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            1. Movie Night

 A/N: So, this piece is a little more interesting than it would seem. It reveals a big part of my writing process: I write dialogue and any major physical movement before I write reactions and little things, like emotion. So this whole fic rolled out in one big spurt of dialogue, since there is no major physical movement or anything. I got to the end and began to re-read to add the other stuff when I realized it was way cooler like this. So there you go. It's also really, really, really old. Enjoy!


Movie Night





“Crossing Delancey”


“No”


“Sleepless in Seattle”


“Nope”


“A Room with a View”


“No, thank you.”


“When Harry met Sally.”


“Nah”


“Hermione, are you feeling well? You adore these predictable American romantic comedies. I can’t count the number of times you’ve charmed me to the couch and made me watch them over and over and over again. But I can tell you that it’s been enough times that when the other day someone at the deli mentioned their cat meowing funny, I began thinking of one of those one inane scenes.”


“Oh, Harry. I’m not ill. I’m just feeling a bit disillusioned with the true love thing. After breaking things off with Seamus, I don’t know... I guess I’m contemplating whether I want to bother with the whole ‘everlasting love’ thing.”


“You’re swearing off love?”


“Well, when put that way it does sound a bit melodramatic, doesn’t it? But you could say that... I’m lowering my expectations.”


“Hear ye, hear ye, all the masses. Hermione Granger has lowered her expectations. All gomers and shmucks should feel free to approach now.”


“Oh Harry, don’t put it like that. I just don’t need to be in love to be happy in a relationship anymore.”


“You’ve just decided it and decreed it, and so it shall be so?”


“Well, yes.”


“God you're healthy.”


“Oh, don’t tempt me with snippets of dialogue. I’m dedicated.”


“You always are.”


“I’m resolute.”


“I wouldn’t expect anything less from you.”


“In fact, I would be a bit turned off if someone thought they were in love with me.”


“Really, Hermione?”


“Yes. That’s it.”


“That’s what?”


“That’s my new plan.”


“What is?”


“That I will never be with someone who is silly enough to think themselves in love with me.”


“Silly? Thinks themselves? It’s so impossible someone could love you?”


“Well, that is my conclusion.  Everyone I’ve ever dated, even those who said they loved me have in the end found me too shrewish to be borne.”


“You’re exaggerating.  I don’t think you’re shrewish.”


“But we’ve never dated have we?  I’m not saying I can’t have friends- it’s just that men can’t stand to be in a relationship with me, so why bother?”


“I think those men who think you’re shrewish are just obviously unsuited for you.  When you find the right one, they won’t and you’ll know.”


“Harry, that isn’t the point.”


“And the point would be?”


“That, even if someone did love me, obviously I wouldn’t believe them, so it wouldn’t work anyway since I no longer trusted them. So I could never be with someone who thought they loved me.”


“Never Hermione? You will never be with someone who loves you? Life without love. You set yourself up to be miserable.”


“I do not. It’s only practical, isn’t it? If I can’t love them- which I couldn’t because I don’t trust them, because I am convinced that they couldn’t actually love me- why should I string them along?”


“You think yourself incapable of love?”


“Well, yes, didn’t we just discuss this?”


“You said the grand passionate affair would always allude you. You did not inform me you didn’t love me anymore.”


“Oh, Harry, you know what I mean.”


“This may surprise you, what with how rarely you’re wrong, but I do not.”


“I mean, I just can’t see myself with that kind of love.”


“Oh... so at the ripe old age of 20, you are quite sure you will never feel that kind of love.”


“Yes. Absolutely sure.”


“Words, nor actions, nor true emotion can sway you.”


“Exactly.”


“I mean, but what if some one did love you. Was devoted to you. Worshiped the ground you walked on; called you gorgeous daily, brilliant hourly; had you on his mind all the time; thought you were charming, intelligent, kind and compassionate. Then would you change your mind?”


“Well...”


“Yes?”


“I guess...”


“Yes?”


“Then, and only then, I might reconsider.”


“Good. I would be very sad to see you deny someone who loved you like that.”


“So, maybe not forever. Maybe I am capable of that kind of love. But in the short term, what I said still stands. Love, for the time being, is a bother.”


“And you, ever practical, could not trifle with such trivial bothers such as it.”


“Well, maybe I could.”


“And Hermione Granger wavers in her convictions”


“But we’re speaking in hypotheticals. At the moment there isn’t someone like that for me, is there?”


“You’re so very sure?”


“Oh yes, so very, very sure.”


“So you think no one loves you like that.”


“I don’t see why I’d think otherwise.”


“Well, alright then.”


“And don’t you sound so pitying of me Harry Potter. Because it’s okay. I’m independent. I’m brilliant. I’m self sufficient. I don’t need a man or love to make me feel fulfilled. I’m liberated. I’m - why are you looking at me like that?”


“Like what?”


“All quizzical and surprised, and pondering.”


“Oh well, I’m just trying to figure something out.”


“What?”


“Why everyone thinks you’re so clever.”


“What are you on ab-”


She was interrupted by his kiss.
 
        
    
        
            2. A Comedy of Errors

 






 A/N: So, this little plot bunny hopped into my life and refused to go away. Writing it was a lot of fun and I think we can all enjoy this little piece of pumpkiny goodness. Enjoy! 















Movie Night, the Second: A Comedy of Errors















 “Rocky?” 













 “No.” 













 “Goodfellas?” 













 “Hermione…” 













 “Oh, we could go rent that new one, Fight Club.” 













 “I don't think so.” 













 “Why not? I heard it's really good and I promise not to salivate over shirtless Brad Pitt too much.” 













 “Hermione, I just don't feel like it.” 













 “Harry, I certainly hope you aren't trying to get me to watch The Godfather again. I told you after the last time that I wasn't watching it for at least another six months.” 













 “Hermione, it's not that. I honestly just don't feel like watching a movie.” 













 “Well, of course you do. It's Friday night, Movie Night, our weekly celebration of the evening we discovered our mutual undying affection.” 













 “Yes, I know Hermione. And it's very nice, but tonight I'm just not up for it.” 













 “Harry, you can fall asleep while watching it. I mean, movie watching is a passive activity after all.” 













 “Not with you it isn't. You are an extremely interactive movie viewer. You may deny it, but you very much expect me to keep up conversation with you about why this-and-that character is doing this-and-that, things you've noticed since the last time we watched something, how would things change if such-and-such thing went differently…” 













 “Harry, you said you liked that.” 













 “I do, dear heart. I just can't tonight. I just don't feel well.” 













 “You do look a bit peaky- you're all pale and- are you sweating? Are you running a fever?” 













 “Uhm, no. I don't feel warm” 













 “You're right. Your forehead doesn't feel a bit warm. Rather clammy, really.” 





 “What a precise diagnosis, Dr. Granger.” 













 “Oh, bugger off. But, come to think of it, you've been acting a bit off all week. Don't go all manly-man on me here, are you feeling all right?” 













 “Yes, Hermione, I feel fine. I'm just …nervous.” 













 “Oh, you are? About what? Is it work? I swear if Moody is overloading you again I'm going to give him a piece of my mind. I know, I know, you're one of the best, they need you, but honestly, he needs to keep a closer eye on you. I mean, it really wouldn't do at all for you to defeat the most evil wizard of our times only to be taken out while on stakeout because you're completely knackered and don't notice the lug creeping up behind you.” 













 “Plus, you'd be rather upset as well.” 













 “Well, of course, it goes without saying. But yes, I don't want you getting irreparably harmed at the hands of some goon after all the work I put into keeping you alive so that you could one day satisfy all my carnal desires.” 













 “So that's what you keep me around for.” 













 “Hmm, yes, funny boy. You are my sex slave and nothing more. What a load of hogwash. Love, truly, is it something at work?” 













 “No, no, work's fine. Moody fears you to much to let anything happen to me. `Most formidable witch he's ever had the misfortune to cross.'” 













 “Well, he shouldn't have pulled that stunt with the Amortentia. It was not in the least bit funny.” 













 “As you demonstrated to him amply. Not nice at all to take away a man's roving eye.” 













 “I gave it back eventually.” 













 “A month later! After he walked into a wall and broke his leg!” 













 “He and Slughorn should have known better. They were grown-ups.” 













 “Moody was ancient! The mediwizards weren't sure they would be able to mend his leg!” 













 “Hush, it wasn't nearly as bad as what I did to that horrid Skeeter woman. And stop tying to distract me: if it isn't work, then what's wrong?” 













 “It is something of a sensitive matter.” 













 “A `sensitive matter' which is unrelated to work. What has Voldemort sprung back to life through a series of unfortunate events?” 













 “Uhm, first, no. And second, would that not be related to work?” 













 “I suppose so. But, honestly, Harry. It's me here, Hermione. What on earth is there in the universe that you cannot talk to me about, unless…” 













 “Unless what?” 













 “Well, unless it relates to me in the first place, but what could make you so wretchedly nervous that relates to me… unless…” 













 “Unless what?” 













 “Bloody hell, you're breaking up with me, aren't you.” 













 “No!” 













 “You are; you've decided that I'm not pretty after all and you've realized how I nag at you constantly and you're annoyed about how I'm always at you about your work and everything and you've decided to break up with me!” 













 “Oh for cripes sake, Hermione, I really wish you had never dated Ron because your relationship really buggered up your self esteem. I love you, I am not breaking up with you, rather, I am asking you to marry me!” 













 “You're what?” 













 “Hermione, will you marry me?” 













 “Well, of course I will, but why would that make you so bloody nervous?” 













 “Well, asking someone to marry you is not the sort of thing you do everyday.” 













 “Well, no, it isn't, but you just got me into a right state and I've just gotten engaged to the most wonderful man in the world with my nose all red and my face all blotchy from crying.” 













 “You're still crying actually.” 













 “Well, yes, but now it's because I'm happy and I already looked a wreck, so it doesn't much matter anymore.” 













 “I think you look beautiful. And you'll look even more beautiful wearing this.” 













 (Pause) 













 “What?” 













 “You have been saving that line for ages, haven't you?” 













 “I don't know what you're talking about.” 













 “That line. That line about the ring. You've been saving it since, oh, about the moment you bought it.” 













 “Perhaps.” 













 “`Perhaps'? I'll perhaps you, Harry James Potter. `Perhaps' he says, like I haven't known him since he even knew how to try the enigmatic stare and eyebrow raise. `Perhaps.'” 













 “Well, `perhaps' you wouldn't like this ring after all.” 













 “Oh, no, no you don't. I deserve a gift after the emotional roller coaster this has been. Gimme.” 













 “Are those the manners you plan to teach our children?” 













 “Gimme, please.” 













 “Much better. Here we go…oh, thank Merlin, it's the right size… and there, we are officially engaged.” 













 “Oh, Harry.” 













 “Yes, dearest?” 













 “It's just… it's just beautiful.” 













 “I'm glad you think so. Your mum might have offered some advice.” 













 “We're getting married. You are going to be my husband. I am going to be your wife. I… I just can't tell you how happy I am.” 













 “I know. It's pretty overwhelming.” 













 “No, I mean, I really can't tell you.” 













 “That's all right. We don't always have to talk.” 













 “I know. That's why I think I'm going to have to show you.” 













 And she did. 



        
    