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            1. Supposed Happy Ending

 






 Hermione packed the remaining kitchen dishes into the cardboard box sitting on her counter. She heaved a heavy sigh, looking around at the bare walls and floors of her flat. I'm moving in with Ron tomorrow, she thought, the love of my life.















 The traitorous part of her mind fired back. Liar. Remind me why you're doing this.



















Because he makes me happy, she reminded herself. 















Now, that's a good one. You've been practicing that lie haven't you? Only one guy makes you happy. And he's still waiting for you if you give him a chance.

















 “Please, not this argument again,” she muttered. 















Until you deal with me, I'm not going anywhere. So deal with me.

















I have. Ron makes me happy, end of story.



















No, wrong guy. Harry does. So why aren't you with him again?















 Hermione sank to the floor in frustration. Because he has everything he wants. And so do I.



















When was the last time Ron made you feel the way Harry does?















 She started to talk aloud. “Harry has Ginny, I have Ron. Isn't how this is supposed to be? In sixth year I helped them so I could have Ron.” 















Didn't count on that crush on Harry to turn into love though, did you? No, it was all about Ron and Ginny's happiness. Never yours. And then, turns out Harry loves you too. But you gave that all away, her practical side countered.















 “But it was expected of me. I had to. We could never be happy together.” 















That's rich. What about all the times you've had with him? Or all the things you've helped him solve? Or the numbers of times you've felt like the luckiest girl in the world, just because you knew him? And why would he feel the same way abut you if he didn't love you? You talk of being happy without him, but the truth is you can't be happy until you're with him.  Her mental side snorted.















 “Well, Harry is marrying Ginny in a year. And I'm happily dating Ron,” she said in a hollow voice. “No more discussion.” Hermione almost expected a flash of victory but there was none. 















 Hermione began to cry. “Why can't I just forget him?” she sobbed. 



















Because you've made a mistake, her practical side said matter-of-factly. You're so busy making the Weasleys happy, you won't accept that. Deep down, you know Harry is the only one for you. But you are happy, aren't you?



















“I am. Soon, all things I've wanted in life will be real.” And yet, Hermione continued to cry.













        
    
        
            2. Almost Happy Ending

 






 The months passed by at a snail's pace. Ginny called Hermione frequently asking for help with preparations and questions on traditional wizarding wedding details that her mother didn't know. It filled Hermione's heart with sadness to help, knowing that every question answered was putting her farther away from Harry, but she answered them anyway. It's for Harry's own good, she justified to herself. 













 One day, as Hermione was attempting to grade papers from her third year Transfiguration class in her and Ron's study, Ron walked in with a melancholy look on his face. He slumped down on the loveseat closest to Hermione and drummed his fingers on the armrest. After a few minutes, Hermione turned towards him. 













 “Would you please stop doing that? It's distracting,” Hermione asked in a terse voice. She returned to her work. 













 “You don't love me do you?” he replied in a faint voice. 













 Her quill stopped moving instantly. Seems he's figured you out, her practical side thought smugly. 













 Ron continued. “I think you used to, once upon a time. Maybe it was infatuation. Either way, what was there is gone now. We don't really talk or do stuff together. We don't even fight like we used to.” He gave a faint smile. “Remember that? We used to be able to row with the best of them. It's like I've lost the Hermione I used to know.” 













 He looked up from the carpet. “Harry's noticed it, too. He's worried about you. He loves you as much as you love him, maybe even more.” 













 “Ron, there's no way he loves me, he has your sister and then….” 













 “Don't lie, Hermione,” he interrupted gently, “I've known about it for a while. I'm not that thick-headed.” 













 He smiled wistfully and she gave him a small smile in return. 













 “I understand, you know. It just hurts that it had to be this way. Can we still be the best of friends though?” He held out a tentative hand to her. 













 Instead, she buried him in a bone-crushing hug. “Of course you crazy git,” she answered smiling. She pulled away with tears in her eyes. “You'll find the woman who loves you exactly the way you are someday. I think I already know one who does.” 













 A confused look crossed his face. “Who?” 













 “I won't tell. You'll have to guess,” she said cheekily. 













 Ron stuck out his tongue at her. “Meanie. I do have to tell you something unpleasant though.” He began to play with his fingers uncomfortably. “It seems that Ginny decided to move the date of the wedding.” 













 “When would that be?” 













 Ron's hand moved the back of his neck. “Er, well, you see…They--well….” 













 “Spit it out Ron. It can't be that bad.” 













 “It's Sunday.” 













 “WHAT?!” She jumped out of her chair, knocking it over in the process. “But today's already Friday and it wasn't for another three months! What happened?” Hermione began to pace quickly. 













 “I tried to stop them for Harry and your sake. They wouldn't listen to me though. `What does a man know about planning? ,' they said.” He let out a small grunt of displeasure. “The rehearsal dinner is tonight at seven. Considering that you're Harry's best friend you should be able to come but I don't think you'll be able to talk to him. Ginny's holding on to him like a Niffler holds on to gold. It's kind of sickening actually.” He made the same face that was usually only reserved for Percy 













 Hermione chuckled as she passed the loveseat for the eighth time. “I thought you liked the idea of your sister marrying the Harry Potter.” 













 “Let's just say, I've changed my mind. But anyhow, who'd you say likes me again?” 













 “Not telling. Almost got me that time.” 













 “Damn.” 









* * *















 Later that night, Hermione holed herself up in the bathroom. 













 “I can't believe I blew it. I had my chance but no, every time I start talking to him he has to run off and do something for Ginny.” She buried her head in her hands. 













 Her practical side decided to voice its opinion on the matter. There's a reason for that you know. But you really don't' listen to me anyway so…















 “Oh, shut up,” she grumbled. 













 “Who are you talking to?” Ron asked through the door. 













 “Nobody, Ron, I was just thinking aloud.” 













 “Well, Harry's here to see you.” 













 Hermione almost bowled Ron over in her rush to open the door. “Now?” 













 Ron rolled his eyes. “Yes, Hermione, now. He's in the kitchen.” 













 “Don't push your luck, Won-Won,” she retorted as she walked off. 













 While walking towards the kitchen, Hermione mentally prepared herself for what she needed to do. Just walk in there, tell him the truth, and wait for his response. Nothing more, nothing less. I can do this. It's just Harry. Best friend Harry. Yes, just…wonderful, good-looking, caring, loving Harry. Okay, this is not helping. She gulped as she opened the kitchen door. 





















She burst into laughter. There was Harry, covered in jelly happily munching on a peanut butter and jelly sandwich while reading The Quibbler. “How'd you manage to do that?” she asked leaning against the door recovering from the lack of air. 













 “Well, it wasn't coming out so I thought I would just magic it out of there. But it seems that jelly is not the best thing to try magic on. Highly unstable.” He took another bite of the sandwich. 













 “Honestly, Harry, I didn't think you were capable of making such a mess.” She took her wand out of the back pocket of her jeans and flicked her wand at Harry. “Scourigfy!” He was instantly clean. 













 “Thanks, `Mione.” 













 “You know I can't stand it when you call me that,” she said as she sat down next to Harry. 















No, you don't, you actually like it. Makes you think you're special, he doesn't have a nickname for anyone else but you, her practical side pointed out. 









Harry smiled. “I like it, so you're stuck with `Mione.' ” His face turned solemn. “But really, what's bothering you? I know we haven't been able to talk since this whole wedding business got started, and I'm sorry for that. So maybe we should start again by talking about you.” He looked at her expectantly. 















Here's your chance. Tell him how you feel, she thought. 













 “I've just been feeling down that's all. Guess I'm not ready to see you married yet.” Although she was smiling on the outside, her practical side was berating her. What are you doing? All you have to do is say, `I love you Harry.' That's it! Stop lying and tell him!



















 Harry looked crestfallen. “Are you sure? It's just that it's as if something else is really bothering you. Is it Ron?” 













 “No. We did break up but it was mutual and-” 













 “Oh. How…awful.” 













 Hermione could have sworn she saw a glimmer of hope in his eyes. Now say it. `I love you Harry.' C'mon you can do it.















 “So where are you gonna go now?” Harry asked. 













 “I'm not sure. I might go back with Mum and Dad or stay here.” She looked down at the table. “Or steal you from Ginny and go elope,” she added in a mumble. 













 “What'd you say?” 













 “Nothing. Absolutely nothing.” Stupid, stupid, stupid, stupid, she kept repeating in her head. She faked a yawn, “I'm really tired and all so I think I'll go to sleep, then. Night, Harry.” She quickly walked away from the table. 













 Harry lightly grabbed her arm. “Oh no, Ms. Granger. You are not going anywhere until you answer my question.” 













 “The first or the last one?” she said trying to stall for time. 













 “Both,” Harry answered with resolution. “Now tell me what's really bothering you.” 













 “Nothing at all. I'm just stressed with work and the wedding and the fact that I don't want it to happen at all.” Oh no, I actually said it! , she thought





















Yes! Finally, thank Merlin! , her practical side rejoiced. 













 Harry looked slightly amused. “How come?” 













 “It's just that I think you'd be happier with someone else. Someone who doesn't just see you as Harry Potter, the Boy Who Lived, but as Harry. Regular, plain Harry who just wants to have a normal life and a family and good broomstick.” 













 “And you would give that to me?” Harry's face was unreadable. 













 “Yes. I mean, no! I mean…that is to say…” She gave up talking and did what she exactly shouldn't have -- she kissed him. 















What am I doing? I am snogging another woman's soon-to-be husband!

I shouldn't be doing this! I'm a respectable woman not some…Merlin, he's a good kisser.



















 Hermione finally pulled away. She looked at Harry, who was breathing as heavy as she was. 













 “I'm so sorry Harry! I just lost focus and…” She continued to apologize 













 “I'd say you had plenty of focus.” Harry grinned. “That was the best kiss I've ever had.” 













 “I…really?” 













 “Yes, and now I can finally say this.” He stood up. “Hermione Jane Granger, I've loved you ever since what was supposed to be our seventh year. Every time I even thought of someone hurting you, it was like someone hit me with a Bludger to the head. I still feel that way. When you and Ron started dating, I threatened to hex him into next week if he ever did anything to upset you. I don't know why I proposed to Ginny: it could've been the fact that she cared enough to wait for me or maybe I couldn't have you. But now, I can and I plan to make every last minute of this count. You are mine Hermione, and no one else's. I don't want you to be with anyone else, just me.” He enveloped her in hug. “You can't,” he whispered into her hair. 













 “I never wanted to. But, Harry, what about Ginny? What'll she do? She loves you too.” She ran her fingers through his hair. 













 “I don't know. I don't even know where to begin.” 













 Hermione began to struggle mentally. Ginny deserves happiness with Harry.





















And you? You love him more than she does, don't deny it. You said it yourself. And he just confessed his love for you. You've been waiting seven years for him to say that. Isn't this your happy ending?





















Yes, but not at the expense of other people. Hermione stepped out from their embrace. “Harry, we can't do this.” 













 “Hermione, please. Don't say that. Please.” 













 Hermione winced at the pain in his voice. She looked at the table. He tried to hug her again but she stepped back. 













 “She loves you too. You owe that to her. Aren't you happy with her?” 













 “No, she's not you. Hermione, please.” 













 She let out a sob. It sounds like he's dying. “Harry, you need to go before this gets us into deeper trouble.” 













 “`Mione…” His voice cracked. 













 “Go, Harry.” She wrapped her arms around herself. “You have to.” 















 Harry stood there for what seemed an eternity. Finally, he spoke, “Okay. Whatever you want.” He took a step towards her and cupped her face with his right hand. “But know that I love you. Always. You're my `Mione.” He kissed her again and Apparated. 













 Hermione fell to her knees. Body-racking sobs passed through her as she slowly lowered herself to the floor. I did the right thing. I let him go because someone else needed him.





















But at the cost of both of your hearts. Was it worth it?















 Ron had walked into the kitchen to see what the noise was. When he saw her on the floor, he began to panic. “Hermione? Hermione, what happened? Talk to me!” 













 Ron dropped to the floor and hugged her tightly but she didn't feel a thing except for the dull pain in her chest. 















No. It wasn't.













        
    
        
            3. Happy Endings Found

 








All right you guys, this is it. What will happen? *cue dramatic organ music*







 ---------------- 





 All Saturday, she stayed in her improvised room in the study, crying. Ron sensed her need to be alone and only came in to bring her a bowl of soup and some soda. But she didn't touch it. Her soul and body cried for Harry and there was no soup in the world that could cure it. 













 When Sunday morning arrived, Hermione felt like someone had dragged her through a herd of angry hippogriffs. “I shouldn't go to his wedding like this. I'm already an emotional wreck, watching him actually leave me will drive me insane.” 















You allowed this to happen. You have to see it through to the end. It's the only way for closure.















 “You're right. I should. I'll go. It is Harry's big day after all,” she said in a hollow tone. 

















 She shuffled out of the study to what was now Ron's room where he was trying to put on his bowtie. He looked up with a mixture of sadness for Hermione and frustration at his tie. She had to give a weak smile at his disheveled appearance, with his robes half-undone and hair a mess. 













 “Come here. The least I can do is help you look presentable.” 













 Ron chuckled. “A regular Mum you are.” He walked over to her and she began to help him with his tie. “Hermione, are you going to be alright? Do you need to stay home?” He looked at her worriedly. 













 “No. I'm going. I have to be there to,” she took a deep, shuddering breath to keep from sobbing, “support Harry. It is his wedding.” 













 “Are you sure about this?” 













 “Yes. He'd be disappointed if I didn't come.” 













 Three hours later, Hermione took a seat in the backyard of the Burrow. It had taken all her strength to get ready and now that she had arrived, found it harder to sit there than anything she had done in her life. As soon as Ginny says `I do,' then I can move on, she thought. 



















You're fooling yourself. You'll never move on. Not from Harry.



















 She ignored this truth and looked around to see who was there. There were several people from the Ministry, supposedly from Mr. Weasley's department.

 Tonks and Lupin were there in the front row. Bill, Fluer, and their five-month-old daughter, Sophie, sat next to them. Both couples cooed over the baby and Tonks asked questions about raising children, much to Lupin's embarrassment. Charlie played peek-a-boo with Bill and Fluer's other child, a four-year-old boy named Zachary. She smiled as she saw Hagrid try and sneak onto a bench in the back that had been especially made for his large frame. Headmistress McGonagall, Professor Flitwick, and Professor Sprout sat next to Hagrid to keep him company. Several of Ginny's friends from Hogwarts crowded the front row, giggling and gossiping. And to her greatest surprise, Draco Malfoy sat only two seats in front of her. 





















What is he doing at a Weasley's wedding? Probably as Ginny's guest.

It doesn't matter anyway. This will all be over soon.















 “Granger? How come you aren't with the blushing bride as we speak?” The drawl of Malfoy's voice was an unwanted thing to Hermione's ears. 













 She looked up expecting to see contempt, but instead saw a genuine curiosity. “I wasn't chosen as a bridesmaid so…” 













 “I'm guessing that comes from the fact that she thinks you want her man-toy?” 













 Hermione looked at him with interest. “And how would you know this?” 













 “I just know. I have a question for you. What would you give to be with Harry?” 













 “The world.” She covered her mouth, she hadn't meant to answer. 













 Malfoy smirked. “A secret revealed and to your worse enemy too. Don't feel too bad, Granger. I understand your plight.” 













 “How would you know about love?” 













 He rolled his eyes. “I might be a Slytherin but I can still feel. Why does everyone think we are immune to emotions other than hate and malice?” 













 “And you aren't?” 













 “A certain witch taught me during the war to stop looking at blood and look at the person. It's the most kindness that I have ever been shown,” he said quietly. 













 Hermione looked in awe at Malfoy. He's not the same evil wizard that I remember, she mused. 













 “Who was this witch?” 













 “You'll find out soon enough.” He turned around, leaving Hermione more confused than ever before. 













 Two minutes later, the ceremony began. The Wesaley twins walked in Angelina and Katie, Seamus brought in Lavender, and Ron brought in Luna, who was the Maid of Honor. Finally, Harry walked down the aisle by himself. Hermione's breath caught in her throat, he looked more handsome than he had before in black dress robes. 















It brings out his eyes. But then again, everything brings out his eyes. Hermione could see the misery and hurt in them. She desperately wanted to hug him, tell him she was never going to leave him, but that was impossible. She had made her choice. 













 The whole wedding party looked down the aisle and slowly, Ginny emerged from The Burrow with her father on her arm. The entire crowd marveled over how beautiful Ginny was in her dress. Hermione only watched in silence as she passed. For the rest of the ceremony, she stayed perfectly still waiting for the inevitable `I do's. 













 “And now, if any man believe that this man should not wed this woman, speak now or forever hold your peace,” the officiate said, who in this case was an old family friend for the Wesaley's, Mr. Tumnus. 















You should say something. You know that it won't be a healthy relationship.





















No, she deserves him…















 “I most certainly do.” 













 Hermione came back to the present to find Malfoy standing up. “There's no way that this can go on.” 













 Every Weasley bristled. 













 “What for Malfoy? What're you doing here anyway?” asked Bill. 













 “There's been a mistake in your plans.” He walked to the altar and took Ginny's hand in his. “She should be my wife and she is going to be.” 













 The crowd rose up in an uproar. That is, everyone but Hermione. 















`I understand your plight.' Wow, he really does.















 “I know that this will ruin you rosy future you have planned for her. Well guess what? I could give a rat's arse. I love her; she loves me, the end. If any of you have a problem, be sure to look me up.” He turned to Ginny. “Will you be Mrs. Malfoy?” 

















 Ginny looked at Harry. “I'm sorry,” she mouthed. 













 “No hard feelings. It was good while it lasted,” Harry answered with a grin. 













 Ginny smiled back and refocused her attention to Malfoy. “Of course I will, since you put it so nicely. But we're going to have to work to your manners.” 













 “No guarantees, my beauty. No guarantees.” They both Apparated, leaving chaos in their wake. Every Wesaley except for Ron ran to The Burrow for damage control and the guests left quickly afterward. The only people left were Harry, Hermione, Luna, and Ron. 













 “That was the most fun wedding I've ever been to in my life. Don't you agree, Ronald?” asked Luna dreamily. 













 “It was something, Luna. Not sure what, but it was something.” 













 No one saw the look of pleasure in Luna's eyes that followed this statement. Ronald Weasley would be hers yet. 













 Hermione stayed glued to her chair, unable to fully comprehend what had just happened. Ginny is in love Malfoy. Never saw that coming. Wait. Now that she is with Malfoy and Ron is on his way to being with Luna, then that means…





















You get a no-strings-attached Harry.















 Hermione almost sang in her joy. She looked up to see Harry's eyes dancing with happiness. He ran to her chair and knelt down. 













 “I don't know about you, but I still feel like getting married. I've got the robes, the ring, and the ability to go buy a dress. All I need is the woman. Would you happen to know one?” 













 “I could if you say the magic words,” she said teasingly. 













 Harry laughed. “Hermione, would you please hurry up and marry me before things go wrong and make me the second-happiest man on Earth?” 













 “Who's the happiest?” asked Hermione in confusion. 













 “Malfoy because the Weasley clan still doesn't know where he is.” 













 Both of them doubled over in laughter. 













 “Harry, I think that the answer would be definite yes. Shall we leave?” She held out her hand. 













 Harry pulled her up and gave her the largest hug she had been in her life. “Yes. Love you, my `Mione.” 













 “I can't wait to hear that for the rest of my life.” 













 “Trust me, you'll have eternity.” 





 ---------------------- 















Ah, flufferic endings. That's all, fellow readers. I'm rather proud of this one, it was the very first story I actually finished and it got me on Portkey. Leave reviews, tell your friends, you know the drill. Thank you for all of your reviews and support!





        
    