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The Second Dance

(Story begins at the Yule Ball.)

Harry's eyes fell on the girl next to Krum. His jaw
dropped.

It was Hermione.

But she didn't look like Hermione at all…She was also
smiling - rather nervously, it was true - but the reduction in the
size of her front teeth was more noticeable than ever; Harry
couldn't understand how he hadn't spotted it before. All
thoughts of Cho Chang fled his mind.

“Hi, Harry! Hi, Parvati!”

Harry automatically said hi as his mind started spinning. `When
had Hermione become so beautiful?' he asked himself. He knew it
wasn't just her teeth that made her look good. `Why didn't
I ask her to the ball?' He was still lost in his thoughts as
his date guided him to the large round table at the top of the
hall.

Harry and Parvati sat near Percy, who proceeded to brag about
how he'd been promoted as Harry watched Hermione happily
converse with Viktor and found himself wishing it were him instead.
`Am I jealous?' he asked himself. He then tried to convince
himself that he was only concerned about his best friend. He then
started listing everything she'd done for him, from helping
with homework to accompanying him on adventures. He was just
considering the fact that she had been his only friend while Ron
was having his jealous fits when he was pulled out of his thoughts
by Percy, who seemed to expect an answer.

“It really was a shame the way Mr. Crouch's house-elf
misbehaved like that, wasn't it Harry,” said Percy,
interrupting Harry's thoughts.

The raven-haired champion hadn't been paying any attention
at all, so he muttered, “Sure Weatherby,” without thinking.

Out of the corner of his eye, Harry saw Percy's face turn
red in indignation, but what really got his attention was Hermione
snapping her head to look at him in anger. “What? How can you agree
with Percy? Winky was not misbehaving and you know it!”

He shook his head in shock. “Wh-What about Winky?”

“You just agreed with Percy that Winky's misbehaving was a
shame.”

“I did?”

“Yes,” said Percy indignantly.

Deciding quickly whose opinion mattered more to him, Harry said,
“I truthfully wasn't paying any attention. My, er, mind was
drifting. Winky was not misbehaving, and Mr. Crouch was cruel to
treat her like he did.”

Krum had eyed him suspiciously when Harry said his mind was
drifting, while Percy looked furious. Fortunately, he didn't
lose his temper like most Weasleys. Instead, he turned his
attention to another victim, I mean person, and began talking to
them, completely ignoring Harry. He chuckled slightly as he
listened to Hermione try teaching Viktor how to pronounce her
name.

“Come on,” hissed Parvati, whom he'd almost completely
forgotten about, “We're supposed to dance!”

She practically dragged him onto the dance floor, and he did his
best to pay attention to what he was doing. When he saw Krum put
his hand on Hermione's waist, part of him wanted to hex that
Bulgarian who had no business dancing with English girls. `Ok,'
he admitted to himself, `That's going a bit too far. I
wouldn't care if he was dancing with Lavender.' He sighed
to himself as he admitted silently that he was jealous and
definitely fancied Hermione.

“How long have you fancied her?” asked Parvati as they
danced.

“Huh?” Harry said.

She looked at Harry like he was crazy. “You've been watching
them since we got here. How long have you fancied your best
friend?”

“I…” he sighed and looked down, feeling defeated. “I don't
know. I just realized it myself. I guess I was too late.”

She grinned at Harry. “Just because she came with him does not
mean they're dating. Of course, if you don't do something
about it, they may start before the dance is over.”

He stared at her. “But what do I do? I don't want to make a
scene and ruin this night for her. Even if I was too thick to
invite her, she deserves to enjoy this evening. She certainly put
forth a lot of effort prepare for it. Besides, I don't want to
ruin our friendship.”

She giggled for a moment before looking him in the eyes. “If you
treat her with respect and don't insult her, it will not ruin
your friendship. The worst that could happen if you follow those
rules is that she'll be flattered and it'll be a bit
awkward around her for a little while. Personally, I think she
fancies you, too. But she's never admitted it. She probably
doesn't think you fancy her.”

“Do you really think so?” he asked grinning slightly.

“Yes. This song is ending. Ask her to dance and tell her how you
feel.” It was obvious that this was a command and not a
request.

He smiled at his date. “You really are a great person.
You're not acting like it, but this can't be helping you
enjoy this dance. You certainly deserve some lucky bloke's full
attention. You do look very beautiful tonight. Why don't you
come with and we can switch partners?”

She blushed. “Thanks, Harry. Now go get her.” Harry then kissed
Parvati on the cheek and they walked up to Viktor and Hermione, who
were on the dance floor waiting for the music to start again.

Trying not to appear nervous, he said, “Hermione, may I have the
next dance?” He then turned to Viktor. “If you don't mind
Viktor, we could switch partners.”

Hermione said, “Of course, Harry,” with a grin on her face,
before Krum could object.

He then indicated his date. “Viktor, this is Parvati. Parvati,
this is Viktor.”

Krum seemed to accept it, although he eyed Harry suspiciously
for a moment before smiling at his new partner. “It vould be an
honor,” he said kissing her hand as she blushed.

The music started and Harry put his arms around Hermione's
waist, finding it easier to dance with someone he was comfortable
with. He decided that he'd better get started talking or he
wouldn't have the time.

“Hermione, you really look incredibly beautiful tonight.” He
figured he'd start out with an honest compliment.

She blushed. “Thanks, Harry. You look nice, too.”

He took a deep breath. “I…I can't believe I've never
noticed before what a, er, lovely woman you're becoming. I
guess I can be as thick as Ron about that kind of thing.” He put
his head down. “I wish I'd asked you to the ball,” he
muttered.

-

Hermione couldn't believe what she was hearing. It sounded
like he was saying, `No that couldn't be it. Harry doesn't
see me like that. At least he didn't used to,' she thought
to herself as butterflies seemed to fill her stomach.

“You, you do?”

“Yes,” said Harry, looking into her eyes. “Not just because of
how nice you look either. All night I've been thinking about
what a wonderful friend you've been, and what a wonderful
person you are. You were my only friend for a while there a month
ago. You've always been there for me when I needed you, and
I…I…” He took a deep breath. “Are you, y'know, dating Viktor?
Because if you are I'll shut up now and wish you all the
happiness in the world, because you deserve it.” He waited for a
few moments as she stared at him with her eyes wide. “If you're
not, then I was wondering, and you don't have to say yes if you
don't want to, but I was wondering if you might maybe want to
kind of try dating me?”

-

He said the last part fast, but she'd caught every word. Her
heart stopped for a moment. `He likes me!' her mind was
singing, `He actually likes me!'

As she prepared to answer him, the music stopped and Viktor
tapped Harry's shoulder firmly. He didn't seem happy as he
said, “I believe it is time to return to our dates,” and took
Hermione back in his arms and started dancing before Harry could
respond.

“How'd it go?” asked Parvati, who was standing next to
Harry.

He turned toward her. “I'll tell you while we dance.”

He then took her in his arms and they danced. “Well,” she said
with an expectant expression.

“I told her how I feel and asked her to date me.”

“And?”

He put down his head. “Viktor showed up before she could answer.
I think he knows I'm trying to steal his date.”

At that moment, they turned as they heard a girl yell, “I can
dance with whomever I please!” and walked away from her date with
tears beginning to fall.”

Parvati looked at her partner, who was obviously concerned. “You
should go to her.”

“Thanks Parvati. You're the best.”

-

Hermione sat by herself crying as the best night of her life
just turned into the worst in the course of five minutes. Harry had
just asked her to date him! She couldn't believe it, but she
hadn't been able to answer because Krum had rudely interrupted
them. She simply told Viktor that she wanted to continue the
conversation with Harry, and asked if he would mind if they
switched partners again for the next dance. He then said he
didn't want her dancing with Harry again and that he thinks she
was cheating on him. She calmly said that just because they were
partners at the dance did not mean that she was his girlfriend. He
seemed to disagree and said that he could at least make sure she
only danced with him tonight. She lost her temper at that moment
and yelled at him. She was driven from these thoughts by a familiar
voice.

“Hermione?”

She smiled as she looked up. “Harry. I must look a sight, now.
Are you sure you still think I'm pretty?”

He smiled as he stared into her eyes. “Always.” His expression
changed to concern. “I, I hope I didn't cause too much trouble
between you two. I could go up to him and apologize. I know
it's my fault. I didn't want to ruin your date.”

“No, don't worry about Viktor.”

“If you say so,” said Harry, hoping that she meant she
wasn't going to date Krum.

She smiled seductively at her best friend. “Another bloke has
gotten my attention tonight.”

He smiled for a moment, and decided to play along. “Anyone I
know?”

“Well, he's this rather handsome looking guy that a lot of
girls like. He's one of the school champions, a rather famous
bloke, though he doesn't really think much of himself. He
actually hates his fame. He'd never admit it, but he's a
great wizard, and about the bravest you'll ever meet. I
don't think there's anything he wouldn't face for his
friends.”

“But you see, that's not what I like the most about him,”
she continued. “He's so real. I mean, down to earth. He
doesn't think of himself as the boy-who-lived. He's just
Harry. He doesn't work hard enough in his classes and goofs off
too much, but he'd battle a dragon, a basilisk, or V-Voldemort
himself for his friends, and then act like it was no big deal.”

“That's funny, because I fancy a girl who's been helping
me do that for over three years now. She seems to study a bit too
much, and needs to learn to take a few more breaks from it, but
she's the brightest witch you could ever meet, and is one of
the most compassionate as well. She broke the laws of time to save
a man she'd just met from a Dementor's kiss, and she got
past her fear of flying enough to ride a hippogriff in the
process.”

“I seem to remember someone was with her through all of it,”
Hermione stated.

“But that bloke wasn't afraid of flying. It's probably
the only thing he doesn't need her help with, although hearing
her cheer him on has always helped him catch the Snitch.” He took a
deep breath. “You've meant more to me than I can say, and
I've always known you were an incredible person. But I'm
ashamed to admit that I didn't realize that you're a
beautiful girl as well.”

She blushed. “Thank you.”

“It's the truth. Now, will you be my date on the next
Hogsmeade visit?”

She smiled at him. “Yes, but right now I want to be your dance
partner. I mean, if that's okay with Parvati.”

He looked over toward his date, who was now dancing with a boy
from Durmstrang (not Krum), and said, “I don't think she'll
mind.”

“Terrific! I'll have to remember to thank her,” said
Hermione as she got up. “Let's dance.”

She pulled him onto the dance floor and they started dancing to
an upbeat song. Harry, who'd never been taught to dance, was
copying her so that it appeared to most people that he knew what he
was doing.

“Why don't we sit down for a while? You can get us some
drinks.”

“As you wish,” Harry said, kissing her hand as he'd seen
Viktor do.

“Thank you.”

-

Hermione walked up to the table that Ron (wearing those ghastly
robes) and Padma were sitting at. Padma looked absolutely
miserable, but Ron had a satisfied smirk on his face as she
approached.

“I'm glad Harry rescued you from that creep! I'll bet he
asked you here to get information on Harry. Am I right? Karkaroff
probably put him up to it.”

Hermione looked confused and then angry. “What?”

“It's a pity that you won't get to dance anymore. I
guess I can be like Harry and dance with you once or twice so you
won't feel too badly about it.”

“WHAT?!” screamed Padma and Hermione together.

Padma continued, “You won't dance with me - your date - but
you'll dance with Hermione? I can't believe I let my sister
talk me into this!” She then slapped him. “I hope you get a bruise
to match those hideous robes!” She then walked off.

Ron then grinned at Hermione. “I can't believe she's
jealous of you. She really thinks that she'd have something to
worry about if we were dancing. Ha. She thinks I'd actually
fancy…you. Next she'll think Harry does, too.” He then laughed
out loud.

Hermione was so close to hexing Ron she was surprised she
hadn't yet. First he said that Krum had only wanted her to get
close to Harry. Then he said Harry felt sorry for her. “For your
information, Ronald, Viktor asked me out because he fancies me and
Harry just told me that he does too! He even asked me to be his
date at our next Hogsmeade visit. I said yes!”

Ron started laughing. “That was brilliant! Harry knows Vicky is
using you, too. That's a brilliant way to protect you from him,
but it does stop him from dating other girls.” He took a deep
breath. “But that's Harry for you. Always making the sacrifice
for his friends. I guess that's better than fighting a
basilisk.”

As Hermione listened to Ron speak, a seed of doubt entered her
mind. She knew Krum hadn't wanted information on Harry, but
what if her other best friend thought that he did. She knew Harry
would do anything to protect her, but if that's what he was
doing, it was too cruel. She knew she was about to start crying,
and she had to leave. “I, I've got to go.”

“What about that dance?” asked Ron.

Just as Hermione was out of sight, Harry showed up with two
drinks. “Hi, Ron. Have you seen Hermione?”

“Yeah. She left.”

“What? Why?”

“I don't know mate. I just got done explaining that
brilliant plan of yours to protect her from Krum.”

Harry looked at his friend like he'd grown an extra head.
“What plan?”

Ron chuckled. “That you'd pretend to fancy her, and take her
out a few times so Krum would back off.”

Harry's face turned red with fury. “You told her that, and
she left?”

“Yeah. I hope you didn't hurt her feelings with that
plan.”

Harry wanted to yell at Ron and then hex him, but knew he
didn't have time. He dumped the two drinks on Ron's head,
dropped the glasses, and ran out of there before he could hear Ron
yelling.

Harry ran the quickest way he could through secret passages to
reach Gryffindor Tower. After giving the Fat Lady the password, he
rushed into the room and saw Hermione at the top of the stairs.

“Hermione!”

She turned and faced him, tears running down her cheeks. “You
thought you'd play a little game with my feelings, did you? Was
it fun getting me to admit…I HATE YOU AND I NEVER WANT TO SPEAK TO
YOU AGAIN! YOU CAN TELL RON THAT IT GOES FOR HIM TOO!”

“Wait!” She didn't stop. He ran onto the steps and fell
right back down as they turned into a slide. He muttered a curse
word as he got up in time to see Ron come in, looking angry.

“Why'd you pour that on my….” Harry, acting on instinct, ran
right up to Ron and punched him in the jaw, sending him flying
across the room.

“HOW COULD YOU SAY THAT TO HER?! She never wants to speak to
either of us again!”

“She'll get over that a lot faster than I'll get over
this,” said Ron as he got up with his fists clenched.

Just then the doors opened and Parvati walked in and looked
between Harry and Ron. “What's going on? I saw Hermione leave
the dance, then Harry, and then Ron. Now you two look like you want
to kill each other.”

“Ron told Hermione that I was lying to her just to get her away
from Krum,” Harry said through gritted teeth. “Now she's in her
dorm crying and she hates us both.”

“Neither of you move! I'll get her.”

“What?” asked Ron.

“On second thought,” said Parvati, pulling out her wand and
pointing it at Ron so fast they didn't see where she'd had
it hidden, “Petrificus Totalus.” Ron fell flat on his back, stiff
as a board. She then did the same thing to a shocked Harry.
“I'll be right back,” she said sweetly as she ascended the
stairs.

-

Hermione was lying on her bed sobbing into her pillow. How could
Harry have been so cruel to her? How could he lie so well? Then Ron
thought the whole thing was brilliant and funny! This was supposed
to be such a wonderful night! Sighing, she thought, `I suppose
it's better I find out now than after I've kissed him or
snogged him or who knows what with him.' That's what really
hurt her. She really did like Harry. Not like. She believed she was
in love with him, although she wouldn't have admitted it for a
long, respectable time. For a few minutes she had lived her dream,
dancing with Harry knowing that he fancied her. She was very upset
when she was interrupted from her sobbing.

“Hermione,” said Parvati, “I always thought you were smart! How
can you believe that rubbish Ron told you about Harry? Didn't
you see the way he was looking at you? Harry has got it bad!”

“He, he was just faking it to…”

“That's why he wanted to kill Ron, because he doesn't
fancy you?”

“Kill Ron? No. Maybe he's upset Ron told me now. Perhaps he
fancied getting practice snogging me before….” Parvati's jaw
dropped. “…letting me in on the joke.”

“Do you honestly believe that your best friend would use you
like that?”

“Obviously he's not my friend. I…”

“You are being an idiot! Harry is crazy about you! I don't
know how or why Ron would say that, but it doesn't matter
anyway. Close your eyes and forget what Ron said. I want you to
remember the look in Harry's eyes while he was talking to
you.”

“He's just, just a really good liar.” She sniffed. “He's
had plenty of practice at it, hasn't he?”

“Do you really believe that?”

She opened her eyes with a determined expression. “I don't
know, but I'm going to find out.”

Parvati sighed with relief. “Then let's go downstairs.”

-

As they reached the bottom of the staircase, Hermione saw the
two petrified boys. “What happened?”

“I petrified them so they wouldn't kill each other until we
could watch.”

Hermione chuckled until she saw the bruise on Ron's face.
She also noticed the liquid that had been poured on him. “The
drinks Harry fetched, I presume.”

Parvati giggled. “I suggest you revive Harry and take him to a
broom closet to…talk. Once you're gone, I'll revive
Ron.”

Hermione sighed. “Ok, I'll revive Harry and we will find an
empty classroom and TALK.” She then walked up to him and aimed her
wand. “Finite Incantatum.”

Harry immediately got up. Before she could pull him out of the
room, Harry started talking. “Hermione, I swear that everything Ron
told you is rubbish! I meant every word I said! I would never do
that to you! If I for some reason thought that Krum was using you,
I'd have told you so, but I don't. He asked you out because
you're a beautiful, intelligent woman, and he was lucky to have
the privilege of dancing with you!”

She searched his eyes for any sign of deception, but
couldn't find any. She decided to dare to believe. “I…I believe
you,” she said softly. “I'm sorry I listened to Ron.”

He then took her hand. “Would you do me the honor of returning
to the dance with me?”

She blushed but glanced down at herself. “I look dreadful. My
face must be a mess, and my gown is wrinkled.”

“Are you a witch or not?” asked Parvati, who'd enjoyed
watching the exchange. “Use glamour spells.”

-

Harry and Hermione were soon dancing again when they saw Parvati
walk into the Great Hall by herself.

“I wonder if she released Ron from her hex,” said Hermione with
a grin.

“Who cares?”

They soon watched Parvati start dancing with the same boy from
Durmstrang she'd danced with before.

-

Hours later, Harry and Hermione were walking hand-in-hand
through the castle, taking the longest route Harry could remember
to Gryffindor Tower.

“Harry?”

“Yes.”

“Do you really think I'm pretty?”

“I think you're gorgeous.”

“Then why haven't you tried to pull me into a broom
closet?”

Harry stopped for a moment, surprised that she said that. “D-Do
you want me to take you into one?” he said nervously. He'd
never really been told what's proper and not proper to do with
a girl on a first date or really ever.

“I, I'm not sure. I just know that most boys try to get
girls to, y'know.”

Harry nodded sadly. “I know. They brag about it afterward.”

Hermione's face fell. “They do?”

Harry took a deep breath. “Yeah. It's like they made an
achievement or something. I, I don't think it's
anybody's business what we do. I don't have any, er, goal
like that. I just, y'know, want you to be happy. What do you
want?”

She looked into his eyes and again saw no deception. She did see
that he wasn't looking at her like a piece of meat. She could
see that he truly cared about what she wanted, and she knew she
could trust him to not try anything she didn't want. She took a
deep breath. “I, I want to kiss you. Out here, not in a cupboard.
I've never…”

“Neither have I,” said Harry shyly. “Well, then,” he said
nervously as he moved closer to her.

She moved closer to him, licking her lips in anticipation.
“Yes.”

He licked his lips and moved closer to her face. When he was a
few inches from her lips, she closed her eyes. “You are very
beautiful,” he said as he nervously put a hand under her chin,
gently adjusting her angle, and moved until their lips met.

Harry knew he liked the sensations he was experiencing, and
could feel her kissing him back. He moved his face a bit and she
broke away. “Ouch!” She saw the horrified look on Harry's face
and clarified. “Your glasses hit me on the side of my face.” She
sighed dramatically. “I'm afraid you'll have to remove them
if you want to kiss me again.”

He smirked, “But then I won't be able to see how beautiful
you are.” Without waiting for an answer, he removed his glasses and
kissed her again as her hands went to the back of his head.

They never knew how long they'd kissed before the sound of
catcalls made them break apart, blushing madly. They saw
practically every Gryffindor who'd been at the ball smiling at
them. Hermione noticed that Ginny Weasley was standing next to
Neville, and looked miserable. What Harry noticed was that the
twins were very close to them. He looked at his and Hermione's
clothes, making sure that they hadn't been pranked. Satisfied
that nothing looked out of the ordinary, he let go of Hermione.

All of the sudden, he felt very sick. He fell to the floor, and
noticed Hermione doing the same thing. He heard Fred and George
laugh, and glared up at them from the floor.

“We thought you two,” began Fred.

“…might want an excuse.”

“…to stay together.”

“…so we've hexed you so that.”

“…for the next twelve hours.”

“…you'll have to be touching.”

“…or you'll be ill.”

While Harry was processing what they'd been told, Hermione
grabbed his hand, and immediately he felt better. After glancing at
her, they both stood up and pulled out their wands.

“I demand that you release us at once,” said Hermione calmly,
“or you will regret it.”

“Sorry guys,” said George with a smirk.

“…but there's no counter-curse.”

“…you'll just have to wait it out.”

Hermione's eyes narrowed, and she uttered a hex Harry had
never heard twice, and both twins' foreheads grew a display of
pimples forming the word, `CREEP,' on them.

The expression on the twins' faces changed from horror to
laughter as Fred said, “You must teach us that curse, Hermione,”
before they ran off, followed by the others. They were afraid
Hermione would curse them, too.

Harry shrugged his shoulders. “I guess we'll have to wait it
out.”

“But where will we sleep?”

“I guess on the couch in the Common Room.” He smiled. “I can
think of worse things than spending the night with you.”

She blushed as they walked hand-in-hand to Gryffindor Tower.

When they got in the room, they found that the Common Room was
deserted. “I guess they're all afraid of you,” said Harry with
a smirk.

“They should be,” she said, grinning.

“Er, when are you going to take away that hex from the
twins?”

“When we can separate,” she said simply.

“I can't believe they'd curse people who are kissing!”
Harry said angrily.

“Maybe we should start using a broom closet,” she said
suggestively, getting Harry to smile as his cheeks reddened.

“And make sure no one can get in while we're there,” he
added.

She was laughing until her face went pale. “Oh my God!”

“What?” he asked, confused.

She looked down shyly and softly said, “I've got to go to
the toilet.”

Harry's expression went from happy to mortified. “Er, um,
how are we going to handle that?”

“I just won't go,” she said defiantly.

“I don't think you can hold it that long, and I'm sure
I'll need to soon enough. We've got to think this
through.”

They walked into the loo and locked the door. She put a charm on
him so he wouldn't hear anything, and then they held hands over
a stall so that he was standing on the other side looking very
uncomfortable.

“Once this curse is over,” said Hermione when they were back on
the couch, “we will never talk about that again.”

“Agreed,” said Harry miserably. “I don't think you should
remove that curse from the twins until after the holidays.”

She nodded, “Perhaps never.”

He sighed, “If I've got to be stuck like this with someone,
I'm glad it's you.”

“I just wish I could change out of my dress, but we'd never
make it up the girls' staircase. It'll turn into a slide
the moment you step on it.”

“Why don't you just summon your clothes?”

She shook her head as she blushed. “How could I be so
stupid?”

After she summoned her clothes, they went back into the loo and
she made him face the wall that didn't have mirrors while she
changed. They had to switch the hands they were holding a few
times, but they managed. They then did the same thing with
Harry's clothes.

Once they were ready for bed, they kissed each other goodnight,
snuggled up together on the couch, and soon fell asleep.

-

“Bloody Hell!” shouted Ron early the next morning, effectively
waking Harry and Hermione up. He was still sporting a big bruise
where Harry had punched him.

“What is it, Ron?” asked a drowsy Harry. “I didn't get much
sleep last night.”

“I guess not!” the redhead yelled. “I'm sure you had a
really good time though!”

“We did enjoy the dance when we went back,” said Hermione.

“I mean after the dance! Look at you, two! Was it fun?”

“Was what fun?” asked a confused, still drowsy, Harry.

“Sleeping with Hermione!”

Hermione looked horrified. “Surely you don't think that
we…that I'd…”

“Ron, didn't Seamus, Dean, or Neville tell you what Fred and
George did last night?”

“I was asleep when they got back. But that doesn't
excuse…”

“They cursed us so we can't separate until about noon,” said
Hermione, glaring at Ron. “If we're not touching, we get very
ill.”

“So we had to sleep like this!”

Ron paled. “Oh.”

“Now that that's settled,” said Harry, “I want to know why
you insulted Hermione and me yesterday and why you can't
believe that I fancy her.”

“When did I insult you, Harry? I simply said…”

“You said I'd lied to Hermione about my feelings for her,
thus betraying our friendship in the cruelest way imaginable, and
that I was gonna dump her once I made sure Viktor was out of the
picture. What kind of a person does that make me?”

Ron paled. “Er, well…”

“And you basically told me that nobody would ever fancy me. That
anybody who said they did had an ulterior motive. Viktor wanted
information on Harry while Harry wanted to protect me from Viktor!
You acted like only a blind man would actually find me
attractive!”

“Well, I just meant…”

“If I'm not your type, Ronald, that's fine. I wasn't
trying to be,” she said angrily, “but you don't have to act
like I'm nobody's type! By the way, it didn't seem like
Padma was particularly pleased with you.”

“That's cause I didn't dance with her,” he said
defensively.

“Why not?” asked Harry, “She was your date.”

“Well, I was, er busy,” Ron said, while turning purple.

“Doing what?” asked Hermione, looking at him strangely. “You
seemed to be just sitting down watching everyone else dance. That
had to be boring.”

“Look, never mind!” said Ron. “I was obviously wrong about
Harry. So can we just forget it?”

“That's what you call an apology?” asked Hermione.

“Fine. I'm sorry! Both of you. Alright?” he said,
frustrated.

“It's only been a month since you got over my being entered
in the tournament. Are you sure there isn't something else
going on? I don't want you doing something like this
again.”

“I won't. I guess things have been getting to me lately.
I'll try to stop acting like a git. Happy?”

Hermione sighed and looked at Harry, who nodded. “Alright, but
if something like this happens again, we won't be so quick to
forgive. And that includes interfering with Harry and my
dating.”

-

Ron quickly agreed, and the trio was back together, although
Harry and Hermione would disappear together for a few hours a day
for the rest of the holidays. True to the twins' word, Harry
and Hermione were able to separate after twelve hours, and they
both rushed to their respective dorms and took a shower. Hermione
removed the curse from the twins the Saturday before break was
over.

Harry and Hermione did go on that date to Hogsmeade and had a
wonderful time, officially becoming a couple. And they all lived
happily ever after, except for that whole thing with Voldemort
coming back and trying to kill Harry and all his friends, along
with everyone else who wouldn't bow to him.

-

Please review and let me know what you think of this story. I
have no plans for a sequel at this time.

Maybe someone can write a story where Harry and Hermione get a
curse like the twins gave in this story, and that they admit their
feelings as a result of the time spent together. Just a thought. If
anyone does that, let me know.

-->
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