
        
            He Said He Wouldn't

            by LadyAkako

            
                "He said he wasn't coming back," she whispered brokenly. - Hermione is in tears over her first big fight with Harry, convinced that he wouldn't come back and let them work it out. Just a little one-shot that is kind of random. :-)

            

            
                	Rating

                	PG

                	Ship

                	Harry & Hermione

                	Canon

                	Books 1 - 4

                	Genre

                	Angst, Romance

                	Status

                	Complete

                	Length

                	1,940 words in 1 chapter

                	Published

                	19 Jan 2005

                	Last updated

                	19 Jan 2005

            

            From the Unofficial Portkey Archive: https://portkey-archive.org/story/3639/

        
    
        
            Contents

            
                	He Said He Wouldn't

                	1. He Said He Wouldn't

            

        
    
        
            1. He Said He Wouldn't



 






 Ah, well, this is really just written so I could make sure I could still write something, as I've been trying to write a new chapter for SP for forever and it just isn't happening…so sorry for anyone who's still waiting for that. Other than that, everyone else, enjoy these stray thoughts of mine that actually made it onto the computer. And I would like to add a nice *gasp* because I actually wrote a one-shot. Hehe 
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 “I think it's over, Ginny,” Hermione stated seriously, tears leaving a streaky trail down her usually smooth skin. Her hair was in a right state as it frazzled itself into a large tangle, making the petite woman underneath it look even more miserable. 





 Hermione was currently sitting in Ginny Weasley's small flat, crying. This in itself was enough to cause Ginny stress over the situation, which had yet to be fully revealed to her, because Hermione Granger rarely cried on anyone's shoulder if she could help it. The girl didn't like to cry…in anyone else's presence at least. 





 “What's over, Hermione?” Ginny questioned gently as she handed a fresh mug of dark, hot coffee to her almost hysterical friend. 





 Hermione sighed heavily, her eyes following the lazy wisps of smoke from the coffee as she seemed to contemplate her next words. 





 Finally, she seemed to decide on a few simple words to sum up what had brought her here in such a tizzy, “Harry and me had an argument.” 





 “And…?” Ginny asked, confused. She sat down next to Hermione on her worn out couch and fixed her friend with a perplexed look. “You two argue all the time, what's different this time?” 





 “It wasn't just any argument, Ginny!” Hermione blurted almost before Ginny could finish her sentence. She stood up, setting the untouched coffee mug on the table, and started pacing worriedly. “I-I said some things that I wish I hadn't and he left,” she said in almost a whisper. 





 “Left? Where did he go?” Now Ginny was standing, trying to stop Hermione from wearing a hole in her floor from her incessant pacing. 





 “I don't know; that's why I came here. I don't know what to do….What can I do, Ginny? What if he's gone for good?” Hermione looked up from her pacing, looking unbelievably tired all of a sudden. She ran a hand through her tangled hair, mussing it even further. 





 “Hermione,” Ginny interrupted sharply. “You know Harry would never leave you like that, quit thinking things like that.” 





 “But…you don't understand!” Hermione sounded hysterical once more and Ginny quickly crossed the floor to reach her. She gently tugged on her friend's arm and sat in her in one of the nearby chairs of her makeshift dining room, sitting down near her in the other chair. 





 “What am I not understanding then, go on, explain,” she ordered, her voice still a bit sharp towards Hermione. 





 There was complete silence in the room except Hermione's sniffles for at least five minutes. Hermione was wringing her hands in her lap as Ginny stared expectantly at her to speak. Finally, Hermione's head lowered and she look a big, rattling breath. 





 “He said he wasn't coming back,” she whispered brokenly, dragging her tear-stained eyes to meet Ginny's shocked ones. 





 “What?” she hissed out. 





 “And-and then I-I said,” Hermione choked on her words for a moment, “I said I didn't wa-want him to…and he left, and then I-I came here.” She sniffed loudly again, a new batch of remorseful tears finding their way to pull into her eyes. 





 “Oh, Hermione,” Ginny murmured, taking Hermione's hands in her own. “What happened before that?” 





 Hermione swallowed audibly and sucked in a trembling breath again. 





 “We haven't been seeing each other much lately, it's been one thing or another that's kept us apart. A-and we were going to go out tonight, it was our one year anniversary, you know.” She sniffed loudly again. She stopped for moment, tracing her fingers over the well-worn pattern on the table they were sitting at. She reached up and wiped some of the remaining tears from her still blurry face, sighing again. “I didn't mean to start a fight.” 





 The last statement was said so softly, Ginny barely heard it. She stared at her friend for another long pause before asking quietly, “What do you mean?” Hermione continued to trace on the table, staring at the wall absently, as if she was remembering a particularly painful memory. Ginny noticed for the first time the dark blue blotches that contrasted so starkly with the unnaturally pale skin that Hermione always got when she cried. 





 Hermione's hand snaked up to her frizzy hair, raking through it over and over again, as her eyes gathered a few more tears in them as the silence stretched on. 





 “He was late.” She broke the silence, stopping her hand that was in her hair and bringing it back down to her lap. “And I was getting a bit worried, and when he finally showed up, I asked him why he was late…and then we just started yelling at each other.” Hermione shook her head as if in disbelief, and wiped away her fresh tears fiercely. “I don't know why we were fighting; I think it was just to fight. Like we've been ignoring that we need to talk to each other for a while, but we just haven't or something and it finally reached a point where neither of us could take it anymore. I don't know…this doesn't make sense, does it?” Her voice cracked and she looked down at the floor, staring at it determined not to look up to see the expression on Ginny's face. 





 “And…and how did you manage to get to the point of mental breakdown you were in?” Ginny inquired tentatively. 





 “Well, one thing led to another, I suppose, and soon I was telling him to get out…and then he did.” Her voice had gone back down to a barely audible tone and her eyes strayed back to the wall, trying to look as if the fading floral print was the most interesting thing in the world to her right now. 





 “Hermione.” Ginny said softly. “I don't think it's over.” 





 Hermione had started to cry again, the tears slipping down her face without recognition. She lightly shook her head back and forth very slowly with her tears glancing off down to land on her hands. 





 “No…he left, Ginny. He said he wouldn't come back. He said he wouldn't.” She repeated herself needlessly, muttering the words to herself a few more times before letting a round of tired sobs free from her heaving chest. 





 “He'll come back to you; he has to come back to you, Hermione. He loves you. I know he does,” Ginny assured her with strength in her voice that surprised even herself. 





 Hermione finally flicked her sad brown eyes to lock with Ginny's and nodded in assent of those words after a moment. 





 “What if he doesn't?” Her voice was shaking in fear of what might happen. 





 “He will,” Ginny repeated and stood up, pulling Hermione up with her. “Now go back home, and wait, because he will come back. I'm sure of it…and if he doesn't, I will personally track him down and kick his arse.” 





 This drew a small, quaky smile from Hermione through her now abating tears and she gave a final sniff. 





 “Thanks, Ginny,” she murmured and gave another nod. With that she apparated back to her flat with a loud pop!























 * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 













 “Hermione,” a relieved sounding voice breathed as soon as she appeared in the front room of her flat making her jump in her unsteady state. Her eyes darted around the cozy area in a momentary fright before settling on a tall, painfully familiar figure. Harry. 





 A moment of heavy silence settled over them, as they stared at each other, one with a strangely haunted look and the other with a barely dried face that had been riveted in tears. 





 “Hermione,” he said again, taking steps toward her and closing the distance between them. “Please talk to me.” His words were pained and when he reached his hand up towards her face to tuck an errant strand behind her ear, she flinched. 





 “You said you weren't coming back,” she finally choked out; her throat seemed stopped with something solid, keeping her from saying anything else. 





 “I know; I didn't mean it. I really didn't mean it, I'm sorry. I-I don't know why I said that.” He leaned his forehead against hers, his voice sounded just as choked as hers. His hand came up again to stroke her hair that was knotted from her fingers running through it so roughly earlier. He gently tugged through a few of the knots and watched her silently, her eyes were closed and her forehead was wrinkled in thought. 





 “We should talk,” she said softly, swallowing dryly. She took a step away from Harry and took a good look at him. He looked like he had gone through about the same rollercoaster of emotions since their fight as she had. His hair was even more out place than usual and his eyes had a look of someone who was worn out over their life in them. 





 “We should,” he agreed in the same quiet tone she had used. He took her hand in his, lacing their fingers, and let her lead them to her light blue couch to sit down. 





 As soon as they sat next to each other on the small loveseat, he reached for her other hand, squeezing them both. 





 She looked a little past Harry's face, fixing her eyes on the soothing pattern on threads on her couch, avoiding his eyes. 





 His right hand momentarily detangled itself from hers to reach for her face and guide it face him again, forcing her eyes to meet his finally. 





 She drew in a stuttering breath as he did this and she tried to turn away but the gentle pad of his thumb stopped her. 





 “Hermione,” she could hear the slight smile in his voice, even as a very slow lopsided smile showed a ghost of itself on his face. 





 “Harry,” she finally replied, her own smile hovering just below the surface at the sight of Harry's. She reached up the hand that wasn't being held by him to hold onto the wrist of his hand that was now cupping the side of her face. 





 “I'll never leave you, do you know that? No matter what happens or what I say: I will never leave you,” he said with conviction, his fingers stroking her face. After a moment, he slid his hand down and grabbed her hand that was holding his wrist. “I love you,” he added softly. 





 “I love you, too,” she whispered and smiled at him. 





 “So, why were we fighting again?” he asked after a beat of silence. 





 “So we could make up?” She replied with a slight grin. 





 “Sounds like a good reason to me.” 





































 * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 





















 Ah, well, review and tell me if it was good, bad, or otherwise…. Thanks for reading, guys! 
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