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1. I Wished For You

A/N : Hey guys !!!! I’m happy to present my new collection of
Harry/Hermione ficlets !! Not to be confused but these are
UNRELATED stories !!!!!!!



Disclaimer : I own NOTHING !!!! Blah blah blah.



Dedication : This story is dedicated to my fave authors :
HarryHermione4Ever, Ryoko Blue, God Of Fire, HarryNZ, and
HermioneShiara !!!!



I Wished For You



By : Emili Potter



Summary : This is a fic about Harry and Hermione’s engagment. A
year after they leave Hogwarts !



Hermione sat watching the fire. The flames danced and flickered.
Hermione shivered. She wasn’t cold, wrapped in her boyfriend, Harry
Potter’s, arms. She smiled at her boyfriend. He smiled back. They
were in pure bliss.



"I love you." Hermione murmured kissing Harry lightly. He
returned the kiss.



"I love you too." He said, playing with a curled piece of
brown hair on Hermione’s head. She smiled at him. Before letting
their lips caress the other’s. She pulled Harry deeper into the
kiss. She released the kiss after a few moments.



"Minnie (A/N : Everyone thinks her nickname is Mione well I
call her Minnie.)," Harry said. "This may sound… strange
but I wished for you."



"Huh ?" Hermione asked.



"I wished for you. When I was little and lived with the
Dursley’s I wished for someone who loved me like you do. " He
said.



"I wished for you , too. I would always wish for my prince to
come and sweep me off my feet." She said.



"Oh." Harry said. "Minnie ?" He asked.



"Yes, hon." She said, staring into Harry’s bright green
eyes.



"You know how we’ve been living together for awhile and stuff
?" Harry asked, Hermione nodded, Well, Hermione, will you
marry me ?" He asked. Hermione stared him.



"Are you serious ?" She asked. Harry’s face fell.
"This isn’t a dream ? I’m not hallucinating ??!!" She
exclaimed, "Yes, yes, yes and a million times yes !!!!"
Hermione said, throwing her arms around his neck.



"Are YOU serious ?" Harry asked, smiling like a
maniac.



"Yes !! Is there a ring ??!!" She said. Harry smiled and
reached in his pocket pulling out small velvet box. He opened it.
Inside rested a smll ring. It had a white-gold setting and the gem
was a sapphire, with two diamond on the side. It was gorgeous.
"Oh my…" Hermione said, as Harry slipped the ring on her
finger.



"You like it ?" Harry asked, a smiling playing on his
lips. Hermione nodded enthusiasticly. He grabbed her chin and
pulled her into a kiss that lasted at least 10 minutes.



"I love you Harry Potter." Hermione said.



"And I love you Hermione Granger." Harry said. He kissed
her again, letting his kiss drift down her neck. She sighed. ‘Could
my life be better ?’ She thought to herself.



The next day she and Harry told Ron and Lavender, who had been
married since they got out of school because Lavender got pregnant.
They had a daughter, Megan, and were expecting a boy in a few
months.



"Oh ! I’m SO happy for you." Lavender said.



"So am I. My best friends… wow." Ron said, giving
Hermione a quick hug and slapping Harry on the back.



"Ow. Your suppose to congratulate me, not try and kill
me." Harry lughed. Ron shrugged.



"Tomato, tomahto (A/N : You know what I mean right ?)."
Ron said, still shrugging.



"Boys, will you ever grow up ?" Hermione said, pretending
to be disapointed. Ron and Harry shook their heads no.



"Not Really-"



"Probably not-"



"Doubt it-" Hermione swatted at Harry. He ducked away
from her. When she stopped he caught her lips with his. She
returned his kiss wholeheartedly.



"Aww… how romantic." Lavender crooned, "How come we
never do that ?" She asked to Ron, crosssing her arms over her
very large stomach. Ron leaned in and kissed her mid-rant.



Later that night Harry and Hermione arrived at their flat in
London. As soon as they got there Harry caught Hermione by the
waist.



"I love you." He said, kissing her softly.



"I love you, too." She said kissing him.



A/N : Ahhhhh fluff !! It makes the world go ‘round. Anyway I hope
you enjoyed this !!!! I like writing but I got writers block
mid-story… yikes !!!






2. Tell Me You Love Me

Tell Me You Love Me



Disclaimer: Nothing is mine.



Spoilers: All 4 books.



1/?




A/N: This was originally a story but I can’t think of how
to add so I made it another chapter of the fluffy fic.





No one understood Hermione. She may hide herself behind books but
did but did anyone see her for her real self. No. No one notice how
she had she had grown into her looks. No one ever noticed her.
People always overlooked her. The one person she wish notice her
was Harry. Harry… Hermione fell at his name. Everything from his
illuminating green eyes to his sensitivity made Hermione float. She
knew she never would compare to Cho, Parvati, or Lavender in looks,
but still why wouldn’t he notice her??!! Hermione decided instead
of beating herself up about she just buried herself in books.



Ron was worried about Hermione. She was studying a lot more than
normal. Rarely was she seen with out a book. When she wasn’t
reading she was staring at Harry. Whenever he mentioned Harry she’d
get a dazed, funny, dreamy look in her eyes. Ron was too wrapped up
in his relationship with Lavender to do anything, though.



Harry was at a crossroads in his life. He was 17 and about to leave
Hogwarts, his safety net; his haven. He either could join the
British quidditch team, go to magical college and study to be a
teacher, or take Auror training. What should he do? Not to mention
there was on person he wanted to be with, but knew he couldn’t
have. His best friend, Hermione Elizabeth Granger. ‘Why don’t you
just get up the nerve and ask her out?’ a voice in his head would
taunt. ‘Because she’s off-limits. She’s your best friend. Not your
girl friend.’ The sensible voice would answer. ‘Will you two stop
fighting? People are beginning to think I’m schizophrenic.’ A third
voice would pipe up. Harry would sigh and go along with the
day.



It was the middle of December when our story begins. It was a week
or so before Christmas and our favorite trio was in the great
having breakfast.



“So, Ron, are you staying for Christmas?” Harry asked, watching
Hermione. She was reading a book. Her golden brown tresses fell
into her face. She pushed them out of her eyes and turned the page.
Harry was suddenly jerked to reality by Ron’s answer.



“No. Mum wants all of us home for Christmas. Ginny is even bringing
her new boyfriend, whoever it is.” Ron said shrugging and stuffing
a piece of toast into his mouth.



“So you’re not going to be here?” Harry repeated.



“Sorry man. Mum wants us all home. It’ll be the first Christmas in
4 years for that to happen.” Ron said.



“It’s okay. How about you ‘Minnie?” Harry asked. Hermione jumped as
someone said her name.



“W-what, Harry?” she asked.



“I err asked if you were staying for Christmas.” Harry asked.
Hermione nodded vigorously.



“Y-yeah. I am.” Hermione said nervously. Ron shook his head. ‘Will
those two just ask each other out or SOMETHING? I’m getting sick of
all this… I dunno nervousness?’ Ron thought.



So that Friday Ron along with Ginny and surprisingly Ginny’s
boyfriend, Draco Malfloy. This got Ron kind of angry, but what
could you do? Ginny was more stubborn than a mule. Hermione decided
to find someway to get Harry to notice her. Any way at all.



Christmas came and the day went slowly. The feast was sure to be
the pinnacle of the day. The feast began at 5:00. Hermione and
Harry walked down together. The Great Hall was decorated in red and
green banners and trees. All the tables were joined together
because Harry and Hermione were the only Gryffindors and there were
only 12 other students in all. The feast was filled with delicious
food and wine was served with the meal. Needless to say, everyone
took advantage of this. By the time the night was over everyone was
quite a bit tipsy, Harry and Hermione especially.



“Geez, Harry will you keep up the pace?” Hermione asked, very
giggly, as they walked to the common room. Then she fell on the
floor and Harry fell on top and her. His breath was warm against
her skin and smelled like grapes. Their lips began to meet. They
became closer and closer until they finally met. A soft moan
emitted from Hermione’s throat. She was pulled deeper into the
kiss. Until realization hit.



“Oh. My. God. Harry, we- we can’t do this.” She said.



“Don’t you have feelings for me?” Harry asked, pouting.



“Of course I do. But Harry, we are drunk. And in the hallway no
less.” Hermione said, standing up.



“Yeah,” Harry said, sticking his hands into his pockets and looking
down at his feet. “Hermione, I love you.” He said. She laughed
dryly.



“Your drunk.” She said plainly.



“It’s not the wine. I really love you.” Harry said, cupping her
chin in his hands. He leaned in and kissed her.



That morning Hermione woke up somewhere that wasn’t her room. She
looked about and saw a sleeping figure beside her. Thankfully she
was still clothed. Then she realized the figure was Harry. Then she
realized the sharp pain in her head. She immediately felt sick and
ran into the bathroom. She ran into the bathroom and threw up. Her
hair fell in front of her face, limp and sweaty. Then she heard
someone knock at the door.



“’Minnie, are you okay?” Harry asked.



“Yeah, fine.” She said before vomiting again. The nausea was
unbearable. “Just a bit of a hangover. That’s all.” She said. She
fell back against the wall. Harry came in.



“A bit? I’m sure it’s more than a bit.” Harry said laughing.



“Ha ha ha.” Hermione said sarcastically. She began to fell nauseous
again and crawled over to toilet. Harry held her hair back in a
ponytail as she vomited.



“You know if I still am in love with you after this I really must
love you.” Harry said. Hermione glared at him.



“I’m going to brush my teeth. Do you have any aspirin?” Hermione
asked, cradling her forehead.



“Yeah.” He rummaged through the medicine cabinet.



“Ow. Too loud,” Hermione said wincing. “How come your not hung
over?” She asked him.



“Oh. Just a potion Ron and I concocted.” Harry said
shrugging.



“You and Ron?” Hermione asked incredulously.



“Yes me and Ron.” Harry said wryly.



An hour or so later Hermione came out of the girls’ bathroom. She
was wearing jeans and a t-shirt and mopping her wet hair. She came
up to Harry and sat on his lap. She kissed him lightly.



“Tell me you love me.” She said to him. He smiled at her.



“I love you.” He said to her. Hermione kissed Harry
lightly.
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