 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Albus Dumbledore stood in front of the large glass window in his office while he watched the hustle and bustle of his student down in the courtyard. Due to the lull in activity that Voldemort and his Deatheaters had seemed to take this month, Albus had decided to try and bring up the spirits of his students and the people of Hogsmead with a small carnival hosted by the students of Hogwarts. Hearing the faint echoing of laughter bounce of the cold stone of the courtyard, Albus smiled and watched as the students used the carriages to go back and forth to Hogsmead and Hogwarts. He even managed to smile as he picked up his supplies and made his way out of his private office, he too had a booth to prepare and a short amount of time to prepare it.

****

“Ack! Ron! What’s a mushroom doing in here,” said the upset voice of Ron’s sister as she turned a sock upside down, only to have several mushrooms fall to the floor and roll around.

“Oy, I forgot I put them in there,” Ron said as he quickly got up from his stool and pounced on the rolling mushrooms. “Their not mushrooms,” explained Ron as he picked the last one up, “Their the twins newest invention, made to look like a mushrooms.”

“I’m almost afraid to ask,” said Hermione as she stared at the mushrooms in Ron’s hands, “what do they do?”

“They’re Fungus Grenades!” Ron exclaimed, “See, you break the stem and throw it at someone, and when it hits the person...his or her clothes become a mushroom outfit.”

Hermione giggled lightly, as Ginny dropped the offending fungus to the ground with a look of shear terror on her face when the names of her twin older brothers were mentioned in connection with the mushroom.

“So where are you working tonight, Hermione?” asked Ginny, trying to shift the attention from her.

Sighing, Hermione rolled her eyes. “I’m in the ‘Beauty Booth’,” she said while spitting out the words as if they left a horrible taste on her mouth, “for what reasons...I cannot fathom!” Hermione said this as if she knew the reason that she was in the booth. Ron widened his eyes slightly and she nodded her head while magically gluing an eye on Ron’s sock puppet.

“Can I ask you who you are going to work with in that booth? Or would you rather not say,” Ginny asked with some trepidation.

Hermione’s response was clearly visible this time as she wrung the neck of the poor sock puppet in her hand. Suddenly the puppet sprung to life wailing and begging her for its life. Not ready for that, Hermione dropped it to the ground while Ron laughed a bit. 

“What!?” Ron asked with a smile in his eyes, “I need practice!”

Turning towards Ginny and ignoring Ron, Hermione said, “I have to work with Cho and Pansy.”

Ginny face contorted into a mask of dislike as she said, “Dear, Merlin! No! Not those two!”

“Don’t remind me,” Hermione said with a bit of anger coating her voice. Deflecting the attention back to Ginny, Hermione asked, “What about you? Where are you working at and with who?”

Ginny tilted her head back and said with an anguished cry, “I’ve got the Dunking Tank.” She then brought her head forward to see Hermione waiting patiently for the answer to her second question. “Dean and Michael,” she finally said as if the named were a death sentence.

“Ooo! That’s not going to be pretty,” said Hermione while Ron became somber.

“Well, neither of you have to work with the Sultan of Slime!” Ron said darkly while pounding his fist into his palm.

“At least you won’t have to be a test subject for two girls who don’t like you!” shot Hermione as she picked up the sock and began finishing her work on it.

“And you don’t have to be in a booth with two ex-girlfriends,” stated Ginny, as she closed her eye and tilted her head back while letting a moan of despair out.

The three looked at each other and for a moment they all sighed deeply as they thought of the problems that would soon be made real. However, their faces each broke out into identical grins as Hermione said with a laugh, “He got us good, but I can’t wait to see him in his booth.”

“He might have won this battle, but we’ll win the war!” Ron said with determination in his words, while looking at Ginny for support. Instead, he saw his sister daydreaming with a silly grin plastered on her face.

Shaking herself out of her revery, Ginny suddenly stood up and said, “I’m going to bed, I see you two tomorrow at the Carnival.” That said Hermione followed rank as she too said her ‘goodnights’ and followed Ginny up the stairs to the girls dorm rooms.

Ron stood in the empty common room and could only hear the fire crackle while the shadows danced to the fire’s rhythm. Yawning once, Ron made his way back to the dorm rooms. Changing into his sleeping clothes and getting comfortable in his bed, Ron never noticed the pair of sharp green eyes across from him that stared at him with a little more suspicion than he was probably use to. However, when Ron fell completely asleep the two emerald orbs disappeared into the bed hangings leaving the room to be filled with the sounds of sleep and murmured dreams.

****

The light from the old and fancy looking fireplace fell on an angular face that was bent in deep meditation. Long fingers, that seemed to have never really known the touch of hard labor, slowly rubbed the temples of the head as the face seemed to be thinking about some dire dilemma that was about to take place.

“Draco?” asked a soft voice that seemed to be coated in honey, but that only hid the poisonous barbs that lay below the surface.

“What?” was Draco’s testy reply. He was in no mood for a companion at this moment, and certainly not the person that stood behind him.

“I was just wondering if everything was alright,” the girl said with another dollop of sweet sentiment.

“Give me some credit, Parkinson,” Draco hissed, “I’m not just any other Slytherin boy with an over developed libido. If you have something to say...say it and leave.”

Sneering down at Draco, Pansy walked over to the chair opposite of him and said slowly, “I was told by my mother to pass along a message that she received from your father.”

“My father?” Draco said in confusion while his brows furrowed in thought. Looking up at the dark haired girl with frost blue eyes, he commanded in a imperious tone of voice, “Tell me what he said.”

Getting up from her seat and walking to the door that let to the girls dormitories Pansy finally said as she opened the door, “Don’t dishonor the Malfoy family name.” With that said Pansy snorted at Draco in amusement as she saw the slight tinge of red that had appeared on his face. Was it embarrassment, for receiving a message in this manner? Or was it anger at the thought that his father was still telling him what to do, even thought he was in Azkaban. She would never find out as Draco seemed to clam up when the message was given.

The door to the girls dorms closed and a lock sounded in the high ceiling Slytherin common room. Staring at the fire before him, Draco suddenly felt like hexing someone. ‘Stupid father and his stupid honor,” realizing that he had been holding his breath and literally shaking with anger, Draco took a deep breath as he pulled out a dress sock that he no longer used and went about fixing it for the carnival while he grumbled curses under his breath about many a thing in his life.

****

The day of the carnival had finally arrived, many wizards and wizarding families with little children had begun filing very early in the morning. Hogsmead was bustling with many vendors from Diagon Alley and other Wizarding communities. However, what was most concerning was the fact that throughout the whole school Harry Potter, the-boy-who-lived, was no where to be found. 

“I swear,” yelled a very perturbed Ginny Weasley at the Gryffindor table, as she ate her breakfast, “I will murder him if he’s found a way around participating in the carnival!”

“He’s coming,” said Ron as he sat down, “he had placed some powerful protective spells on his bed and when Seamus tried to wake him we were attacked by his bed hangings. Anyway, he’s...”

However, Ron never finished his sentence as a well rested Harry walked into the Great Hall while his eyes seemed to lock on his three friends and...well, let’s just say if looks could kill Hogwarts would be short three students this day.

“Hermione. Ginny. Ron.” greeted Harry in a cold manner, without so much as a warm greeting.

“Harry,” all three of them replied as they continued to eat their breakfast. Ginny’s eyes, however, lingered a bit longer on Harry’s face before she turned back to her breakfast.

The excitement in the Great Hall built as all the students had turned up for breakfast and a couple of words from their Headmaster. “Children,” said the commanding voice, and immediately everyone quieted, “I am hoping that this day will be filled with laughter and fun. Please remember to have fun with you work and try not to make it a burden.”

Correction...if looks could kill there would be three dead students and one pile of ashes that was once a Headmaster. Harry’s glare seemed to be locked on Dumbledore, but Dumbledore met it with a smile and went on to talk about setting up, rules, and prizes.

“Now that I have said that,” Dumbledore said with a flourish of his hand, “off you go!” With those words the entire Great Hall emptied in a stampede of students, who were eager to make it to their booth and start their entertaining.

As the crowd dwindled down to no more than a trickle, the only people who where left in the hall were Harry, Hermione, Ron, Ginny, and Draco. All of them looked as if they would’ve had a better time fighting a Peruvian Vipertooth.

Trudging out of the hall Harry followed his friends, as they all made their way to Hogsmead. Draco followed the group, but at a distance while he made snide remarks under his breath. Draco only did this because he knew that Potter was itching to get into a fight, hence relieving him of his duties in the carnival, and he wasn’t about to make Potter happy. It brought a smile to Draco’s face, as well as a small frown, to know what was in store for Potter.

****

The carnival was a smashing success! The fact that even the Ministry seemed to have several booths, while also bring Auror and Magical Law Enforcement officers to protect the proceedings, was a sure sign that many supported the idea of trying to relax.

“Green!? Why does it always have to be green!?” shouted Ron in the back of the sock puppet booth, as he stared at Malfoy’s sock puppet. Sure enough the sock was a dark green and had an embroidered “M” on the upper part of the sock.

“Because green is a powerful color, dolt! That’s why!” Malfoy snapped while looking at Ron’s sock puppet, “You’re kidding me? You’re not going to use that in the play, are you?”

“Why not,” replied a already angry redhead.

“Whose socks are those?” Malfoy asked while he gazed at the dingy piece of cloth that lay in Ron’s hand.

Narrowing his eyes and staring at Malfoy as if he would like nothing better than to stuff his sock down his throat along with his fist, Ron’s said, “Mine! Why?”

“No surprise there,” said Malfoy then turned to Ron and said in an even voice, “that ‘thing’ you have in your hand looks like something a House elf would use to clean the dirt floors of a stable.”

Ron squeezed his sock puppet for a moment and Draco smiled knowing that he was about to get hit and sent to the Hospital Wing. However, to his shear disappointment, Ron mumbled something and walked away from Draco, leaving the blonde in utter disbelief while he now had to come up with another way to get out of this humiliating duty.

****

There she sat, while the stools’ small and hard seat caused her bum to practically fall asleep, her face was currently buried in her hands as the two boys in front of her bickered about who was going to go in the tank and who was going to sit next to her, both of them never taking note that she was right in front of them.

Ginny rolled her eyes, as Michael said with a bit of superiority in his voice, “Come on, Dean. You couldn’t sell a glass of water to someone who was dying of thirst.”

“Yeah,” Dean shot back, “well I’m sure that if you’re in that tank we’ll never run out of people that would like to see you take a dive.”

“What’s that suppose to mean!?” Michael said while puffing out his chest.

“It means what is implied, Corner. Or do you need someone to translate for you, and here I thought Ravenclaws were supposed to be smart.” Dean smirked as Michael balled up his fists and glowered at the boy across from him.

Having enough of the testosterone fest that was taking place in front of her, Ginny said in a loud voice, “Enough already! Professor McGonagall said that we are to take turns in the dunking tank and at the counter!” She then walked up to the two of them and said, “So go get your swim trunks on boys, cause we’ll each be take turns being dunked.”

Both boys watched Ginny walk away as she grumbled to the air, but at the mention of swimsuits, Michael called out to her, “Hey, Ginny? Are you going to wear that red little number that you wore that time we went to the beach?”

“That none of your business, Corner,” Ginny said sharply while Dean smiled back at Michael’s frowning face.

****

The carnival had gone into full swing as most of the students had stared to advertise their booths to the passing people. The ‘Beauty Booth’ was a big hit with the younger witches and even some of the older women.  Cho was in charge of demonstrating potions that were connected to beauty...such as Smoothing Salve, which cause the users skin to become taut and youthfully looking for a short period of time. Pansy, who was working with Lavender and Parvati, was in charge of free make-over’s and styling tips.

The last of the Beauty Booths’ workers was currently drowning in a sea of an attentive crowd. Being that she was a prodigy with magic spells, both Cho and Pansy assigned Hermione the task of demonstrating beauty spells. However, both of the girls also agreed that Hermione should look the part as she explained the spells.

That’s when fear set into Hermione’s heart. She sat in a chair while Cho, Lavender, Parvati and Pansy all looked at her with something akin to barely contained excitement on their faces. Closing her eyes, Hermione knew that she was consigning herself to a day of pain and humiliation. After everything was said and done, the girls all looked at their work and nodded with glee to each other.

Standing on the raised dais was a beautiful girl whose make up was done ‘just right’. The makeup highlighted her high cheekbones and made her dark eyes look even more stunning, but what was even more impressive was the fact that Hermione’s trademark bushy hair was now straight, several colors lighter and had highlights. She wore a rather pretty dress that accentuated her curves, and in her mind made her feel very much exposed.

However, no matter how much she disliked this, she couldn’t refute the fact that the crowd of men and boys that had congregated along with women was probably due to the fact that she looked like...in Lavender’s words ‘a super model’.

Finishing her explanation on Skin Cleansing Charms, Hermione walked to the back of the booth as the men began to whistle and call for more while the women wanted her to demonstrate the next charm. Sitting down, Hermione sighed as she looked at herself in the mirror. ‘I’m going to kill him!’ she thought as she saw both Lavender and Cho smirking in her direction.

“Did you hear,” said a voice from outside the booths walls.

“No, what?” asked the other voice with amusement clearly in his voice.

“I hear that Crabbe and Goyle are tap dancing several booths down!”

“Crabbe and Goyle? Tap dancing? This I have to see!” said the second voice while he laughed out loud.

“That would be a sight to see,” snickered Hermione as she stood up, grabbed a spell book, and walked out on to the dais as wolf whistles and catcalls intermingled with cheers and applause.

****

The first two shows had gone smoothly for the Sock Puppet booth, however, when the third show had started Draco had a sinking feeling that Weasley was biding his time to strike. The story that they were currently doing was the Four Founders, and they were at the part where Gryffindor the Brave had his falling out with Slytherin the Cunning. Saying his lines Draco watched Ron carefully as he used his wand to manipulate his sock’s mouth.

“Gryffindor, you are a fool! If we go this path that you have chose for yourself there will no longer be anything purely magical in this world,” Malfoy said, while his words came from out of his puppets mouth.

“Really?” said the dingy red and gold colored sock, while its little eyebrows raised into the air with interest.

Malfoy’s head swiveled quickly to where Weasley was standing, and he saw that Ron’s face was contorted into a smile while he mouthed, “The sock must die!”

Feeling a bit of panic rush through him, Malfoy tried to continue on with the storyline by saying, “Yes, really you great oaf!”

The children, who were looking at the play, suddenly became more attentive as they realized that this was not the way they play was suppose to go. The red sock puppet brandished it sword while the green one looked around for something to use. The children laughed as the Gryffindor puppet yelled, “Blow it out of your bum, Sally! Prepare to be slain!”

Smiling gleefully, Ron laughed as the children all gave up a shout of support for Gryffindor while Malfoy had finally conjured up a miniature sword for his puppet. “So,” said the Slytherin puppet, “it’s a fight you want? Well, I’ll be happy to oblige you!”

“Ha, Ha,” the Gryffindor puppet mocked, “mine’s bigger!” Sure enough, the sword that Ron’s puppet had was twice as long as the one that Malfoy’s puppet possessed.

The Gryffindor puppet let out a battle cry as it shook its sock body from side to side and charged the Slytherin puppet. The children all let out a roar of excitement as the two puppets dueled in the booth and swords clanged against each other. Suddenly the Slytherin puppets’ sword became a wand and it shouted, “Incendario!”

A small puff of smoke issued from the little wand and slammed into Gryffindor enshrouding him in black smoke. “Arrrrrgh! I’m burning! I’m burning!” said the little puppet, as Malfoy smiled while watching Ron desperately try to regain control of his puppet. All of the children in the audience waited and watched with baited breath as they saw their puppet hero disappear in smoke.

Malfoy was about to say something when a popping sound echoed throughout the little tent and a voice said, “Who are you kidding, Sally? A little smoke can’t defeat me!” The children roared again with excitement as the smoke cleared to reveal the red puppet with his sword baring down on the green puppet. The children all squealed with delight as their hero came back and started to hack away at the green puppet. Malfoy tried the Fire Charm again, but again only a cloud of smoke arose. And that’s when he heard his puppet yell, “Hey! Who poked me in the eye!?”

The children were all laughing at the spectacle until Professor Flitwick came into the tent to see what was going on and saw the red sock hacking the green one apart with the sword in it arms. “Oh my!” he said while turning to see both Ron and Malfoy casting spell after spell trying to win the sock puppet battle.

Walking up to the two boys, Professor Flitwick said, “I think that’s quiet enough, gentlemen.” he startled Draco who lost his concentration for a slit second while Ron capitalized on it and cut his sock in twain! All the children cheered and clapped as the little red sock puppet lifted his sword and said, “Its not easy being green, now is it?”

“Mr. Weasley!” said Flitwick, as he marched to two out of the tent at the groans and protests of the children inside. When they were outside, the Professor smiled widely and said, “Take ten points each, for showing excellent control of the multiple charms that you used in there. However, I don’t think that an encore is in the future for you two. I’ll have Davis and Burkes take over. You two just enjoy the rest of the carnival, alright?”

Both Ron and Draco were too stunned to speak, seeing as their luck seemed to have changed. When they had enough sense, the two looked at each other, and for a moment, their enmity placed on a shelve as they shook each others hands and went their separate ways.

****

Hermione’s patience was being tested this day. All throughout the day she had one boy after another asking to date her, if she would meet them somewhere afterwards, and even one of them went as far as to ask her for a kiss in front of everyone. The fact that Pansy, Lavender, Cho, and Parvati were enjoying themselves immensely was yet another thorn that dug into her. This must have been her thirtieth demonstration of the night, and as she walked on the stage the whistles and catcalls from the boys were still going strong. However, something felt different about this time. For some reason, Hermione felt even more self conscious about what she was wearing. Running her hand through the smooth straight hair that Parvati and Lavender did painstakingly intricate spell work to, Hermione started her demonstration with a modified Glamor Charm that was suppose to make its user look like they lost a minor amount of weight.

While she was speaking and walking around the dais, Hermione could shake the feeling as if someone was watching her very intently. Trying to describe it to herself, Hermione thought that it felt as if a hot lamp was pointed at her. Glancing at the crowd she could see no one that would have made her feel this way, until...

Their in the corner was the flash of a familiar color that made her stutter slightly. Not wanting to look back, Hermione focused on her demonstration of the spell at hand. When she was done she tried to leave the dais as fast as she could, but unfortunately for her she blocked from getting back in the booth by Lavender and Parvati. The two were trying their best to seem oblivious to their surroundings and Hermione pleading, but before she could pry the two apart a voice call from behind Hermione and said, “Hermione? Is that you?”

Lavender giggled and Parvati winked, as Hermione stood still while the voice echoed in her head. ‘God, if you are really out there...I really need a bolt of lightning right about now!’ thought Hermione, while also hoping that the earth might find pity on her and swallow her whole. 

No such luck.

‘Someone hates me,’ thought Hermione as she felt a hand on her shoulder. Turning around she could only stare at a pair of trainers that were as familiar as her own shoes. For some reason, or another, the outfit that she was wearing seemed to expose a lot more skin than she was use to exposing, and when the hand touched her it was like icy lightning coursing over her skin. Gathering her courage she looked up into two dark brow eyes that seemed to be looking at her in awe.

“You’re...” Ron said trailing off as his mind seemed to be stuck on ‘stupid’.

“I’m?” asked Hermione waiting for the inevitable Ron reaction, which was to poke fun and keep a safe distance.

However, Hermione was going to have to eat her words as Ron seemed to be drinking in every inch and curve of her, as he finally said, “....gorgeous...Hermione, you’re absolutely stunning! You don’t even look the same!”

“Really?” asked Hermione, as she flushed at the compliments that Ron had been paying to her.

“Would you like to check out the carnival with me?” Ron asked in a daze, not really realizing what he was saying.

Turning her back on him so he couldn’t see the blazing smile that erupted on her face and the crimson blush that came over her face, Hermione looked at Lavender for an answer. “Me and Parvati can take over for you,” said Lavender, while an outcry of ‘foul play’ came from the crowd of boys. However, a deadly glare from Hermione set them all straight.

Taking her hand in his, the two walk down the street as they laughed and looked from booth to booth. With Hermione gone the crowd of men at the Beauty Booth dispersed, leaving only women and girls in anticipation for the next demonstration...which suited Lavender just fine!

****

‘Someone save me!’ thought Ginny as she stood at the counter of the Dunking Booth with her two ex’s and watched as they regressed into five-year-old children.

Rolling her eyes at the silliness of the whole situation, Ginny recapped what was going on between the two of her co-workers. After fighting verbally for half the day, Dean and Michael decided to settle this with a competition. This competition was mainly to see who would last the longest in the dunk tank before someone knocked them off. Suffice it to say that Ginny never got a chance to get in the dunk tank seat, she watched in awe as these two young men waylaid people to play the game and cause the inevitable dunking of their competitor.

Almost falling asleep at the counter at the two constantly bickered about such topics as who was a better boyfriend, who got Ginny the best gift, and how long was it before Ginny kissed them. It had been that last argument that made her dunk the both of them when they were in the middle of changing who sat in the seat.

Even now the two bickered, as Dean was having a hard time getting someone to come and dunking Michael. However, when a couple approached the booth, Dean let out a cheer as Ginny looked up to see a girl, who she didn’t recognize, holding on to the arm of her older brother. 

“Ron,” called out Ginny in a poorly concealed desperate voice, “what are you going here, and who’s...” If Ginny’s eyes could have gotten any larger they would have been roughly the size of plates. “Hermione!?” she said in a stunned voice.

“Where’s Hermione,” asked Dean while looking at the stunning girl in front of him.

“I’m Hermione!” said the beautiful girl in exasperation, while Dean did a double take and tried to apologize.

However, before the group could carry on a whistle and remark about ‘long legs’ floated through the air as Michael caught sight of the girl that stood at the booth. “Stuff it, Corner!” said Ron as he put out his hand and barked, “Dean!”

“Yes sir?” Dean replied with a large smile on his face, while Corner look like a deer caught in the headlights

“A wand, if you please,” said Ron, as he gave Michael a nasty grin that most certainly meant that he was going to get dunked.

“Righty-o’,” said Dean ecstatically while handing Ron one of their game wands. Ron watched as several different colored shields, with holes in the center of them, moved to and fro. The objective of the game was to try to get your Stunner through the holes and to the target. Waiting patiently, Ron watched the movements of the shields and ignored the taunts that Michael was hoping would distract him. Taking aim, Ron briefly flicked his eyes back at Corner and winked as he fired off his stunner.

The red beam shot through all five of the shields and struck the target causing Michael to curse loudly. A splash and some laughter later Dean now stood in Michael’s place, while the other young man was toweling off in the corner grumbling something about payback.

While the two young men were distracted, Ginny took this time to plead with her brother over the counter of the booth, “Please!” she said grabbing a fist full of Ron shirt and shaking him about, “Please! Take me with you! I don’t think I can stand these two. Before you came I was contemplating sabotaging the dunk tank to explode.”

“Ginny!” Hermione gasped with a shocked look on her face, while Ginny looked at the ground in shame, “Haven’t I told you that most of these booths have been enchanted by the Professors and are resistant to those spells.”

Ginny looked up to see Hermione beaming at her, and they both laughed as Ginny said, “You too?”

“I would have gladly traded booths with you,” Hermione said in complete seriousness, “I almost chose to hex myself.”

Ron snorted, and Ginny looked at him and asked, “And, pray tell, how did you manage to skive off you duties?”

“Malfoy’s puppet had to die...and I was the only one around who could do it.” Ron said with pride.

“That’s terrible, Ron,” Hermione chided, “What about the children?”

“The squirts? Oh, they loved it...in fact they were very angry that they couldn’t have a repeat performance,” Ron said while draping an arm around Hermione, and again feeling her shiver under his touch.

“Typical,” said Ginny as if none of what Ron said was something out of the ordinary, “So? Can you help me?”

“Sure,” smiled Hermione, as she walked over to Michael, who was busy messing with Dean, and pulled him away for a short talk between the two of them. Upon coming back to the Weasley’s, Hermione said, “Michael said that it was okay with him if you take the rest of the day. He says that he’ll just recruit another student to help him with the booth.”

“Really,” asked Ginny in an incredulous way, “was it that easy?”

“Not really, said Hermione as the three walked away from the booth.

“What do you mean ‘not really’?” asked Ron with a confused look.

“Well, I told Michael, in so many words, that if Ginny wasn’t there...then she wouldn’t see anything he would do to Dean, and vise versa,” explained Hermione.

Ron looked at Hermione with a raised eyebrow and said, “You’re evil. You know that, don’t you?”

A smiling Ginny hopped over the front counter with a whoop of delight, but when her feet landed on the ground Ron yelled, “Ginny!”

Ginny was wearing nothing more than a pair of sandals and a red t-shirt as she sent Ron a strange look. “I’m wearing a bathing suit underneath, Ron,” she said sharply, while Ron seemed ready to pummel anyone who was gawking at his younger sister.

“Didn’t you bring a change of clothes?”

“I thought I did,” Ginny said with embarrassment, “but then I remembered that I had left my clothes in the common room.” As Ron sputtered madly and was about to explode, Hermione stepped in a grabbed Ginny’s towel. Pulling out her wand she said a word and suddenly the towel grew larger, while taking on the texture of cotton, and became a goldenrod color.

Taking the cloth she wrapped it around Ginny’s waist, allowing the girl to tie it off, while making a make shift skirt for her. “Thank you, Hermione,” Ginny said with appreciation lacing her voice.

“Please don’t ever mention this to any of the girls in my year,” said Hermione, while not letting it know that this was a favored transfiguration that Lavender and Parvati would use to make minor alterations to their clothing. Just the thought of them knowing that she used their spells made her shiver in fright. Calming down Ron, Hermione and Ginny all walked down the street as they took in the sights.

****

Walking down the street the group saw many sights. They stopped at Neville and Hanna Abbots’s ‘Plant booth’ for a demonstration on ‘how to keep you plant from dying’, which Ron took part in and was the only person there that kept killing his psudo-plant.

After the Plant booth the group found themselves at a small arena where the booth was the entrance into it, and standing at the entrance was none other than ex-Professor Lupin. Seamus, Ernie Macmillian, and Morag McDougal all appeared out of no where to greet the three, while they wore lime green shirts that had letters that glowed bright yellow and said “Those who show fear...get the horns!”

Talking to Seamus the three found out that the area was a bull fighting contest. However, they also found out that if it wasn’t for Lupin’s contribution they would have never gotten this off the ground.

 “What did Professor Lupin contribute?” asked Hermione

“That’s Mr. Lupin, Hermione. I am no longer your professor,” remanded Lupin, as Hermione rolled her eyes.

Ernie stepped in at that moment and said, “We didn’t have a bull and we couldn’t find something that would replace it, but Prof...um...Mr. Lupin helped us out after Dumbledore talked to him.

“You still haven’t answered my question,” said Ginny with a shake of her head. 

“See for your self,” said Morag as Seamus and Ernie walked over to the curtain and led the three inside the small arena.

The seating was packed and almost everyone was focused on the action below them. Following the crowds gaze Ron, Ginny and Hermione all looked down and saw a lone figure in the middle of the sandy arena, who happened to looked a lot like Marcus Flint. A red piece of cloth was clutched in his hands while the creature he was facing off against seemed to be a life size stuffed toy.

“Is that...” asked Ron as he looked at the stuffed toy.

“Yep,” answered Lupin.

“But how...” Ginny asked next.

“Don’t ask,” replied Lupin with practiced ease.

Hermione could say anything at the moment, as she was having a hard time breathing through all the giggles that were bubbling up from her. There in the center ring stood a life size, stuffed toy rendition of Harry’s guardian pantronus. Yes, there Prongs was, in all his lovable cuteness, pawing at the ground in preparation for a charge at the Slytherin boy that stood in front of it.

Ginny followed Hermione’s lead as she too fell into a bout of the ‘giggles’. Ron stared at them while shaking his head and then turned back only to catch Flint hasty ejection from the arena courtesy of Prongs.

When the giggles had died down, Remus turned his head only to fine three sets of inquisitive eyes looking at him, sighing deeply he explained, “It was a practical joke that Sirius and James cooked up. However, they never got around to it. So they gave me “Prongs Jr.” to hold just incase they ever needed him.” Leaning closer in so that they could only hear him, Lupin said with a playful smirk, “If you’ll notice, it’s only the Slytheirn’s that take a serious beating.”

Leaving the arena, the group carried on with their exploration of this giant festival that has seemed to sprung up from their intended carnival. Ginny spied a booth, as they passed a fish and chips vendor. Walking over she saw two Hufflepuff girls Laura Madley and Eleanore Branstone, combing several cute little kittens. When the two girls saw them then called them over, and began to tell them about their Magical Creatures booth. 

“Crookshanks!” cried Hermione, as she saw the orange bandy legged cat sleeping on a small dais that read ‘Half-Knezel’. Turning her wrath fill gaze on the two girls, Hermione asked in a cold voice, “What gives you the right to display my cat without asking me!?”

“What’s all the commotion about,” said a familiar voice from the back of the booth. As soon as the girl stepped out into the front, both Ron and Ginny began to worry. If it had to be anyone, Marietta Edgecombe was definitely the ‘wrong’ person to have stepped out into the front of the booth. The air seemed to have gone very cold indeed as Hermione looked down at the two girls and said, “I apologize for what I said, I didn’t know that you had to work with someone like her!”

Marietta was about to say something, but a look from both Weasley’s was all it took for her to beat a hasty retreat back into the back of the booth. The girls, completely oblivious to just how close they came to being hex, started up a conversation and explained away most of the animals in their booth. When the conversation turned to the topic of human transformation Ron smirked as he gave Hermione a nudge, which caused her to roll her eyes and say as softly as she could, “Shut it!”

However, Ginny had seen the exchange, and when they had left the booth she started asking questions about it. This eventually led to Ron talking about second year and the Polyjuice potion. 
“You made the Polyjuice potion second year?” stuttered Ginny while shaking her head.

All the while, Ron was chuckling and nudging Hermione. This drove her mad, because she knew exactly where he was going with this story telling. Ron winked at Hermione as he told Ginny about their idea of slipping into the Slytherin’s common room, and he smirked when he said, “But not everything went as we planned.”

To which Ginny asked, “Why? What happened?”

Hermione could have strangled Ginny for not seeing the obvious set up that her brother was doing. Not allowing Ron his moment, Hermione said in even tones that hid some of her frustration, “I buggered my own potion. I thought I had Millicent Bulstrode’s hair, but it was cat’s hair instead.”

Ginny gasped, “Were you alright?”

Ron snorted, but Hermione ignored him and said, “I was caught between transformations.”

“She had cat ears, whiskers, fur...everything!” said Ron, looking as if he was remembering something.

“Don’t remind me,” Hermione said with vehemently, “I hated the way I looked! I was so glade that Madam Pomfrey helped me return to normal.”

“I don’t know Hermione,” said Ron with a wicked smile, “I really liked your tail.”

Hermione’s face went about trying to do its best impression of a tomato, as she turned away from Ron and said quietly, “Honestly!” Before she knew it though, a hand slid around her waist and could have sent her into orbit, if it didn’t hold on to her tightly and direct her down the street.

Smiling, Ginny followed the two as they once again went on their exploration of the carnival. It didn’t take long to find another booth, only this booth wasn’t sanctioned by Hogwarts. Standing besides a sign, wearing a ridiculous looking ‘chair costume’ was Lee Jordan. When he saw the younger Weasley’s he waved them over and greeted them all. 

“Lee? What are you doing here?” asked Ron while he tried his hardest not to laugh.

“Don’t worry about holding back the laugher, mate,” said Lee, while looking around carefully, “I know I look like a bloody ninny in this thing.”

“Why are you wearing this then?” said Ron as he pointed to the costume.

“Shhhh!” said Lee, “You brothers have decided to try their hand at a booth.”

“Fred and George? What kind of booth is it,” asked Hermione, as she took a step back...just incase.

“Well see, they found a set of possessed chairs for auction and, being who they are, they decided to buy them,” Lee stated, while he sat pushed past the three as several kids came up with glowing red, green, purple and blue tickets. Taking their tickets, he then told them that they would be risking their own lives upon taking the ‘challenge’. The kids didn’t even listen as the ran inside.

“So you were saying something about possessed chairs?” Ginny said, trying to keep the explanation going. 

“Well, these chairs try to throw people, who sit on them off. So the twins thought...” Lee said but was interrupted as two men stepped through the curtain.

“...we thought it would be fun to watch these people...” said George, as Fred then stepped in front of him.

“...try to hold on, as these chairs worked to throw them off,” finished Fred.

“We offer prizes for the longest run...” said George while slowly trying to steer the group into the booth.

“...and the farthest fall,” laughed Fred.

“Come on in and try it out,” they both said, which was an instant sign that they were up to something.

Hermione declined and spun around the twins, as did Ginny and Ron. Looking down at Lee, both the twins shook their heads as Fred sighed and said, “Ah well, easy come easy go.” With that, the two twins disappeared into the booth. 

Letting out a sigh of relief, Lee smiled at Ron and said, “Those two have been flawless today! Almost every person that has come by has fallen to their charm.”

“What’s wrong with that, Lee?” asked Ginny.

“I bet them that they wouldn’t get everyone into their booth and I was losing until you three came along,” said Lee sheepishly, as the thought that he was using them didn’t feel right to him. “As a ‘thank you’ how about I treat you to a meal at the three broomsticks?”

All three smiled at that, and asked Lee if he knew of any other booth that would be interesting enough to check out. “Well,” said Lee as he picked at his costumes cloth, “I would’ve said the Creevey brother’s booth, but they blew themselves up.”

Ron looked stunned, Hermione gasped, and Ginny asked, “What do you mean by ‘they blew themselves up’?”

“They did,” Lee said in all honesty, “from what I heard, they had set up a Muggle booth and were showing off several Muggle devices. However, it was when they tried to show how a stereo works of electricity that everything went down hill. Some one told me that when they flipped the switch an explosion rocked their booth, and left them covered in black soot with singed hair.”

“I knew I wasn’t going crazy,” said Ron as he remembered that he thought he heard an explosion. 

Lee looked up from the three and said, with a twinkle in his eyes, “The only other booth that I can think of that would be fun to check out would be...” He left the words hanging in the air, knowing that they knew about what booth he was talking about. Smiling at them, he said his goodbyes as the group made their way to the last booth and probably their doom as well.

****
Harry Potter wasn’t a violent person by nature, but today he was contemplating killing three very close friends of his. Pacing back and forth Harry looked out side to see the line stretching from the booth he was in to around the corner, and then only Merlin knows how far after that. 

He had successfully avoided being upfront for half of the carnival. However, as luck would have it, an irate Professor Snape showed up to assets his booth and found that he was not participating enough. He gave Harry an ultimatum; either take his turn up at the front of his booth, or receive several days of detention and lose points.
Standing in front of the curtains that divided the back from the front Harry thought about several nights ago… 
It had been a normal day, in fact that day had been quiet nice by Harry’s reckoning. However, everything would change when he and his four friends got together in the library. It started off innocently enough, they talked about current events and then Ginny mentioned the upcoming carnival. Ron laughed at the different booths that were already being filled. That when the question was asked.

“Would you do the Kissing booth, Harry?”

Coming from Ginny the idea was funny and ridiculous, and yet Harry never thought to check himself as he said, “Sure, as long as I get long breaks and decent pay.”

It was when he looked at Hermione and Ginny that he knew he had messed up. Twin grins split their face as the looked at him, and what was even more disturbing was the fact that the whole library had gone quiet and all of the girls were looking at Harry as if he was a Christmas dinner.
That was when he realized what he had said, and it all came rushing into Harry head like a runaway locomotive as the girls all emptied out to check the booth listings. Harry didn’t even have to look up as they all the girls came back giggling and whispering to themselves while Hermione and Ginny were beaming at him. Ron, however, could only stifle a chuckle, and that’s when he knew that he had been set up.

“Who needs Malfoy when you got friends like them,” Harry grumbled to himself and also thought about how he had tried to get Dumbledore to change the listing. Dumbledore has just smiled and said ‘no’, which lead him to believe that this was a conspiracy.
“Come on, Potter! Everyone is waiting,” called Lisa Turpin, a Ravenclaw who was one of his co-workers along with Blaise Zabini, Megan Jones and Justin Finch-Fletchley.
“Yes,” said a drawling voice, “please grace us with you presence.”

“Stuff it, Zabini!” Harry said, running his hand through his hair while taking a deep breath and walking out to the front of the booth.

**** 

Hermione, Ron and Ginny had arrived at their destination and stood blinking in disbelief at the line that the booth had generated. The booth’s sign had a pair of kissing lips and was painted in a bright glowing paint. What was even more interesting was that the line for one of the counters was the one that coiled up on its self and even went around a street corner.

“Is that the line for Harry?” asked Ginny, as she saw not only female student, but little girls, mature women, mothers and even grandmothers lined up one after another. ‘What have we done!?’ thought Ginny as she surveyed.
“Do these women have any shame?” asked Hermione, while Ron made a face when he saw a toothless elderly woman polishing her dentures.

Ginny caught a movement out of the corner of her eye, and when she turned her head she saw that Justin was waving them over. “Look,” she said to the others, “Justin is waving at us.”
“Hey,” said Justin as they walked over to them, “have you come to try out our booth?”

“Actually…” said Ginny with a bit of guilt coming out in her voice, “we wanted to see Harry.”

“Oh, well as you can see, Potter’s a bit busy at the moment,” said Justin with a little frown.

“I didn’t know it was going to be like this,” Hermione said in worry.

“Well, he is quiet the ladies man,” said Justin, as Ron furrowed his brow at him.

“Potter? A ladies man? Fletchley, don’t make me laugh,” said Zabini as he eyed the beautiful girl next to Ron.

“Would you like to try kissing a real man,” he said as Ron rolled up his sleeves and was about to pummel him into oblivion. However, with a light touch Hermione stopped Ron and walked over to Blaise.
“Blaise, if you were half the man that Ron, or had half the brain that he has, you would’ve figured out by now just who you are talking to,” said Hermione with icy tones and a dangerous gaze, “However, since you’re obviously not a man and don’t have a brain…”

Holding out her hand Hermione said with a tight smile, “Hello, my name is Hermione Granger.”

Narrowing his eyes and look at the girls face, Blaise almost turned white as he finally saw past the make up and found the Gryffindor know-it-all staring back at him. Calming himself he turned to walk away without a word being spoken. 

In his passing, Ron gave him an eye full of a rude gesture and then walked over to the three who were laughing out loud. When the laughter died, Justin looked at the two girls and said, “Well? Would you like to give the booth a go? It’s only two tickets and I might lose my job if I don’t get any, not to mention my reputation.”
Ginny laughed and looked at Hermione, who looked at Ron. Ron rolled his eyes and said, “It’s not up to me! If you want to then go ahead, but no funny business Fletchley or I’ll clobber you!”

Running a hand through his hair, Justin said, “Funny business? Me?”

Just that movement had Ginny thinking about Harry, and what they had done to him. Justin stood up and watched as Ginny pulled out two tickets and placed them in his bowl. Moving closer the two kissed, but before Ginny knew what was happening Justin caught her lips in his and gave her a passionate kiss. Ginny’s knees buckled and she thought she was about to blackout, but when she started to pull away Justin bit her lower lip slightly and smiled. Ginny walked away in a daze as she was trying to think about where she had seen that smile before.
Hermione stepped up and looked Justin in his eyes as she slowly placed her tickets on the counter. Stepping closer, the two kissed. Carefully, Justin placed his hands on either sides of Hermione’s face, and just as quickly as it had started it ended in the same manner. Hermione blinked twice, looking in Justin’s eyes. Softly, Hermione said out loud, “I can’t quiet place it, but kissing you was…and please don’t take this the wrong way…it was like kiss my…”

“Harry!” both of the girls shouted while pointing their fingers in accusation.

“Where?” said Justin, as he looked behind him, then up in the air, and then the ground as well.

“Don’t give us that, Potter!” said Ginny grinning like a Cheshire cat, “We know it’s you.”

“Me!? I’m not Potter,” said Justin as he placed his hand on his chest, while the tiniest of smirks seemed to break on his face, “I’m Justin Finch-Fletchley, a Hufflepuff through and through.”

That’s when Ron finally said something, as he almost yelled, “You sneaky git! I knew Fletchley would never knowingly say that you were a ‘ladies man’.”

Megan Jones started to make her way over to see ‘what was the matter’, and that’s when Justin used that time to whisper harshly at the three, “Fine, you win! Meet me behind the Pie eating contest.”
Not knowing what was going on, but knowing that Justin was in fact ‘Harry’ made them trust his words as the walked off while watching him talking to Megan. 

Behind the Pie eating contest stood Ginny, Ron and Hermione as they watched Justin walk up to them, but as he passed through the shadows of some of the booths his face changed slightly and his shape shifted. When he stood before them Justin was no longer the person who looked at them, instead they were staring at a grinning Harry who seemed on the verge of laughing.

“You prat!” said Ron with a hearty laugh.

“So then who’s kissing all those women?” asked Ginny feeling that she already knew the answer.

“Justin said he would gladly take my place,” Harry said with a laugh.

“But how did you get Polyjuice potion?” asked Hermione trying to figure it out, but not making progress.
“An ex-Marauder and Professor helped me with that,” said Harry as he looked at Hermione with a bit of interest.

It all clicked together then, the fact that Lupin was at the carnival and that he was in a booth that was easily with in reach of the kissing booth. Hermione’s mind worked over time as she saw in her mind’s eye that Harry must have met up with Lupin and got a dose of Polyjuice along with Justin. Then Lupin would come by and leave a large container that could last Justin a whole night, while Harry in his disguise could escape.

“Did you have fun with the Beauty booth?” asked Harry with a wink as he added, “I see they gave you a make over.”

“That was you who signed me up!?” Hermione said with a surprised look on her face.

“You know, I kinda like your hair like that,” said Harry ignoring Hermione’s mounting anger, “what do you say Ron?”

“It’s nice, but I liked it the other way,” he said while staring at her face and watching the anger ebb from her face, “it’s more real that way.”

Harry smiled as he then said, “How did the puppet show and the dunk tank go?”

“You had help, didn’t you?” accused Ginny as Harry turned his palms upward and shrugged his shoulders.

“The son of a Marauder has many allies to chose from,” Harry said slyly, as a commotion erupted from somewhere down the street. 

Walking out into the street, the group watched as people flooded down the main street. Catching one of the students, Ron asked him, “What’s going on? What happened?”

The young boy didn’t even turn around as he said in a distracted manner, “Two things. One is that the Harry Potter at the kissing booth was a fake…”

This instantly made Harry and his friends become a little worried. “What did they do to the fake?” asked Ginny while looking at Harry.
“Nothing, but they said that Snape was furious and is now looking for Harry,” said the boy, while Harry grinned and stifled a snicker.

“And the other?” asked Hermione with curiosity.

“Professor Dumbledore has set up his own booth,” said the boy while he tried to move down the street.

“So what’s so great about his booth?” asked Ron in confusion.

“Harry Potter trading cards, of course,” said the boy holding up several cards in his hand that had pictures of Harry. One was when he was fighting the Hungarian Horntail and another was when he was riding the hippogriff.”

“What the…” Harry sputtered madly as he tried to keep his outrage at a minimum.

The boy smiled when he saw Harry and said, “He’s got them all out and they are going like hotcakes! Could you sign these?”

It took the combined strength of Hermione, Ginny, and Ron to keep Harry from strangling the boy as he yelled, “I’ll sign them alright come closer!” After calming down Harry, the group all decided that it would be best if they beat a hasty retreat into the castle.
When the walked into the common room Hermione and Ron decided to make a food run while Ginny stayed behind. As they sat there in the quiet common room and all that could be head was the sound of the crackling fire, Ginny said with a measure of guilt, “Sorry, Harry”

Looking up from the hypnotic pattern that the fire had created with the shadows of the room, Harry said, “It’s alright. I’ve been thinking about what you did, and why you did it. I’ve come to the conclusion that you were right, I do need to unwind sometimes.”
Ginny squirmed a bit as he spoke again saying, “That wasn’t what I was apologizing for…see I sort of came up with the idea of Harry Potter trading cards.”

Harry’s face became a slate of granite as he turned his head slightly and looked into Ginny’s eyes while trying to discern the truth. “Oh that,” he said with a small amount of surprise which didn’t show on his stony face, “I think I can come up with a suitable punishment for you.” As he said those words, Harry moved in and kissed Ginny lightly on her lips, before pulling away and biting her lower lip while smiling.

~ THE END ~

