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1. Part I




Title: Escape From Oblivion

Disclaimer: All characters of J.K Rowling belong to
her…obviously. I own nothin'.

Rating: NC17, just to be on the safe side. There's
sex and swearing scattered throughout, not to mention drugs and
alcohol…hehe, yeah.

Summary: Harry Potter is completely oblivious and
Hermione Granger is sick of hiding her love for him. So adorning a
sinfully seductive dress she decides to do something about it.

Author's Note: Here's something I had rumbling
around in my head for the past few days now, delving into the
relationship of Harry and Hermione. It's probably out of
character and not exactly to the books; it's a bit angsty, a
bit humour…rey and basically just a small romantic story.
There'll be one other chapter, probably from Harry's point
of view and that's it. If it seems hurried…well, that's
because it is. So anyway, see if you like it.

--x--

Part I

Harry Potter was oblivious. At first, Hermione admitted, it was
rather adorable. When he was oblivious to how incredibly
good-looking he had become, that was kind of cute. He didn't
realize that the dark locks constantly continuing to be unkempt and
disheveled, brought to mind the looks he must have when rolling out
of bed, which thus brought to mind being in bed with him and his
messy hair. His eyes were intensely green, a burning emerald
withholding the power to melt anybody within his gaze. The baby fat
around his cheeks moulded into what seemed like hard chiseled rock,
carving strong cheekbones, creating a path to two pouting lips that
had all girls dying to kiss them. And that was just his face. Add
the rock hard, muscle toned body implemented through years of
Quidditch, and graced genes, that the beautiful head sat upon; you
had one gorgeous specimen of a male.

But he was of course, oblivious to all that. The girls in
Hogwarts School of Wizardry and Witchcraft, however, were not. Many
a female lined up in hopes of being with him. Whether it be one
date, one kiss, one night or day of mind-blowing sex, they did not
care. They all just wanted him, by any means necessary.

Hermione found it all just a little too ridiculous. She laughed
and scorned and teased and was entirely insulted from being the
same gender as these blubbering excuses for females. She found it
even more insulting when Harry actually started accepting the
offers, vacating the common room with a simpering hussy on his arm
and returned with a grin on his face and loads of information to
share with the awaiting boys.

Who was the best kisser? Who was the best shag? Who had
biggest breasts? Who gave the best head?

It was insulting and degrading and Hermione missed the charming,
clueless innocence of the boy who she'd grown up with. Harry
became a walking ego with way too much testosterone and all too
eager to share it. Girls became an activity to him. And what was
worse, the girls did not mind in the least. They were all too happy
to be included in his ever-increasing harem.

Not including Hermione of course. She was always one of the
guys. Harry's other best friend. His little know-it-all,
goody-two-shoes `Mione who helped him with his homework, helped him
with his battles, helped him mentally and emotionally and was
basically, the best little sister anybody could ever want.

Sister.

Which was fine, she supposed because it was true. She too saw
him and Ron as her best friends, whom she would protect and defend
and argue with and despise and love to the end no matter what. Even
if they treated girls like the little puppy dogs that they were.
Not that it was cruelly or anything. They specified their desires,
they stated they were not looking for a relationship and if the
girls didn't mind being mere sex objects, then jump on and
enjoy the ride. He was arrogant and obnoxious and a huge egomaniac,
but yet, he carried it off with such flawless charm; you
couldn't help but love him. He was labeled the notorious
playboy of Hogwarts and he all too gladly accepted the title.

Hermione tried to ignore all of this as much as possible. She
stuck to her studies and grades and avoided all distractions like
boys and alcohol and drugs and fun, anything that might demean her
ambitions of excelled academic status. So after Viktor Krum had
granted her, her first kiss, she felt the burgeoning thrills of
arousal and discovered the beginnings of what Lavender and Parvati
and Ginny all described and the sexual explorations they'd
ventured on after the kisses, so it only went according to her
nature when she promptly broke up with him.

She couldn't have him distracting her from her schoolwork
and any other dealings of importance, such as matters from the
Order. He would demand time and sex and things she just didn't
have a need for back then when she already had too much on her
plate as it was. But once they had conquered Voldemort and his
minions and once they'd endured and absolved their despairs
over their lost ones, they eventually, fortunately, all found the
means to go on with every day life.

Although there was one minor addition.

Along with this reversion to a life of socially accepted
normalcy, came the shocking revelation of her deep, undoubting,
unintended, unrelenting love for Harry. When in the final battle
she saw that she could have very well lost him, she discovered the
strength of her friendship with him. It was not anymore, just a
friendly, familial love but a heart rendering, soul taking love
that hit her in the gut and stole the very breath out of her. The
realization shocked her into a hopeless stupor that she could not
delve out of. She was in love with Harry Potter, and for the life
of her, she could not escape it. It just…was.

He was of course, oblivious to it all.

She decided to keep her feelings hidden. She never told him. In
fact, she never told anybody. It would only ruin things. She wanted
to keep this secret under lock and key, buried deep within her
heart, hoping it just may one day dissolve as quickly as it
appeared, into a foolish girl's fantasy - pleasant to think
about, preposterous to hope for.

Almost a whole year out of Hogwarts, her and Harry had moved
into an apartment together. Harry was a professional Quidditch
player and she was furthering her studies in another institute. Ron
moved in with his long-time girlfriend Luna, not too far from where
they lived, so fortunately, they were all still relatively
together. Things were going rather well. They had their lives and
they lived them separately, yet, there was never a moment where
they did not, at least once a day, encounter each other. Whether it
be a quick `good morning' and `goodbye' or an evening
together at dinner, their bonds did not break, no matter how busy
life kept them.

The lifestyle worked for a while. Harry would bring home
numerous girls; Hermione would scowl and grudgingly accept the
fact. But one girl in their house, in his room, in his bed became
one too many in time, and Hermione's compelled acceptance
turned into an aching envy. She envied these drooling, leggy women
that traipsed in and out of Harry's bedroom and she hated that.
So with a daring that emerged from derision and longing, she worked
up enough courage to finally do something about it.

Adorning the sexiest dress she owned, a crimson, body hugging
piece of material, moulding itself to her curves as intended - good
to look at, even better to feel. She shaped her hair into a sleek,
sensual style, spraying on perfume that was bound to make men
worship her, physically, mentally, emotionally bracing herself for
the risky possibility of rejection, she went in for the kill. She
was going to strike him at his weak spot and seduce Harry Potter
into loving her. With newfound confidence in her stride, she found
Harry sitting at the kitchen table and strut passed him, making
sure he caught a whiff of her perfume, determined to entice his
hormones.

“Hey, Mione.” He looked up, staring at her in astonishment.
“Wow. You look good.”

“Thanks.” Perfect. She thought with a smile. Arousal
flaring to life when he stood up and started circling her, studying
her new look.

“Who're you looking all spiffed up for?”

You, you clueless buffoon! “Nobody special.”

He came to a stop behind her and gently nuzzled his nose into
the crook or her neck, causing a riot of lust to flutter down her
spine, creating a damp heat in the depths of her stomach. Lower.
“Mmm…you smell good too.” He exhaled on a groan.

This was going better than I expected. Now all she needed
to do was slowly turn her head, look him in the eye and say…

“What is that perfume? I should get some for Rebecca.”

Eh? “You...you what?” Was her stuttering response. That
was not what he was supposed to say. That was not what she was
supposed to say. Perhaps she had misheard him.

“Rebecca Stratford. I've been trying to get in her pants all
week now. She's the longest challenge I've had yet. And
tonight, I'm finally going to have her.” He stated quite
bluntly, unaware of her frantically bewildered expression. “In
fact, I'm about to take off now.”

No, no, no, no! This was going all wrong. Her mouth gaped
open, spluttering like a fish out of water at his total
obliviousness. She had once found it adorable, now she just found
it frustratingly infuriating. Could he not see her? Did he not
notice her breasts practically popping out of her dress while it
remained to literally squeeze the living breath out of her? This
was not in the plan at all. They were supposed to make love,
express their love…verbally…and then live happily ever after. What
was wrong with this picture?

“Do you think I should take Rebecca to dinner and a movie? Or
just dinner at the bar?”

“I can't think of anything I care less about.” Oops, had
that been out loud?

Harry gave her a strange look, off put by her snarkiness, but
not affected enough to stray his mind from the fact that he was
finally boning Rebecca Stratford, Quidditch's hottest female
player. Seemed appropriate really, to get together when he was
their hottest male. A sharp gust of lustful triumph swept through
his body, thrilled with his latest victory.

“Well, I better get going. Don't wait up.” He said with a
sexy wink, kissing her on the cheek and apparating away.

It was around this time, Hermione decided to get piss-pouring
drunk.

--x--

She stood outside the bar, leaning against the cold, brick wall,
her vision blurring from the wind swept tears, trickling from her
eyes, splattering across the skin of her cheeks. What had she been
thinking? Go inside, get drunk on some pathetically low percentage
alcoholic drink, watch through drunken eyes as a desperate, sleazy
male hit on her and hope, just hope to somehow, through some means
of sluttish stupidity feel good about herself?

She didn't even know why she was so depressed. Years and
years had passed without Harry having one iota of an emotion that
reciprocated her own. He loved her, sure. Like any brother loves
his sister. And like any other deranged sibling, she prayed for the
day when he took a liking to incest.

She laughed her tears away, swiping at the foolish moisture
tainting her skin. How ridiculous. She was about to get sloshed
over something that remained constant throughout her entire
adolescence, through to her burgeoning adulthood: Hermione Granger
loved Harry Potter. And he hadn't a clue.

Tonight just happened to be the bursting point. Time and time
again she would watch beautiful woman, waltz in and out of their
apartment, with a delighted grin matching their ruffled clothing
and tousled hair. They would float on air, past Hermione as if she
were a mere piece of furniture and Harry would come trailing after
with a self-satisfied smirk gracing his beautiful face, smelling of
sex and smoke and alcohol and an alluring essence of grass and
spring that was entirely his. She decided to do something about it,
putting her dignity, her heart on the line… only to have it
obliterate to dust at his oblivious departure.

And despite his selfishness, despite his damned cluelessness,
his chauvinistic stereotypical maleness, she still loved him. And
by no means whatsoever, she could not stop. But that didn't
mean she wouldn't try. Tonight she wanted to drown him out.
Dilute her sorrows with the bitter-sweet taste of some powerful
alcohol, letting it seep through her body in a puddle of foolish
sadness, flooding to her stomach with enough force to let her vomit
out all the unpleasant contents, enlightening herself in a type of
morbid rebirth. But once she'd reached the bar, she could not
make herself go in. This wasn't her scene. This wasn't her
style. She didn't even like alcohol. So she turned away from
the door, walked to a wall and leaned against it, withering in
self-deluded pity.

It was then she smelt it. The sweet, musky scent drifting as
smoke through the humid night air, flowing to her nostrils,
freezing her intoxication intentions, transforming it into another
desire for a different type of high. She followed the ghostly
trails of smoke, dancing in the air like toxic mist, enticing her
to something unearthly forbidden. Her path ended at a man dressed
completely in black - black shoes, pants, shirt, hair, eyes. Smoke
floated out of his mouth, like fleeing ghouls hidden in the dark
valley of his soul, searching for another victim to claim. Just
like they'd successfully claimed her.

He looked like a dark panther stalking through a deserted
alleyway, hunting for its prey - waiting, watching, wanting. He was
everything she was taught not to ever go near, danger leaking from
his every pore. He was everything she wasn't. He was everything
`he' wasn't.

He was exactly what she needed.

She walked to stand in front of him, only inches away. She had
lost her head. Her normal, rational, logical thinking self, knowing
this was entirely not her and relishing in its wrongness. Their
gazes locked. Hers a curious longing - his a knowing glint. Close
up, she realized he wasn't too bad looking. He was actually
quite handsome. In a cold elusive type of way. His features
chiseled from granite; hard, unyielding, and ruthless. He looked to
be several years older than her too. His arctic presence
momentarily replacing the burning inferno of Harry's existence.
Trading fire for ice, if only for a short while.

“May I have some?” She asked quietly, gesturing to the joint he
held between his fingers.

`I sold my soul to the devil last night'

Without a smug smirk, without an arch of the eyebrow, as if
thinking she were some foolish little girl escaping demons that
were pathetically miniscule in comparison to real life, he flicked
off the faltering ash and handed it to her. Doing what she'd
only ever seen on television, what she'd read in books, what
she'd seen from a distance, she put it to her mouth and
inhaled. Holding her breath for several seconds, as she'd
watched him do, she finally released the smoke on a sputtering
cough.

He observed in amusement as she repeated the action, eyes
glazing from its immediate effects. Satisfied with her initiation
to the `dark side', she stared back into his glassy eyes,
handing it back to him. Not breaking their gaze, he took in another
drag, inhaling and exhaling professionally. Her eyes watched the
smoke float from his mouth, into the air, flying, dancing in the
soft puff of a breeze, hypnotized by the sight. She wished away all
her worries, all her insecurities, all her problems that were a
complete minority to the real world and the trouble it held. She
almost felt selfish for wanting some type of sympathy, some grasp
of appeasement when there was so much worse in the world, needing
help so much more than she could ever come to know.

But for the first time, she didn't care. She refused to
think about all that led her here, that held her here. She
resolutely staunched the angst and unrequited love against a dam of
pot and lust and coldness, choosing to prolong the pain, deal with
it later rather than conquer it now. All her previous feeble
inadequacies evaporated into the night, just like the burning weed
soaking itself into her system. She retrieved the joint from him,
dragging more of its poison into her lungs, exhaling on a contented
sigh. O true Apothecary, she quoted to herself from
Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet, thy drugs are quick.

She felt a cloud sweep over her mind, capturing the first layer
of unhappiness and obscuring it in its web. She didn't even
protest, didn't even flinch when the panther's head bent
down to touch its mouth to hers. Didn't pull away, didn't
attack in retaliation when his tongue made its entrance, devouring
his prey with lustful abandon.

The door that was slowly closing on her wanton desires was
immediately shoved open with a thrust of his tongue, of his hips,
lodging his erection into the notch of her thighs, pushing
insistently, leisurely, trying to unlock secrets that she was
saving for only one man. The wrong man had opened a door and she
didn't know how to close it. At this point, she didn't even
know if she wanted to.

She was incapable of thought, of emotion, of rationality as she
pushed back, plundering his mouth with equal fervor, climbing him,
grinding him, yearning for the feel of his skin, pressing, sinking,
forcing a joining, trying to meld herself into him, to congeal
herself into his body, seeking refuge, praying for an escape,
searching for a way out, hoping he'd absorb her troubles, if
only she pressed hard enough.

She licked the length of his throat, she sank her teeth into his
neck, she dug her hands beneath his shirt, curling her fingers,
digging her nails into his back, sipping at the wounds she'd
made, the blood mingling with her tears upon her lips. He tasted
like weed and alcohol and cinnamon and ice, a flavour so sweet,
bursting upon her taste buds, drinking in everything he had to
offer. Anything he had to offer.

The drugs had dulled her logic, her morals, her self, exchanging
them for a primal passion, sensation, a feeling she'd only ever
disillusioned herself into saving for Harry. She wouldn't care
if he stripped her of her dress right now, a dress she'd never
worn because it was far too tight, far too revealing, sensual and
sexual and so un…her. It was completely perfect for this moment.
She wouldn't care if he parted her legs, thrusting his way
through any existing barriers; sinking himself into the oblivion of
release, pulling her along with him in this thrilling ride.

She refused to see this as a regrettable mistake. She preferred
to see this as a wonderful mistake. She refused to see the probable
consequences that would pound into her when she woke in the morning
with a clear head and a broken hymen. She preferred to hug the
experience to herself and pin it down as the reckless, spontaneous
moment it was. She refused to see the common sense in any of this
and gave herself completely over to the pure sensation of sexual
arousal. Something she had never felt before. Not really. Something
she had not essentially intended tonight, not with him, but was so
very grateful for it.

Her hands greedily ravished the skin of his chest, back,
stomach, ass, corresponding with the rhythm her tongue made,
tangoing to the beats of their hearts. His hands swept up the
length of her thighs, brushing away the silky material of her
dress, clawing at her panties, pushing it down to her knees with
his hands, then with his foot, pushing so it landed on the ground,
exploring the naked skin it hid. Picking her up so her long legs
wrapped around his waist, her arms embracing his head, shoving her
against the wall in a position of imminent carnality.

Who was this girl, melting her pain into the flesh of another?
Who was this girl, escaping an unrequited love she did not have the
courage to explore? Who was this girl, riding on a herbal high, a
sexual high, a fleeting high offering her body to a complete
stranger?

Who was this girl?

Her head tilted back and she gazed up at the night sky, staring
at the stars, shining so bright, wishing they held answers instead
of prayers, moaning as he sucked at the joining of her shoulder and
neck. She loved Harry? Would she really be doing this if she did?
And if so, how was it exactly that she knew what love was? Perhaps
she had just been with him too long that her friendship with him
had overwhelmed her heart, her soul that it transformed itself into
another emotion altogether, and what else was there to call it, but
love? Maybe it was just friendship, multiplied. And what was love
anyway, but the human mind's justification for sexual intensity
and perpetual instances of understanding.

Her love was just a fleeting feeling, intensified by a boundless
friendship. That was all. The sensations she felt when she stared
in his eyes, was just a pleasant hopelessness, knowing he was
everything she wanted and everything she could never have. It
wasn't love. Whatever that was. It was just a powerful desire,
a yearning to conquer the challenge and he was on the receiving end
because… who else was there?

Was she falling apart right now, or was she finally coming
together? She didn't know anymore. And as long as her mouth was
joined to this panther's, as long as their chests pressed
together, as long as she could feel him between her legs, his hands
on her body, his scent on her skin, his taste in on her tongue, she
just didn't give a damn.

Fuck Harry Potter. He didn't deserve her. She didn't
love him. How ridiculous. She was just in desperate lust with him.
She was just a woman, craving basic, primitive, feminine urges that
were bound to attack her system sooner or later. And thus, being of
her gender, she decided to romanticize it, typecasting it as love
and throwing it all upon the nicest, most wonderful, dangerously
gorgeous male she knew. Because that was what she was taught to do.
She was a girl, secretly reading most smutty books she could get
her hands on, absorbing the unbelievable plotlines, and foolishly
hoping that one day, just one day, it may happen to her.

With that in mind her left hand flew to the buckle of his belt,
clawing at it in demand of its release, while the other gripped his
hair in a clenched fist, sucking his tongue into her mouth, drawing
in his taste, creating a rumble deep within his chest, the ripple
working itself out of his throat in a groan of arousal. The final
effect of the drug worked its way into her head, clouding her
thoughts making everything a hazy bliss. She felt every sensation
increasing ten fold. Her intent was to get laid, right now, right
here, to this nameless man, while stoned and half naked against the
cold brick wall of a random bar.

It was a shame she did not realize that they were perilously
close to the back entrance of said bar, because then she would have
seen the door and she may have been more prepared when it suddenly
flew open and two male bodies were forcibly pushed out, followed by
the wailing of two blubbering females, startling her and her
panther from their sensual haze. Her eyes took in the scene and
focused upon the situation, discovering that the bouncers had
obviously decided that these particular customers had worn out
their welcome.

Strangely, one of them looked familiar. The one with black hair
and broad shoulders, a smug grin gracing those beautiful lips and
emerald eyes filled with daring. And mischief. And she remembered
why it was she loved him when she looked at Harry Potter's
face.

Who had she been kidding? One look at him and the love she felt
slammed into her like a tidal wave, drowning her all over again.
She slowly unwrapped her legs and put her two feet back on the
ground, where they were meant to be. The door slammed shut and the
moment was broken. The fierceness in those black eyes that once
scorched her under its ice-cold heat, froze back over once again,
the knowing glint returned with it. His grip on her loosened, and
he knew also the moment was lost.

“Hermione?” Harry stared at her in confusion, his gaze shooting
from her face to the face of some man he didn't know, but
immediately disliked, when he saw her so wantonly pressed up
against him, her dress riding halfway up her thighs, very nearly
exposing her butt. The look on her face of total ravishment. The
pose they both held of imminent undress. The scandalous stance of
lovers caught in the moment. A fire burned within his belly as he
took in the sight, triggering an emotion he was not ready to
question. “What the hell?”

And with a mixture of amusement and bemusement, Hermione began
to giggle. Giggling was so not a thing she did, but here she was,
hiding her face into the chest of a panther, gasping in his scent
on melodic giggles issuing from her mouth. Tears started building
in her eyes and she didn't know whether they were from
happiness or sadness.

Her hushed hysterics died down and she pulled away, staring up
into those black eyes with a look of helpless bereavement. As if
she had just lost something she may never know again. She stared
into those cold, fierce, deliciously sexy eyes and gave him a
wistful smile. “I have to go.”

“I know.”

She stepped completely away from him, not breaking their stare.
“Thanks.”

For everything, for nothing, for not rejecting her, for
returning her self-confidence, for unquestioningly responding to
her, for being who he was and being in the right place in exactly
the right time.

“Anytime.”

And turning, she walked away.

--x--

She was in the bathroom when she heard Harry's arrival. Ten
minutes. Not bad, considering he would have had to participate in a
pissing contest against the man whose name she didn't know,
didn't ask, but dry humped anyway. Considering he would have
had to make appropriate excuses to his date, rescheduling a
different night for dinner and sex, which she would pitifully
accept. Considering he would have had to do all this to come
chasing after her within the realm of ten minutes was quite
impressive indeed.

She stood in front of the mirror for a few mindless minutes,
staring at her eyes that were glassy and slightly tinged red.
Staring at her kiss swollen, lipstick smudged lips. Staring at her
ravaged hair, his hands having destroyed the carefully crafted
style she took so long to create. She realized around this time
that she was quite well naked beneath her dress. He'd managed
to keep her knickers. A fair exchange?

She stared at herself in the mirror and smiled.

Tonight, the last hour or so, had unleashed something wild and
wanton inside her and she reveled in the discovery. She opened her
arms and embraced it welcomingly. It made her feel sexy and wanted
and utterly desirable. It revealed the might of her own femininity,
showing a side she had never seen before, never knew existed in her
and she felt powerful in its possession. She was woman, hear her
roar. Perhaps it was the marijuana muddling her senses, making her
think so oddly, maybe not. Whatever it was, at the moment she just
did not care. She walked out only to be met with the solid frame of
Harry. A fuming Harry it seemed.

“What the hell was that?” His voice was a rumbling purr in the
night. She had encountered a panther, sleek and sexy, now she was
ready to face the compelling power, the predatory force of a lion.
Go, go, Gryffindor!

“Where's Rowena?” She asked nonchalantly, ignoring his
question.

“Rebecca.”

“Oh right. Sorry.” Not sorry actually.

“What the hell was that, Hermione?” Hermione. He
really was mad. Excellent.

“What was what?”

“You, with that man.” He expressed loudly, exasperated at her
avoidance.

“Sorry, I would have introduced you, but I didn't know his
name.” She walked passed him, chuckling to herself. He reached out
and yanked her back, the inertia of his pull making her land
against him, his eyes searching her face.

“Are you drunk?”

“No. I'm not drunk.” I'm stoned, but he
didn't necessarily need to know that.

“Then what's gotten into you tonight?”

Nothing, that's the problem. “What do you mean?” She
purposely played the role of coy and demure, stirring any feral,
possessive instincts, flaring hints of jealousy he may, somewhere
in that thick skull, have for her. Provoking the lion to pounce. If
she were able to incite a smidgeon of what she felt every time she
saw him with another girl, she'd convulse with glee. She'd
made him angry, that was a start. Now if they could only explore
the reasons as to why he was so mad, they might just come upon a
mutually satisfying conclusion.

“What do I mean?” His eyes were blazing violently, containing
the force to melt her on the spot. “The dress, the hair, the
make-up, the `fuck-me' heels. Are you going for `Slut of the
Year' or something?” He spat cruelly.

“Well, with you being the defending champion, do you think I
have a chance?” She retorted sarcastically, enraged with him for
calling her a slut. Ok, so perhaps she was dressed like one,
but…ok, and maybe she jumped random men in dark alleyways, but…
well, that wasn't the point!

“And what the hell is that supposed to mean?” He hissed into her
face.

“Oh, I don't know Harry, do you even have a bed head
left? What with all the notches carved into your bedposts lately it
must be reduced to a nice pile of woodchips by now.”

“You don't know what you're talking about.” He stated
dismissively, turning his back on her in attempt to stalk away.

He didn't get very far however when she seized his arm and
spun him around so they were once more facing each other. “Oh I
don't? We may as well open this apartment to the female public
as a theme park - `Come ride Harry Potter. Two for the price of
one'. You know, if you'd charged for services rendered,
you'd have a sizeable profit under your belt.”

Whoa, where had that come from? No more drugs for her. His jaw
was clenched tight and his eyes were fierce. She knew she was
pushing it, but once she started, she couldn't stop. It was
finally time to lay everything on the line. For years she'd
been dishonest to him and to herself and she hated it. Now that she
had finally gained his attention, she wasn't going to waste the
opportunity. She was determined to get the truth out tonight. Every
day they had both ignored her love for him, was another day closer
to death. It was a torturous journey she had to end. It was hurting
too much. So whether the conclusion of this night brought pain or
pleasure, she was going through with it.

“Well at least I had the decency to learn their names first. At
least I don't jump random women on the street.” He hissed
callously. “You know, that could be considered rape in some
countries.”

She stood her ground and glared up at him, bringing her face
close to his so he could feel the breath of her words against his
lips. “He seemed consenting enough.”

His hands came up to grip her arms, hard enough to bruise,
confusion mixed with an intense anger, rolling off him in waves,
staring at her as if he didn't know who she was, but wanted to
crush her regardless. “Who are you? You don't do that.” He
shook her for emphasis. “You, Hermione Granger, don't do
that.”

“Exactly.” She said in a low, vibrating voice. “Which was why it
felt so good.” The sudden silence in the hallway was louder than
their words could ever be. The intensity within their stances, the
heat within their gazes, the unexpected hunger in their bodies;
they were like two fierce animals in heat, locked in a cage, pacing
and snarling, desperate to sate the urge to mate. The sensation
made their hair rise on the back of their necks in
anticipation.

“Since when did you care anyway?” She continued after a moment,
pushing the cage door open just a little, provoking him to come and
play. “When exactly did morals and decency co-exist with sex in
your realm of ethics? Come to think of it, at what time did you
acquire any ethics when it came to sex? I thought the
`Wham-Bam-Thank-You-Ma'am' was a standard policy in your
daily life. My experiences with any man shouldn't even blip on
your radar. After all, you are the great Harry Potter: The Boy Who
Lived.” She scoffed sardonically. “More like the Boy Who Lived to
Shag.”

If he were indeed a lion right now, he would have taken a swipe
at her, drawing blood. He was boiling with rage. He was shocked at
this unexpected show down with his supposed best friend that
apparently came out of nowhere. He didn't know she'd held
this deep resentment for him. He didn't know he'd felt a
burning jealousy when considering her coupling with any man.
He didn't know a lot of things tonight. “Fuck you.”

He turned away, attempting to escape before they did any thing
more they may just regret, but was prevented when she stormed in
front of him, bodily blocking his way. “Fuck me? Fuck me, Harry?”
She repeated viciously. “Why are you so angry? Why is this
affecting you like it is? Ask yourself why. Then, once you've
done that, ask me why I'm dressed like this and how you feel
when you look at me. Ask me why I was with him and what you felt
when you saw us together. Think about it, long and hard, and when
you reach a plausible solution, come and find me.” She swept around
and stalked to the vicinity of her room, as he stood there staring
at her back in a bemused confusion.

A few seconds later, she came stalking back in. “In fact, let me
give you a hint.”

Sinking her hands into his hair, cupping his head, bringing her
body flush up against his, rising to the tips of her toes, she
kissed him. She kissed him hard, with a passionate force like no
other. A kiss that was sure to leave him breathless. A kiss that if
nothing else ever happened after this moment would brand itself
into his memory and never be forgotten. A kiss that at least for a
minute or two, wiped his mind of any other girls lingering in his
head. A kiss that would shock him, shake him, break him and make
him. A kiss that hopefully would have him begging for more.

He put up no struggle, no sounds of protest. She caught him so
totally unaware, so entirely off-guard he was helpless to resist.
He stood there as pliant as putty in her willing hands, and she was
determined to show him exactly what she felt. The sweet torture she
had been undergoing for years, punishing him for his obliviousness
- praising him for his irresistibility, this kiss: the reward.

Her tongue swept forth, passed the surprised barriers of his
lips, stroking her way into his mouth, seeking out his tongue. Once
she found the hidden treasure, she wrapped her own mouth around it
and sucked. Sucking it into her mouth, making him groan, enticing
the reaction she desired. She grinded her body into his, rubbing,
pressing, withdrawing an overwhelming need he could not withstand.
And when she felt the first flickers of response, as soon as his
body hardened against the pressing softness of her own, as soon as
his tongue accepted the invitation to dance, she stopped. She
pulled herself completely out of his arms, out of his mouth and
away from his body before turning and walking out of the
hallway.

Harry Potter was left standing there, bewildered, confused,
enraged and irrevocably, achingly hard.

-->
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Part II

What...The...She...Sock...When...What the hell was THAT??

If Voldemort were to leap in wearing a tiara and a tutu, singing
a Britney Spears song, offering him candyfloss and steroids, he
would not be more surprised, more astounded than he was right now.
Harry Potter was very much, what you would call, lost. It was like
someone had come and yanked his pants over his head, leaving him
stumbling in a disoriented blur with a very uncomfortable feeling
in his groin.

What the hell WAS that?

This was not in his plans at all. It was like he was in limbo,
between waking and dreams. His brain was thick with fog in the
confusion. This night was supposed to have gone in a very different
manner, following his previously premeditated schedule that he’d
originally organized down to its minute detail: Get dressed... Get
Rebecca... Get dinner... Get laid. Not necessarily in that order,
but nevertheless, flawless. What could go wrong?

He should have known something was up when he saw Hermione in
that scandalously delicious dress. He had felt the odd shift all
day, as if a sixth sense was tingling along his spine, warning him
of a consequential change, some momentous event. The impending date
with Rebecca lingering on his mind and the feeling of victory was
his natural assumption. He’d been chasing her for an entire week
now, one of the longest courtships he’d had in a while. He looked
forward to the promising moment when he would get to mount his
prize.

So when his body responded so fluently, so instinctively, so
rawly to the sight of Hermione’s lush figure adorned in
blood-coloured material, when his body hardened with a raving need
at the scent of woman and pure sex, he automatically presumed it
was for his future conquest; not the delectable desirability of his
best friend. The friend whom he’d grown up with. The friend whom
he’d shared his ambitions, fears, happiness, arguments, homework
and secrets with. The friend whom he’d risked his life for and
whose life she risked for him. She was one third of his whole being
and up until this point, he didn’t realize, didn’t even consider
the possibility that she could be more.

He didn’t know.

From the moment he’d met her, from that first instance when he’d
known she was something special, he’d set her on a pedestal. Then,
the more he got to know her, as the number of years increased, that
pedestal kept raising higher and higher until she became somebody
untouchable, some celestial being who was so much better than him
or an other lowly mortal. He was honoured to have her friendship,
but didn’t dare hope for anything more. Who would be stupid enough
to love a goddess and pray for that love to return? That was his
mind’s set view. That was how he’d consciously constructed the
world he lived in to function.

And then she’d kissed him, and his entire world collapsed and
shattered at his feet.

Hermione Granger. Mione. His Mione, wanted him? Sexually? Was
that even allowed?

Over the years, he was wholly convinced that it was vital,
absolutely crucial that Hermione and Ron be an imperative part of
his life. Their bonds were inseparable. Harry, Ron and Hermione
became one existence, one being, even one word: Harryronmione. They
were the golden trio. The unbreakable triumvirate and their
friendship was everlasting. Ron was his brother, his confidant, his
partner in crime, his life companion. Hermione, she was his light,
his mentor, his lifeline, his soul companion. His saviour.

He’d worked so hard at building their friendship and keeping it
in place, he didn’t think of Hermione being anything else. His
focal point was seeing her as his best friend, and just his friend.
It seemed foolishly impossible to think, to wish for something
more. He dared not strive to reach for something that was so
unattainable. He made certain that lust and Hermione did not even
exist in the same frame of mind, for whoever heard of having a
profound, boundless friendship and successfully adding sex to the
equation?

In fact, his first initiation to the world of sex came
concurrently with his discover of Hermione’s first kiss. He’d
stumbled upon a letter from Krum implying their sexual exploits and
when reading, he felt the burning sensation of jealousy twisting
his stomach into knots. It was then he knew he had to start dating.
He knew he had to start accepting these strange proposals from
attractive girls. He had to cleanse his foolish mind from the
thought of ever containing anything but friendship with
Hermione.

So one date turned into two, two kisses turned into touching and
touching hence led him to another world altogether. The first time
he had sex was with a girl two years his senior and two years his
experience. He learnt a lot that week. As any other red-blooded
male, this awoke something feral and wildly exciting in him; the
hunger for the taste of flesh became so consuming, his hormones
would not let him feed on anything else. It wasn’t consciously
intentional, but once he’d shown an interest in the opposite sex,
the girls were swarming to him like moths to a flame. He became a
sexual trophy females were eager to claim, and best, he didn’t mind
in the least. Where was the harm in sex with no emotional pain. If
satisfaction was accomplished from both parties, he didn’t see the
problem in exploring the adventure to its highest potential. No one
was getting hurt, it all worked perfectly.

With each day that passed, and every girl that came (no pun
intended), he dismissed his jealousy for Hermione as
overprotective-brother syndrome and a slight case of indigestion.
He ignored the urge to sink his hands into the rampant curls of her
hair, sifting his fingers through the softness, inhaling the sweet
scent, nuzzling his nose in behind her ear, nibbling along the
lobe. He shook off the desire to soothe with his tongue the indents
she left in her bottom lip every time she bit it in concentration.
Stamped down the need to lick the length of her neck each time she
threw her head back with laughter, to stop her constant rambling
with his mouth... All this he forced out of his system with an
amused shake of the head, chuckling at his irrationality, storing
the foolish notion deep in the back of his mind, enveloped in
darkness, allowing him to swim in the murky pool of oblivion.

Her kiss, their fight, her actions tonight was like a boulder,
slamming into his gut and stealing his breath right out of his
lungs. It was like recovering from a lifelong blindness, only to be
hit with the white-hot light of an inferno. These long lost
thoughts, memories, once wishes flew at him like a swarm of
butterflies, kissing into him everything he’d successfully managed
to forget - the warm, melting feeling he got every time she looked
at him with a smile in her eye, as if he were the only man in the
world. The prickling sensation he felt whenever she touched him, as
if she ripped a piece of his skin off every time she pulled away.
The hunger, the flow of saliva to his mouth whenever he inhaled the
exotic aroma of warm honey and lavender and sunshine, knowing that
devouring her essence would be like swallowing liquid fire on a
cold winter’s day; warming him from the inside out.

There was only ever Hermione. The realization consumed him. And
it had him pissing himself in fear.

He’d faced a manic wizard with vast intentions of universal doom
and destruction, he’d faced a petrifying snake, giant man-eating
spiders, dementors, death-eaters, an out of control werewolf,
multiple threats of death, Mrs. Weasley angry, and this, the
implication of his best friend lusting after him, the unlikely
proposition of her wanting him scared him shitless?

Hell yes!

But what were even scarier, were his own feelings towards the
situation. Why was he so angry with her for dressing like she did?
Because it wasn’t for him. Because it wouldn’t be his hands feeling
the smooth, silky texture of her dress. It wasn’t for him to feel
against his naked skin. It wouldn’t be him stripping it off of her.
Why was he so angry that she was in the arms of that pathetic
excuse for a man? Because it wasn’t him. It wasn’t his arms she was
writhing in. It wasn’t his arms lifting her, pushing her against
the wall. It wasn’t his waist her legs were wantonly wrapped
around.

What was going on here? What unparalleled universe was this?
This was major. This was huge. This wasn’t just any quick tumble in
the sheets; an unemotional, strictly physical romp where both
participants got off quite nicely and never saw each other again.
He loved sex, he had to admit. He loved the touches, the sounds,
the different tastes and scents that were all so potently addictive
in their own, humanly natural ways. He enjoyed stroking and
exploring a woman’s body, finding those special places that made
them moan in delight, shudder with longing, treating them with the
genuine care and respect they each deserved. But that was all just
physical, in its most delicious sense.

In truth, the emotional and mental factors of the act weren’t as
otherworldly as he’d previously made them out to be. If anything,
sex was more of a pleasant distraction. A safe haven he knew, after
quite a bit of practice, he could be comfortably confident in. His
own little gratifying self-assurances every time a girl cried his
name in satisfaction. Something he knew he was successful at and
therefore, was devoid of any doubt. It was somewhere he could hide,
absorbing his mind prolifically into the task, any troubles, any
preceding insecurities all lost between the legs of another. Sex,
basically, was just a nice escape.

With Hermione... with her... oh man, this wasn’t that.

His intense sexuality usually got in the way of genuine
friendship. It was indeed a rare occasion when they were able to
combine. With Hermione, it was the other way around. Their
relationship was purely platonic and familial and he was sure to
keep any aspects of sex and its complications away from that. He
couldn’t jeopardize their bond for the urge to mate.

Now... he was going crazy with the ambivalent impulses of
wanting her, needing her with an insatiable yearning like he’d
never known before and wanting to brush these unfamiliar feelings
off and be assured by the mere knowledge of their friendship. One
that was too indispensable to risk. Too important to sacrifice for
these sexual stirrings, this lustful entity offering its dying
breath for just one more taste.

He wanted her; he couldn’t want her. He craved her body; he
needed their friendship. The ambiguous forces were tearing him
apart. It was enough to drive a man completely bonkers...
bonking... bonk Hermione... Damn it!

He paced the length of the floor in an enraged frustration. He
wanted her. He definitely wanted her. The aching erection making
itself prominent through his pants was evidence to that. And,
unless he was mistaken, she clearly wanted him. So what was the
problem here? Since when was sex ever a hesitant subject matter for
him? There was a beautiful, amazing woman in the next room waiting
for him to make the next move and he was here deliberating over it,
arguing with himself about the pros and cons?

Like hell!

With that thought firmly in mind, he stormed down the hall with
the severe purpose of claiming his woman. He head in the direction
of the kitchen where he could hear her opening and closing the
fridge door. She was making herself something to eat now? He burst
in, fully intent on throwing her over his shoulder and marching
straight to the welcoming lair of his bedroom... only to come to a
complete stop at the sight of her in the midst of a charming
conversation with his other best friend.

“...and so that’s why - Harry!” Ron broke off, interrupting his
own sentence with an exclamation of surprise. “I didn’t know you
were here. I thought you were out banging Rugburn Stratford.”

Hermione burst into a peal of laughter at that, head bent over
the table, while Harry stood there like a fish out of water, mouth
gaping with a sort of horrified muteness. Why was Ron here? Why did
he have to remind him of where he was supposed to be? Why was
Hermione giggling over a tub of ice cream? When had she exchanged
her dress for a sheer, satin robe? Oh dear Merlin, was she naked
underneath it?

Through her cacophony of overexerted laughter, she managed to
form a sentence. “Is that what you call her?” She broke into a fit
of giggles again. “That is so mean.”

Ron stared at her in amusement, blushing at his outburst and
then turned to his other friend standing in the doorway
shell-shocked, as if somebody had just poked a broomstick up his
arse. “So what happened? How come you’re home so early? She
wouldn’t give it up?” He asked, eager for Harry to expunge any
grotty details, living vicariously through his friend’s
ever-promiscuous sex life; not at all sad by his own monogamy, but
still very much a curious male.

“Urgh.” Harry, on the other hand, had been reduced to a caveman,
only able to offer grunts and glares while being strongly
overwhelmed by the need to drag his woman back to his cave. Even if
she was happily chuckling at his expense, monotonously filling her
mouth with ice cream, seemingly forgetting everything that happened
only moments before, ignoring the fact that she had awoken all
these primal urges within him with the mere taste of her kiss.

“Maybe he’s impotent.”

That woke him up. Hermione’s impish little remark retracted a
loud, incredulous scoff from the back of his throat. He narrowed
his eyes at her innocent expression, only broken by the amusement
hovering within her honey-coloured orbs. Ron took advantage of his
short moment of weakness, a mocking gleam in his eyes. “Is that it
mate? Little Harry couldn’t come out to play?”

Hermoine leaned back in her chair with a mask of smugness. She
wore a smirk and her eyebrow was raised in what could only be
challenge.

Ron, however, continued, oblivious to the tension raging around
him between his two best friends. “Don’t worry Harry, it happens to
the best of us... well, maybe not me... or anybody else I know...
or any other single, sane male with brains in the right head...
or--”

“I’m not impotent.” Harry snapped, cutting off his teasing
tirade.

Ron grinned cheekily. “Well bloody hell Harry, why are you
here?”

“Yes Harry,” Hermione added in a husky voice, licking ice cream
off her luscious lips, “Why are you here?”

Like a ‘connect-the-dots’ game, his brain associated a few minor
details that appeared alongside Hermione’s new change of attitude:
the surprising revelation of her feelings, this new bold mirth he
hadn’t seen before or at least not directed at him, the wafting
scent he’d smelt earlier but could not quite place, the exuberant
bursts of laughter, the fading tinge of pink to her eyes, her
sudden hunger, everything tonight, it all resulted into one
astounding conclusion.

“You’re stoned.”

His astonished accusation set Hermione off again, chuckling
despite herself, while trying to look moderately serious. “No, I’m
not.” She countered, offering a demure smile, unsuccessful at
innocence. “Well, not anymore.”

The two boys stared at her in shock. Ron immediately forgetting
his previous goading rant on Harry’s manhood. All attention now
focused on the discovery of Hermione’s admission of partaking in
something so... not her. Drugs... Hermione... They just did not
belong in the same sentence. But that would explain her air of
nonchalance. The breezy, relaxed way she participated in the
conversation of Harry’s sex life. Normally she would have scowled
and vacated the room by now, or at least given them a nice,
exhausting reiteration of how women had brains and were not
mindless sex slaves that were there for the chauvinistic male’s
picking whenever they felt the need for a good poke, blah, blah,
blah...

Instead, she sat here uncharacteristically joining in on the
teasing and mocking, eating ice cream shockingly out of the
container, in what would appear to be a very sexy robe, looking and
acting amazingly her age... all because she was stoned?

“Since when did you smoke pot? Since when did you smoke? Hell
Hermione, since when did you do anything of our generation?” He
asked incredulous.

She rolled her eyes in exasperation. “Honestly Ron, you make me
out to be some sort of nun.” Ignoring his expression saying that
was exactly what he thought. “I’m a young curious woman. I wanted
to give it a try.” Her eyes locked onto Harry, catching his
narrowed gaze and added with a smirk. “I don’t know what all the
fuss was about.”

Her statement may have been veiled behind a drug-taking
commentary, but Harry knew it was directed at him. And that made
him even angrier than before. Nobody challenged his libido and got
away with it. He would be only too happy to prove her wrong. Here.
Now. But not in front of Ron. As much as he loved his dear friend,
he really had to go.

“Where’s Luna?” He asked, trying to direct the conversation
towards a reason as to why he should leave.

“She’s at home.” This was definitely a night of firsts, Ron
thought to himself. A mixture of emotions went flashing through
him, some making him as red as his hair. Harry refused sex with a
beautiful woman, incredible... Hermione sat wasted in her chair,
impossible... Luna refusing him sex because he’d supposedly
forgotten something import...

“Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh fuck!” Ron cried loudly, amazed disbelief
reverberating through his body. “Fuck. Our anniversary. I fucking
forgot. No wonder she’s so pissed.” He stood quickly. “Have to go.”
And as fast as he appeared, he apparated home. Harry smiled,
pleased at the lack of effort he put into making him leave and
allowing them to be alone once again.

Ron’s disappearance left the kitchen silent, thick with tension,
its density smothering them. It was long and drawn out, each
waiting for the other to make the first move. He eyed her slowly,
carefully memorising every inch of her; the glimpses of bare skin,
every mouth-watering curve, every breath she took, the movement of
her mouth, lips, chest. He watched and his blood boiled with desire
and the rampant urge to touch her.

He saw her, but it was the first time he ever actually SAW her.
And by Merlin, what a sight. He had not met this woman before. This
temptress who had his mouth overflowing with saliva every time she
blinked. Hermione? This was Hermione? He had to sit down. His knees
were weak with the strength of his arousal. This goddess was his
best friend and... she wanted him? He walked to the table, pulled
out a chair and fell into it with the force of these unnerving
feelings. Actually... it wasn’t so much the feelings that left him
legless, but at whom they were directed.

Hermione. Her. His brain was going numb at the notion. They had
to talk. They had to sort this thing out properly before he let
these urges overtake him in a lust driven, savage act which had her
naked on the table and him thrusting into her. This had to be
sorted out. Now.

He stared across at her and found her expression rapt with a
smug sort of amusement. As if she knew his exact train of thought,
and the struggle he had, correlating such feelings to his best
friend. The bitch was doing this to him on purpose? She was
laughing at this torture? His eyes darkened with anger. This was
all a game to her?

He was hard and confused and petrified at these new emotions and
she just found all of it funny?

The green of his eyes darkened to a blazing thunderstorm at the
possibility of this being some sort of joke to her. But before he
could react on this realization, before he could even begin to
voice his fury, she surprised him once again by leaping from her
chair in a movement to fast for his Seeker eyes, shoved the table
aside so it flew screeching across the floor and pounced -
straddling him in his chair, grinding her pelvis into his clothed
crotch and fastening her mouth upon his in a savage attempt to suck
out his very soul. Little did she know, she already had it. It took
him all of three seconds to be shocked, be dumb-founded, be
bewildered and then to respond.

Her hands were sporadically clutching handfuls of his hair, her
mouth sucked at his, seeking his tongue and latching onto it, teeth
biting at his lips, forcing his to respond and attack with the same
fervour. Her torso was painted upon his, grinding the softness of
her chest upon his hard surface - heated silk over solid ivory -
rubbing the yielding notch between her legs against the searching
erection straining through his trousers. It took him only seconds
for his arms to bind themselves around the pressing heat of her
body, one hand curling under her arm, losing itself in her hair,
the other grasping her arse, pushing her harder into himself.

This was... this was... indescribable. There was no way he could
explain it and ever hope to seize a definition that was fitting. If
this was intense, then the intensity of lightning was merely a
tickle of electricity, blinking across the night. If this was
aggressive, then a hurricane was merely a sigh of restlessness on
the hottest of days.

If this was passionate, then he had never know the word.

The capability to think soon dwindled down to a speck of dust as
the ardency of their hunger drowned out everything inconsequential
and meaningless. This was lust in its most savage form. A violent
rampage, ripping through the mundane tranquillity of their lives.
The small trivialities of their existence seemed tedious and
inadequate, the black cloud overshadowing the might of their
luminescence, screaming to escape from the confines of its dark
prison. Breaking through the barriers of what they held as a safety
net, ignoring the true known; the purity of the right.

How had this not been seen before? How had this compelling power
been hidden by the meagre minorities of what they knew as living?
Living each day without this. How had he never seen Hermione for
what she truly was? How had oblivion blinded him for so long?

He felt an overwhelming despair from the strength of this new
reality. The sorrow of only just finding this now and having gone
through life without never knowing. Sadness stroking along his
spine like a chilling wind, letting him know that never again would
Hermione be hidden from him, and never again would he see her as
just a friend. Feeling the biting truth that she could never be
anything else but this... whatever this was. Like a soul latching
onto new life found and refusing to ever let go.

They ate at each other’s mouths, feeding from their lips,
drinking from their tongues, becoming intoxicated off the taste.
Their kisses were one, two, twenty, spawning into multiple
entities, becoming a drug so potent, so addictive it was devour or
be devoured. It was an inescapable symptom from just one touch. The
contagious fate, passing into something more serious, more lethal,
imminently dangerous and with only one cure. There was no hope for
them. The desolate wave goodbye to a life full of sweet little
lies, the pretty poison. They were once safe in their ignorance,
able to face the next day with the sparkle of false hope in their
eyes, but now the truth was found and they could do nothing but run
for cover.

Her hair, her glorious hair. He’d always loved it. The carefree
manner in which she looked after it, tossing it into a loose
ponytail or letting it flow liquidly down her back, over her
shoulders, the silky tendrils curling around a breast. He’d always
wondered what it felt like clenched in his hands, running his
fingers through its length, trailing it across his chest, down his
stomach, watch as it coiled and draped over his thighs as she took
him into the damp heat of her mouth.

His body surged at the image, biting into her lip as he arched
into her once again, his hands pulling at her hair so her head fell
back, tilting her neck for his mouth to fasten upon and feed. His
blood boiled at the gasping sounds she made at his actions. He
needed to be inside her, now. He needed to be naked with her,
feeling the smooth heat of her body against the throbbing urgency
of his. She was straining and arching against him but it wasn’t
enough, it wasn’t enough. So without thought, without hesitation,
Harry’s hands flew to the edges of Hermione’s robe and tore them
apart, spreading the cloth wide and open, so that his eyes and
hands could feast upon her naked skin. The beauty of her body was
blinding and it almost stopped his heart. He had discovered sweet
ambrosia and it was his for the taking. But she would not let him
linger. She would not allow the slow surety of his hands and eyes
to absorb the sight, she was hungry and addicted and he didn’t
stand a chance as her tongue filled his gaping mouth, initiating
another series of those drugging kisses.

Insatiable. They were sating their appetites on each other’s
mouths, on their skin, everywhere they could touch and everywhere
they couldn’t. This was so much more than he thought they could
ever be. And yet, this was only a beginning. This was only the
icing of the cake. This was just barely an initiation into
something forbidden, yet constantly sought and rarely found. But
they were the lucky ones. They whom were permitted a taste and the
chance of resolution. They whom were allowed to explore ecstasy in
the realms of its execution.

She was all but naked in his arms now and his mind was reeling.
His hands burnt a path down her body, sweeping up her sides, back
down cupping her arse, trailing along her thighs only to start all
over again. He wanted to explore the front of her body, but she was
painted so firmly against him it was as if she wanted to mould
herself inside his flesh. Into his bones. Bathe in his blood. But
her bare torso wasn’t nearly enough to accomplish that goal. She
needed more. So with an untamed force, she ripped his shirt in two,
buttons flying every which way, her hands fierce and ravenous,
caressing the length of his chest.

Naturally, feeling him with just her palms wasn’t near
satisfactory. As before, she needed more. It was always more. She
had to know if he tasted as good as he looked, which was pretty
damn delicious, and she always did like the practical part of her
experiments. Eagerly and without restraint, her head bent and her
mouth latched onto his left nipple, sucking and biting, fervently
consuming the revelation of this new unknown, making him groan and
arch and shudder at the shattering sensations.

His hands flew back to her hair, gripping her head so that she
detached her mouth from driving him insane, dragging her lips back
to his in a punishing kiss, biting at her jaw, inhaling the hollow
of her neck before returning the favour and clamping his lips upon
the taut bead of her breast, relishing in the soft mewling sounds
escaping from her throat.

Hermione Granger’s breast was in his mouth and he ate at it like
a man starved. It was the sweetest piece of flesh he had ever
tasted and tears pricked at his eyes from the discovery. Nothing
else could be this perfect. No one else could ever replace her. He
could spend his life searching for something this profound, this
right and slowly waste away as his quest would continually deny
him. How could he have spent the past ten years without ever
knowing this? How had something so sweet, so pure, so spiritually
connecting ever managed to live right under his nose and he never
notice? He thought he’d found magic and its existence when he’d
first learnt of Hogwarts, but he’d been so wrong. It was cliche and
cheesy and overused, but there was no other way to explain what he
felt now, what he knew now... it was magic.

The discovery made him want to cry, despair over not realising
sooner; a relieved exuberance over ever realising it at all. But
now wasn’t the time for sweet words and voiced recognitions.
Hermione was grinding into him with a yearning hunger that matched
the strength of his own and he could not refuse her. He still
suckled at her breast with practised ease and their pulses were
racing in search for a euphoric completion that was ultimately
within reach.

He wanted to stop her, as crazy as that was. He needed to stop
her from rubbing against him so temptingly. He had to stop them
before they were lost. He didn’t want to do it like this - in their
kitchen, on a chair, her robe barely hanging on her shoulders, his
shirt revealing his torso and his pants tight and heavy, covering
the pulsing hardness straining to be let free, somersaulting over
and over in pleasure filled waves at the feel of her damp heat
seeping through his pants with every gut-wrenching roll of her
hips.

He wanted to be inside her so bad. He ached to be inside her, on
a bed, both of them naked, wanting their first time to be sweet and
beautiful, not hot and heady on a chair. Not savage and animalistic
in the confines of their kitchen. Not their first time anyway. And
he definitely, most definitely, did not want to come with his pants
still on!

But in the world of Harry Potter, you just had to get use to the
fact that things never went the way you wanted them to.

It was inexplicably inevitable. The primal determination of
their joining; the feral hunger in their ravishment; the rampant
desire raging in their loins, and the speed in which they consumed
- it was only fitting that it should end the same way. From mouth
to chest to groin, one kiss, one taste, one touch and the
conclusion: a bliss unknown... unforseen... unbelievable.

The whimpering moan she released at the end brought about his
own shattering. The sounds, her taste, the sight of her
pleasure-filled face, the scent of her beguiling arousal and the
feel of her clenching hands, straining sex, her teeth sinking into
the lobe of his ear - he just couldn’t hold back. It was
impossible. The surprising yet expected arrival of her climax had
him arching into a mindless completion of his own. His mouth open
and groaning her name upon her heaving chest. They had both just
experienced an orgasm without intercourse. Without intention.
Without thought.

His face rested in the valley of her breasts, a fine dew of
sweat forming over their skin, her face sunk in his hair, both
gasping for control, for words, for an alarm clock to sound in the
background signalling this had just been one hell of a dream. But
alas, waking was not upon them. Which had to mean, this was not a
figment of their imaginations, a once wish replaying in their
sub-conscious. This was real and staggering and nothing words could
ever, ever hope to describe. It was overwhelming, unexpected and
terrifying.

“Fuck.” Harry sighed into her skin. Oh well, he could say
goodbye to his blossoming bachelorhood. Hermione Granger, his best
friend, his childhood companion just gave him the most intense,
earth-shattering orgasm he had ever experienced in his entire
existence, without even touching his dick. “Fuck.”

Once again, before he even had time to think, let alone move,
she’d scrambled off his lap, pushing away from the solidity of his
body, standing upon unsteady legs, wrapping her robe tightly around
her and escaping out of the room before he even knew what was
happening, once again. Leaving him sitting on the chair, alone once
again, confused once again and with a damp spot in the crotch of
his pants letting him know this was most definitely real.

She’d left him. Alone. Again.

This routine was getting really old, really fast.







3. Part III

Title: Escape From Oblivion

Part III

In a sense no one knows, in a time none can tell, in a way no
living soul can ever hope to predict, there is a force at hand that
will entirely shape the world into something nothing can strive to
contain. Laced throughout the essence of Fate, tip-toeing along the
edges of Time, manifesting from an oath of Hope, with an array of
welcome in the realm of Insanity.

This force is Desire.

It is the desire to want. The desire to have. The desire to
love. The desire to be content. The desire to feel. The desire to
simply just be. Desire can drive a person to their knees. It can
stir an emotion so intense, so vibrant that it makes one strive to
impossible lengths in order to pertain one’s goal.

It spawns a potent passion. It creates a painful, unattainable
longing. It strengthens the need of possession. It strikes in
jealousy, in fits of lust, in bouts of anger, in the fleeing of the
senses. It is a force that is uncontrollable, undirected,
insatiable and infallibly selfish. One can be driven to
uncharacteristic extremes when pushed to the edge of such a
longing.

It is a death. It is a birth. It is an evil. And it is all that
is good in the world. It is an unseasoned paradox, pulling at
omniscient strings to sate its own devious satisfaction. It can
never be ruled by logic, nor can it be explained by
happenstance.

Desire was to blame; love was its purpose. It danced with
passion, it dueled with lust, and only contentment would allow its
culmination. And when it locks its teeth into its unlucky consumer,
there is no way to shake it loose or contain its rampage. The
consequences are endless and the emotions behind it can be
fatal.

It is an addiction and an affliction.

And it was what had Hermione fleeing from the kitchen in
mortification. Her hands gripped her robe tightly together in a
shaky attempt to keep herself from falling apart. It was, of
course, a wasted effort. Already she could feel the strains of her
actions shattering her defenses and pulling her to pieces.

What had she done?

It was not initially in her plans. Well, not essentially anyway.
Everything that happened tonight deceived all logic. Sure, she had
planned to seduce Harry, but that had all ended around the time
he’d walked out the door with nothing but a pat on the head. She
just didn’t have it in her. She wasn’t what he wanted. She was not
the object of his desire. And to celebrate such discoveries, she’d
walked to the nearest bar, got stoned and almost got off with a
complete stranger. Then to her further dismay, she rode the high on
a wave of her very own come-uppance of Harry Potter. Pun not
intended.

She and Harry had just experienced their very first orgasm
together, WITH EACH OTHER, and instead of reveling in the knowledge
that she had created such a powerful reaction from him, instead of
having that carnal invocation, swelling throughout her body and
excelling all her hopeful expectations, she felt wretched. She felt
disgusted. She felt ashamed.

How could she have done that?

How could she have seduced her best friend, the love of her
life, without any morale, logic, abject hesitation? Without any
concern for their relationship? Without any thought to his own
unknown feelings? Without any true thought at all? She was supposed
to seduce him into a blossoming love, coax him into the initiation
of intimate feeling through feminine wile and the innocence of
vulnerability, but instead became just another cheap hussy to add
to his ever expanding list. Instead of inciting any reciprocated
emotion from him, she had sunk to the level of nothing more than a
cock tease. Although, logically, she wouldn’t exactly be a tease,
considering she’d pretty much followed through on the deal. Her
wanton actions eliciting the expectations of any other top dollar
whore.

She felt like a slut.

And what had she gained throughout this entire experience? An
orgasm and heartbreak. Could she get fries with that? With such
thoughts streaming through her mind, she managed to make it to the
bathroom, closing and locking the door behind her, where she
proceeded to bang her head against its solid frame. Repeatedly.
Well, she could positively confirm the vacation of any high
marijuana might have given her, because where there was a high,
there was always a low. And Hermione had just chiseled her way
through rock-bottom.

Finding that the creation of a lump on the head was no solution
to her problems, she walked over to the sink and reached for a
washcloth, running it under cold water. Then with a cringe, adding
to her embarrassment, she swiped at the dampness between her legs,
wishing that the removal of such evidence would help remove herself
from this predicament.

She’d tried not to love Harry. She really did. She’d tried to
brush it off as hormones, as friendship, as puberty. She’d tried to
shift it onto other people, but it just wasn’t meant to be. She was
cursed with unrequited love, and unfulfilled desires and she slowly
was coming to accept it. What the hell had she been thinking
tonight, of all the stupidest things she could have done… she’d
tried to show Harry she loved him? Was she losing all mental
capability? Had some unforeseen module of insanity slipped its way
into her gene pool? How could she think that showing Harry her true
feelings would result in anything good?

She had gone absolutely mental. Ron was right. She’d never
thought that she would actually see the day when she would be
admitting that, without pigs fluttering by her window first.

She threw the cloth into the sink and caught her reflection in
the mirror. She still looked the same. Sort of. She didn’t look
like a lunatic. But then the best lunatics usually managed to
maintain the façade of normalcy. Or was that psychotics? Hell,
tomay-to, tomar-to, let‘s call the whole thing off. Scratch a
lover, you find a loon. Or something like that.

Either way, on surface, she still appeared the same old
Hermione. She still had the same thick, brown hair, although
slightly mussed and askew now, the fine result of clenched hands
and feathering fingertips. The same brown eyes were still there
with the same discontent swimming amongst the irises, although now,
there was a certain smugness creeping in through the brown, a
certain otherwise appealing knowledge that, through this mount of
unease, enjoyment was taken. Her nose was still there and that
always a good thing. Her cheeks were the same although, a bit more
flushed than usual.

But her mouth? There was definitely something different there.
Something hidden in the corners, frolicking amongst the blood rose
of her lips. There was no getting away from it. She looked utterly
and thoroughly kissed. Swollen red. Pleasantly bruised. Two pouting
pieces of flesh telling a story all their own… lust driven kisses
abated… the sucking… the biting… the sipping… the devouring… the
pulsing sensations… the anticipation for their next meal.

How could one facial feature derive so much narration from a
kiss? How could a kiss summon so much emotion from a person in
love? How could a person in love manage to destroy a lifetime of
just friendship with just one kiss? It was all one destructive,
endless cycle really.

Common sense of course, told her she was being a bit
over-dramatic with the whole situation. Common sense, ha! Where
had you been a few hours ago my little friend? If anything,
Hermione was entitled to a bit of over-dramatizing. When you’d
just plunged your tongue down the throat of your best friend, with
no other reason than to vent your eternal frustration, you’re
obliged to fret over the consequences.

Then again, to fret and to worry were things she did best of
all. Being totally aware of all certain or uncertain consequences
was like another limb. And only now did it decide to make itself
useful. Now, after the rush, the ride, the climax. After the
eagerness, the despair, the untamed. She wished she didn’t regret
it. She wished she didn’t hate herself for it. Because for one
moment in time, being with Harry just felt so incredibly fantastic.
Her fantasies had nothing on the real thing.

She closed her eyes on a sigh but just as quickly, wished she
didn’t. It all came flooding back behind the black of her eyelids.
The sudden overwhelming sensations. The feel of his hands. The
taste of his mouth. The sounds he made. His breath on her skin.
That special look in his eye that, if she allowed herself to
believe, he’d only ever had for her. Hell, even his smell assaulted
her senses.

It was hopeless, she was fucked. Figuratively of course.
Obviously. And luckily for her that it was figuratively
only. She couldn’t imagine how she’d be feeling now if they’d
actually done that when the mere act of heavy petting had
her feeling like this. Like she’d just committed the worst mistake
of her life. Like she’d just ruined everything and there was never
any way of making amends.

What could she do?

Her eyes snapped open at the sound of him shuffling towards the
bathroom door. Here they were again. She held her breath in an
anxious type of longing and counted his steps, waiting to see if he
would be the one to decide the next move for them to take.

One… two… three…pause… fourfivesixseveneight… eight steps was
all it took for him to walk straight passed the bathroom and into
his own room.

Well, that was that. She supposed it was a good thing
however since she had no idea what she would say to him. She
couldn’t even rationalize the situation with herself, let alone try
and make sense of it all with him. She just couldn’t get over the
fact that she had acted so damn… wantonly. She acted like nothing
more than an animal in heat, circling him in a ruse of
confrontation, inciting him to chase and then, with no more
subtlety than an elephant on the prowl, pounce on him.
Literally.

Right now, she didn’t even know who that girl was. That girl was
as unrecognizable to her as she was to Harry. And yet, she couldn’t
help but wander which one he enjoyed being with more. The friend or
the flirt? The bookworm or the babe? The tamed or the temptress?
Could she really change her true self to please him? Could she
continue to be this shameless hussy if it was what Harry wanted?
Maybe. If that was what it took to be with him. If that was what it
took for him to love her. To want to be with her a lot longer than
just one night.

Her eyes met her reflection in the mirror and saw unconcealed
mirth. Who the hell was she kidding? Hermione only knew how to be
her. She knew that she was a chronic bookworm and a staunch geek.
She knew she was fiercely loyal to her friends and family. She knew
she was truly vengeful against prejudice and disrespect against
another living soul. She knew she could nag and lecture and become
a bit too blunt in her opinions with people when she thought they
were doing something wrong, to a point where they tended to ignore
her when she got that certain look in her eyes. She knew she wasn’t
beautiful. She knew she could be quite pretty when she put a little
effort into it. And she knew she was kind and caring and basically
just good ole reliable Hermione.

And all that didn’t particularly bother her. Because she knew
who she was. She generally liked who she was. She knew she couldn’t
change into somebody else, at least long term and she knew she
didn’t want to. In fact, she didn’t want Harry loving a new and
probably improved Hermione. She wanted him to love her, exactly as
she was.

In fact, the more she thought about it, the more she despised
the fact that she would have to change herself completely in order
to attract his attention. Had she anymore nerve left, she would
confront him and go off on a nice lengthy rant about it. Let him
know how wrong it was that he only desired her when she was a
totally different person. That, come to think about it, he could do
with a little changing himself. He could pick up his wet towels
after he showered for instance. He could wipe up the mess from his
morning meals and stop chewing with his mouth open when he was in a
hurry. He could stop using his crooked smile as a charm method to
get his way. He could stop whistling the Mary Poppins’ work song
whenever he cleaned the house. He could stop hogging the television
remote, period.

And most of all, he could stop fucking other women!

She exhaled on a heartfelt sigh. It didn’t matter however. These
inner musings were pointless in all actuality. Nothing in these
next few minutes were ever going to make her walk into his room and
determine things, no matter how much she worked herself up to it.
Right now, she was too much of a coward to even consider looking in
his room’s direction, let alone move towards it. Although she did
make sure the hallway was clear before she crossed over to the
sanctity of her own room.

The first thing she saw when she switched on the light was the
red dress that started this mess. Just a simple red dress. It lay
innocently upon the blue comforter of her bed, a stark contrast to
the room’s soft colour scheme. It stood out like a rose in a bed
full of weeds - A dangerous beauty with hidden thorns. What was
once an unimportant dress hanging in the darkness of her closet was
now a memory she didn’t exactly know what to do with. A moment with
endless consequences she couldn’t even begin to imagine. So, like
other things she preferred to avoid, she pushed it off the bed onto
the floor – out of sight, out of mind. Let it rest there in silence
while she practiced the act of forgetting.

She lay down upon her bed, on top of the blankets with just her
robe to cover her. Her arms rest upon her stomach as she stared at
the ceiling and thought to herself, how utterly and completely she
had fucked up her life. What would it be, two, three, four hours of
time that had spun everything on its axis? She could never get
those hours back and change the events they held without a
time-turner.

Oh, my kingdom for a time-turner again.

Then, maybe… what? She’d go back to being that sad little girl,
in love with a boy who didn’t love her back? At least now she knew
he desired her. Or her as she was in that moment of time. God, she
even confused herself with her inner turmoil. But it was true.
There was no denying the mutual lust between them. As sudden and
consuming as it was, at least it was there.

And all she needed to do was close her eyes and she could feel
him against her. His hard body beneath her, his chest pressed to
hers so tightly she couldn’t tell his breathing from her own. One
of his hands clenching her hair in a fist as the other gripped her
thigh. The gentle thrust of his erection that quickly turned into
desperate grinding. And his mouth. God, what he could do with that
mouth of his. His tongue stroking hers. His teeth at her neck. His
lips on her breast. Her name, whispered in her ear. The simple
taste of everything that made up Harry Potter was purely erotic and
infinitely addictive.

She had to admit, on reflection, she wouldn’t give up that
experience for anything. Her head would always fight with her heart
against it and she may feel like a witless slut when she gave
herself over to sober sanity, but there was at least that one
memory that forced all her regrets into the background. Her worries
of what the next day or the next hour or the next minute would
bring faded into oblivion when she thought about his kiss, his
body, his touch, his smell, his taste.

And amazingly, in that sweet recollection of pure bliss, and her
body worn out by her own emotional storm, her mind drifted off into
the realm of dreams, where consequences be damned and all that
existed in her unconscious world, was her and Harry, in each others
arms, together and in love.

--X--

She didn’t know how long she slept or what time it was. She
didn’t even know if it was still the same night. She did notice
that her room was a bit darker and shards of moonlight pierced the
spaces between her blinds, though she didn’t remember turning the
light off. She noticed it was a bit cooler in temperature and she
still lay upon her bed covers in nothing but her robe.

What she also didn’t know, was how long Harry had been lying
beside her.

She lay on her right side, her right hand burrowed underneath
the pillow while her left hand tucked itself under her chin. Harry
lay facing her, his head on her pillow so when her eyes fluttered
open she stared straight into the piercing emerald depths of his
own.

Awareness pulsed through her body as she realized he wasn’t a
figment of her waking dream. He really lay beside her, in nothing
but his boxer shorts, watching her with a cool sort of assessment
in his expression, studying her face, studying her body, studying
her reaction with an intensity that sent shivers down her
spine.

He was so intensely male. She couldn’t remember the time when he
stopped being the boy she grew up with and became the man she fell
in love with. She couldn’t remember noticing the change from
childhood to manhood nor could she remember the time when
friendship turned into lust turned into love. All she knew was that
his masculinity right now overwhelmed her senses and sharp sexual
awareness shot to her loins with the speed of a lightning bolt. His
presence electrified her into raw feeling and tingling nerves.

Her gaze dropped to his neck and she was transfixed by the
sight. His skin was so tanned and taut and all too tasty. As she
should know, it was her teeth, her tongue, her lips that had given
him that love bite. That fading tinge of red, that was her mark.
The recollection of that passionate act of possession sent a surge
of heat through her body.

Slowly, tentatively her left hand drifted up to touch it, her
mark, her fingertips barely stroking the surface as if afraid of
wiping it away. She lingered there for a while, relishing the small
shiver his body gave when she touched his heated skin and then let
her hand fall limply back to the bed.

The only sounds in the room were of the soft whispers of their
breathing, mingling together between the small distance they
allowed themselves. She raised her eyes to his again to find that
detached look of assessment gone and a melting intensity take its
place. He hadn’t moved under her slow exploration but the tension
thrumming around and through his body proved that he wanted to and
revealed the strain it cost not to.

“How long was I asleep?” She murmured quietly, her voice husky
from her slumber and the sound of it stirred the air, plucking at
the strings of their desire as if testing the melody it was
prepared to play.

“Not long.” His voice was low, almost a whisper.

Hermione shifted slightly, stretching her legs out and tilting
her head back to make better eye contact with him. She blinked him
sleepily into focus, taking in his damp, disheveled hair and his
change of clothing. Or his lack of clothing as it seemed. He’d
showered and he’d come to her bed to lay with her.

It wasn’t unusual for them. Not really. He’d done it several
times before, early morning, late at night, coming home from
somewhere to settle her with a bed time hug. Not to talk, not to do
anything but reassure her with his presence. As if he knew that she
needed to be comforted by the fact that he was there. Back from
some bar, some party, some woman’s bed, some woman’s body. Not
giving her any excruciating details of his nightly outing that
would surely shatter her soul, but just to be beside her.

And only then would she sleep peacefully, drifting back into her
world of unconsciousness, her world of dreams where Harry was hers
and this was their bed, their own cocoon of contentment and
belonging. Then she would wake to find him gone. His warm
impression left in her sheets like a mocking jab to the heart,
did you really think you could keep him, it would say. She’d
hug the pillow he had used to her body and silently wish for
more.

It was different this time though. How could it not be? He
didn’t touch her. He made no move to. But his stare scorched the
length of her body and her own eyes struggled to meet them in fear
of revealing too much.

Because if he looked for it, he would see the vulnerability in
her gaze. The simple fact that, if he so chose, he could do
whatever he wanted with her, without encountering any complaint. If
he searched for it, if he pursued it, he would find the love
shining from her eyes like sunshine, the brightness so brilliant it
was blinding. But because he wasn’t looking for it, because he
probably didn’t expect to come across it he didn’t see it. So she
blinked her eyes a few more times, and it faded back into that dark
place, her limbo, her sanctuary, sharing its shelter with hope and
despair.

To battle that dark entity that could so easily overwhelm her,
her eyes drifted to his mouth and stared at it entranced. Many
times she’d wondered what that mouth tasted like. Too many times to
count. And now she knew. It held the essence of sin. Sweet, sweet
sin. Knowing that something that good had to be bad for her.
Knowing no matter how hard she tried, it was simply too delicious
to deny. Too addictive to resist. Too right to ever be wrong. Yeah,
all those clichés and some.

That mouth was truly her undoing. Of course it had not acted
alone. Certain other parts of his anatomy held responsibility too.
It was just the fact that it was Harry’s anatomy that really
made this moment surreal. She’d wished, she’d hoped, she’d prayed
but subconsciously, hell consciously, she’d never actually believed
it would happen. But it did happen and it was wonderful and amazing
but so completely shocking that she didn’t know where to go from
here. The usually logical, the usually astute, clear-thinking,
normally quite sane Hermione was lost and this time, she needed to
show it.

“What are you thinking?” His soft, deep, infinitely intimate
voice broke through her internal ramblings, breaking her gaze from
his tempting mouth as it formed the words.

“I’m thinking things I probably shouldn’t be.” Semi-evasive
sure, but his efforts in his quest for the truth couldn’t possibly
be resisted as he raised his hand to her temple, stroking her hair
back from her face with his fingertips, sliding across her cheek,
beneath the lobe of her ear, down the nape of her neck. The slow,
soothing glissade awakened all her nerve-endings until she could
feel his smooth caress echoing along the length of her body. She
closed her eyes at the beguiling sensation.

“Like what?” His hushed question took a while for Hermione to
comprehend. One touch and he had her a quivering, mindless mess.
What made it more embarrassing was the fact that he no doubt knew
it.

“Don’t you know Harry?” Her eyes opened to meet his and the look
she gave him was of sweet desire. It spoke of her want, her need,
her love, everything she couldn’t yet say out loud. It was a look
blaringly obvious in its intentions. It spoke more than what words
could ever hope to achieve. Her eyes showed a fear-filled longing.
A hope with deep hazards. A craving trapped by caution. And it
broke through Harry’s obliviousness like a heated knife through
butter.

He stroked his hand down her left cheek to settle upon her lips,
tracing the plump curves gently, enticing them to part, all without
taking his eyes off her face. He was fascinated, bewitched,
unbelieving. As if seeing her for the first time. And very softly,
she kissed his fingertips. At first. Then Hermione caught his hand
with her own and very slowly, very surely put her lips to his palm
in a tender caress, like kissing his mouth, like telling him she
loved him.

The motion brought Harry still. His eyes narrowed and scorching
her with emerald fire, his nostrils flaring with each deep breath
he took. The hard planes of his face were pulled taut as if he were
under immense strain to prevent himself from feeding the hunger
that had him hard and ravenous.

But before he could even properly consider any such impulses,
she disengaged their touch and jack-knifed into a sitting position,
her back to him. She brushed her hands through her hair and sighed
loudly. Hermione wanted to jump him all over again and considering
all the good that did her last time, she denied the urge, berating
herself for being so stupid.

She just couldn’t think coherently when he was near her. When he
touched her all sensible thought flew from her head. There was too
much pent up desire in her, aching to break free that lying next to
Harry, with only a robe covering her naked body and Harry in
nothing but boxers was not helping her any.

They’d already been down this road. Yes, they wanted each other,
but she needed to make him see that there was more to it than that.
It wasn’t just lust she felt for him, though Merlin knows, there
was plenty of it, but she wanted him to see her love too. And
against her own personal morale, she was still too damn scared to
say it to him, even though that was what she desperately needed to
do.

What was wrong with her? Why couldn’t she just say
it?

She felt like a fool. She’d always praised herself on being able
to do anything she put her mind to. If there was anything she even
remotely wanted with all her heart, she set out to acquire it, no
matter what the cost. But she couldn’t do this. She couldn’t tell
the one man she loved, that she was indeed in love with him. That
she had always loved him and always would. It was her one
failure.

“I wanted to kill him.” His short statement was a dark growl in
the night.

Shock laced through Hermione’s body and brought her thinking
process to a complete halt. She was silent, unmoving, her back
straight, her arms flaccid, waiting for more. Harry hadn’t moved
from his position, except to lay flat on his back, scowling up at
the ceiling as memory seared him.

“I wanted to rip his head off.” He continued blackly. There was
no mistake for who he was talking about. The thought thrilled
Hermione and she started to hope. “I would have happily ended his
life right then if I didn’t have to come after you. All because he
touched you.”

A fresh wave of jealousy washed over him at the recollection.
Jealousy so strong it made his chest ache. It was painful. It was
powerful. The urge to seize her and claim her for himself, to sink
into the warm depths of her body, possessing her from the inside
out was so strong it was frightening. He didn’t question where this
blinding emotion came from, only that he knew he wanted it and
would do anything it took to make her aware of it.

He sat up behind her and struggled against the need to wrap her
in his arms. Instead he stroked her hair, let his hand linger then
slid it slowly down the length of her back. He could feel the heat
of her body through the thin fabric of her robe. It drove him crazy
to know that that was all that prevented him from touching her
skin. He could smell her sweet scent every time he inhaled. Honey,
spring and the beguiling perfume of woman. This woman. His
woman.

It was not a new sensation. He’d felt lust before. Of course he
had, but not to this degree. Not with this potent effect.
Definitely not for his best friend. Not really. And not with this
maddening confliction of possession and the dulling need for
caution. His heart sensed something important, something he wanted
to explore with a studious curiosity, to linger tentatively in the
realms of safety, but his hormones just didn’t give a damn.

“Turn around.”

A dark heat was in the command. It made Hermione shudder for
breath. She closed her eyes against the pulse of desire that lanced
through her, a fine trembling claiming her body.

“Turn around.” He repeated, adding emphasis with his hand
curling around her waist.

Temptation strummed the chords between them, made all the more
jarring by the alluring sense of awareness; that boiling point of
knowing. Hermione knew what would happen if she turned around. She
knew she would sink ecstatically into him arms. She knew she would
follow him down into the welcoming embrace of her bed. She knew
they would shed their clothing. She knew what would happen after
that.

“I can’t.” She gasped weakly. Her head protested loudly against
her easiness. Her heart wary of its discovery. Her body singing for
his touch.

She couldn’t give into him. She would be lost all over again.
She would enjoy his lustful intentions, yes, but would forever go
on questioning his motives. Was this going to be as meaningful to
him as it would most certainly be for her? How could she know the
truth if she just lay down like every other girl he’d had in his
bed? When she would rest her head on his chest, would it be
replaced by another head in a week’s time? If she told him she
loved him, would he reject her? Would he let her down with a smile
and a sigh? Or would he kiss her gently and tell her he loved her
too? And could she accept it if he did?

Her desire for him was strong, staggeringly so, but her
self-doubt was stronger. Her need for preservation ran deeper than
her lust. It was in her very core and she couldn’t let it go. She
heard him sigh, the gust of his breath stirring the hair at the
nape of her neck. It was then she realized how close he was to her.
All she needed to do was turn her head and his lips would be right
there. Her mouth would part and she’d inhale his warm breath,
consume his essence. Temptation hovered millimeters from her body,
waiting for the right moment to invade, to overwhelm her being,
craving everything that was Harry Potter.

“I wish you would stop running from me.” He murmured into her
hair. She bit her lip in a tiny refusal to the cajoling of his
actions.

“What would you have me do Harry?” She replied in a whisper. As
if anything louder might shatter this moment.

“I want you to turn around.” His mouth glanced across her
earlobe. “I want you to look into my eyes.” His nose nudged against
the hollow behind her ear. “I want you to kiss me like you did
before.” Both hands caught her waist, moving up the length of her
torso, sweeping the sides of her breast, lingering, before slowly
traveling the same path down. “I want to finish what we
started.”

Hermione’s rush of desire was immediate. It swamped her being
and left her trembling in its wake. Her body readied itself for the
taking leaving a gnawing seizure in her belly. She’d desperately
tried to resist it. She truly did but her logic, her willpower; her
sense lost its valiant struggle with denial, with the effort to
hold out for more. For something trusting, something fulfilling,
something from his heart, but each sweet stroke of his hands, each
sweet breath upon her skin, each sweet caress from his mouth left
her aching for powerless.

It was primitive in its existence, something raw, everything to
do with hormones and nothing to do with logic. The more basic urges
of the human body had her in its grip and refused to let her go. It
was relentless. It was overwhelming. It was winning.

His fingertips touched her cheek and turned her head to face
him. His words were whispered across her lips. “I want you
Hermione.”

His kiss was soft at first. A tantalizing brush of the lips. A
fleeting contact that was more tentative than chaste. A quest for a
response. A bid for a reaction from her. It was when her mouth
parted that his question was answered and his control
shattered.

His hand cupped the back of her neck and his tongue met hers.
She released a small whimper, whether of confusion or desire, he
didn’t care. When their mouths came together all thought fled his
mind. When her hand pressed to his chest, his arm pushed her in
closer. And when she leaned into his kiss, into his body, desire
consumed him.

Hermione knew it would be like this; an engulfing heat, a liquid
fire, pouring through her skin and igniting the flame, scalding her
senses, smoking out her doubts. She turned into his arms so they
could both connect properly. Her hands slid around his neck and
into his hair. He groaned at her sudden complacence and his need
became a living entity. He pulled her onto his lap so her legs fell
to either side of him, straddling his hard thighs, pressing her
tight to him, his hands on her back.

Stupid of her really, to let him kiss her like this. She’d
momentarily forgotten how truly incoherent she would become at his
touch. She’d soon been reminded when nothing but pure pleasure
devoured her being. Her senses exploded with arousal and she was
left writhing in his arms. Again.

They were repeating exactly what had happened in the kitchen.
Only she knew how this replay would end. This time, clothes
wouldn’t cheat them. This time, they would be naked and he would be
inside her and there would be only herself to blame when he left
the bed, content with his capture. Another to add to the list.

The thought made her pause. It broke through the solid barriers
of her desire and let her stop their kiss. She broke away with a
gasp, pulling her body back as much as he would allow, which wasn’t
very much at all. It had him blinking in confusion at her abrupt
withdrawal. The arrival of her saving doubts brought a measure of
sanity to which she was grateful.

“We can’t do this again.” Her voice was strangled at the effort
it took to sound the words, let alone act on them.

His lips were red and moist from her kisses and his eyes gleamed
with a predatory craving. Everything male in him was determined to
prove her wrong. She closed her eyes against his gaze before her
willpower deteriorated once more.

“We can’t do this again, Harry.” She repeated, as if repetition
might make it more real. Well, as real as it could be with her
plastered against the length of his body, feeling every scalding
inch of him through the flimsy fabric of her robe, knowing his
arousal was just as strong as hers.

His sigh of frustration shuddered out of his lungs and the deep
movement of his chest against her breasts almost made her forget
her hesitation.

“Is it so wrong that I want you Mione?” He said huskily, his
voice lower, rougher, a blatant signal that he didn’t want to stop.
“Is it so wrong that you want me too?” His hands continued to sweep
up and down her back, as if he couldn’t stop touching her, as if he
couldn’t get enough of her, as if it wasn’t enough.

She gazed at him, her love behind her eyes alongside her lament.
Her fingers swept his hair away from his forehead and she gently
caressed the lightning bolt shaped scar hidden beneath his
bangs.

“Once upon a time Harry, that would have been enough.”

His brow dipped in confusion. The winsome sadness in her
expression and in her voice drew him short.

“I don’t understand.” He said finally.

Usually when a woman had doubts in his bed, though rare, he was
able to soothe their woes away with his sexual prowess, with the
simple ability of giving them what they both wanted. It allowed
them to forget any troubles and concentrate on mutual
satisfaction.

He wondered why he couldn’t do that with Hermione.

“I know you don’t understand. There’s no understanding desire
unless there’s something behind it.” She stated absently, almost to
herself. Summoning as much courage as she could, she decided to lay
her heart on the line. “Will you let me up?”

“No.” His refusal was immediate. His arms tightened around her
body. She was where she belonged and he wasn’t letting go.

There was fear in her eyes as she looked at him and he couldn’t
comprehend that. What was she so afraid of? Why was she trying to
escape him when it was so right that she be exactly where she was?
He would give her anything she asked for. If she wanted the moon,
he would get on his broom and fly his arse into space and do
everything in his power to achieve her request. But he wouldn’t let
her go. The gesture felt too symbolic. As if, should he let her
leave his embrace he would be letting her leave his life and he
just wouldn’t, couldn’t accept that.

“You’re not going anywhere. Not this time.” His denial was
stone, but he felt wounded at the sudden appearance of tears in her
eyes.

“Please.” Her soft plea filled with such melancholy tore at his
heart. To see her scared was painful but to see her cry clawed at
his heart and ripped a groan from his chest. He wouldn’t deny her
anything but knowing that the one thing she wanted was to be free
of him had him terrified beyond reason. Subconsciously he knew he
was on the precipice of losing her and he couldn’t for the life of
him understand how.

Her eyes glittered with unshed tears. “Please let me up Harry. I
can’t say this and be in your arms.” She couldn’t even meet his
gaze. She was too close to the breaking point. A plethora of
emotions swept through her – sadness, happiness, anger, relief,
lust, want, need – it was too much, too soon, too fast and all in
his embrace.

He shook his head and tightened his hold in staunch denial. “I
would give you anything Hermione, but I feel if I let you go right
now I might lose you forever and I don’t know why.” He cupped her
face in his hands and tried to capture her gaze. “I can’t let you
go.”

His refusal was strong, adamant and she knew he told the truth.
She wished her doubts, her fear away. She so desperately wanted to
cleave to him, to press herself inside him, to mate their hearts,
to mate their souls with nothing but the physical bonding that
allowed it, to truly become one with him, but her own
self-recriminations prevented her. And here he was, refusing to
release her from his arms and she wondered why she couldn’t just be
content with that.

She closed her eyes and felt his forehead rest against hers.
“I’ve always admired your brain, Mione, but I wish, just this once
you’d turn it off.” He pushed his lips to hers and felt her
smile.

It was invitation enough to kiss her softly, almost chastely, a
small peck, nipping at her teasingly, coaxing her to respond. She
was helpless to the effect. There was no way she couldn’t kiss him
back. Not when he was doing that with his lips. There was no way
she could prevent her mouth from opening, not when his tongue
danced its way through like that. A playful persuasion the way he
kissed her. As if knowing he had her in the palm of his hands, but
not yet grasping. He stroked his tongue against her own only to
pull away again in a triumphant sort of arrogance as if trying to
push her yearning to its limit. He wanted her at the point of no
return and he wanted her to make the first move towards it, as if
it was her decision.

It was the taste of her tears that stopped him. He pulled back
to see her eyes closed and a wet trail glistening upon her cheeks.
The sight of her grief broke his heart and stopped his sweet
seduction. He quivered with the need to be inside her. His body was
hard and aching and angry at being refused what it so desperately
wanted but seeing her so sad struck an emotion he couldn’t even
name. The ache of desire turned into an ache of helplessness. He
wanted to protect her from what hurt her so but how could he
protect her from himself? Even when he didn’t know how he was
responsible for it.

His lips rest against her cheek as he sipped at her tears. The
comfort of that single motion made her lean forward and press her
face into the hollow between his neck and shoulder. His arms came
up to enfold her and he buried himself in her hair, holding her
tight as she silently wept.

He could have gone on holding her forever and been content. She
could have sat in his arms for the rest of her life and never be
more complete than this. He didn’t ask her why she cried and she
didn’t tell him. The warmth of their sweet embrace was enough for
now and they didn’t see any reason to stop.

The moment was ephemeral however, that fleeting sense of
perfection. It left too many questions unanswered, too many words
unspoken. The seconds ticked away and with them came that pressing
need for solution.

Hermione knew it was time. Enough hiding. Enough bullshit.
Enough chickening out. If there was ever a time to tell Harry she
loved him, it was now. She pushed away from the safety of his neck,
away from the comfort of his scent and warmth and looked into the
eyes of the one she loved.

He waited silently, patiently. He felt that something major was
about to happen and knowing that it would change his entire life.
Hell, who was he kidding, it already had. One kiss and everything
he’d ever known, ever foreseen was blown to pieces. He met her eyes
with trust and hope and a fearful sort of anticipation as he waited
for her to speak.

She smiled tenderly and cupped his cheek. “I have to tell you
something and I need for you not to say anything until I’ve
finished.”

His brow creased in confusion but he nodded his head in consent,
promising her request, if somewhat reluctantly. She took a deep
breath and released it on a rush of words.

“It shouldn’t come as any surprise to you Harry, that I love
you. Not just as a friend loves another friend. But as a woman
loves a man. As a soul yearning for its mate. You’ve had my heart
for so long I can’t even remember when I gave it.” She found he was
very still. Very silent. Even his breathing seemed to have stopped.
She carried on.

“I love you so much it hurts. I’ve loved you for so long it just
became natural. Like breath. Like it belonged. And with the
knowledge of my love for you, I felt complete. And it didn’t matter
how many girls you took, or how many times you passed me by with no
more than a smile. It didn’t matter because I knew you were happy.
And in knowing that, I was content.”

It was strange, saying all this to his face. Sitting comfortably
in his arms and confessing her truths, spilling all the secrets of
her soul and not being invaded by the fear that held her
protection. He stared at her in shock. In wonder. With a strained
vulnerability that allowed her to continue.

“Honestly, insanely, I had ruled you out as a possibility. I
knew you would never be satisfied with just me, but it was all I
had to offer. I wish I didn’t need you. I wish my flesh didn’t burn
at the thought of you. I wish my skin didn’t sing at the sound of
your voice. I wish my heart wouldn’t skip a beat every time you
smiled. But it does, it happens and I couldn’t ignore it anymore,
though believe me, I tried.”

She laughed but it wasn’t for happiness. She laughed at herself
for even thinking that she could deny her love. She laughed because
her foolishness knew no bounds, for here she was, spilling all her
secrets to the one person who should never have heard them. She
laughed because it was far better to laugh than it was to cry. She
closed her eyes to the flood of tears and struggled to speak around
the lump in her throat.

“But patience is a transient thing, Harry. There was only so
much pretending, so much oblivion I could take. You had to know.”
She looked over his shoulder, losing herself in her memory. “And
stupidly, I thought I could seduce you into loving me. As if I
could compete with those six foot supermodels you were so
accustomed to. As if you’d realize I loved you and discover that
you loved me back.”

She shrugged in defeat. “I really didn’t know what I was
thinking to be honest. I guess I was just tired of it all. Of all
the pretense. Of pretending I didn’t love you like I do. Of
pretending it didn’t hurt me so much. Of pretending that everything
was fine and I could just get over you in time. That loving you
without hope was enough for me.”

She gave him a smile of heartbreak. A smile of loss. A smile of
failure. And somewhere in the false curve of her lips, in the dying
sparkle of her eyes, in the dejection of her body was a sense of
peace. “But it wasn’t enough. It isn’t enough. I love you Harry
Potter, with all my heart. And that’s all there is to it.”

There. It was done. Finally. She’d just gambled her heart away
and the effect was an overwhelming ache of despair. His reaction
wasn’t helping much either. He was completely silent. He was
completely immobile. He looked struck dumb with a vague hint of
distress. He looked as if he really didn’t want to be there right
now. It was how Hermione interpreted it anyway. And it was the
worst outcome she could ever have foreseen. Desolation wrapped
itself around her skin and left her feeling forlorn, helpless to
the tears rolling down her cheeks. The move to brazen the
confrontation out was inbred in her. To make a play at
unaffectedness was only in her nature and she armoured herself with
her tattered mask of bravery.

“You probably want to leave now, huh? I know how uncomfortable
you get around girls confessing their undying love for you.” She
smiled impishly. “It’s okay Harry. I understand. I just thought you
should know before anything else happened tonight. It kind of
seemed unfair to both of us if you didn’t know. Not a lie as such,
but not the truth either. Not real.” She whispered the last two
words on an injured gasp of rejection. Of dying optimism. A last
lament to the dream. “So maybe you should let me go now.”

She held no blame for him. Not in the slightest. It wasn’t his
fault that he didn’t love her back. It wasn’t his fault he couldn’t
love her back. Nobody could direct desire, nor could they educate
the heart. And she couldn’t hate him for that. She couldn’t hate
him at all, despite the countless times she had tried.

She was being very gentle with him, almost to the point of
patronizing as if he needed healing. She could see his
surprise, his confusion, his anguish, his delight, his eyes lost,
his mouth slack, slowly taking it all in and she wanted to be out
of his arms when it finally hit home. She wouldn’t stand for his
pity. She wouldn’t wait patiently as he stared at her
condescendingly, thinking of a nice way to let her down.

So she gave him that option now. An easy escape for the both of
them. Almost wanting him to let go. Almost needing him to let go.
Wanting that space, that time that would allow her to gather her
thoughts, collect her self-worth, to discover somewhere beneath all
that humiliation the withered remains of her dignity. The release
of her love was almost euphoric but doubt crippled it like a
disease, swamping the pleasure of that peace with fear and
regret.

She wanted his response but she didn’t want it yet. She wasn’t
strong enough for it yet. She wanted him to answer her but she
didn’t want to be in his arms as he did. “Let me go Harry.”

It was when he did as she asked that the killing blow was
delivered. She couldn’t contradict herself, she expected it, but
she didn’t realize how deeply wounding his release would be. It was
like death. He couldn’t let her go? Just sweet words whispered in
the darkest, most intimate of nights. A man’s sweet drawl to
appease the doubts of his lover. And like a fool, for a wishful
while it had kept the spark of hope alive. Until now. The final
blow that extinguished the fire.

She pulled out of the warmth of his arms, off of the bed and
felt the chill start to seep into her bones. It left her feeling
cold and completely alone. She hugged herself tightly, as if she
could withstand that killing frost with her own embrace. The salty
tracks of her tears felt like icicles upon her cheeks. She was
shivering in the mild night air, as if forsaken to the hold of
winter. All her emotional defenses were down and his rejection
struck her tenfold. The pain, magnified. The sadness,
destructive.

“I’m sorry I ruined everything.” And with that, she turned away
and walked to the door. A fresh flood of tears surged to her eyes,
down her face, but she didn’t feel them. The ache in her heart
increased with every step she took. She didn’t want to leave, but
she knew she had to.

And if she didn’t go now she wouldn’t go at all. What then? It
was so, so tempting to run back to him and demand he kiss her
again. Order him to forget everything she said and make love to
her. On the bed, on the floor, against the wall, the place wouldn’t
matter. Nothing would matter when he was inside her, when they were
joined together, when they became that one, perfect body, connected
and deep.

But it was too late for that. That once desire was conquered by
her revelation and his fear. The best thing she could do would be
to walk out of his life now, while she possessed the strength to do
it. It was all she had left to offer him.

“Come back here.” His voice was low, a deep rumble that held the
signs of muted anger. The soft strains floated on the cool breeze
and froze her in place. The faint hum of his fury had her confused
and at a stand still. She staunchly ignored that deceiving flicker
of hope.

“It’s better if I leave now.” And then you don’t have to, she
thought sullenly.

“You can’t just say all that to me and expect to leave.” His
reply was thunder and heat. A velvet purr echoing a distant roar.
“You can’t just disappear without allowing me a chance to
respond.”

So eloquent, so sinister his words. She didn’t understand his
anger. She didn’t understand the direction of it. And though she
didn’t hear him, he was suddenly right behind her. Her body reacted
to his closeness like a magnet to metal, tormenting her with
mingled pleasure and longing. It just. Never. Stopped.

“Your response is why I’m leaving Harry. I don’t think I have
the strength for it.” Her head was bent, scared that he would touch
her, wishing he would. The betrayals of her body were relentless,
disregarding all her emotional and mental demands.

“You don’t get to run away this time.” His command was strong,
quiet, would be deadly if she had reason to fear it. “Turn around
and look at me.”

Captured in his spell she couldn’t help but obey, no matter how
much logic protested. She turned, unwillingly and soon wished she
hadn’t. He was as close as a breath. Her turning allowed the tips
of her breasts to flirt with the expanse of his chest. The bottom
of her robe mashed against his firm thighs, static electricity
making it cling to the material of his boxers, to the heat of his
legs.

And the worst thing she could possibly do was to meet his gaze.
His hard face held a dangerous cast. His whole body thrummed with a
potent rage. And the effect was one of predatory awareness. As if
withholding the need to strike and devour: an animal hunger. He
watched her with hooded eyelids and the silence was blaring. It was
as if he was lost for words, only…not. More like he was restraining
himself from saying what he truly wanted to. As if searching for
the right way to make himself heard. And believed. But with all the
questions, disbeliefs, all the confusion racing through his head
like a raging tornado, he couldn’t quite grasp the words that could
make sense.

Hermione watched him enthralled. She failed to see any reason
why he should be as upset as he seemed to be, but he was. He was
fuming. His temper sparking around them like a live wire. She felt
if she were to touch him, she would be electrocuted. She wanted to
cower and cry. She wanted to melt into his furor. She wanted to
erase the night. She wanted to live it again. She desperately
wanted to believe. And the most powerful want, the want that was
irrevocable and unreserved of them all, despite everything, because
of everything, she wanted to make love to him.

“I could kill you right now for what you just did to me.” He
growled into her face.

She closed her eyes and bowed her head. “Is it really so bad
that I love you Harry?”

His sigh was heavy as he touched his lips to her forehead. “It’s
excruciating.” He brushed his lips lingeringly across her skin. The
movement offered comfort, the effect almost crooning, if it weren’t
for the words crushing her heart. “Why didn’t you tell me
sooner?”

She let out a chuckle of disdain. “When Harry? When you came
home from Rebecca’s place? After your date with Melinda? When you’d
finished screwing Jessica, Kathryn, Gretchen, Sally? After your
great love affair with Cho?”

“There was never any Gretchen.”

Hermione pushed away from him, backing herself further into the
door. This was better. This anger. This jealousy. This was
something she could work with, something she could control, direct.
It was an easy emotion to her, one she held to her like a
lifeline.

“Does it matter? When in the midst of all your lovers could I
have told you? Should I have made an appointment?” She asked
bitterly, fighting to hurt him, fighting against him. She welcomed
this aggressiveness and wrapped it around her like a security
blanket.

“If you’d told me from the beginning, there wouldn’t have been
anyone else.” He countered, which left her wretched, self-disgust
seeping through her veins.

“Don’t pity me, Harry. Be angry with me. Be annoyed with me. Be
honest with me, but don’t you dare pity me. Don’t lie to me to try
to salvage any ego, please, there’s no point in it now.”

He pressed himself against her once again to help emphasize his
words. “Do you really think that if I knew you loved me, I would
have let someone else have me?”

Let someone else have him. That was good. She liked that.
As if he didn’t have a choice in the matter.

“Yes Harry, that’s exactly what I think. Oh, you wouldn’t have
meant it, you wouldn’t have meant to hurt me, but I know you. You
wouldn’t have been satisfied with just me.” She taunted, her heart
loaded with the sharp need to share the burden of her pain.

“Then you’re a fool. You don’t know me at all if you think
that.” He snarled into her face. His hand reached out and caught a
handful of her hair, pulling her head back to look directly at
him.

When he caught her gaze he was stunned. He saw so much pain in
her eyes. So much rage. So much jealousy. And a huge wealth of
love, all directed at him. He wasn’t amazed by her beauty, though
she was so beautiful it hurt, but he was amazed at the fact that
she didn’t know it. Astounded at the outrageous conclusion she’d
come to in assuming he didn’t want her. He shook his head in
disbelief.

“Don’t you know? Don’t you know you’re the one I’ve been waiting
for?”

The guttural words were like sugar resting on his tongue, pulled
from within, echoing through his being, dissolving in his heart.
The moment the words left his mouth he felt a resounding truth
ringing from them. As if saying them aloud he had just completed
something, connecting that last piece for everything to finally fit
and make sense.

On Hermione’s part, it was a case of too little too late. It
wasn’t enough to break through her newly built barriers. She was
still too hurt to believe. Still to angry to be absolved. Still to
doubtful to hear any truth in his words, and the daggers she had
were sharp and ready to use.

“Nice way to wait, Harry, fucking everything in sight.” Her pain
was cold and vicious. And she wouldn’t blame him if he wanted to
hit her just then. But he didn’t. Of course he didn’t.

Instead, the hand in her hair clenched tighter, pulling her head
further back so that their faces were only a breath apart. Agony
painted itself right alongside fury in his expression.

“I haven’t fucked you.” He answered, just as cruelly. Then,
tipping his head in a motion as if to kiss her he said, “Yet.”

Hermione had to admit, his response was tantalizing. The words a
physical enticement, her body screamed ‘To hell with it, take
the offer!’, but her head wasn’t quite so complacent.

“Is that all it would be Harry? Fucking?” Her earnest reply left
him blinking in confusion, and then was replaced by a resolved sort
of anguish.

It was at that point she began to regret her words. She couldn’t
bear to see him hurt. The distress in his expression was new and
sudden and raw, it broke her heart all over again. She didn’t know
how vulnerable and open he had made himself until she saw the
torment leaking into his eyes.

And before she could apologize, before she could assuage her own
guilt and throw herself at his feet, he released her, stepping back
from her body staring at the floor in what appeared to be
horror.

“You’re right.” He shook his head. And continued shaking it.
“I’m not good enough for you.”

Hermione gasped in incredible disbelief. “What?”

He continued to slowly back away from her. “Maybe I should
leave.” He rasped, his voice dry. “There’s no way in hell I deserve
you.” His head was bowed; his fists were clenched at his side, as
if restraining himself from reaching out to her.

Now was the chance. This was her moment. This was her out. He
had just given her the opening to be gone and be glad. This was the
time where she could leave gracefully and work irrefutably at
getting over Harry Potter - the sweet, deluded, absolutely,
blindingly oblivious Harry Potter.

But for the life of her, she just couldn’t understand. What in
the world made him think that he didn’t deserve her?
He could be so incredibly stupid sometimes; she just wanted to yell
at him. So she did.

“Are you completely thick?” She shouted with incredulous fury.
“I’m in love with you Harry. In love with you.
Everything you are. Everything you’ve yet to become, I love it all.
And you’re not good enough for me? You’re the Boy Who
Lived, for fuck sake! You’re the most wonderful human being I have
ever had the privilege of knowing and you’re not good enough for
me? I could never live up to who you are. You’re everybody’s
hero. You’re my hero. And the man I love. And if I can’t
make you see that then you’re stupider than I thought.”

Then she laughed. How could she not? She laughed because it was
just all so insane. This night. This night was becoming absurdly
long and exceedingly ludicrous. She felt like she was banging her
head against a brick wall. Just when she thought she was finally
getting somewhere, getting through to him, getting away from him,
he’d turn it around completely and leave her standing at the very
beginning again.

She covered her face with her hands, muffling her laughter in
her palms until the tears escaped her eyes. Tears of surrender. It
all just seemed so pointless now. Sure, her love for him was out in
the open, for him to do with as he pleased, but if he could, after
everything, reach an insane conclusion like that, what was the
point of it all?

“What’s the point?” She asked, her hands dropping back down to
her sides. “If you can’t see me as anything more than a friend,
that’s fine. That’s great in fact. I’d love that. If you only want
me as a sexual acquaintance, then that’s fine too. But if after all
this you’ve deluded yourself with ridiculous assumptions like that
one, I’ve wasted an entire night.”

She wouldn’t look at him, because in that look, she just might
intercept acceptance. And if he’d accepted everything she’d just
said with an ounce of agreement, she’d walk out the door and never
come back. But then, that was probably what he wanted. And she
supposed it was the best she could offer him.

She shook her head. “I can’t…” Her thoughts were slow to form,
confused and tired. “I think my patience has actually run its
course.” She finished finally.

She was finished. It was done. And now the ball was entirely in
his court. The longer he stayed silent, the more her heart
shattered at her own impending verdict: Harry didn’t love her. And
she’d just made a complete idiot of herself.

See my eyes. See inside me. Know my heart. “Know I love
you.” Were her last words before she turned around to walk out the
door.

“Hermione.” Harry whispered to her back, his tone desperate.
Unknowing. A silent plea. Her name a prayer on his lips. It made
her stop and sigh. She had to stop herself from giving into
him.

Hesitantly, carefully, his hand touched her waist. The warmth of
her body beneath his hand imprinted a pounding resolution into his
being: He didn’t deserve her, but he couldn’t let her go. It
was that simple. And it was the hardest thing he’d ever
encountered.

He closed his eyes and told her the truth. “I don’t know how to
love you right.”

She raised her head and turned to him. “What are you talking
about? It’s not like you haven’t done it before.”

“No. I haven’t done it before.” He denied, his hands floundering
in mid-air, wanting to reach out, afraid to. “That was never love.
You know it wasn’t”

Hermione stared at him, wondering how, after everything, after
all she’d put herself through tonight, after every damning
assumption she’d made, after all the hits she’d taken, how after it
all, she felt that she had the upper hand.

“Then what was it Harry?”

He gazed at her with intense longing. His eyes spoke a mute
appeal, drowning in an unanswerable knowledge, seeking help,
wanting everything.

“It wasn’t this.”

He could barely hear himself over the pounding of his heart.
Blood rushed to his head and for a moment he felt dizzy, as if,
after an eternity of stumbling through darkness, somebody gave him
sight and he was left blinking at the beauty of sudden vision. Of
seeing for the first time and having no idea what anything was.
Hermione held the way and she knew it was up to her to show him.
She stepped into his heat, closer to him, helping him find her.

“And what is this Harry?”

What was this? This was terrifying. This was wonderful. This
was Hermione. This was Harry. This was lust. This was pain. It was
need. It was heat. It was drowning. It was breath. It was peace. It
was fury. It was binding. It was dying. It was life. It was
oblivion. It was…found.

“It’s right. It’s us. It’s being in your arms. It’s having you
in mine. It’s knowing that everything is perfect in the world,
simply because you are in it. It’s touching you and feeling better.
It’s looking at you and knowing warmth. It’s tasting you and being
full. It’s your smile. It’s your tears. I drink you with my eyes
and never go thirsty. I breathe in your voice and never go
cold.”

He took a deep breath and let it out with his heart.

“It’s so many things I can’t even hope to describe it right, but
all I know is it’s you. It’s everything that is you. It’s so
strong. I feel it without knowing I feel it. Knowing that you’re
beside me makes life all the more bearable. Knowing that you’re in
my world makes me love being alive.”

He concluded restlessly. He ran his hand over his arms, soothing
his own skin from the goose bumps that formed with his words,
trying to stop it from burning, trying to stop it from itching,
trying to prevent this strange sensation that had his body wanting
to explode.

Hermione knew she was grinning like an idiot. Even as confused
and lost and bewildered as he looked, she couldn’t stop smiling.
Finally. Finally. At last. And amazing.

“I hate to break it to you Harry, but I think it’s love.” Her
voice was gentle, soothing and she watched his eyebrows rise in a
sense of wonderment.

“Love?”

She pushed closer, touching their bodies, bringing them home.
“Yes. Love. Just like in the songs. Just like in the movies. Just
like in the fairytales. Man loving woman. You and I.” She grasped
his hands and placed them on her hips. “It’s being in your arms.”
Her hands traced the taut muscles in his back, following the smooth
line up to his shoulders. “It’s having you in mine.” His skin,
warm, wonderful. “It’s our lips together.” She tiptoed up and
sighed against his mouth. “And being home.”

Just like that. That link. That connection. He sunk into her
embrace and kissed her, closing his eyes and felt the tears on his
cheeks, astonished that this time, they were his own.

They kissed, long and sweetly. Their embrace tightened and they
reveled in how completely perfect this felt. Their love was nascent
but a force to be reckoned with. It was unleashed. It was blazing.
It was strong. And nothing would stop it.

Harry broke away from her lips and buried his face into the
hollow of her neck. He inhaled deeply, her smell her essence,
before exhaling on a deep, heart-felt sob. A sob to everything lost
and everything finally found. He cried. And she held him through
the storm. He cried silently and softly, cursing himself for never
finding what was there, for taking girls randomly, hearing them ask
for his heart and knowing, yet not knowing that it had already been
given.

He cried in disbelief that he hadn’t done anything about it
earlier. That he was so oblivious to it all and through every
betraying action he took, he had been hurting her. That was the
true reason he cried. Because of all the pain he had unknowingly
put her through. Yet, just like the brave and conquering woman she
was, she’d held on. Strong and tight and unyielding. Just as she
held him now.

“I’m sorry.” He gasped weakly. Her hands were in his hair,
stroking, cajoling, soothing away his hurt and his guilt. Her
sympathy, her understanding was almost more than he could bear.

She kissed his temple, his cheek, bringing his face above her so
she could kiss more. She sipped at his tears, returning the action,
tasting the salt of his pain, kissing into him forgiveness and
acceptance – breathing upon him an ending and many beginnings.

“Don’t be sorry, Harry.” She whispered, hovering above his lips,
nuzzling across his other cheek, dabbing at the tears with her
tongue, as if banishing his sins, as if assuaging her own. “Just
love me.”

There was sweet sincerity in her eyes. And a desperate longing.
He knew his eyes reflected the same. It was love and it was theirs
for the taking. She’d forgiven him and he was left with a verdict
of redemption. Burying his carnal past and emerging into the
present, the future that was all and only Hermione.

“I don’t deserve to be loved by you.” He stammered, brushing his
thumb across her lower lip, caressing them apart. “But I’m not
letting you go.” His other hand came to cup her neck and he could
feel her pulse beating at his thumb, fluttering ecstatically to a
rhythm that matched his own. “You’re mine now. And I’m forever
yours.”

A trembling smile overcame her face, her heart racing, her body
quivering and she bound them with a sentence, with a carnal power
inbred through every molecule of her being, with a primitive magic
as old as time, as old as life the enchantment rose from the depths
of theirs souls.

“So mote it be.”

Click. She felt it. He did too. A sort of immersion of the
heart, a sweet melding of the soul, connection. As if at the very
words, a deeper meaning was communicated. Like prophecy. Like
destiny. When she met his eyes it felt as if a circuit was being
connected, closed and locked in place.

The piercing electricity between them wasn’t new, but it was so
much more pure with the mutual love it now held. Their skin felt
like it was being brushed with live wire. They touched and it was
belonging. Their lips met and the air stirred a distilled
lightening.

‘So mote it be.’

They could have been content for a lifetime in this moment, but
their bodies were hungry. They had been denied too long the deeper
culmination they sought from the very beginning. Their hearts may
have been sated but their skin, their blood craved more. Their
souls may have been inextricably entwined as rightfully as two
souls could ever be, but the flesh needed to be mated and satisfied
properly.

When their tongues touched, it began.

Passion came to life, once again. Desire took greedy control and
this time, it would not be stopped. Had hours passed? Probably. Had
time stilled? Hopefully. Did it matter? Not in the least. Nothing
outside their insulated cocoon meant anything of worth. Nothing
that wasn’t the two of them existed for all they were concerned.
Everything but this was meaningless and lost in the sensation of
their pleasure and the fulfillment it carried when they were
together.

Harry kissed her hard and hungrily. Hermione kissed him back. It
was an orgy of mouths, tasting each other as if they were starved.
There was no restraint on the way they feasted, nor was there any
grace were romance implied. Their mouths moved with limitless
carnality. Savage, uncontrolled and still not getting enough.

Hermione was flying. She felt new. She felt whole. She felt
love, reciprocated. It was sensational. And this time, she gave
herself over to it. Her fingernails dug into his shoulders. He had
her on the tips of her toes, rocking against him, grinding herself
into his erection and he responded to the provocation of that
movement by sliding his hands down to cup her buttocks and press
her more insistently against him, fitting himself into the yielding
notch between her thighs.

Their mouths clung, breath becoming no more a necessity than
thought. When he lifted her off her feet, Hermione moved to wrap
her legs around his waist, but felt herself unable to do so by the
snug constriction of her robe. That unexpected denial released an
outraged cry from her mouth and the sound brought Harry to his
quickly fleeing senses.

He struggled away from his over-clouding desire and opened his
eyes. He saw Hermione. He saw her face, flushed and beautiful, her
lips parted, her eyes closed. He saw the woman he loved and
realized he was treating her with no more finesse than an
over-eager teenager having sex for the first time. Treating her no
more lovingly than he would some other conquest.

The thought stopped him frozen, his self-disgust cooling his
ardour. He couldn’t do that. Not to her. Especially not to her. He
could feel her yielding body against his, ready for the taking and
the sweet torment of denying himself to continue was torture. It
couldn’t be fast with her. It couldn’t be like this with her. Their
time was to be leisurely and unlimited now. New. Hermione was new
to him. This sexual act was new to him. Never before had he made
love.

Never before had he made love.

He felt her fingertips stroke his cheek. Her alarm at his abrupt
withdrawal faded into concern at the dilemma clouding his
expression. Her disorientation from their urgent embrace became a
feeling of niggling wariness.

“Harry?” Don’t stop, she wanted to say, please don’t stop, but
held it back. Her heart was still racing from her whirlwind of
emotions. The love she discovered made her want more and her body
didn’t want to be denied again. She could feel the entire length of
his body – hard, hot, pulsing – she wanted all of it. Inside her. A
part of her. She wanted to climb into his body and become one. To
find that perfect clarity - the harmony of need and knowing.

She could feel the urge like a hot lance through her chest, the
heat spreading to her stomach, in between her thighs. But the
sensation was dulled by the confusion that played in his eyes and
she didn’t want to start this with doubt. Not his and not her own.
Not again. She could still feel his touch on her body, she could
taste his tongue in her mouth, but the shadow of uncertainty was
enough to put their desire on pause. If only somewhat.

Harry caught her palm that rested on his cheek and carried it to
his mouth. He closed his eyes and kissed into it a benediction.

“I love you.” His statement was strong and unbreakable. “But I
don’t want this to be just another…” He stopped, searching for any
other word than ‘Fuck’, but there was really no other way to
describe it.

Hermione relieved him of the task, sensing the reason for his
apprehension and fighting against it. “It won’t be.”

Then she hesitated. Would it? How would she know? The most
sexual experience she’d ever encountered had all happened to her
tonight. But then… this was her and Harry this time. Of course it
wouldn’t be the same. Harry may be the master of lust, but Hermione
was the mistress of love. She held the knowledge deep within her
soul, right alongside her recognition of witchcraft. She knew love.
How could anything between them be anything but making love?
When love was between them, nothing could be wrong. This she knew
above all.

And with this knowledge her confidence arose. With the hand he
held, she carried it down her body, sweeping past her breasts to
the centre of her stomach where the knot of her robe strings
rested. Her unhidden love for him gave her the strength she needed
to show him she wasn’t scared to be naked in front of him, with
him. She willingly gave him herself; she’d given him her heart, now
she wanted to give him her body.

She held his hand to the knot of her robe, her eyes lingering
upon his face, watching as the confusion turned into acknowledgment
of this gesture, of this gift, transformed into understanding and
gratitude.

“Will you make love to me Harry?” The question was heaven to his
ears. How long had he waited for this? Unknowingly, for this.

“I don’t want to screw this up Mione. Not now.” He stated
huskily, his grip becoming firm, his need becoming critical.
Reaching that point where, despite everything, despite his
reclining fear, his undeterred disbelief, he was claiming her no
matter the consequences.

“You can only do that if you deny me now.” She answered, her
hand falling from his to her side, leaving it up to him to make the
final decision. To take that final step. And of course it was easy.
It was immutable. Inevitable. Everything, every movement, every
motion was leading towards this. All happenstance, all occurrences
led them to here – to now. They did not have the option of
forsaking it.

It was as easy to accept as it was easy to untie a knot.
Insecurities fled as easily as clothing separated. Hermione’s robe
parted leaving a long sliver of skin revealed from chest to thighs.
Harry was immobilized by the sight. Numb through an infusion of
unadulterated ecstasy, she offered him beauty, she offered him
happiness, she offered him herself and he was humbled by her pure
honesty and he could do nothing but receive it with open arms –
exploring hands.

The mounds of her breasts were left uncovered but the tips held
the silky material away from her body, leaving exposed a line of
her cleavage, abdomen and a fine patch of curls in between her
thighs that called to him like a homing beacon. He was painfully
aroused by the sight, but the insistent urgings were pulled to
restraint by his irrevocable need for slowness. This was new for
the both of them and he wanted it done right.

He bent his head to the base of her throat and placed a
lingering kiss upon it. Hermione’s hands grasped his waist,
steadying herself to the lull of his motions. His mouth glanced
across her collarbone, tracing its way along her shoulder.

“I can’t believe how much I love you Hermione Granger.” He
whispered against her skin, his emotions felt through the heat of
his kiss.

She smiled into his hair, her hands pulling him tighter, closer,
wanting more. “Show me Harry.”

In reply, his nose nudged her robe aside to fall from her left
shoulder. It left her breast bare to his scorching gaze. The
intensity in his eyes as he looked upon her naked skin had her
blood sizzling. He could melt icebergs with that look – with the
desire behind it. He stared at her exposed breast with the
expression of a man on the verge of agony. The struggle to maintain
his caution in this was severe. Never before had he taken the time
to truly love his lovers. They were more a fast feast he consumed
greedily and, once satiated, could walk away full and content.

His mouth watered at the sight of Hermione’s naked body and he
simply couldn’t deny himself just one little taste. She was a meal
to languor over. Not to rush till full but to savour, to devour, to
appreciate, to ration. But one little taste couldn’t hurt any.

With that logic firmly in place, he bent his head to her
straining nipple, licking the tip as if testing, until when
satisfied with the sample, his mouth closed over it greedily. She
heard herself moan and her hands sought hold in his hair, gripping
it tightly, barely able to breathe, shuddering with arousal.

When she thought she couldn’t bear the sweet torment any longer,
his mouth moved across her chest in search of her other breast and
it started all over again. Bliss continued, unrelenting. Harry’s
hand swept the robe from her shoulder and the liquidity of the silk
allowed for the cloth to fall away completely.

Now she was entirely naked, in his arms, with his mouth laving
her right nipple. Hermione cried out, a pleading sound, helpless
against the reverberations rocking her body and centering itself in
the pit of her stomach. She felt a yearning emptiness in her groin,
an ache to be filled.

“Harry.” She moaned, desperately seeking something, anything
more which would stop the ache.

He felt, more than heard her plea and stood straight, before
picking her up and carrying her to the bed. Hermione was a
quivering heat in his arms, curled into him, wantonly receptive to
his maneuvering as he lay her down.

He stood back and stared at her, her eyes half-lidded as she
stared back. Her arms were limp at her sides. Her left leg bent as
her right lay straight. Everything his eyes glanced upon was pure
perfection - her breasts heaving, the moonlight reflecting off
them, off the moisture from his mouth, the flat line of her stomach
which led to the centre of her thighs – the home of his straining
arousal.

He stared at her with such loving scrutiny, she felt seared. The
way he was looking at her, she felt beautiful. She felt desirable.
She felt loved. She lay there in offering, uninhibited and
unashamed. She lay there for him with open eyes and waiting arms,
as he looked upon her with open wonder, unrivaled hunger.

But the wait soon became unbearable. She couldn’t stand the
solitary tension any longer so she sat up in front of him. She
wanted Harry as naked as she and she needed to touch him. She
placed both hands on his stomach and heard him inhale on a
shuddering breath. He was drawn to her like a moth to a flame,
close enough that he could feel her hot breath against his navel.
She traced the muscles of his chest with her hands, following the
hair that trickled down to his stomach parting to rest at his
pelvic bone. Then, leaning forward, her lips traveled the same path
to the hair just below his bellybutton. She kissed it like she did
his mouth. Slowly. Warmly. Wetly.

His rough groan was music to her ears and she felt his hands
entangle themselves in her hair. He tasted like salt, like fire,
like sweet, sweet sin as she always knew he would. The hair against
her tongue was coarse and soft at the same time. She followed that
trail until she met the material of his shorts, which was when her
hands came back into play, sliding the fabric down his thighs,
passed his knees, dropping them to his feet.

And now he was naked.

Wow, seemed too juvenile a word to use at this moment, but it
was all her brain could manage. She’d known the textbook version of
all there was to know about the male anatomy, but seeing it all, up
close and personal, was something else entirely. The textbook
version was never accompanied by this overwhelming urge to explore.
To admire. To devour. To want so entirely, in all its entirety.

Call it chemistry, call it hormones, call it female instinct,
Hermione wanted to take Harry’s erection into her mouth. The desire
was so strong, so arousing, so carnal in its implications she
almost wailed in despair when she was denied the opportunity.

Instead her mouth was filled with Harry’s tongue. He attached
his mouth to hers like that of a man desperate for air, pushing her
back onto the bed in the same movement, so aroused was he by just
her stare.

He lay completely over her as they kissed and her body sang at
its covering. She could feel every scalding inch of his skin
rubbing against hers. His simple masculine strength subdued at its
taking as it undulated and slid along her body. The sensation was
intoxicating. She was in heaven.

Harry was in hell. The absolute torment in preventing himself
from thrusting into her welcoming centre was excruciating. He was
shocked when he came so abruptly in the kitchen earlier, but it was
once again a true testimony to his strength when she began kissing
his stomach. He almost lost his willpower when she stripped him
naked. And the look in her eyes, that hungry gaze was almost his
undoing.

To think, tumbling her onto the bed was what it took to retrieve
his evaporating sanity. He had to concentrate purely on giving her
pleasure before he collapsed from the strain of holding himself
together. No matter how strong the temptation she was so easily
able to provoke with just a look, despite what her kisses were now
doing to him. And he had to calm his body’s gasping responses to
the soft, warm, naked, yielding body under his.

“You’re making me crazy.” He growled into her neck, taking the
flesh between his teeth.

Hermione’s hands clawed at his hair, her body bucking beneath
his, as if emphasizing her point, pushing him to that edge – her
punishment: her breast in his mouth.

“Likewise.” She gasped, pushing more against him, wrapping her
legs around the backs of his thighs.

“I wanted to do this slowly.” He said around her nipple. “But
you’re making that impossible.” He moaned back up to her mouth,
kissing her hungrily.

Hermione’s hunger was just as blatant. Just as urgent. Just as
whole. And just as she sucked at his tongue, she felt Harry’s penis
rub along her wet centre. The effect was explosive.

She made a wild, keening sound, almost mewling at the near miss
which was swallowed by Harry’s kiss. It was then, her body demanded
one brutal, concrete, conclusion: she wanted him inside her. Her
body yearned for that initial penetration that would join them.

She thrust against him once again, seeking that essential entry
and the growl from Harry’s throat was fierce, almost animalistic in
its nature as she stroked her wet heat along his hard length. And,
as if he just couldn’t help himself, as if he was lost to the sweet
calling of Hermione’s silken flesh, he began to enter her,
slowly.

Hermione stopped breathing, reveling in the new sensation,
eagerly anticipating more, and as she watched Harry’s expression,
she saw his pleasure being quickly replaced by censure. He began to
pull away.

“No.” Hermione protested sharply. “No Harry.” Her legs came up
to encircle his thighs, holding him in place, seeking that emphatic
release.

He exhaled harshly, his body struggling to a halt, a silent bid
for control. The desire to sink himself into her was ambushing all
his logic. He made a raw, smothered sound as she pushed herself
further against him, further upon him, enveloping him inch by
agonizingly sweet inch into her welcoming heat.

“No Mione.” He rasped, almost weakly, infinitely desperate. He
was swiftly surrendering to her hold, the luring call doing
everything in its power to grasp him entirely.

“Yes Harry.” Hermione’s hands swept down his back, grasping his
buttocks. “I want you inside me.”

His groan was muffled into the hollow of her neck and he felt
her hands clench, as if ready to push. He felt, more than knew,
that if he were to sheath himself inside her now, he wouldn’t last
a second. She was pushing him over the edge with just words, if he
were to make them actions, just now; he knew he would be lost.

As it was, he was fighting a losing battle anyway. Nobody should
embody this much temptation. It was highly unfair. Him, the lover
of many, the one most men envied for his legendary stamina and
skill was being challenged and overpowered by a mere nymph. Who
knew that love and sex could combine and create his rapid undoing?
If she could bring him near climax with soft moans and whispered
words, he couldn’t foresee a lengthened seduction anywhere in their
future.

“I want this to be good for you too.” He managed, raising his
head to look into her eyes.

She smiled sweetly and lifted one hand to push the hair back
from his brow. “Then come inside me.”

He never professed to be a saint, nor was he an idiot. Or a
complete idiot anyway. And there was no way in hell he could resist
her any longer.

His body trembled as he braced himself above her. His forearms
framing her head, his hands buried in her hair, his face
centimeters above hers. His chest pressed against her breasts, his
stomach pressed against hers and between her legs, he lay rigid and
impatient, nestled in her warm heat, tasting the sweet penetration,
aching for more.

The temptation was more than he could bear and with a deep groan
that vibrated along the length of their bodies, magnifying
sensation, making her gasp, he combined their bodies with a single
thrust into her intimate flesh and a single kiss upon her soft
lips.

Being inside her for the very first time would have been pure
unadulterated bliss, had it not been for the ultimate,
unquestionable knowledge that, up until this very moment, until
he’d penetrated her so fully, so surely, she had been a virgin.

He froze in shock above her, completely inside her,
speechless.

Hermione’s eyes were shut tight to the brief pain and slight
discomfort, but she was more concerned by Harry’s lack of movement.
By the fact he was as still as a rock on top of her. Her eyes
blinked open to find his expression masked in something akin to
horror.

Should she have warned him? Should he have known? To be honest,
she thought he did. Should he be so surprised? Should she be
insulted? Pointless questions, now the deed was done, but more
importantly, should it be taking this long to continue?

“I didn’t know.” He uttered softly, his breath wafting warmly
against her lips. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

How in the hell had she managed to stay a virgin? Absolutely
impossible. No, absolutely improbable. It was just wrong that so
much wanton, sensual, unbounded beauty hadn’t lost its innocence
before him. Innocent. She had remained completely innocent.
Completely chaste, untouched, until he, like some marauding
barbarian had charged upon her with no more grace than a rutting
bull.

He knew from the start that he didn’t deserve her. And now it
was official. He’d ruined her with one thrust. And against all
logic, he felt ashamed of his unworthiness. He felt her kiss his
lips and he surfaced from his whirlpool of self-hate.

“I wanted exactly this Harry.” She soothed him with more kisses,
more stroking, beguiling words. She felt his withdrawal
emotionally, physically, felt his own self-doubt and protested and
fought against it. “I wanted you to be my first. My last. My
only.”

Then, with feminine wile, instigated through instinct, with
physical knowledge she didn’t even know she had, her trembling
inner muscles convulsed and clenched around his shaft in an
inviting, luring request – one last statement to end it all.

“It’s always been you Harry.”

With that motion, with those words, his desolation was
overwhelmed by a primal sense of male triumph. Of feral possession.
Of gratitude so bone deep, so claiming he thought he would shatter
in its hold. She was his. Hermione was his woman and hadn’t,
wouldn’t belong to any other.

He kissed her with such fierce love; with such masculine pride,
it symbolized his staggering joy of ownership. Of partnership. The
coarse carnality of his kiss made her want to weep at its power.
His tongue thrust deeply, his hold tightened and with expertise
through years of practice, practice for this very moment, he began
to move inside her.

Moans, sighs, gasps were lifted into the air to create this
sanctuary, this euphoric haven, this Garden of Eden, their bodies,
their sensations heightened to an ecstasy unknown. The fervency
mounted, the devastation swarmed until climax peaked and defeated
them.

Bound together with words, now bound by flesh, their union
culminated into a magic all its own, it weaved and thread itself
through the existence of time, through the forces of the elements,
as ancient as knowledge until their love became its own entity – it
could never be questioned and their joining would no longer be
denied.

And as soft as a breath, with the temperature cooling their
bodies, their heartbeats slowing, the darkness creeping in from the
sides and blanketing their love with its safety, they rest. Sated.
Sleepy. One.

Finally.
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