaster in the Ministry.
  

  
    His father, Lucy, was sent to Azkaban, failing to fulfil the Master’s orders.
  

  
    Cissy was afraid, although masking it well, but I could see it through.
  

  
    Draco himself was not handling it well, if his white-as-his-hair face and slightly trembling fingers were any testament to it.
  

  
    I came to summon him on the Master’s orders, to pay for his father’s failure. And my sister, Cissy, was all but begging me to save her son from the Master’s wrath.
  

  
    “I will see what I can do, Cissy, but don’t hold your breath. Maybe Master would be gracious enough to bestow upon your son a task to pay your husband's debts. We shall see…” I said, but not believing it myself.
  

  
    I was expecting torture and pain, and it was the rare moment of clarity that I had in a long time since…
  

  
    …
  

  
    “Pathetic. If you are unable to clear your mind, child, try to misdirect it somewhere else,” I said and pointed my wand again, “Legilimens!”
  

  
    
      “It’s here, Madame Umbridge,” the weak female voice mumbled when the door appeared on the wall.
    

    
      “You’ve done well, Miss Edgecombe. Now step aside,” replied the chubby woman in pink attire, reaching for her wand.
    

    
      “Bombarda!”
    

  

  
    …
  

  
    Draco did well.
  

  
    Adrenaline surged, and the laugh bubbled in my throat and spilt into the Hogwarts halls.
  

  
    Coming out of the secret room on the seventh floor, all I thought about was destruction, pain and suffering I would bestow upon those unlucky who dared to cross my path now.
  


Gently massaging my temples while wrinkling my nose, I waited for the flashbacks to fade.
The sharpness of the haze from the last one was hard to bear, reminding me too much of what had happened to me in the future-past, how far I had been loco in the head.
But soon, realising what I recalled, I wickedly smiled at my reflection.

  Something to explore later, perhaps even today.

༄
Sitting before the dressing table, I silently watched Pet in the mirror as she did my hair after the bath.
She looked content, and, if anything, she seemed to enjoy herself.
If yesterday I had seen her merely as a means to an end, as someone to handle my school needs, the ones I couldn’t be bothered to waste time on, then today, she had become more than that.
Somewhere between yesterday and this morning, I had changed the way I saw her, but only now did I catch the tail end of that change that had been quietly nagging at the back of my mind.
Whether it was events of yesterday or how much they reminded me of my own situation in the future-past, or even the shared pain, I wasn’t sure, but it had happened, and now I felt differently about her.
Reaching the drawer, I took out a box containing a pair of silver earrings. They were simple ones, just an entwined vine with a diamond drop, yet they were anything but ordinary.
One of the few artefacts I had meant to protect the mind against Legilimency. I had worn them most of the time since my first day at Hogwarts. Fortunately, I didn’t need to rely on them anymore.
“Put them on,” I said, extending the box over my shoulder.
She gently set the brush aside and carefully took the box with both hands before opening it.
Her eyes widened when she saw what was inside, and she looked up at me with a question in her eyes.
“Not a gift. You must wear them at all times—even in the bath, if you must,” I stressed, meeting her wide, river-blue eyes.
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied and obeyed, beginning to put them on carefully with slightly trembling fingers.
“It’s Bella, if we’re alone,” I grumbled.
“Yes, Bella,” she said with a smile.
I smiled back, more open than I had expected of myself, feeling as though something had loosened in my chest, allowing me to breathe more freely than before.
Picking up the brush once more, she enthusiastically continued fixing my hair, with a wide smile of her own.

  Knock. Knock. Knock.

The sharp and rapid knock on the door at this early in the morning could mean only one thing. Andromeda.
I gave a slight nod to Pet—no, Eliza—when she looked up at me in the mirror, allowing her to open the door to my patientless sister.
“Good morning, Bella,” Andy announced cheerfully, glancing at Eliza as she slipped through the door and made a beeline for the bed.
“Guess what happened?” she asked, still eyeing Eliza, who had gone back to brushing my hair.
“You tell me,” I replied, relaxing into the touch again.
“You’re no fun,” she pouted, sneaking glances at me with hidden mirth in her eyes.
“Fine! The Lestrange brothers left the castle,” she blurted, unable to hold back her pouting or the news any longer.
I simply nodded, acknowledging the news. I had expected it to happen during the night, of course, but morning was fine too. Rabastan would return, no doubt about that, but not the bastard.
“I don’t think we’ll be seeing the older one anytime soon,” I said, catching the fading smile on Eliza’s lips.
She met my eyes, as if checking she had heard me right. I closed mine briefly in response, affirming her unspoken question.
That brought her real smile back, and she continued to do my hair with renewed enthusiasm.
“So, are we ready for breakfast?” Andy said, eyeing us suspiciously, noticing our byplay.
༄
We entered the dining hall together, with Eliza just a step behind us.
Heads at the Slytherin table were turning to follow our path, with whispers spreading here and there.
It seemed that the news Andy was dying to share had made its way to everyone's ears by now, and naturally, some suspected our involvement in it.
Oh, I was sure no one knew exactly what had truly happened last night, and why it made Lestranges leave the castle. But once it became known that the bastard wouldn’t be coming back, the ripples would begin to spread, alliances would start to shift, and new leaders would be born and rise.
Without trying, I would, de facto, become the leader of the next year—if I wanted to.
Picking the same place as yesterday, with Andy on my right and Eliza on the left, we began our breakfast.
Eliza once more helped me with serving, solidifying her position at my side, and I let her. It was necessary for her protection, especially now.
At some point, unconsciously, I glanced toward the staff table and met Dumbledore’s eyes. His face betrayed nothing, but the absence of his usual smile, hidden beneath the beard, was talking more than any words.
He wasn’t happy, perhaps even about Lestrange's departure, or maybe something else fouled his day.
I raised an eyebrow and nodded slightly, receiving the same courtesy in return.
There were always rumours in Slytherin that Dumbledore was a skilled Legilimens, but never quite confirmed.
Was it because he refrained from using it on pure-bloods, often trained in Occlumency, or because he was simply that good, no one knew. But it would explain his uncanny habit of knowing too much to be anything but.
And just now, I caught the faintest change in his eyes when they flicked to Eliza, who, quite conveniently, touched her earrings.

  I might have forgotten to explain how they worked.

He turned back to his food as if nothing had happened, and I did the same.

  So much for rumours.

“What’s our plan for today? Hogsmeade, library, or something else?” Andy asked.
“Something better,” I replied, not elaborating, but slightly smiling.
For a few seconds, she waited for more, but when none came, she pouted again, making that cute face of hers.
Maybe one day she would realise that the only reason I provoked her was to see her cute face again?

  She never did last time.

༄
Looking at the wall, where the door was supposed to be, I was tapping my left foot, thinking.
It was the same place I saw in a stolen memory from Draco. Too bad it started with the door already on the wall and didn’t give me any clue about how to make it happen.
Behind me was the same tapestry I saw in my deranged state back then, when I stormed Hogwarts grounds, the day Snape killed Dumbledore.
It all seemed to match, but I was still missing the key to bring it out.
“So, what are we doing here?” Andy asked behind me, eyeing the tapestry of trolls attempting ballet.
It could be a word, or maybe I needed to touch something first, as so many secret passages required.
“Appare Arcanum,” I whispered, pointing my wand at the wall.
Nothing happened. Much to my annoyance, the wall and hall remained the same, as if I had not cast anything at all.

  Troublesome.

I crossed my arms beneath my chest, tapping my lips with the tip of my wand.
What did I know about this place?
The door was opening to at least two distinct rooms—the training space and the one filled with hidden or broken things. I doubted it required different means to do just that.
No, it had to be something based on the person’s intent. Obviously.

  What is my intent for today?

“Did this wall offend you, sister of mine?” Andy teased lightly, stepping closer and eyeing the stone wall.
Ignoring her and her jabs, I focused on my need, on my intent.

  I need a room for training.

Still, nothing.
Perhaps I needed to be in a proper spot, the place where my intent could be perceived?
I started to pace along the wall, focusing all my mind on the intent and projecting it out.

  I need a room for training.

“Be honest— Whoa!” Andy exclaimed as the door appeared on the stone wall.
Hiding a smirk, I reached for the handle and stepped through the door first.
The room was not exactly small. With mirror walls stretching from the polished wooden floor to the high white ceiling, it seemed even larger than it was, especially with soft, but bright light falling from nowhere.
It was generally empty, except for the human-sized golems standing at the far side of the room.
“What is this place? How did you find it?” Andy asked in awe, following me inside.
Eliza entered last, barely hiding her wonder as she quietly closed the door behind her.
The door vanished, replaced by a mirror—as if responding to my instinctive desire to cast a privacy charm.

  Interesting.

Ignoring Andy’s probing, I made my way to the golems to see what they could do. They looked like the ones we had in the Duelling Club, and it would be a shame if their capabilities were not on par with those.
“Sister! I demand to know!” Andy exclaimed, stalking after me.
They shared the same human form, and a quick examination revealed identical enchantments, as if crafted by the same hand that had made the ones in the Duelling Club.
“Hogwarts: A History,” I lied.
“Of course,” Andy groaned, flinging her arms up in the air. “You and that book! How could I forget?”
Apparently, I could. I lied first, without even thinking, to cover the truth I couldn’t tell, and only now was I recalling the book at all.
The book was just a convenient excuse, the lie she had no way but to believe. How could she not, if she saw me with the book for years before I even attended my first year in Hogwarts?
“Eliza, come here,” I called, finally deciding that golems would suffice for what I had in mind.
Stopping her wandering, she hurried to my side and stopped a few steps away from me, sneaking glances at the golems.
“I want you to practise the bone-breaker on these. Target the limbs. Continue until you’re exhausted,” I instructed.
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied, glancing at Andy.
“Bella,” I corrected, giving a small nod of approval.
“Bella,” she repeated with a small smile and turned to the golem with raised wand.
“Ozio Fracto,” she intoned, and a sharp, wood-splintering crack echoed through the room.
“Oh, that’s neat,” Andy squealed, rushing back from wherever she had wandered to, raising her wand as well.
“Stupefy,” she exclaimed, sending a bright red spell but missing the golem by a mile.
༄
I spent some time watching them, noting common mistakes, but not yet intervening or correcting their bad habits.
While Eliza was methodical and focused entirely on getting everything right—the pronunciation, the wand movement, and the final aim—Andromeda was chaotic and driven, once again proving the Black family’s temperament.
She cheered for each successful hit and pouted for every miss, never lingering in one emotion for long. It wasn’t bad, per se. Emotions were important in power casting, but it was a futile effort if she missed her target all the time.
On the contrary, Eliza’s methodical, even elaborate approach, while helping her to hit, was missing a power behind spells, often needed in real battles, defining the difference between life and death.
All in all, there was plenty of room for improvement. But to get better, to become something more, they would need much stronger motivation than just a desire to achieve outstanding grades in Defence.
Nodding to myself, I pulled aside five golems and arranged them in a thirty-foot circle before stepping into the middle.
Holding my breath and counting down from five, I measured the distance between them before sending the first knock-back hex.
Non-verbal and dead to the centre.
The golem staggered back but recovered quickly, taking its place again.

  Good.

Wasting no more time, I sent the next hex at the opposite golem, and after that, just kept the rhythm, sending hexes all around me, moving constantly, never standing still.
Time flew by, and soon I was picking up the pace, increasing the power with each spell and adding Reducto into the mix.
My arms and legs began to tremble, making it harder to keep going any longer.

  Pathetic.

Not even fifteen minutes into it, and I was already sweating and out of breath. Unacceptable.
Ignis Flagellum.
In the final push, I conjured a fire whip from the tip of my wand and spun around, lashing all at once, scorching and splitting the golems to pieces.
Breathing hard, I finally came out of my battle fatigue, only to find the girls watching with awe-struck expressions, all but forgetting about their own practice.

  Success.

Meeting my eyes, Andy quickly pulled herself together, sneaking a glance at Eliza, who still had a dreamy look on her face and was breathing heavily.
Andy’s eyes widened briefly before she poked a finger into Eliza’s ribs, muttering something inaudible, bringing her back to us.
“I see you’ve finished,” I dragged out, still breathing hard.
Andy looked confused at first, but soon paled slightly, while Eliza went nearly white the moment she was poked.
And while we hadn’t agreed on any punishment for failure, it seemed they both felt one coming.
“Well then, let’s move on to the next exercise,” I added, levitating one golem aside to stand with me.
“Shields!” I barked, giving them a heartbeat before firing a Stinging Jinx at each.
Naturally, they failed, yelping in surprise.
“Again!” I ordered, sending another pair of Jinxes their way, and yielded mixed results this time.
Andy not only succeeded in casting shield, albeit a moment too late, but also stepped aside, allowing the jinx to pass by.
Eliza failed at both.
“Again!”
At least she was a quick learner and had copied Andy’s approach not even five jinxes later.
By the time they were catching the Stinging Jinx with Protego, their arms and legs were already marked with red welts, and, no doubt, there were even more beneath their clothes.
When I finally lowered my wand, they were both panting hard. And while Andy’s eyes promised me a world of pain, Eliza simply pressed her lips together and endured.
“Splendid. It’s almost as if you’re ready for the next phase,” I said cheerfully, clapping my hands.
They didn’t believe me. Naturally.
“You see this golem?” I asked sweetly, gesturing to the one beside me. “Your task is to hit it with any spell. Whatever you can manage, of course,” I added with a dismissive wave.
“Or… you might try the same on me,” I finished, smiling even sweeter.
“What is the catch?” Andy asked suspiciously, and Eliza nodded, seeing the trap as well.
“Oh, nothing much.” I dismissed their worries with another gesture.
“I’ll simply cast the same spell back at you,” I said, smiling—all the teeth now.
They both shivered. Good.
“Ah, and just one last thing,” I added, as if I had nearly forgotten. “I suggest one of you cast a Protego to cover both of you… if the other tries to hit me,” I finished with a perfectly innocent smile.
It fooled no one.
༄
Watching me closely, they were both cautious from the start—as I needed them to be—but they were still missing the teamwork I had hinted at.
No, there was not even a shadow of it, and casting Protego together didn’t count as such.
I waited for the first signs of it, keeping them under light pressure with low-powered spells, while more often than not sidestepping their own rather than bothering to deflect with Protego.
Naturally, it was Eliza who adjusted to Andy first. And as soon as she did, Andy enthusiastically began throwing all kinds of spells, in a futile attempt to confuse or trick me.
She was also the one who noticed the pattern of spells I held and tried to exploit it.
I first led them into a false sense of security, making them believe they had it, before changing the rhythm and beginning to break their shields by overpowering my spells just enough.
Just enough to make their shields collapse–and them to panic.
I let them recover each time, merely to catch their rhythm again, before doing it all over again.
Before long, they began to show the first signs of exhaustion. The spells started to fail, and their limbs trembled, forcing them to try harder, only to fail even more.
Only then did I make a final push, unleashing a chain of spells, forcing them onto the back foot, yet not completely failing.
No, they did something I hadn’t expected to see so soon. They accidentally cast the joined shield.
I let them win on that, not breaking it at the end, but leaving them panting, ready to collapse from the struggle.
“Marvellous! You had done well!” I exclaimed, clapping my hands.
“You may rest now,” I added, and they finally dropped the shield and both, with moans, collapsed onto the ground.
They both reflexively jerked when I cast at them again, but it was already too late.
“Don’t ever trust in a fight,” I intoned harshly.
They both groaned at that but relaxed once more, collapsing back onto the floor, albeit more comfortably.
After all, it was really hard to curse someone with a Cushioning Charm.
Leaving them alone, I moved aside and, turning my back to them, started to take off my dress.
While I had exhausted the girls as planned, that was not enough for me. No, if anything, I had rested more than I had tired during the last exercise.
If I wanted to rebuild my endurance, to be prepared for what the future held, I needed to push myself even harder.
Dropping my shoes next, I stripped off my loose chemises, leaving only the bloomers on.
It was fortunate that this room had a wooden, nice-to-the-touch floor, or it would be really hard to run on it barefoot.
When Dolohov introduced this blasted exercise to us, we were all enraged—we were not Muggles to run around. But now I could only laugh at our naivety back then.
Gently massaging the white stars on my right thigh—a vivid reminder that one could only outrun Anti-Apparition wards—I mentally prepared for what was to come: an exhausting, boring, and draining run.
Noticing my swinging breasts, with a sigh, I cast a modified Incarcerous, binding them firmly.

  Here we go.

Starting slow, I picked up the pace, trying to catch the rhythm.

  Two steps to breathe in and three steps to breathe out. Nice and easy, keep it steady.

Dolohov’s words rang in my memory, and it reminded me of all the training I had done under his tutelage.
And if He played a hand in teaching me Dark Magic, Dolohov was the one who made a deadly weapon out of me.
At some level, I was missing him, his teaching and his guidance, because even now, it was like a guiding light on my path to survival.
After the first lap, feeling ready to push harder, I began targeting the golems with curses and keeping Protego up against imaginary return spellfire, practising casting on the move.
The only thing missing was the real spellfire from my targets. That would have been ideal training, but alas, one had to make do.
All this time, I hadn’t lost sight of the girls.
At first, they were just lying down, catching their breath, but by the end of my first lap, Andy sat up, and, chewing on her lower lip, watched me closely, while Eliza was staring at the ceiling, still flushed from the exercise.
But on my third lap, Andy surprised me by taking off her dress.
Fiercely frowning, she stripped down and kicked her shoes off–all in a rush.
By the time I was passing by, she began to run right behind me, although still with her chemise on, leaving Eliza sitting alone, watching us with a frown of her own.
“Two steps to breathe in, three to breathe out. Keep it steady,” I called over my shoulder, slowing my pace to let her adjust to the run.
At least she was still young in body, and her chest hadn’t developed to the point where it needed support while running.
Seeing that she had adjusted well, I focused back on my practice, but this time I made my shield wider, keeping both of us covered by it.
We found our rhythm, and it felt nice to run, to practice together.
The knowledge that it was my sister behind me, the sister I’d lost long ago to a Muggleborn and hadn’t seen for a long, long time, was making my heart split open.

  I was missing you.

It was my fifth lap when Eliza stood up and started to take her dress off as well. She didn’t look well yet, still flushed, and I was contemplating ordering her to sit this one out, but in the end, I forgot all about it when she finally was out of the dress and petticoat.
Her chest was concealed beneath a peculiar garment that tightly covered it. And whatever she wore to cover her bottom was certainly not bloomers. It was tightly wrapping her, revealing every skin fold beneath, leaving no space for wonder.
I had never seen anything like that before.
“After me. Keep the pace,” I ordered, feeling flushed myself.
༄
They survived five more laps before I noticed a change in their breathing. It became forced and loud, especially after casting spells.
“Slow down to restore your pace,” I said aloud, refusing to turn my head.
“Walk if you must, but don’t stop,” I added, pushing forward a bit more to match my own pace.
That was the wrong decision to make, I realised a half a lap later, when the undergarment came into view again.
It didn’t look any different from behind. Where and why did she buy it?
Dropping my eyes to the ground, I sped up to pass them faster.
To my annoyance, that only worked for the other half of the lap. The revealing, attention-attracting undergarment was once again dangling in front of me in sync with Eliza’s steps and movements of…
Speeding up for a third time to pass the blasted view, I heard Andy’s snickering and wondered about her ability to recover so quickly.
Hopefully, the girls would tire out soon, removing the distraction from my view.
Was it a Muggle thing? Did they really wear such atrocities every day?
The cursed Muggles and their lack of propriety.
Or was it a more practical matter? Could it be that such tight wrapping allowed for a better range of movement? Shouldn’t it rub against the skin even more than bloomers and a chemise? 
When I saw the blasted undergarment in front of me the next time, I tried to answer those questions but fell short.
At least I didn’t see any signs of discomfort, and the body parts were moving freely, not restricted in any way.
When I noticed that I was slowing down, just to look at it again, I understood that it was time to stop this nonsense.
“We are done. Clean up and dress,” I called, stopping my run and making my way to where my clothes lay scattered on the floor.
“I thought we’d never stop,” Andy muttered.
I ignored her, releasing the bind and carefully casting Tergeo to wipe away the sticky sweat.
My chest ached from being bound for so long, and my thoughts drifted to that peculiar garnet Eliza wore on her chest.
I stole a glance over my shoulder but found only her turned away, picking up her petticoat and exposing that blasted undergarment again.
Huffing, I turned away and picked up my own chemise first, dressing slowly.
Finally slipping on my shoes, I turned to the girls and found them already dressed.
Eliza was looking away, flushed once more. It appeared to be a bit too much exertion for her today. Tomorrow, she would feel it all over her body.

  Good.

Andy looked no happier. Wrinkling her nose, she pinched the dress fabric and tugged it away from her skin.
“I need a bath and a change. Now,” she declared.
I gave them a critical look, ensuring nothing was out of order, and nodded.
“We all do,” I agreed, before turning and marching to the door that appeared again.
The girls followed me outside, and the room disappeared behind us as soon as the door was shut.
I was already planning to head down to the Dungeon, hoping the morning bathroom rush had already died down, when Andy’s words stopped me in my steps.
“I wish it could turn into Perfect’s Bathroom…”
Slowly turning around, I looked at the wall with wonder, before taking slow steps back.
“Do you think it can?” Andy asked in surprise, but I ignored her.

  Perfect’s Bathroom, huh?

Years spent in Azkaban were devoid of anything new, and if anything stayed with me, it was my fantasies about grand, luxurious bathrooms of all sorts and kinds.
Pulling on the most detailed fantasy, I paced in front of the wall, searching for the right spot again.
This time, the door was made of white wood and adorned with plants and flowers in bright and vivid colours.
As soon as I opened it, steam spread beneath our feet, and I felt warm, humid air gusting into my face.
“Indeed, it can,” I whispered, barely pushing words out.
Stepping inside, I saw dark blue, nearly black stone covering the floor and the bottom of the enormous pool at the centre.
Reaching the edge of the pool, I saw what I had envisioned for years: the bright stars shining beneath the water, with the brightest star, Bellatrix, at the centre, surrounded by the Orion constellation.
Looking up at the ceiling, I saw mountains, forests, and the seashore, with small creatures, all alive and moving.
Something tickled my cheek, and I impulsively wiped it away, only now noticing that I was silently crying.
“Eeeeee,” Andy squealed and jumped into the pool, already nude.
༄






      

  











Dumbledore



    Chapter Notes

      1 - Idi ty na huy — Russian: (Иди ты на хуй) — equivalent to “go fuck yourself,” though the literal meaning is “plant yourself on the dick.”
You would need it.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Floating in the water and looking up at the ceiling with all the moving, living creatures between so-real mountains and forests above me, I was all but back in that cold, lifeless cell where I had spent years with no shade of hope.
Back then, I imagined myself as a star, high up in the sky, far away from that devouring place of never-ending cold, stripped of anything and everything, with only the endless void as my home.
The edges of reality were frying as old parchment under the fire, making me think as if I were dreaming it all over again, never having left that cell at all, and everything that had happened since then existed only in my mind.
It would not have been the first time to happen so.
But it wasn’t cold anymore, and no Dementors tried to steal the only spark of light I had.
No, if anything, I felt weightless, warm and free—like the star I was named after, brightly shining up in the sky, watching the endless circle of life below me... alive, and salty on my lips.
"What are you waiting for?" Andy's voice, somewhat muffled, rang with curiosity.
She was not so far away from me, at the far end of the pool, with only her head and shoulders above the water. She was facing Eliza, who was still sitting in her clothes on a stone bench by the wall.
Eliza mumbled something in response, but I didn't hear what had been said, and honestly didn't care enough to know.
I looked back at the ceiling, casting everything out of my mind and letting myself just be.

  I was not fine.


  
    "Come again?" Andy asked.
  

  
    "I can't," Eliza replied.
  

  
    "Why?" Andy asked.
  


My eyes landed on the weasel pair darting between the rocks and trees on the snowy mountain. It felt as if they meant something to me, but what…

  
    "My courses came to visit," Eliza said.
  

  
    “Oh… So those… undergarments… are for your courses?" Andy asked.
  



  Oh.

Like a Lightning Curse, it struck me then. There would be no more bleeding days for me.

  
    "No," Eliza mumbled.
  

  
    "No?" Andy parroted, “They are not? But how then?"
  

  
    "I charmed them," Eliza replied.
  


I was damaged beyond repair, and…

  
    "But. But wouldn't it ruin the fabric?" Andy asked.
  

  
    "I have enough to spare," Eliza replied.
  


I was no more… 
No more… a woman.
Just a scarred being.

  
    "Where did you buy them?” Andy asked.
  

  
    "I didn’t," Eliza replied.
  

  
    “What do you mean?” Andy asked.
  

  
    “It was my father who bought it and replaced all the normal ones,” Eliza said.
  


Scarred and cursed to never be the same.
Breathing out all the air I had, I let the water claim my body, pulling it deep beneath the surface, distorting everything I saw—hiding what I had become.
I badly wished to blame Him for all that had happened to me, to pay Him back tenfold, to make Him suffer…
Pain.
Never forgotten pain.
It flared in my left arm, where His mark used to be, reminding me to be heedful… to be faithful… to be His…
Idi ty na huy   1 
 — echoed in my mind, in Dolohov's voice—the words he so often used to curse the Dementors with. It was fitting. Liberating. Empowering.

  Idi ty na huy

You had no claim or heed over me anymore,

  Idi ty na huy

…and I would kill or die before allowing myself to bend my knees again, this I swear.
Breaking the water's surface and inhaling the much-needed air deeply, I felt the new resolve burning in my blood.

  No more.

Catching the edge of the pool, I hauled myself out of the water. I had places to be, things to take care of.
Like the curse.
“Bella?” Andy called out in surprise as I walked to my discarded clothes.
“I have errands to run,” I said over my shoulder, pulling up the bloomers.
Straightening up, I found Eliza staring at my scarred left breast with wide-open, deep-as-a-river eyes.
“See something you like?” I quipped, leaning forward to pick up the chemise next.
“Sorry,” she muttered, looking away, blushing.
“But Bella! I don’t want to go!” Andy whined.
“Then don’t,” I replied, pulling the dress over my head.
“If you please,” I said to Eliza, turning my back to her.
“Eliza stays with you,” I stated, looking at frowning Andy.
She said nothing more, but just for a moment, caught my gaze, searching for something.
“All done,” Eliza said from behind, and, turning around, I nodded in silent gratitude.
“Ah, well, it's fine then. I still have questions about that attire,” Andy finally replied.
“Don’t hold lunch for me,” I said at last, making my shoes jump onto my feet with a lazy wave of my wand before turning to leave the room, all but gone.
Yesterday, when I finished the chart for the curse, I couldn't believe the conclusion I had reached.
The curse. It was… It was distempered.

  No, it couldn't be...

The door shut behind me with a loud bang and vanished into the wall. Glancing back at the blank wall where it had been, I turned and began walking down the hall toward the stairs.

  I needed to be sure.

༄
In the Library, as soon as I crossed the threshold, I was met with a stern look from Madame Brisket.
I silently greeted her with a nod, and she returned it in response, but her accusing gaze remained fixed on me, unwavering.
I felt it pressing against my back all the way to the same alcove where I had been just the day before.
My heart was beating hard in my chest, and unprompted memories of what I did here yesterday—of how I was almost caught touching myself—were making me shiver, making me want to repeat it all over again.
I checked on the curse, but it was not the one responsible for my reaction this time. No, it was all on me.

  I was changing.

Dropping my bag on the table, I pulled the chart and notes out, trying to distance myself from those seductive thoughts, from those desires.

  Do what you came here for, Bella!

Breathing slowly, I cleared my mind, still feeling a pleasant hum under the skin.
Just for a moment, I thought about raising Occlumency shields to bar all of it beneath the thick walls of my mind, but that... was just a trap of Mind Art practice on its own. The kind that led to insanity, and I had had enough of it.
With a forced exhale, I opened my eyes and looked at the notes and chart before me, willing myself to get back to the matter at hand.
The curse.
Tracing every rune and every sign, I began double-checking my work—not just looking for clues, but making sure I had missed nothing.
The Arithmancy calculations were all correct, but nevertheless, I went through them all again, and again, each time proving that there were no mistakes.
But the chart remained the same. All the magic being consumed by the curse had to be used somewhere. It was not. Or I didn’t see where.

  I was missing something.

Chewing on the quill’s tip, I stared absently at the chart, as if it might reveal a way to unmake what had been done, without dying in the process.
Or at the very least, how to subvert the desire part.
Because, if I were reading it right, I would burn to ashes the moment I try to lift it.
But if I did nothing, the curse would grow even more demanding, until one day I became a mindless beast, wanting nothing but to bathe in the endless desire to mate.
With a groan, I leaned back in my chair and threw my now-useless quill on the table.
A distraction or an idea, I needed one.
My eyes landed on the entrance to the Restricted Section, visible from where I sat.

  Why not?

The idea was as good as any, and packing up all my notes again, I glanced at Madame Brisket’s table. She was busy with a young Ravenclaw who, apparently, had more questions than there were books in the Hogwarts library—the bane.

  How fortunate.

Casting Silencing and Disillusionment Charms on myself, I made my way to the entrance of the Restricted Section.
Once more checking on Madame Brisket, I touched the gate with the tip of my wand, pushing my rough, unshaped magic into the wards, opening a wide enough breach to slip through.
Simple wards—meant to alert the librarian to an intrusion, or Merlin forbid, an attempt to Accio a book from within—stood no chance against me.
In the future-past, I had visited the Restricted Section more than once during my sixth and seventh years, preparing for my NEWTs. But even then, I had found the Hogwarts library… lacking in books on dark magic and rituals, especially after seeing the vast collection in our own library at Black Manor.
So, naturally, I held no hope of finding anything of use to me.
Silently strolling among the books, I was not looking for anything specific, but simply distracting myself in vain. And perhaps I even hoped to stumble upon some obscure volume I had not seen before.
And the rush from doing something forbidden had nothing to do with it. At all.

  Should I… touch myself there?

Avoiding touching the obviously extra-warded, bound books, I was taking samples here and there, often finding them uninteresting.
The herbology section didn’t interest me at all. The book I sampled was about mandrake root, or more precisely, methods of accelerating its growth using questionable means, such as blood sacrifice.
Nor did the Potions section hold my interest. I had no desire to brew Felix Felicis or any of the hundred and one potions involving Boomslang skin.
It was only when I reached the Magical Creatures section that I felt somewhat interested.
The book on the thestrals had a picture of an elusive animal, invisible to those who didn’t see someone die.
I was never interested in Care of Magical Creatures, but even I knew we had a horde of thestrals in the Forbidden Forest.
Well, at least now I would know who I killed, if, by chance, I see that ugly horse.
Putting the book back on the shelf, I moved further down the row, checking more books for pictures of dark creatures.
Werewolves, vampires, and giants. It was all amusing enough—especially the moving one—until I saw the next one. Dementors.
I hated them. And probably knew too much to care already, but morbid curiosity made me open the book.
I flipped past the habitat section (Azkaban, who knew?), the feeding habits (souls of prisoners, naturally), but then paused at a slim chapter near the end—means to ward them off—the Patronus Charm.
The history of the charm (unknown, ancient) was uninteresting, so I flipped through it, landing on the description (spiritual guard, apparently), and only then did I turn to the last page—the practical one.
“How curious.”
An unexpected male voice, one I found quite familiar, was not something I had anticipated hearing here.
In a flash, dropping the book, I pointed my wand at the place the voice had come from. No one was there, save for barely shimmering air—the Disillusionment Charm.
“Show yourself,” I demanded.
“Of course, Miss Black.”
The shimmering air blinked once more, and to my dismay, it became clear why the voice had sounded so familiar.
Albus Dumbledore was standing nonchalantly, as if I hadn’t had my wand pointed at him.
“If you please, Miss Black,” Dumbledore said, gesturing in my direction.

  Bad Bella.

I dropped my own charm, too, appearing in flesh once again.
“Thank you, Miss Black. Now I would like to hear what brought you to the Restriction Section today,” Dumbledore asked.
“Patronus Charm,” I replied, picking up the book from the floor.
“Indeed?” Dumbledore replied, raising his eyebrows and peering at me over his glasses.
“May I see the book then?” he added.
Slytherin prejudice, if I saw any.
“You may,” I replied indifferently, passing it to him.
He flipped through the book until he reached the same chapter I had been reading before I was interrupted by his appearance.
At first, he frowned, as if not believing what he saw, but then he looked at me again, still over his glasses.
“And have you attempted to cast it before?” he asked in a measured voice.
“I have not,” I simply said.
“Hm,” Dumbledore hummed, and began to stroke his beard, saying nothing more.
I kept my silence too, looking around but keeping an eye on him, not letting him out of sight.
“Well, to cast it, you need to concentrate on a happy memory and say the incantation: Expecto Patronum,” Dumbledore said, with an expression I couldn’t identify.
“I read as much,” I said back, in the same bored voice.
“Hmm. Give it a try, then, Miss Black,” he said, still stroking his beard.
“Here?” I replied, astounded.
“I assure you, Madame Brisket would not say a word about it,” he said with twinkling eyes.
“I doubt that,” I mumbled, but otherwise decided to play along.
I had seen it enough times, cast by guards in Azkaban — each time wishing for that silver, sparkling magic to stay with me, to bar the Dementors from my cell. All in vain.
How many times had I desperately whispered the words, failing to summon even a flicker of silver from my fingers? All in vain.
And now, I had a chance to learn it, to wield my own silver light, to make it stay with me, to bar the Dementors if I ever had to.

  I wanted it.

I raised my wand, eager to cast it now, only to stumble over the simple task of finding a happy memory—neither my past nor my future-past memories had anything I could call a happy one.
Unless… just today, the moment in the pool, before… before I was reminded of my condition.
Closing my eyes, I pulled it to the forefront of my mind.
Being familiar with emotion-based spells, albeit of the dark kind, I knew what to do to make it right.
Allowing myself to be submerged in memory, I was reliving it all once more, just for a moment.
"Expecto Patronum," I intoned, making a tight circle with the tip of the wand and opening my eyes.
The silver mist, without any shape, escaped my wand, making my heart beat in my throat, only to wither a heartbeat later.

  No…

“Well done, Miss Black. Truly well done,” Dumbledore said, but I barely heard him.
“No…,” I tried to say, ignoring tears on the verge of escaping, but my voice failed me.
“No… need for empty praise, Headmaster, I obviously failed,” I found myself saying in a dull voice.
“Oh, no. That was not empty praise, Miss Black. 
You see, this charm is quite demanding. 
Producing even a mist, especially at your age, is quite an achievement in itself.
I daresay many witches and wizards much older than you would fail to do so,” he explained with a gentle smile.

  I didn’t?

Oh. Oh! Everything got into its own place. The need for emotions, the way He trained me in dark magic, the way I needed to… just experience the right emotion… It all made sense.
“I thank you then, for your guidance and help, Headmaster,” I finally said, slightly inclining my head, truly grateful, just for a moment.
“You are welcome. And, ah, remember Fizzing Whizzbee,” he replied with a smile.
“And what for do I need it?” I asked, perplexed.
“For your detention, of course,” Dumbledore replied happily.
“I would expect you at five o’clock in my office,” he added.
“Detention?” I parroted, truly caught off guard this time.
“Naturally. After all, you did break into the Restriction Section, did you not?” he answered, looking over his glasses again.
Well, indeed, I had. But I wasn’t about to admit it vocally, so I said nothing.
“I thought so. Shall we?” Dumbledore said, gesturing in the direction of the exit from the Restricted Section.
༄
Walking out of the Restricted Section, still somewhat unsettled, I met a sharp look from Madame Brisket. She flicked her eyes to Dumbledore, but I doubted his presence had smoothed her ruffled feathers.
No, if anything, from now on, she would watch me even more closely, and privacy wards on the alcove wouldn’t stop her, if they ever did.
I excused myself and left the Library promptly.
I needed to think things through. I needed to catch my footing again.
Dumbledore.
He had caught me off guard, and though my swinging emotions were no fault of his, I still wished to blame him for them.
And not for a moment did I believe it had all been a mere unfortunate coincidence. Perhaps I had missed subtle wards placed on the Restricted Section by Dumbledore himself, or more likely, he had simply been watching me.

  To what end?

The unexpected detention was anything but a simple matter, and assigning it at five o’clock wasn’t coincidental either.
It smelled like an Aurors trap back in the days, but a more subtle one—Dumbledore's way.
The cold gust bit me harshly when I left the castle from a side entrance, fluttering my dress and hair, while pleasantly kissing my burning face.
It was March, and snow covered the Hogwarts grounds all the way to the Great Lake and the Forbidden Forest, with trails leading in all directions that had been left untouched since the last snowfall.
The dark, swirling clouds were mirroring my mood, promising another snowfall or, perhaps, hail.
Blasting Dumbledore.
Skipping the detention was indeed an option, but by doing so, I might attract even more scrutiny to myself than before.

  Why did I fail to stay below notice?

Snow was crunching under my feet as I walked towards the lake, while the wind tried to bite me with icy snow dust, it was picking up across the grounds.
With each step, the partially open lake was getting closer and closer, drawing me in with the hidden danger beneath the black patches of open water.
Patronus.
If anything, I had learned well from Him how to perform emotion-based magic. I needed to submerge myself in dire need of it, to the point of all-encompassing desire of nothing else, but make it happen.
Stopping at the edge of the open, dark water, I composed myself, imagining some great danger lurking beneath the surface, waiting to strike me down, pull me deep beneath.

  I need protection from a foul and twist.

"Expecto Patronum,” I breathed out.
As before, the mist escaped my wand, lingering barely a moment, before vanishing without a trace—again.

  Not working.

Tapping the tip of the wand on my lips, I furrowed my brows, thinking hard.
What was I missing?
“Bella, what are you doing here? It’s freezing!” Andy's voice, pitched in an attempt to overpower the wind, was the missing part I was looking for.
"Expecto Patronum,” I intoned with no room for failure.
It wasn’t I who needed protection from the foul and twist, but those dear to my heart themselves.
The mist of silver whisped and coiled, finally taking the form of the… silver wolf.
It circled twice, in a fast but steady pace, searching for danger first. Finding none, it gave me a look that made me promise to call on him only in dire need, not in vain, never in vain.
“What is it…” Andy whispered beside me, unintentionally drawing The Wolf's attention, prompting her to draw on air sharply.
As an arrow, it charged us, crossing the distance before we blinked, and became the mist once more, enveloping us like a blanket of certainty, as sure as the dawn sunlight.
༄
“So… what was this spell?” Andy asked.
We were walking back to the castle, sheltered by a bubble of warm air I had cast to fend off the cold, biting wind.
“It’s a charm, named Expecto Patronum,” I replied in a slow, measured voice, “it calls on the spiritual guardian from within. Helps against Dementors.”
“Dementors? Like the one in Azkaban?” Andy asked, wide-eyed.
“Precisely,” I agreed.
She was deep in thought for the rest of the walk until we reached the entrance doors.
I had things to think about as well.
The Patronus woke something within me, something I didn’t know I had all this time. But even in my mind, the words eluded me when I tried to frame exactly what it was.

  Catharsis?

“Will you teach me?” Andy asked as soon as we stepped through the entrance, shutting out the cold and wind behind us.
“Tomorrow, in our place. If you do well with exercises first,” I agreed, not without adding motivation.
“And others spells too? Those ones you did before?” she asked, not even missing a beat.
“We will see,” I said, turning to the stairs down the Dungeon.
“Great!” She grinned with mischief in her eyes, “You’re the best older sister ever!”
“The only,” I agreed, feeling warm from byplay.
“Well, you’re the best older, and Cissy the best younger,” she quipped, sticking her tongue out.
“I had no doubt,” I smiled back.
The hall to the Slytherin common room was empty, and before saying the password, I stopped in my steps, catching Andy by the hand.
“What is it?” she asked, immediately collecting herself.
“I have detention. At five,” I dragged out. “With Dumbledore.”
“You do? For what?” she asked in surprise.
“It matters not. I need you to stay in the dorms when I leave for detention,” I said severely. “Might as well stay with Eliza, to be on the safe side.”
“You suspecting something,” she stated, not really asking.
“To be on the safe side,” I repeated, before saying the password, “Sanguis Nobilis.”
The wall shifted aside, revealing the entrance.
“Fine, but come as soon as you're done,” she said, all but stating her worries to me.
“Pinky promise,” I said with a smile, extending the named finger.

  Blasting Dumbledore.

Entering Slytherin’s common room, I looked over the seats and, to my satisfaction, found Eliza seated in an armchair in the corner. Not a prime place, but she was not yet privileged to better.

  Not yet, at least.

Nodding to Eliza's direction, I sent Andy there while staying in place.
I needed to get ahead of Dumbledore's games and spin my own story first, before someone else did.
Fortunately, I didn’t need to look any further. Most of those whom I needed, Montague, Nott and even Malfoy, were gathered on sofas by the fireplace.

  Perfect.

Walking slowly toward the fireplace, I was analysing what I saw, pulling memories from a time long past.
The Lestrange brothers were the ones in the lead to claim the court among our year’s students next year, and their absence was noticeable.
Back in the future, when I simply ignored all this gathering, Malfoy was the one who outpaced them in our sixth year, even though he was a year younger.
And it seemed like this time he started earlier, if judging by the way the seats were chosen.
Montague didn’t have a single chance against him, and it seemed he knew it, opting for a neutral position.
Nott, on the other hand, was clearly in opposition to Malfoy.
They all noticed my approach and now waited to see who I would choose to support, or if I would form a new side and run for leadership as well.
Fortunately for them, as before, I had no desire to run the court and address the inner matters for years to come.
No, I had more pressing matters to address. After everything that had happened to me, it was quite clear that personal magical power outranked blood, influence, or name.
And that was all that truly mattered to me now.
“Miss Black,” Montague greeted me first with a polite nod as I deliberately lowered myself into the seat beside him, joining the neutral ranks.
“Montague,” I replied with a nod of my own.
Corvin Montague.
Well-built and tall, with long black hair, tied by a green hairband, dressed in black classic robes, all buttoned up.
His family was not of high standing and consisted of only a few members—purebloods, of course.
Disappeared right after his seventh year.
I remembered him well, mainly because of his habit of dressing properly, even on weekends when others chose more informal attire. It was rumoured that even at night, he visited the bathroom fully dressed.
“Miss Black, a pleasure,” Malfoy said next with a short bow.
Lucius Malfoy.
The heir of House Malfoy.
Lucy, the past-future Cissy's husband.
Tall for his age, with silver hair that freely flowed down his shoulders, and dressed in the most expensive outfit you could find on the market.
Dashing picture that my sister fell for.
Until now, I had forgotten how much time he dedicated to his appearance. As with Montague, he was fully dressed, but in silver robes with loose sleeves. Instead of a tie, he wore a bolo tie with a silver pendant set with emeralds.
“Heir Malfoy,” I acknowledged him.
Next to him sat Silas Burke and Evan Flint, both from my year. They were wearing school uniforms, but their jackets were unbuttoned, and their ties were missing, giving them an informal appearance.
Burke was tall and thin, a brown-haired boy with an intense face for his age. His family owned a business in Knockturn, and he often styled himself as the heir to the Burke Family, futilely trying to mimic the traditions of old Families, the true Houses of Old, among which they held no standing.
Flint was a Quidditch player—well-built, with short and dark hair. If I remember correctly, he was my cousin, many times removed, through my great-grandmother, Ursula Black, née Flint.
They both parroted Malfoy, receiving only a nod from me, which was more than enough. Neither was in high standing in Slytherin, and their presence at this sitting was only due to being in the fifth year.
“Bellatrix, it’s good to see you well,” Nott greeted me last.
Cassia Nott.
Eldest daughter of the Nott Family.
Betrothed to the second son of the Rowle House—graduated last year.
Short, slim and dressed in a full-buttoned dress with a high collar and long sleeves in a dark brown tone.
We never got along.
“Cassia, we’ll see if I feel the same,” I replied, leaning back on the sofa.
“Ah, but of course. Why wouldn’t you join me for the five o’clock tea? I’ll make sure you’re welcomed… properly,” Cassia said without a pause.
That was convenient. Too convenient.
I was certain no one knew about my detention yet.
Coincidence? Or did she, as a Prefect, have access to the registry?
But if she intended it as a trap, I found it beneficial, even if she believed otherwise.
“I have to decline, as you might already know,” I said slowly, watching her closely for cues.
Her face didn’t change, nor did her posture, but the absence of an immediate reply told me she hadn’t expected me to deny her.
Or was the pause intentional?
“I wouldn’t presume to know,” Cassia replied in slow, measured words, meeting my eyes. “But if you have other matters to attend to—which I, of course, know nothing about—we can always settle for another time.”
“Next Saturday, then. Andromeda will host,” I offered.

  Here.

Just for a moment, but her eyes flickered to Malfoy. So, was it his game all along?
“Perhaps another time. I have a date with my fiancé next Saturday,” she replied, with a touch of regret I didn’t believe.
“Perhaps. Perhaps not. We’ll see,” I said, closing the matter outwardly, but inwardly, I was already waiting for Malfoy to prove me right.
I didn’t have to wait long.
“Miss Black, forgive me, but I suspect we’re all rather curious now—what Miss Nott might have known… but clearly didn’t,” Malfoy said, with a hint of a smirk.
I measured him with a look, as if weighing whether to respond or not, when in truth he was the one who played directly into my hand.
“Detention. I was unfortunate enough to be caught in the Restricted Section.” I said at last, in a bored tone.
When Cassia lost control of her face, shooting Malfoy an angry look, while he remained perfectly composed, I needed no further proof of who was behind the little plot.
“Caught? I’m afraid that was anticipated. Thus far, no one’s claimed to pass the wards unnoticed,” Malfoy said, with feigned chagrin.
“And how many points did we lose today?” he added, clearly amused.
“Oh, but I did pass them. I spent quite a bit of time browsing through the Restricted Section. To be honest, the Black Library offers a significantly superior selection,” I replied in the same bored tone, redirecting attention away from the points.
“Then how were you caught?” Montague asked, speaking for the first time since I had joined.
“As I said, it was an unlucky accident. I bumped into the Headmaster,” I said, wrinkling my nose.
“What is more, he decided to supervise detention himself,” I added, looking around the sitting as if weighing a decision.
“Montague, would you care to join me, to keep my virtue intact?” I added, turning to my classmate with a request for a favour.
“I would be honoured,” he said after a brief pause.
It was a safe choice. I doubted he would ask much in return for the favour, and he wouldn’t compromise my standing.
The brief lull in conversation didn’t last long.
“Hm. It seems, Miss Black, your morning was eventful enough to miss some rather important news,” Malfoy said, gesturing to The Daily Prophet on the table.
“Anything worth reading today?” I asked, though I couldn’t recall anything of note happening this spring.
“A new Minister has been elected. Eugenia Jenkins,” Cassia said, with clear disdain in her voice.
That caught me by surprise. Even if my memories from this year were distant, I remembered quite clearly that a new Minister was elected in June, not March, when the Muggle-born (was it Leach Norbert or Nobel?) fell ill with a mysterious disease.
Picking up the newspaper, I unfolded it and immediately found the article I was looking for.

  Saturday, March 16th, 1968

  –––––

  
    Jenkins Appointed Minister for Magic Amid Unrest Following Leach’s Sudden Death
  

  
    By Elspeth Moon, Senior Political Correspondent
  

  In a surprising yet decisive vote late last night, Eugenia Jenkins was appointed as the new Minister for Magic, following the untimely passing of Nobby Leach, who succumbed to an unknown illness earlier this week. Jenkins, recognised for her work in Muggle-Wizard relations and her tenure within the Department of Magical Law Enforcement, assumes office during a period of political adjustment, as the unexpected vacancy left by Leach’s death has unsettled long-standing expectations.

  The decision by the Wizengamot follows weeks of hushed debate and speculation, during which many in the Ministry’s inner circles had anticipated the rise of Tom Marvolo Riddle, a talented individual known for his eloquence, impeccable record, and considerable support among traditionalist families. However, Riddle—once widely regarded as the inevitable successor—was not among the final candidates, a fact that has raised eyebrows in more conservative circles.

  Jenkins, addressing reporters from the steps of the Ministry, stated only: “It is a great honour to serve our people. I intend to continue the Ministry’s work with fairness, unity, and respect for all magical citizens.”

  When asked for a reaction, Ignatius of House Prewett, speaking on behalf of several traditional Houses, offered a brief statement: “The decision has been made. We trust Minister Jenkins will govern with clarity and wisdom. In times of instability, our world needs steady hands, not ambition.”

  Despite the unexpected outcome, the wizarding world now looks to Minister Jenkins to chart the course ahead. Her first public address is anticipated early next week, with initial speculation centred on forthcoming reforms in Auror deployment, departmental oversight, and ongoing collaboration with the International Confederation of Wizards.

  
    Further coverage on page 3:
  

  
    “The Rise of Eugenia Jenkins: A Compromise or a Statement?”
  


“What do you think, Miss Black?” Malfoy asked as I set the newspaper back on the table.
“You were right. I missed quite a lot. Do you know anything about this Mister Riddle?” I asked, outwardly disinterested, though thinking hard on the inside.
Something had changed. In-the-before, Leach hadn’t died, but resigned at the start of summer, and what prompted this shift, I didn’t know. But aside from the timing, nothing else seemed different, or at least, nothing mentioned in the Daily Prophet.
“Ah, yes. My father knows him well. A very skilled wizard, he says. Good pedigree. I met him when he visited our manor the other day,” Malfoy replied, but I wasn’t really listening.
It was not important.
No, what worried me the most were the changes that had begun to accumulate, rendering my memories untrustworthy.
“I see,” I replied vaguely, before rising. “You must forgive me, but I have other matters to attend to.”
༄
The unexpected news about the Minister's death threw me off balance more than I let on.
Retreating back to my room, I tried to work on the curse again, but had to give it up.
I had no new ideas about what was going on with it yet, and my mind kept wandering back to the implications of the timeline changes.
Something had prompted events to accelerate, resulting in the Minister’s death, whereas before, he had simply resigned.
Why? I had no idea. I had been locked in St. Mungo’s wards, unconscious most of the time, hardly in a position to cause the changes.
The only plausible reason I saw was that something had changed within the House of Black that I wasn’t privy to while I was confined.
Irrational fear, trying to burrow its claws into me, was not what I expected to feel when I realised that the future-past I remembered was no longer going to happen.
I was supposed to feel elevated, not afraid. But here I was.
It became clear that, in all my planning, I could only rely on what I had learned from the future-past, but not on the actual sequence of events that had occurred there.
For all I knew, even the people who had joined Him—or fought against Him—in the future-past could choose differently this time around.
Even that, I couldn’t rely on.
Everything became unknown, unpredictable.
As if in a haze, the lunch hour passed.
Andy had noticed my detachment and tried to find out what had happened, but I avoided her questions, promising to talk later.
Only as the time for detention approached did I manage to snap out of that state, realising that, even if I couldn’t trust events to unfold the same way, I still knew what motivated people in the future… or at least, what kind of choices they had made.
That was… a good boon in itself. The one that would have helped me greatly in my original life, preventing many mistakes from coming.
And would do as such this time. I just had to be careful not to assume the future would unfold in the same way.
༄
It was ten minutes to five. I was walking to Dumbledore’s office in silence with Montague at my side. Neither of us said anything, nor did we bring up the morning’s conversation.
Coming to a stop before Dumbledore’s office, I forcefully pushed all thoughts aside, focusing on the now and the detention ahead.
“Fizzing Whizzbee,” I said with a straight face, daring a glance at Montague.
He maintained a composed expression well, yet the corners of his lips twitched slightly, finding the password just as ridiculous as I did.
I still had no idea why Dumbledore chose to supervise detention himself, or to hold it here, in his office, instead of delegating to Professor Slughorn.
The gargoyle, with a stone-grinding sound, moved aside, opening a pathway to the spinning stairs leading upstairs.
Without delay, I stepped onto them, and Montague silently followed behind.
“Come in, Miss Black,” came the voice from behind the door, before I even knocked.

  Theatrics.

Opening the door, I stepped into his office for the first time. If I had ever been there before, I had no recollection of it in my memories. The only time I had seen this room was at a time when Snape was Headmaster, and everything had looked different back then.
The shelves were filled with thick tomes of magical origin, most likely, and with quite a collection of assorted artefacts I failed to place.
Except for the Pensieve, which sat visibly on a side table next to the standing Dumbledore.
“Please, take a seat. You too… Mister Montague,” he said, and with a wave of his hand, the Pensieve, together with the table it was on, vanished into what looked like a wall-mounted cabinet.
“I am pleased you brought a friend, Miss Black,” Dumbledore continued with a smile, settling into his chair at the table.
We, too, took our seats, conveniently prepared for us on the opposite side of his grand wooden desk, which was cluttered with papers and the latest issue of The Daily Prophet.
“That is my chaperone for today,” I corrected, and Montague nodded silently in confirmation.
“Of course,” Dumbledore replied, relaxing further in his chair and waving a hand in the air.
Another cabinet opened, and a tea set came out, with the pot leading and three cups following behind.
“I hope you won’t mind joining me,” he said, gesturing to the tea set as it settled in front of us. “It’s been quite a trying day, and I think a good cup of tea would help.”
Rejecting tea, particularly at this time, would have been quite the faux pas, leaving us both with only one acceptable course of action.
Seeing our silent agreement, Dumbledore nodded as well and summoned a small, tightly wrapped package from another cabinet.
“This is a special blend. A gift I received from the Headmistress of Mahoutokoro, Takamine Sumiko. Quite a lovely tea, if I may say so,” Dumbledore explained, carefully unwrapping it with his hands rather than by magic.
“As you might already have guessed, this is not a simple blend, but a magical one,” Dumbledore said, glancing at each of us over his glasses before returning to the pot.
“By using the same burner you use in Potions class, I prevent contamination of the tea by my magic,” he added, tapping the burner with a finger to ignite a soft blue flame.
“It’s also the reason I do everything by hand, of course,” he continued, commenting as he worked.
“Now, as you may have guessed, the tea’s effect will be similar to a potion.” Dumbledore paused briefly, then added, “You have my word it will not harm you. On the contrary—it should prove helpful for what comes next.”
Montague glanced at me with a raised eyebrow. I answered with a slight shake of my head, not knowing either.
“Which is?” I asked, turning back to Dumbledore.
“Ah, that would be telling,” he said with an open smile, rinsing the pot and cups with boiling water.
Dumbledore began preparing the tea, performing each step by hand, all the while I tried to predict his next move and how it would affect me.
As he said, it would be anything but directly harmful to me, which didn’t mean something else wouldn’t be.
It could be something subtle—even impossible to detect or identify—if you knew nothing about it or how it worked.

  So, what is your game, Dumbledore?

His hand was steady, and his movements seemed practised, measured and precise. It wasn’t his first time doing this.
Soon enough, the tea was poured, and each of us, including Dumbledore, held a cup of magical tea, while a soft, mead-like note gently spread around us.
Still smiling gently, Dumbledore nodded and took the first sip, savouring the taste with a pleased expression.
After exchanging glances with Montague again, I chose to go first—it was better than owing him a deeper favour. Seeing me sip, he followed my lead shortly after.
The flavour was bland, not even resembling pure water.
The first change I noticed was the subtle release of tension in my muscles. It felt nice. But then, warmth bloomed in my chest and began to spread outward.
“Ah, you feel it now, Miss Black,” Dumbledore said—more a statement than a question—with a warm, inviting smile.
“And you too, …Mister Montague,” he added, and again I caught a slight pause before he said his name.
But it was hard to care. I hadn’t felt this good in ages, if ever.
“So, can you guess what the effect of this tea is?” I heard Dumbledore ask, but it wasn’t really important.
No, it wasn’t.
The feeling was the most important thing to me. And it was as if… if I could just focus a bit longer, I might just grasp it.
“Felix Felicis,” Montague said.
“Good, good, Mister Montague, you are very close,” Dumbledore replied, then added, “And what would be your guess, Miss Black?”
“Something about memories,” I answered absently, still trying to catch hold of the memory itself.
“Splendid! You are quite right, Miss Black,” Dumbledore said, clearly pleased.
“This tea brings to the surface the strongest positive memory you’ve ever experienced,” he explained.
“It, the tea that is, also has another name—the Liquid Patronus,” he added at the end.
The problem was… I couldn’t remember what it was. I could feel it, even sense it, yet the memory itself was entirely absent.

  Obliviated?

“Now, take out your wands, focus on the feelings from the memory, and say the incantation: Expecto Patronum,” Dumbledore instructed.
“Expecto Patronum,” Montague said first, not even pausing to think. A deep silver mist flowed from his wand, almost forming into a shape—but not quite yet.
“Ah, well done, well done, my… boy. That will be ten points to Slytherin,” Dumbledore announced with a smile, before looking at me expectantly.
Frowning from my failure to locate the memory itself, and feeling as though my heart might burst outward, encasing the entire world, I looked back at Dumbledore, not really catching what he wanted.

  The strongest positive memory, of which I had only the feeling left.

“Headmaster?” I asked, trying to gain my footing.
“Try again, my dear. Expecto Patronum,” Dumbledore gently said, waving his hand slowly.
The realisation, like a cold bucket of water, descended on me, sharpening my perception.

  Ah, you, the old goat lover. Elves’ piss in your shoes.

Abruptly standing up, without a word, I marched to the door and threw it open with all the force I had. It banged against the wall, breaking the warm, welcoming atmosphere Dumbledore had built here.
“Idi ty na huy 1, Dumbledore, ” I called over the shoulder, leaving his office, fuming and in rage.
“Idi ty na huy,” indeed.
༄





  
    Chapter End Notes

    1 - Idi ty na huy — Russian: (Иди ты на хуй) — equivalent to “go fuck yourself,” though the literal meaning is “plant yourself on the dick.”
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