An agonising scream cut through the air and froze Sirius Weasley in mid stride. He looked around frantically but couldn’t see anything.  Another scream filled the air and he started running. ‘What the hell?’ he thought. Following the pain filled sound he knew in the back of his mind that it was stupid. What could he do? He slowed down as the scream sounded closer. He looked round some tall tress to see a sight that made his blood run cold. Deatheaters. He’d seen them before but not this close. Usually his parents would drag him away or send him to a safe place when something like this occurred. He looked around, ‘Nope, no parents,’ he thought, ‘What was he going to do?’ He turned back to the scene. Five death eaters were surrounding what looked like a young girl, she was on the ground writhing in agony. Sirius felt like he was going to be sick.  The Cruciatus the curse, he’d never seen it performed before. One of the Deatheaters was talking now.

“Tell us Miss Potter and we’ll end this. Tell us where your family are?”

‘Potter?’ Sirius frowned, ‘What the hell?’ He squinted to see better. The figure on the ground was struggling to stand. Groping around in the mud the girl seemed to be struggling to look for something. Her hand searched the area around where she fell and when she couldn’t find what she was looking for she struggled up. Her head lifted and Sirus eyes widened in shock. “Books Ella?” he whispered.

“M..m..my n..n..name is…” she seemed to be struggling to form the words, she took several deep breaths and then started again, “My name is Ella de Winter. I am not who you think I am.” Tears were running down her cheeks.

“You are Ella Potter, eldest daughter of  Harry and Tara Potter. Don’t be a fool like your mother, tell us where your family are and I promise we’ll end this.”

“I am Ella de Winter and there is nothing I can tell you.”

“Crucio,” Ella screamed and Sirius turned away not able to watch. He reached for his wand but it wasn’t there. Summer Holiday. Restriction of underage wizards. Damn. Sirius knew though that he had to do something and then he thought of it. Portkey.

Ella didn’t know how much more of this she could take. The pain was excruciating and never ending. She couldn’t bear it. How had they found her? She shook in agony. “Noooooooooooo,” she screamed but there was nothing she could do. They had found her, they were torturing her but through sheer determination she refused to admit who she was. “I am Ella de Winter, I am not who you think I am. I am Ella de Winter I am not who you think I am.” These sentences repeated over and over in her head. She would not tell them, she would not give in. Her families safety depended on it. Her discovery was not meant to happen. She was supposed to be safe. This was the reason for the deception. After her mothers death her father had gone into hiding. She’d only been three at the time. He’d packed them up and ran and they’d been running ever since. Soon, soon they were supposed to be stopping. Ella had been at Hogwarts for five years. She’d just finished her OWLs the previous June. Heading into her 6th year. She’d kept to herself. Not made friends that could get too close. Being the only Gryffindor girl in her year had helped. She had a dorm to herself. She’d studied and read and gone to class. She’d been made a prefect last year and was top of her class in everything. This was what she’d been working towards since she entered Hogwarts in first year. The boys didn’t like her because she always studied, rarely talked, and never went out of her way to make friends. The only thing she’d got involved in was Quidditch and that had been purely by accident. When they’d had their lessons in first year it had been apparent that she’d inherited her fathers gift for flying, his ability on a broom. In second year, their head of house Professor McGonnegal had asked her to try out for the team having seen her fly and assessed that she would make an excellent seeker. Just like her father, although only Ella knew that. No one, not even Dumbledore himself had ever guessed she was the daughter of Harry Potter. They were talking to her now. Asking her questions. Demanding answers. She closed her eyes and let the memories take over.

Scenes down through the years of Hogwarts flashed through her mind. The safety of the Gryffindor tower. The warmth of the dorms. The classes, the library, the homework. All the things that made her feel like a normal person. Quidditch was her one activity that was hers. When she was up there on her broom, nothing could reach her. No one could stop her. She tried to concentrate on the Quidditch now. Thinking pleasant thoughts, hoping, praying, begging for the pain to disappear. It didn’t. It went on and on and on and there was nothing to stop it. Maybe she’d lose consciousness soon.

She felt something land against her, felt a strange pull and then there was nothing. No pain, no feeling, no now, she was gone.

Sirius grabbed the chain his mother always made him wear. It was a portkey. Activated by a twist of the inner circle. He stared down at it and then back at the scene before him. How could he get to her? “Tell us Miss Potter,” the leader was demanding.

A scene floated into his mind from a far away memory. A memory of when he was a kid no more than three or four and a little girl with sparkling green eyes and curly black hair running around in a garden, playing, laughing having fun. Trick wands, little brooms and lots of love. Sirius shook his head to clear his mind. No it was just a dream. He turned his mind back to the deatheaters and studied the scene. There was nothing else for it. He’d have to run into the middle of it and grab her while twisting the Portkey.

He started to move then hesitated.

‘What if the Portkey doesn’t work?’ a little voice was saying in the back of his head.

‘It won’t, mom made it’ he whispered back and then before that voice could say anything else he started to run. The deatheaters were taken by surprise.

“What?”

“Nooooo,”

“Foolish boy.”

Sirius rushed past them and threw himself on the girl, turning the Portkey at the same time.

“Are you sure Sirius?” his mother asked. They’d arrive an hour earlier having been summoned from their home by Dumbledore on the arrival of their son by Portkey to Hogwarts.

“Yes. They were trying to force her to tell them where her family was.”

“Albus?”

“I do not know Hermione. It was lucky I was here.”

“Could she be Harry’s daughter?”

“Oh I have no doubt that she is. I am somewhat surprised that we have been fooled all these years.”

“But why? Why would Harry do this.”

“It is entirely possible Harry may have sent his daughter under a different name for her own protection.”

“So what? We have to wait and hope the girl will let us help her. Hope she will admit who she is.”

“As I remember Ella was a stubborn little girl. A spitfire so to speak. Quite different from the Ella we know.”

“She kept saying her name was Ella de Winter and that they’d got the wrong person,” Sirius interrupted, “but the deatheaters. They were sure. It was in their voices, they knew they had the right person.”

“I still don’t know how you did it son,” Ron surveyed his eldest child from where he was sitting. 

Sirius snorted, “To be honest dad, I don’t know either. I don’t have much to do with Ella de Winter, she keeps to herself and to be honest. We don’t particularly get along even when we do talk but there was no way in hell I was leaving her there.”

“Bravery, loyalty, both are Gryffindor qualities as well as a tendency to walk straight at danger.”

“Oh I wouldn’t blame Gryffindor on that Professor,” Sirius said.

“Really?”

“They’re also Weasley qualities.”

“Indeed they are Mr Weasley, indeed they are.”

Ella woke and it was bright out. She sat up gingerly. She couldn’t see, everything was blurry. Reaching out she tried to search for her glasses. Where was she? How did she get here? Something touched her hand, she jumped and looked in that direction. “I took the liberty of getting you these, Miss Potter, they are contacts just put them in and your sight will be corrected.”

Ella frowned at the small package in her hand and then squinted. She knew that voice, “Professor Weasley?”

“That’s correct,” Hermione said smiling down at the girl on the bed.

“Where am I? How did I get here?”

“You’re at Hogwarts Ella and Sirius brought you here.”

“Sirius?” Ella frowned again confused, “Sirius Weasley?”

“Yes now put your contacts in and then we can talk.” Hermiones voice brooked now opposition so Ella fumbled with the contact she’d been given. She’d never worn them before. “That’s it, the one on your right goes on your right eye and the left in your left eye.” Ella blinked several times and then looked up at Hermione.

“I’m not sure about these,” she said.

“They’re a big improvement on the glasses,” a sardonic voice said from the other side of the bed.

Ella swung round and pierced Sirius with a look of contempt, “Pity something so simple can’t work on you,” she retorted and Sirius stared back at her in shock. Ella usually ignored his barbed comments. Her head would duck down and she tighten her grip on her books and just keep on walking. 

“Good you’re awake Miss Potter,” Professor Dumbledore said coming in with Ron Weasley.

“My name is Ella de Winter Professors, I don’t know this Miss Potter you’re referring to.”

The three adult looked at her and Ella stared back, “Your name is Elisabeth Lilian Potter and there is no point in denying it, Sirius heard the deatheaters say your name.”

“The deatheaters made a mistake. I’m not who they or you think I am.”

“We cannot protect you Ella if you don’t trust us.”

“I don’t need protection.”

“Could have fooled me. It must have been my imagination when I saw five deatheaters attacking you,” Sirius said and Ella gave him a quelling look, “Not to mention of course that Ella de Winter is quiet, unassuming and polite. She would never talk back like you are doing now.”

“Be quiet Weasley,”

“Why? Scared. Am I getting to close to the truth? Your personality’s slipping Ella, you need to get back into character.”

Ella’s eyes narrowed but she said nothing. He was right. She was letting her Potter personality take over from the Ella de Winter persona. Ron came forward and sat down beside her, he reached out to hold her hand and she shifted nearer to him, “I remember when you were a little girl and you and Sirius used to play in my parents back garden. We used to have to pry the two of you apart and the ruckus you’d cause when you had to go home. You would both scream for ages after and almost make yourselves sick.”

“Professor Weasley I am not…”

“Please Ella let us take care of you. You’ll be staying with us for the rest of the summer.”

No,” Ella shouted, “You don’t understand. You can’t make me. My name is Ella de Winter. My parents died when I was nine. I was sent to an orphanage and then I got my letter and I came to Hogwarts. I am not who you think I am.”

“Calm down dear,” Professor Dumbledore said but nothing would ease her distress she kept repeating the mantra over and over until the adults left her alone. “It’s no use. If she won’t admit who she is then we can’t make her do anything.”

“There has to be something we can do Albus,” Hermione said, “There has to be.”

Sirius looked as the huddled form on the bed and looked about nervously. He wasn’t quite sure what to say. She was rocking herself now, back and forth, back and forth. He slumped down in the chair his father had vacated and looked at her. Sighing he didn’t really know what to do. His parents were worried sick. He just sat there and soon she calmed down and just sat with her arms wrapped around her legs, staring off into space.

“You know how you got your name?” he said surprising himself as well as her. Green eyes turned towards him quickly and looked at him hauntingly. “Do you?” he asked but she didn’t reply. “I gave it to you. I couldn’t say Elisabeth so I called you Ella and it stuck. Funny the things you remember. Isn’t it? I remember playing in the garden with you. I remember my uncles trick wand and toy brooms I remember laughing and having fun. Fireworks set off by my uncles and food that made your hair change colour.”

“Cream Puff,” Ella whispered and Sirius looked up.

“Huh?”

“Cream puffs, that exploded in your mouth. They were my favourites.

“Oh yeah, I remember. Then it ended. No more laughter, no more fun. Everyone was sad and I was afraid. You’d gone. I couldn’t find you. I remember wanting to find you. Mom cried, dad was silent and … they’re just feelings, memories, vague pictures like a story I’d heard. I don’t remember saying goodbye, I only remember you not being there and that I wasn’t allowed talk about you.”

Ella stared at Sirius for a while then spoke, “I can’t stay with your parents Ser, I can’t put them in danger anymore than my father could thirteen years ago.”

“Ser? I haven’t been called that in years. You are going to stay with us Ella. There isn’t a Weasley who wouldn’t give their lives to protect a Potter.”

“That’s precisely my point,” Ella whispered as she lifted the wand she taken from Ron’s robes. “Forgive me Ser. Petrificus Totalus.”

Harry searched the orphanage where his daughter was supposed to be. Where was she? What had happened? Ella knew better than to disappear. She knew to stay in hiding to not draw attention to herself to not stray further than the village the orphanage was in. Fear rose as more and more places turned up empty. How could this happen? His stomach churned and felt the bile surface in his throat. A scene of the past filtered into his mind. His wife, dead, bloody, her body battered from curse after curse that had hit her. The look in her eyes. The awkward position of her limbs. 

‘Noooooooooo’ his mind screamed, She’s fine. He’d just decided it was time to go back to his friends the people who had been his family since he was eleven years old. Time to give Ella a home. A place where she had family or at least people who would be a family to her. Thinking of them now he realised he was going to need their help. He turned and ran from the orphanage. Stopping only long enough to use the obliviate charm on the head of the orphanage.

For the first time years he stood and thought of Ron and Hermiones house. It’s layout and garden and prayed that they hadn’t moved. Closing his eyes he apparated and appeared outside the house that he’d thought of. Walking up he knocked on the door and waited. It was opened by a red head moppet who stared at him with big brown eyes. “Hello sweetheart is mommy or daddy about?”

“My daddy is with the angels,” the little girl replied and Harry had to grab onto the doorframe, “He died a few years ago but my mommy is here.” The little girl turned, “Mom someone here to see you.”

“Who is it love?” came the reply. “Harry,” Ginny cried as she rounded the corner to see harry leaning heavily against the door. “Harry?” Ginny reached out to touch him. He was pale, looked like death, looked like the last time she’d seen him.

Harry felt like someone had kicked him in the gut. Ron? Dead? No it can’t be. He looked up at the voice that was saying his name. Ginny. It was Ginny. “Ginny?”

“Yes it’s me.”

“The man asked for Daddy as well but I told him Daddy was with the angels.”

Ginny went pale and swung back to Harry, “She means Derek, Harry, my husband.”

“Your husband?”

“Yes, Derek he died several years ago. Not long after Maggie was born actually.”

Harry closed his eyes and sighed in relief then opened them again to look at Ginny, “I’m sorry to hear that Ginny.”

“Thank you. You thought it was Ron didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did.”

“He’s fine. He had to go to Hogwarts with Hermione. I’m watching the kids. Making sure they don’t get up to too much mischief. Now do I get a hug form an old friend.”

Harry laughed and grabbed the petite form of Ginny Weasley, “Of course. It’s so good to see you Gin.”

“It’s even better to see you. Where’s Elisabeth?”

“That’s why I’m here. I don’t know.” Ginny’s eyes widened and she ushered Harry into the kitchen.

“You better sit down. Now, start from the beginning.”

Hermione, Ron, and Dumbledore came back into the room to find the bed empty and Sirius lying frozen on the floor. With a flick of Hermione’s wand she cast the counter spell and her son surged to his feet. “She’s a Potter. She’s definitely a Potter and when I get my hands on her I’m going to kill her.”

“What happened?”

“She had a wand. Your wand dad,” Ron reached into his robes to come up empty.

“That sneaky little pick pocket,” Ron muttered.

“How did she get out? We were outside the door the whole time.”

“She jumped out the window,”

“Don’t be ridiculous Sirius,” Hermione said, “It’s nearly a hundred foot drop.”

“I know that mom but she did.”

“Albus?”

Dumbledore was standing over by the window. His eye was caught by a soaring phoenix that he knew wasn’t fawks. “Animagi,” he whispered.

“Pardon,” Hermione said.

“She’s an animagi. Brilliant. Quite brilliant.”

“An animagi but… how… I mean that…” Ron stuttered in disbelief. “Potters,” he muttered, “If it’s not one thing it’s another.”

“Indeed but we’ve lost her.”

“I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Let us hope, that she will come back. If not soon then at least for the 1st of September.”

“Is there nothing we can do to find her.”

“I will, of course, have my sources look out for her but it will be hard considering I can’t exactly say who she is.”

“Or that she’s an illegal animagi.”

“See it’s always the quiet ones,” Ron muttered again.

“I knew there was more to her that just books. She spent far too much time alone. If she comes back this year I’m gonna make her talk,” Sirius told them. “That is after I rip her apart, skin her alive and dunk her in oil and a few other things I’ll think of as I go along.”  The three adults surveyed Sirius with a mixture of patience and amusement. Sirius who was ranting now turned and looked at them, “ and did you see what she looked like. Certainly not the nerdy Ella everyone’s come to know. Oh no, she has curly black hair, which she always hid in those ridiculously tight twist of hair.”

“I believe it’s called a Bun.”

“Whatever and as for those god awful glasses she used to wear. I swear if she comes back with them. I’ll burn them.” 

“Well, if there’s nothing else we can do,” Ron said interrupting his son’s tirade, “ I suggest we go home.”

Sirius was still muttering as they led him out, “Big green eyes and curly hair, looks like a girl. How dare she? I’m gonna kill her.”

“Ginny,” Hermione called as she apparated into her living room. Ron appeared beside her and then Sirius fell out of the fireplace. “Ginny are you here?”

“Yeah I’m here,” Ginny appeared, “but there’s someone else here aswell.”

Ron frowned, “Who?” he asked.

“Me,” Harry said as he appeared behind Ginny.

“Harry,” Hermione gasped.

“Harry, thank Merlin you’re here,” Ron said coming towards his best friend.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s about Ella?”

“Have you seen her? I can’t find her. She’s not at the orphanage. It’s not like her to go away like this. She’s sensible.”

“Hah!” Sirius said as he plonked himself down on the settee.

Harry, distracted, looked at the young man, “Sirius?” he nodded, “You’ve changed since the last time I saw you.”

“So has Ella and let me tell you…”

“Not now Sirius,” Hermione said as she came forward to hug Harry. “It’s been a long time Harry. We’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you to.”

 “You better sit down Harry, you too Ginny, there’s something we have to tell you.” Hermione and Ron, with Sirius interrupting to add his piece filled them in on what had happened.

“An animagi? Ella’s not an…she can’t…I’m going to kill her.” Harry finished. “I told her…she’s so like her mother… too damn stubborn for her own good.”

“Do you have anyway of contacting her?”

Harry looked surprised at Ginny who was sitting next to him, “Junior,”

“Junior?”

“One of Hedwigs, he’s never failed to find Ella.”

“Well then send her a note. Tell her to come here. Tell her you’re here,” Ginny said as she placed a hand over Harry’s.

“Your right. I should go do that. I need to apparate home. I need to pack up our things. Ella needs a stable life. No more running.”

“We’ll open up your house while you’re gone and have it ready or would you prefer to stay here?” Hermione asked thinking Harry might not want to live in a place where there were so many memories of Tara.

“No, that house will be fine.” Harry said shaking Rons hand, and bending to kiss Hermione. He was about to turn to go when he turned and kissed Ginny as well. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

“Yes and when you do we’ll have a little talk about one Elisabeth Lillian Potter attending Hogwarts under the assumed name of Ella de Winter.” Harry grimaced at Hermiones tone then grinned.

“I’ll look forward to it Mi.”

Ella flew, soaring over hill and mountains, steams and rivers, twisting and turning until she finally caught view of building and nestled in the trees to look at them. Houses, here, there and everywhere spotted the surrounding area. Ottery St. Catchpole. She sat, perched on a branch of one of the trees near the houses so she could watch, guard, protect. This little collection of houses that held precious people her father cared so much about. People who’d been family to him. People who’d cared for him when he’d had no one. People who stood by him, protected him and loved him when no one else had. Weasley’s. Strange and wonderful, these precious wizards who loved each other so much and opened their arms to an orphaned boy who never knew what love was.

Her big green eyes blinked at the sight of children playing and adults stopping and talking to one another. She could see Sirius playing with a little girl with red hair. A sister? No he didn’t have any siblings that young. She looked about four. Ella was sure she’d seen her before. The little girl giggled as Sirius threw her over his shoulder and carried her around. He was good with kids, it seemed. She squealed as he spun her and Ella would have smiled if she’d been in her human form. Of course. The little girl was Ginny Weasley’s daughter and of course she knew her. Ginny was the Wizard doctor assigned to Hogwarts in this time of peril and she’d been allowed to bring her daughter to the school. 

Times had changed so much. Hogwarts were allowing the families of their teachers to reside on Hogwarts grounds during the year should they choose to do so. It was a way of enticing good professors to the school. Especially when they were reluctant to leave their families alone for so much of the year in such dark times.  

Sighing Ella settled to watch the family she only vaguely remembered but had such good memories of. There seemed to be a lot of activity today. Lots of people running back and forth from one of the houses. Like they were cleaning it, getting it ready to be moved into. A community. Ella had never been part of one, or at least not one she remembered. Furniture was being lugged about and …wait a minute that was her chest.

‘What the hell was going on? How did they get my things?’ Before she had a chance to think about what she was doing she soared down towards then and landed transforming back into herself on top of the trunk. “And just what do you think you’re doing?” she demanded to the shocked looks of Fred and George Weasley.

The trunk dropped to the ground and Ella screamed in outrage as she fell, tumbling backwards. “Watch it,” she shouted at them.

Fred and George both stood with their hands on their hips scowling down at her. Their faces a mixture of shock and outrage. “And just where did you come from,” they asked.

Ella looked up at them and then decided to avoid the question, “Well if you must know, I’ll make it very simple for you. It all starts out with a man and a woman. The woman carries an egg inside her that must be fert…” she stopped as they hauled her to her feet and started dragging her towards the house that had all the activity. “What do you think your doing?” she demanded not exactly liking the manhandling so she was dragging her feet and pulling against them.

“Oi Harry, I think we found something that belongs to you,” one of the twins said as they lifted her off her feet and carried her across the threshold of the house. Ella watched shocked as Harry turned puzzled towards them.

“Daddy!” she squealed as she saw him and started struggling to be free of the twins. They let her down and she ran to father. 

“Ella, thank Merlin. Where’ve you been? I could…I’m so glad you’re safe.”

“Daddy it was horrible,” Ella said pulling away with her hands on her hips and staring at him belligerently. “Men, Deatheaters and they tortured me and then Weasley turned up and then I woke in Hogwarts and…”

“Which Weasley?” Harry asked with a grin knowing she was fine just by the way she was gesturing all over the place. His daughter stopped and eyed him suspiciously then continued.

“There is an awful lot of them isn’t there. I mean they’re everywhere. You can’t turn a corner at Hogwarts without seeing a redhead and then there’s Gryffindor tower. I’m telling you daddy it’s just not healthy to have so many red heads in one place. Then there’s Weasley,” she looked at her father, “Sirius,” she said by way of explanation, “Now he takes after his mother, not a red hair in sight, but he’s still an annoying prat. Still he was the only person to talk to me. He calls me Books Ella. It’s very upsetting but you know I’ve come to the conclusion that he’s jealous of the fact that I beat him in every class.” The Weasleys that knew her all stood with mouths open. That was the most they’d heard her say in… ever.

“I am not,” Sirius said from the door having heard the conversation.

“Oh Sirius, I didn’t see there.”

“Obviously,” he replied sarcastically. Ella made a face and Harry laughed. Ella turned shocked and Harry realised that there had been little time for laughter in their lives lately. He was sorry for that.

“I remember a time when prying you a part became a feat in itself.”

“Yes, yes, we used to play in gardens and eat exploding cream puffs. I’m not a little girl anymore.”

“No your not but you are my Moppet and I’m so relieved you’re here, safe and sound.”  Ella smiled at her father.

“It’s nice to be here,” she said looking around for the first time realising that there were quite a lot of Weasley’s in the house and they all seemed to have gathered in the room. She recognised a lot of the younger ones from school and Sirius’s parents as well as Ginny Weasley who were all staring at her like she had two heads but the others were a bit of a mystery. “Goodness and I thought Gryffindor Tower was bad,” she whispered more to herself than anyone else but her father heard her and chuckled.

“Come I’ll introduce you and then you can explain exactly where you’ve been, what happened and when you became an illegal animagi.”

Ella spun towards him, and winced “Oh dear,” she said “Are you really mad?” she whispered her eyes wide. 

“Let’s just say we need to have a little talk Ella,” Harry said

“Oh dear,” she said again grimacing.

Ella sat quietly watching the Weasley and her father interact throughout the BBQ. It was a nice evening and everyone was eating the fill of the delicious food. She felt someone sit down beside her and looked over to find Sirius watching her. “What?” she asked.

“You’re very quiet Ella,” he said.

“I’m always quiet,” she replied

“No, that’s not how I remember you being when we were kids.”

“People change.”

“Only if they’re forced to.” 

“Yeah well needs must,” she said.

“I’ve been thinking you know,” Sirius said as he settled himself.

“Did it hurt?” Ella had said it before she could think and her eyes widened in shock as Sirius burst out laughing.

“Brat,” he called her, “So there’s still a bit of the old you inside. Wonder if I can get it to fully reappear by the time September comes.”

“I’m sorry I…”

“Oh no don’t apologise now. I know what you meant.”

“Very well,” she nodded and went back to studying the adults.

“You’re too used to being Ella de Winter. You don’t know how to be yourself anymore.”

“Excuse me?” Ella said turned back to him with an eyebrow raised.

“Ella de Winter is quiet, shy, and only opens her mouth to answer questions in class. She has no friends because she can’t risk being discovered. If she has friends they might realise that Ella de Winter is hiding something and is really, Ella Potter, who talks non stop and at million miles per hour to her father.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Ella scoffed looking at him like he’d gone mad.

“Okay that might be a slight exaggeration but…”

“Slight?”

“Oh come on? When you were talking to your father that’s the most I’ve ever heard you say.”

“That’s different, he’d my dad.”

“So?”

“So of course I’m going to talk to him.”

“Fine but tell me I’m wrong. Tell me that’s not why you adopted that persona. Tell me you didn’t become someone boring so that no one would want to know you or look to closely to discover you were hiding secrets. Tell me you didn’t deliberately give off warning signals to deter anyone from talking to you.”

Ella turned to tell him just that but she couldn’t. He was right. About everything. “Well obviously it didn’t work with you.”

“What can I say Books, I’m glutton for punishment.”

“Don’t call me that,” she snapped.

“Sorry,” he said automatically. “Do you realise that I’ve just broken a record.”

“What?” Ella was seriously beginning to think Sirius was deranged.

“With you, this is the longest we’ve ever had a conversation.”

Ella rolled her eyes, “I don’t remember you being this irritating Ser,” she told him

“I don’t remember you being this talkitive, so I guess we’re even,” he said and winked at her. Ella’s lips twitched, “I don’t believe it. Don’t you do it Potter. Don’t you smile. You might get a wrinkle.” Ella couldn’t help it she laughed. He was incorrigible. There was no other word for it. “It’s a start Ella, I’ll have you back to your old self before you can say Quidditch,” Sirius said as he got up. “You won’t know what hit you. You already slipped once, the other day when you snapped at me at Hogwarts, maybe if I irritate you enough you’ll slip over the edge and join us ordinary folk in the real world.”

That night Ella sat alone in her room. A room that she’d picked. One that was hers to keep forever. Her father had told her they wouldn’t be moving anymore. That it was time to stop running and have a normal life. Whatever that was? 

The day had been pleasant enough she supposed. The Weasley’s had fussed and worked and Ella had found herself dragged into their circle. Sirius would pop up intermediately to tease her or send a smart comment her way hoping she’d slip up and answer him back. When she did, he’d grin and wink at her and she’d grit her teeth and take a deep breath, forcing herself not to throw something at him.

Ginny Weasley’s little girl had been a surprise. She’d attached herself to Ella and hadn’t left her side. Ella had smiled and let her help her decorate her room. They’d been the last to leave that evening and Ella had been surprised to see interest in her fathers eyes when he looked at Ginny. She was delightfully horrified when she caught them flirting lightly in the kitchen as they made tea. Her father had never had girlfriend at least none he’d introduced to her. Ella examined that thought for a moment. She didn’t seem too bothered by it. She shrugged as she looked out the window to the stars. Who was she to judge, who her father should and should not see. He’d been alone for a long time. They both had. It might be nice to have another woman around the house. 

 It was interesting, that was for sure, to watch her father come alive within the folds of this family. He was happy, laughing, at ease. This was a rarity that Ella could count on one hand she’d ever seen before. Maybe things would be normal for a while. Maybe she could be herself again. Hogwarts had been torture for her. Sirius had been right. She’d deliberately pushed people away. Didn’t want anyone close enough in case they guessed her secret. Maybe it was time for a change. Time to be her. Time to show Hogwarts that Ella Potter was a far cry from Ella de Winter. Yes, things were going to change. For the better.

“SIRIUS,” Ella shouted as she ran out of the house a week later chasing him. He’d taken her glasses and hidden them. They weren’t the old ones but new ones that suited her face and looked fine on but he’d taken them again. “Give them back,” she shouted, chasing him down the street.

“Use your contacts,” he shouted back, “You don’t need these.”

“I swear Ser, if you don’t stop I’ll hex you within an inch of your life.”

Sirius turned and grinned at her but kept on moving backwards, “You know what Potter, you’re unravelling beautifully. I’ll make a mischief maker out of yet.”

“Shut up Weasley and give me my glasses,” Ella replied but Sirius shook his head and head the glasses above him, where he knew she couldn’t reach.

“Nope, I prefer the contacts,”

“They hurt my eyes Ser, please just give me the glasses.”

“You just need to get used to them is all,”

“How would you know, Mr 20 20 vision,”

“Hey don’t hate me cause I’m perfect,”

“Hardly that,” she said rolling her eye.

“I’m hurt, where is that, de Winter, politeness?” Ella gave him a look that said she wasn’t amused and Sirius laughed. “You know, you and I, we’ll shock the whole of Hogwarts when we go back to school. You looking so different and us getting along…”

“Are we getting along?” Ella asked inserting shock into her voice. “And here was me thinking we were arguing,” she continued as she tried to snatch the glasses from him.

“We’re not arguing, we’re having a difference of opinion,” he told her as he backed away from a well placed punch, “And we are most definitely getting along.”

“Oh good, I’m glad that’s cleared up,” Ella said dryly as she made another attempt to retrieve her glasses.

“So am I, especially since this year, as we’re still prefects it will help that you aren’t so standoffish.”

Ella stopped and looked up at him, “Are you saying I wasn’t very good.”

“No, sheesh woman, stop being so sensitive.”

“I’m not”

“Are too,

“am not,”

“Are too,”

“Am not,”

“ARE TOO,”

“Am…” Ella burst out laughing, “I can’t believe I’m standing here having such a childish debate.”

“Don’t worry, I have them all the time.”

“I can imagine.”

“Hey, watch it. I’ll let you get so cheeky before I have to put you back in your place.”

“You and who’s army Weasley.”

“Oooooooo Potter with attitude. What will Hogwarts do?”

“Shut up Weasley,”

“As you wish m’lady.”

“Huh?”

“Muggle movie,” he said.

“The Three Musketeers.”

“Yeah, you seen it.”

“Yeah,”

“I liked it. What other one’s have you seen?”

“Well….”

Ella didn’t know how it happened but somehow in the weeks since she’d settled in Ottery, St. Catchpole, Sirius Weasley had become her friend. It had started out with him trying to, as he put it,  knock the De Winter out of her and somewhere along the way they’d become friends. Shared stories and talked about different thing that they liked and disliked. For the first time, Ella found herself looking forward to going back to Hogwarts, to going to class with a friend, to getting to know people as herself and not someone who she had to pretend to be. She found that Sirius made her laugh a lot and that the Weasleys all made an effort to get to know her better. She hid a smile when the women had offered to bring her shopping for new clothes. They didn’t realise that although the clothes she’d been wearing lately were the clothes she wore as Ella de Winter, Ella Potter had a whole wardrobe of clothes that suited her personality but a lot of them had grown to small for her lately as she’d grown a lot over the last year. Her father had been surprised but had told her to go have fun if she wanted to. So the ladies went out for the day to Diagon Ally and Muggle London. Ella had had so much fun. They’d gone into loads of different shops and had bought lots of different items. Skirts, dresses, trousers, jeans, tops, sweaters, shoes, robes both ordinary and dress robes. It was wonderful. They’d gone to a muggle beauty salon and hand their nails done and went back to Diagon Alley to the Hairdressers. The other women left her there as they went off to have some tea and a chat while they waited. The stylist had tutted when she’d seen her hair all dragged back off her face in a plait but her jaw had dropped when she released the shiny black curls that were hidden behind it. “What are you doing hiding these gorgeous locks.”

“They get in my way,” Ella shrugged but the stylist wasn’t deterred.

“You wait, I’ll just snip a bit off the ends and show you how to style it a few different ways. We’ll make you look an entirely different person.” The girl had washed cut and dried her hair. Then sent her to replace her glasses with contact and to change into one of her new outfits. “They will not recognise you, little one,” she told Ella as she finished putting the finishing touches to her hair.

 Two hours later Ella stepped out into the bright street of Diagon Alley her hair down around her shoulders with a part in the middle. The stylist had gather two bits of hair on either side of her head and twisted them back tying them with a clip. A curl fell down by the side of her face and with no glasses and one of her new dresses on she did as the stylist had promised look completely different from the girl that had stepped  inside a few hours ago. Heading down the street she spotted the Weasley women sitting outside a café. Going up she plopped herself down in one of the empty seats and smiled at them, “Well? What do you think?” she asked.

Hermione almost spat her drink out as her eyes rested on Ella. The girl was beautiful. She looked across at Ginny and was glad to see that she too was having a similar reaction to the girls appearance. They had known Ella was pretty. The signs had all been there but to see her all turned out like this? Merlin Harry was going to kill them, she thought. Ella was the image of her mother.

“You look wonderful, Ella,”

“Thanks Professor,” Ella smiled.

“Ella how many times have I told you. Call me Hermione, I’m your godmother,” Hermione told her.

“I know but if I start calling you Hermione I might slip and call you that when I go back to Hogwarts.”

“You won’t, if my children can not call me mom then you’ll remember to not call me Hermione at school. Especially when you’ll only have to call me Professor in the presence of other students.”

Ella made a face, “Okay Prof… Hermione but don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“I won’t.”

“Harry’s going to flip when he sees you,” Ginny told her.

“You think?” Ella’s eyes lit up and Hermione and Ginny both nodded. “Are you sure? Cause I’ve got a picture of mom and I kind of look like her.”

“I don’t think your dad will mind that,” Ginny reassured her.

“Okay,” Ella nodded and they gathered their things to head back home.

Hermione and Ginny apparated straight to Harry’s house. They boys had been taking care of Maggie for Ginny and keeping an eye on the rest of the kids. They were surprised though to find Professor Dumbledore there. “Hello Albus,” they said as they walked in.

“Hello,” he replied his eyes twinkling at them, “I hear you’ve been shopping.”

“Yes and they looked like they bought the whole of Diagon Alley,” Ron said laughingly.

“Well you know we women when we get together,” Hermione said as she bent to kiss him.

“Oh I do. I do.” Ron admitted.

“Speaking of women. Where’s my little lady?” Harry asked.

“She’s coming by floo,” Ginny said and as if the mere mention of her brought her forth, Ella tumbled out of the fireplace. She coughed and stood up  brushing herself off and removed the cloak she placed around her to prevent her dress from getting dirty.

“Merlin I hate floo,” she muttered as she pulled out her wand and cast the clean charm on herself to remove the dirt from her face and hands. She was replacing her wand back in her robe when she looked up then and stopped abruptly eyes widening. “Oops, hi professor.”

“Hello Miss Potter,” Dumbledore said.

“About this,” she said waving the wand.

“About what Miss Potter? I see nothing,” Ella grinned and put the wand away. 

“Thanks Professor,” she said and turned to her father. “What do you think daddy? How do I look?” 

Harry stood with his mouth opening and closing randomly. What had they done? Where was the girl that had left this morning. His daughter was looking at him expectantly. She was the image of her mother. “You look like your mother,” was all he could say and Ella smiled slightly at him.

“I’ve got your eyes,” she said and Harry smiled back at her.

“That you do,” he replied.

“I think you should put your things up in your room Ella,” Hermione said and was delighted when the she agreed. She watched her go and then turned back to Harry. “I know, I know,” she said, “What have we done to your little girl but honestly Harry all we did was get some new clothes and bring her to a hairdressers.” Ginny nodded and Harry smiled.

“It’s okay. I always knew she’d be her mothers daughter,” he told them. “She’s beautiful isn’t she?”

“That she is, and talented,” Dumbledore replied. “More so than I would ever, have guessed. She is now legally an animagi by the way Harry.”

“Thank you.”

Ella came bounding down the stairs having put her things away in her room. She went to the kitchen and started making some tea as she presumed her father had not thought to offer anything to their guests. She was humming to herself as she got the trays ready when she heard a whistle from behind. She spun round to find Dean Leyland a friend of Sirius and a fellow Gryffindor standing at the back door. “Well Hello,” he said in low voice, “And just who are you?”

Ella grinned at him, “Wouldn’t you like to know,” she answered.

“Oh I would,” he looked her up and down, “I definitely would.”

“Then you’ll have to guess,” she told him.

“Interesting,”

“Isn’t it,” she replied and grin lit his face.

“These next two weeks are going to be mighty entertaining. If I’d known I’d have come sooner.”

“Pity you missed out,” she replied.

“Oh I’m pretty good at making up for my mistakes,” he said

Ella was about to reply when Sirius came up running up behind him, “Sorry we must have missed each… Ella?” Sirius’s eyes almost popped out of his head as he looked her up and down.

“Hi Ser, what’s up?”

“Ella huh,” Dean said coming forward and taking her hand and kissing it gallantly, “What a beautiful name?”

Ella smiled and Sirius snorted, “Stop the flirting Leyland, she’s a Potter.”

Dean stepped back keeping hold of her hand and his eyes widened, “Really? So you’re the little girl in the pictures as the Weasley house.”

“Yeah, I am.”

Sirius came forward and retrieved her hand, “That’s enough Leyland.” Dean smirked at his friend whose eyes narrowed.

“I’m just being polite,”

“Yeah right,”

“I was,”

“Give it up Dean. She’s not for you,” Ella’s eyes popped when she heard this and she looked at Dean to see his reaction.

“Oh really? Well we’ll see.”

“Excuse me but I hardly think…” Sirius squeezed her hand and Ella stopped talking to look at him.

“Trust me,” he said and she didn’t know who he was talking to, Dean or her.

“Ella moppet are you…” Harry stopped and looked at the two boys standing by his daughter looking daggers at each other yet trying to be cool about it. “And who do we have here?”

“This is Dean Leyland dad. He’s Gryffindor also as well as being one of Sers best friends.”

“Nice to meet you Dean,” Harry said holding out his hand.”

“And you sir,” Dean said shaking Harry’s hand in awe.

“Ella I see you’re making tea. Good, why don’t you boys come in and join us.”

“I’ll stay and help Ella carry the trays in sir,” Dean said but Sirius grabbed him and dragged him from the room..

“Ella can you handle everything?” Harry asked giving his daughter a meaningful look.

“Piece of cake dad,” she replied and winked at him. Harry followed the boys out shaking his head, praying he was never that obvious.

“Ella is making tea, should be ready in a minute,” Harry told the adults as he walked back into the room just after the boys. 

“Good, it’s nice to see you Dean,” Hermione said.

“And you Professor,” Dean said standing next to Sirius.

“How’s your summer been?

“Tea’s ready,” Ella said as she came into the room not long after them. The tray was magically enlarged to hold everything and from the graceful way she walked she had also cast a spell to lighten it. “Do you wish me to pour dad?”

“Yes love, Professor Dumbledore first, please.”

Ella poured the tea and handed out plates telling everyone to help themselves to the assortment of cakes laid out. “Lovely Ella, did you make them?” Ginny said biting into a chocolate one.

“Certainly she did,” Harry said taking one, “Though I don’t know where she got it from. Certainly not Tara, dearly as I loved her, she couldn’t cook to feed the starving.”

Ella leaned close to Ginny and told her in a stage whisper, “I had to learn, otherwise I would have starved myself.”

Everyone laughed and Harry frowned reproachfully at her but she smiled winningly at him and he joined the fun. “Too true, I can cook bacon and eggs no problem but…”

“…but a girl can’t live on bacon and eggs alone,” Ella finished winking at her father and Harry leaned over to tug a curl. The people gathered round, smiled at the obvious banter between father and daughter and noticed that both seemed much at ease with each other.

“Where did she spring from?” Dean asked as they sat in Sirius’s room that night.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, where exactly did she appear from. I’ve never seen her hear before,” Dean commented, “and Harry Potter.”

“Relax Dean, she’s just a girl.”

“Just a girl?” Dean’s eyes widened, “Sirius have you had your eyes checked recently?”

“She’s a Potter.”

“So?”

“So, if you have anything to do with her you’ll have to face Harry Potter.”

“Hmmm. True.” Dean grinned, “Might be worth it though.”

Sirius laughed and then shot Dean a look, “You really don’t recognise her do you?”

“Recognise her? From where?”

“Didn’t you even cop on when she introduced you as a Gryffindor and knew your full name?”

Dean frowned thinking back over the conversation in the kitchen. Sirius was right. “Hey, that true. How’d she know who I was?”

“She’s a Gryffindor,”

“Really? I must be blind. What year?”

“Our year,” Sirius said enjoying the look that ran across his friends face. Confusion, comprehension, disbelief and shock.

“Books?” 

Sirius flinched, “Don’t call her that, but yes. Ella de Winter is Ella Potter.”

“Great Merlin,” Dean said as he sat down with a thud on the bed, “How? When? How? I don’t understand.”

“It’s a long story Dean, needless to say I’ve been spending the summer getting to know the real Ella. She’s not at all what she seems to be.”

“You’re telling me? She looks nothing like that at school.”

“Actually I think we didn’t pay much attention but also she went shopping with Mom and Aunt Ginny today.”

“Oh,”

“Yeah that was my reaction. They turned her into a…”

“Hot looking Witch?” Sirius nodded and grinned.

“That about sums it up so now we have a job you and I.”

Dean frowned not liking the sound of that, “We do?” he asked suspiciously.

“Yes we do. Several actually.” 

“And what exactly are they?”

“Well first we need to make sure she’s included in things in Gryffindor. Then we need to make sure none of the guys make any …what’s the word I’m looking for.”

“Inappropriate?”

Snapping his fingers Sirius nodded, “Inappropriate moves on her. Also since we can’t exactly stop her dating we’ll have to have words with any guys that try to date her.”

“Hey I can solve that in one fowl swoop.”

“How?”

“I’ll date her,”

“Like she’d have you.”

“Hey!” Dean threw a pillow at Sirius who caught it and grinned.

“Sorry mate but if I remember rightly you were one of the worst to tease her.”

Dean grimaced guiltily, “Guess we have a lot of making up to do huh?”

“You maybe I at least tried to talk to her.”

“That’s only cause she was on the Quidditch team with you.”

“Well at least we know where she got such a talent as a seeker.”

“Hmmm,” Dean mumbled.

“That’s great Dad,” Ella said grinning broadly at her father, “That means you’ll be at Hogwarts with me.”

Harry smiled across at his daughter, “and you don’t mind me being a teacher there.”

“Of course not, it will be nice knowing you’re so close.” Ella got up and walked over to the couch where  her father was sitting and sat down next to him. Harry open his arms and she slid her own around his waist. “I miss you when I’m at school.”

“I miss you too sweetheart,” Harry said squeezing his daughter and kissing the top of her head. “I’ll finally be able to watch you fly as well.”

Ella groaned, “Brilliant, famous Harry Potter, the youngest seeker in over a century is going to be watching me fly.”

“Hey, I promise not to criticise too much.”

“I’ll have you know I can fly better than you any day of the week. Gryffindor has yet to lose a match.”

“Really?”

“Yes and I don’t end up in the Hospital wing after every one either.”

“Don’t be cheeky,” Harry said grinning at his daughter.

“Of course with Ginny there I could probably strategically place myself there,” she teased.

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” Harry said pulling back to look into his all too innocent wide eyed expression.

“Nothing Daddy, nothing at all. I was just saying you could get to see Ginny more often if I was in the hospital wing.”

Narrowing his eyes at his daughter and wondering what she was getting at Harry told her, “I can see Ginny whenever I want. I don’t need an excuse.”

“That’s so true Daddy and she’s nice isn’t she.”

“Oh indeed,” Harry hid a grin and wondered what his moppet was getting at. 

“I like Maggie too. She’s a sweet little thing.”

“Yes she is. You had fun today with Ginny and Hermione?”

“Oh yes, we had a hard time finding some things to fit me, since I’m so small but we had good fun and I do like the way my hair is now but you know what?”

“What?”

“I’m still going to wear it in a plait off my face sometimes cause how am I supposed to play Quidditch with it down or study if it keeps falling into my eyes.”

Harry nodded hiding a grin from his daughter. She was so like her mother in a lot of ways. He was surprised to notice today that he could talk about Tara without pain now. He had good memories of her and they were the ones that came to mind when she was mentioned. 

“So what are you going to do for your first lesson and can I help?”

“I don’t know yet. Student have a choice to take it. They can come to ten lessons and then they are allowed to decide whether they want to take it or not. I’ll be teaching self defence, strategy, training people to think quickly and act faster. A lot of it won’t need magic so …”

“but some of it will. Knowing DADA spells is all well and good dad but knowing WHEN to use them is a hell of a lot better.”

“True, Hermione will be helping me as she’s the DADA teacher and we’ll coordinate our lessons.”

“Cool, so are we training tomorrow morning? We haven’t in a while. You might be out of shape.”

Harry gave his daughter an affronted look, “Out of shape? I’ll show you out of shape. 0700 hour kid, and we’ll see how you do.”

“They’re killing each other,” Sirius yelled as he ran into his kitchen the next morning.

“Who are?”

“Harry and Ella,” Sirius said, “They’re fighting.”

“Arguing you mean. Really Sirius you shouldn’t be telling people that.”

“No Mom I mean they’re fighting some kind of Kung foo like on Muggle movies.”

Hermione’s eyes widened and she looked at Ron who was grinning and getting up from the table, “Come on, let’s see,” he said grabbing her hand and dragging her out. Sirius and Dean followed and stopped just on the edge of their garden watching the two combatants who had somehow found their way onto the road. Looking around it seemed that many of the Weasleys had heard the fight and had come out to investigate.

They were all staring in amazement at the two Potters as the executed, leaps and backflips and punches and turns and twists and whatever else you could imagine. 

“They’re gonna kill each other,” Ron repeated what his son had said earlier as he watched in amazement. Harry had started self defence right out of Hogwarts. Everyone had thought he was crazy at first but then realised that the conditioning of the sport had also conditioned his mind and allowed him to think faster and move quicker. They had seen him duck the Cruciatus curse and bound back to action without flicking an eyes and many had agreed that with deatheaters and Voldemort coming for him all the time the conditioning was what he needed.

“Go Ella,” Sirius shouted as she struck home and Harry almost stumbled backward. Ron grinned as others started to shout out encouragement. The Weasleys seemed to be evenly split over who they were shouting for.

Ella back flipped away from her father, landed, executed a perfect twist in order to sweep the leg out from under him, only to watch as he too back flipped away from her. She was back on her feet throwing punches and kicks, blocking her fathers and trying to out manoeuvre his moves, thinking one step ahead. She saw him position himself for a sweep, jumped up, twisted, turned and then hit him full force in the chest as he came back up again.

Harry flew back and landed precariously on his butt and blinked. She’d beaten him. Truly bested him and he’d never felt more proud in his entire life. Knocked him on his butt and was now dancing round the place in victory. “I won, I won, I won, I beat you. I beat you, I kicked you A.S.S.” Harry looked up into the delighted face of his diminutive daughter and grinned shaking his head. She packed quite a punch his moppet. He towered over her in height and out weighed her by Merlin knew how many pounds and still she’d won. All five foot nothing of her if indeed she was even that. “I beat you,” she said again as she twisted in glee, “Did you see Sirius?” she asked as she skipped towards him. “I beat him.”

Sirius laughed at her delight, “Yeah I saw, well done.”

“Thank you, thank you very much.”

“You pack quite a Wallop,” Dean said grinning, “I’m glad I didn’t annoy you too much over the years. I might not have survived.”

Ella laughed, “So you figured out who I am huh? Or did Sirius have to tell you.”

“To be honest? Sirius told me.”

“Oh well, just proves what a good actor I am. I couldn’t have done anything. It would have blown my cover. But be warned I don’t have to worry about that anymore. I’m going back to Hogwarts as a Potter this year.”

“I’ll be on my best behaviour then,” Dean replied and Ella grinned at him before she turned back to her father.

“But that would be no fun Leyland,” she threw over her shoulder as she winked at him and walked away.

Dean leaned over to Sirius, “Merlin be merciful. Something tells me Ella Potter is the complete opposite to her alter ego Ella de Winter.”

Sirius turned to his friend gravely, “Look out Gryffindor,” he agreed.

By the end of the two weeks Dean had left, he, Sirius and Ella had formed a strong friendship. Ella had somehow weaved a spell that had nothing to do with magic around the two boys that had them eating out of her hand. She was, with each day, becoming more and more the person she was supposed to be. Or as Harry put it, more the person she’s been hiding from people for years. Ella was back to her usual bouncy self two weeks before the holidays were over and Sirius and the rest of the Weasley’s laughed at her antics. Hermione, Ron and Ginny, who all knew her from school, were the most surprised. From a quiet, speak when spoken to girl to a fun loving teenager was a big changed to take in. Sirius loved it though and kept saying that she’d be the darling of Gryffindor House by the time a week was out. Ella would just roll her eyes in denial and everyone would smile at how just like her mother she was. Tara had never realised how stunning she was either. And not just in appearance, but in personality as well. She lights up a room when she come in with her vivaciousness. Bouncing in with endless energy, the girl had charmed her way into the heart of every person she’d met this summer and with very little effort. 

All the Weasley kids couldn’t get over how different she was from Ella de Winter and Harry would just laugh and say that was the point. If she was too like herself people would get suspicious. It had been better that she was quiet and no one notice than if everyone had noticed. Sirius had already sworn to protect her from the Hogwarts men of every age and house and Harry just laughed telling them that she could take care of herself. After all he didn’t just train her to fight off Voldemort.

“Ella come on,” Sirius called from the stairs.

“Will you relax, Ser, I’m coming in a minute,”

“That’s what you said ten minutes ago,” he muttered as went back into the living room.

“You know I really don’t know if you two should go by yourself,” Hermione was saying as she paced wringing her hands.

“Mom we’re sixteen. I think we can handle Diagon Alley by ourselves.”

“Hmmmm,” was all Hermione said.

“Have you got the key to the vault,” Ron asked.

“Yes dad,” Sirius answered in a beleaguered tone while rolling her eyes. Harry caught the action and shook his head. He was really glad he wasn’t like this with Ella. Then he laughed, she’d kill him if he was.

“Merlin what the hell is…”he stopped his rant as Ella came bounding down stairs and into the sitting room. “Finally,” he said turning to see her walk into the room in a pair of tight fitting jeans, a off the shoulder top and her hair in curls about her face. “You ain’t coming with me looking like that,” Sirius said before he had a chance to think.

Ella stopped, looked him up and down, “Then it’s lucky that you’re coming with me instead,” she replied as she walked over to her father and took the Key he was handing her. She noticed his frown as he looked at her clothes and she raised a brow at which her father looked her firmly in the eye with a similar expression. The two Potters stayed like that for a moment, as if sizing the other up before they both broke eye contact and turned back to the Weasleys. “Are you ready?” Ella said as she stepped towards the fireplace.

Sirius was still looking at her slackjawed, “I’m serious Ella,”

“I know who you are,”

“No I mean…don’t try pulling that one. ELLA,” he shouted, “DON’T YOU DARE,”

“Diagon Alley,” she said and disappeared.

“I’m going to kill her,” he said stepping in, “Diagon Alley,” he muttered.

“Are we sure we should leave them…”

“Yeah, Sirius will be so busy trying to protect Ella he’ll stay out of trouble,” Ron said his shoulders shaking with laughter. “Trust me.”

“Huh.”

“Ella wait,” Sirius shouted and she stopped, “You can’t go walking off alone,”

“Why not?”

“You just can’t, look at you,”

Ella looked down at herself and then back up to Sirius, “What’s wrong with me?”

“Nothing, that the point.”

Ella stared at Sirius for a moment and for one horrible second Sirius thought she was going to cry, “Oh Ser,” she whispered, “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me,” she told him as she sprang at him and hugged him tightly. Surprised Sirius hugged her back. She was tiny, he’d never had her close before and he’d never realised how petite she was and yet strong. The arms around him held tightly and she wasn’t fragile but the years of not having friends and being someone totally contradictory to her personality had taken it’s toll. She didn’t quite know who she was.

“That’s ok Ella,” he told her praying she wouldn’t cry. A wolf whistle behind them had them springing apart and turning towards where it came from.  A group of fellow Gryffindors were walking towards them, all boys of course. Ella rolled her eyes and looked up at Sirius who was grinning at his friends.

“Who’s your girlfriend?”

“Wouldn’t you like to kn…. euf,” Ella poked him in the ribs, “She’s not my girlfriend.”

“Well then, the names Calum O’ Hare and you are…” Calum said looking her up and down with interest.

“Not that kind of girl?” Ella said as she folded her arms. Over her head Sirius laughed as his friends eyes snapped back up to Ella’s face and she raised one brow and gave him a belligerent look.

“Right… well…”

“Good one Calum,” one of the guys said as he held out a hand, “I’m Bob, this is Ted, and this is Drew. We all go to Hogwarts with Sirius.”

“Ella,” she said taking his hand and shaking it.

“Pleased to meet you Ella, how do you know Weasley?”

“Oh we go way back,” Sirius said grinning even more, “My parents and her father are best friends.”

“I thought you father was best friends with Har…” Calums eyes widened and he turned to Ella, “Potter? Ella Potter?”

“Yep,”


“Wow,” Ella laughed and then looked round to see that all the boys were looking at her with a mixture of awe and delight on their faces.

“Hey it’s not that bad.”

“Oh no I was just thinking. If you’re back then so’s Harry Potter.”

“Elementary my dear Watson,”

“Huh?”

“Muggle fiction,” Sirius said and Ella shot him a grateful look.

“So Ella are you starting at Hogwarts this year.”

“I hope you’re in Gryffindor, you’d be the only girl in our year.”

“Except for Books,” Drew said.

“Of course she’ll be in Gryffindor. She’s a Potter.”

“Oh yeah Books,”

“She’s a nerd, how she got in Gryffindor I’ll never know.”

“Some people have hidden depths,” Ella said not quite liking the way the conversation was going. 

“Trust me, this girl…”

“Stop…” Sirius said holding up his hand.

“Sirius talks to her though,” Ted said, “But then they are prefects.”

“He talked to her before that though,” Bob added.

“True, he’s a sucker for hopeless cases.”

Ella thought it was time to go then and she turned to Sirius, “You know we really should go. We haven’t even got our money out yet.”

Sirius hid a grimace and agreed, “Yeah that’s true,”

“Hey we’ll wait. We can get our Hogwarts things together,” Calum said and the others nodded.

“Okay,” Sirius said trying to hide his reluctance. Ella would not be in a good mood if she has to listen to them for the rest of the day.

“You should know,” Ella said over her shoulder, as she started to climb the steps of Gringotts, “if we’re going to be spending time together that Ella de Winter and Ella Potter are one and the same.” Sirius stopped looked at her and then back at the boys who looked confused before he hustled her into the bank.

“Who’s Ella de Win…,” Bob stopped, “Hey that’s book’s name.”

“No… it can’t be…”

“It is…”

“Oh boy,”

“We’re idiots,”

“Weasley should have told us,”

“Yeah,”

“All his fault,”

“He did say stop though,” Calum said, “We just kept on going.”

“Okay but he should have tried harder.”

“Hmmmmm,”

“We need to apologise.”

“We need the full story,”

“We need to get our feet out of our mouths before she gets back.”

“True,” they all agreed nodding.

“I wonder why she was at Hogwarts under a different name”

“Weird,”

“Maybe for safety though,”

“Yeah You Know Who did kill her mother after all and everyone knows Harry Potter packed up and disappeared to protect his only child.”

“He still fought behind the scenes at least that’s what my dad said,” Calum added, “And he’s an auror.”

 “I wonder will it be announced at the start of term feast.”

“Probably, she being a Potter and all.” They sat there thinking about it for a while until suddenly Calum asked.

“Hey, do you think Sirius knew and didn’t tell us.”

“Yes,”

“No,”

“Maybe.”

“He didn’t,” a voice said from behind and they turned to see Ella standing alone behind them.

“Hey,”

“Ella,”

“Hi,”

“Ahhhh where’s Sirius?”

“He’s still down there. We had to go to two different places. He didn’t know it was me. No one did.”

“Why?”

“It’s a long story,”

“We’re really sorry….”

“Hey look let’s forget it okay? I acted how I did for a reason and so you could say it was my fault.”

“Well we could have tried harder,”

“Look, I’m not going to argue over who’s to blame. How about we agree there was faults on both sides and go on from there.”

“Okay, hi Ella, good to see you again.”

Ella laughed, “Hey good to see you, how’s you summer been.”

“Oh you know, the usual,”

“Pretending we don’t have homework,”

“Avoiding doing Homework,”

“Actually doing homework,”

Ella grinned and the boys grinned back, it was a good start, “Well sounds interesting. Mine was boring.”

“Thanks a lot Potter,” a voice said from behind them.

Ella turned and laughed up at Dean, “Except for you Leyland and Sirius of course.”

“Of course, miss me?”

“Well there was that time when…no… but then… no… you know what? I don’t think I did.”

“Gee I’m so glad you didn’t waste away,” he teased as he ducked down to kiss her cheek.

Ella looked at him in surprise, “Boy, you looking to be punched out.”

“Damn, better luck next time huh?” he winked and she shook her head. “So are these idiots bothering you.”

“No, we’re making friends,”

“Yeah Leyland, we’re making friends.”

“Hmmm,” Dean said, “Well, I’ll let it slide.”

“Oh don’t you start,” Ella muttered, Sirius had become slightly protective recently and although it was nice to have someone care like that. She already had one father she didn’t need another.

“Don’t start what? What have they been doing?” Sirius came up with his hands on his hip frowning at the five boys surrounding Ella.

Rolling her eyes Ella stepped to his side, “Nothing come on, let’s go get our things.”

“Huh alright. Hey Dean.”

“Hey,” Dean replied as he appeared on Ellas other side. Ella looked up and from side to side and muttered to herself. Sometimes it didn’t pay to be small.

“Well that was good,” Ella said as she and Sirius headed to the Leaky Cauldron to use the floo network.

“Yeah,” Sirius replied.

Ella turned at his reluctant tone, “What?”

“Nothing,”

“Oh please, what’s wrong Ser,”

“You seem to have forgiven them really easily,” he said.

“You mean I didn’t give them a hard time like you?”

“Well no… but come to think of it.”

“You’re special Weasley, not only did you talk to me but you knew me before. Of course I had to make you suffer.”

“Hey I was three,”

“You remembered why I was called Ella,”

“Huh,” Sirius folded his arms and Ella laughed grabbing his hand and dragging him off towards the fire place. 

“Come on grumpy, I promise you’ll be my best friend.”

It was on the tip of Sirius’s tongue to say, ‘What if I don’t want to be just friends,’ but he didn’t and let her pull him towards the fireplace. “Ah Ella we can’t both go,”

“Sure we can, I’m small enough, I do it all the time with dad and you’re about his size. Come on,” she pulled him into the fire place and wrapped his arms around her from behind.

“Potters,” she said dropping the floo powder and they were off. Whirling dizzily through the grates until they landed in a tangle of arms and legs laughing on the Potters sitting room floor.

“I cannot believe she convinced you to do that,” Harry said grinning down at the two teenagers who were trying to untangle themselves. 

Sirius managed to stand and then held out a hand to pull Ella up too, “Convince? What convince? She dragged me into the fire place with her. I had no choice.”

“Huh, Ella has discovered that if she floos with someone else, being that she’s small enough to fit in their arms, then she doesn’t hit anything along the way.”

Sirius looked at Ella in disgust while rubbing his elbows, “Oh really?” he said and Ella grinned cheekily at him. “Well that’s just great that it.”

“Isn’t it?” Ella agreed nodding her head enthusiastically.

Sirius was about to retort when his mum asked, “How did you get on?”

“Oh fine, we got everything and we had great fun. We met Gryffindor boys and we all went off shopping together.”

“Boys,” Harry eyes widened at this and he looked at Sirius who shrugged helplessly.”

“What can I say? The came in swarms to her side.”

“Oh don’t be silly, you’d swear I was a queen bee or something,” Ella rolled her eyes in disgust.

“You might as well have been the way they were coming,” Sirius muttered.

“Oh for the love of… don’t worry daddy, Sirius and Dean were faithful watchdogs and if any of them had tried anything I’d have shown them how good my right hook was.”

“That’s my girl,” Harry said grinning and Hermione shook her head.

“I don’t believe it, we’re actually here with time to spare,” Hermione said as they went through the barrier of Nine and three quarters.

“What do you mean?” Harry said.

“She means that the Weasleys are usually running for the train and rarely have time for goodbye. It’s quite funny really. A sudden convergence of red heads onto the platform, looks like the sun is setting.”

Harry snorted as the Weasleys all made faces and Sirius grinned, “So glad I don’t add to that,” he said then ducked as one of his cousins reached out to hit his head.

The group headed towards the train and started getting on board. Harry bent down and lifted his daughter off her feet in a big bear hug. “Now I’ll see you tonight. You have everything right?”

“Of course daddy,” Ella said enjoying being able to say goodbye to her father before going to school. “Do you? You wand, your cloak, your notes, everything?”

“Don’t worry love, I have everything and I’m going to apparate to Hogsmeade as soon as you get on the train.”

“Okay, I love you,” Ella said kissing her fathers cheek as he let her down. 

“I love you too. Now off you go.” Harry watched her climb on board and blinked several times. He had a distinct feeling of deja vous, except this time he wasn’t wrapped in his invisibility cloak as he had been in her first year. 

“You’ve never seen her off before, have you?” Ron said from him right.

“Once, in her first year, I was wearing my cloak. I wanted to make sure she was okay.”

“You’ll see her tonight,” Hermione said.

“I know,” Harry said smiling down at her, “I know, doesn’t mean I can’t miss her.”

Ron and Hermione shared a look and then Hermione wrapped an arm round his waist, “Come on, we better go.”

Sirius, Ella and Dean were sitting eating when the train suddenly came to a halt. They all frowned and started looking out the window to see what was happening. They heard the door of their compartment open and turned to see, Ted and Calum who were both wondering what was happening. “We’d better go find out what’s happening,” Ella said and they all agreed.

 Lots of students were crowding the corridor especially the first years that’d never been on the express before. “Go inside now,” Ella said quietly as she passed through the train with Sirius heading for the prefects and Head boy and girl compartment. 

They got there and were waiting for the head girl to come back from seeing the driver when Ella looked out one of the windows and saw something that made her heart stop. The blood drained from her face and she looked warily around. Then, suddenly, as if spurred to action she turned to the other prefects and the head boy. 

“Get everyone off the train,” she told him. “Now, you can’t be trapped in a small place. Get them off on the right side.” Everyone moved quickly spurred by the look on her face and the tone of her voice. 

It felt like forever before everyone was off but it couldn’t have been more than minutes. Ella with the help of several students had put a shield up around the students. The 6th year and 7th years had their wands out, all the students were milling round looking anxious. Some with wands some looking confused, some scared. The Weasley’s seemed to have congregated and were heading towards Ella and Sirius.

“This is my fault, this is my entire fault,” Ella was saying furiously to Sirius who was shaking his head.

“No it’s not,” 

“We need to protect the first years,” she said moving forward passed the Weasley’s who all sighed and followed her. “What are you all doing?” she demanded when she realised they were behind her.

“No one’s getting to you on our shift,” Damien Weasley a seventh year said.

“What? Don’t be stupid,”

“We’re not. They’re not getting you. Sarah talking to the heads right now to let them know what’s happening.”

Students were ensuring that every impediment were being put in the way of the Deatheaters as they tried to come forward. It was stopping them for now but it wouldn’t last long. Ella knew she couldn’t leave.

“No,” Ella shook her head as Sirius came forward with his hand on the Portkey, “No,” she backed away.

“Ella you need to get out of here.”

“Not now, I have to help. This is all my fault.” She looked off to the horizon to see a band of Deatheaters making their way towards the train. “No. Listen to me.  The first years need to be gathered together and have a cloaking charm put on them. I know how to do this. First years can’t fight, they don’t know how.”

“Fine, you do that and then you Portkey to Hogwarts,”

“No you go if you want. They want the me, it’s better if I’m here.”

“Ella be reasonable you have to go,”

“No..”

Student were starting to panic, some running off in the direction of the woods others looking around in fear and casting charms for protection.

“Fellow Hogwarts students,” a loud voice, having been amplified through the Sonorus charm filled the air, halting them in their place. “We have a Potter among us who needs our help. She must not be taken by the deatheaters. Here is what we’re going to do.” The head boy raised his wand and reduced his voice. He told a few people in front of him and they in turn passed it down the line.

“Right then, you need to cloak the first years and then you go.”

“No,”

“Sirius is going with you and you can both warn Hogwarts,”

“But…”

“We don’t have time for this Ella. They want you and they’re not going to get you.”

“This is ridiculous I’m not leaving…”

“You can’t anyway,” Sirius interrupted her and all the Weasleys turned to him, “It’s not working. They must have cast some spell to prevent it.”

“Damn,” Art said, “What are we going to do?”

“Fight,” Ella said, “It’s the only thing we can do.”

“We can’t …”

“There are more of us than there of them.”

“Listen to me,” she shouted over the students talking, “I am Ella Potter. We need to fight but we are safer together. First years will gather here, now. Second and third years make sure you’re with the older students. Stay in tight groups making, with your backs to each other. I want all groups to be a mixture of houses. Do NOT let your guard down….” She continued on, with a strategy that had all around following her every command. Students split automatically, no questions asked. It might have been surprise to see a five foot nothing waif of a girl take change, or the fact that not many had recognised her but seemed to sense the authority in her voice. She didn’t know. She was just glad they were doing it. Seventh years and sixth years went off to the younger students ensuring that every group had at least three. Ella turned to Sirius and other Gryffindors when she was finished, “Keep your eye on the older Slytherins, we don’t know which side they’re on.”

They nodded and headed off, “Ella,” Sirius said and she turned to him, “Go, you know you can.”

“No,” 

“You’re an animagi. You can go.”

“No,”

“Someone has to get word to Hogwarts,”

“I’ve sent Junior,” she replied sharply and Sirius sighed and looked to see deatheaters bearing down on them.

Harry was in the staff room when Junior flew in the open window. He’d been listening to the briefing talking to his fellow teachers. Ginny was sitting beside him when Junior landed on his lap and had jumped slightly in surprise. Harry’s face went devoid of blood when he saw that Junior wasn’t carrying a message. He jumped up and everyone looked at him. “Ella’s in trouble,” he said.

“What?”

“Ella, the train, the students. We’ve got to get to them.”

“How do you know?”

“Trust me, Junior wouldn’t be here other wise.”

“We must get to Hogsmeade,” Ron said.

“We can apparate from there,” Hermione agreed.

“I broom it,” Harry said and Ginny nodded agreeing.

“We can’t apparate when we don’t know where they are.”

“True,” McGonnegal said.

“Indeed,” Dumbledore said, “Ginny go get ready in case we have injuries, Severus, I suggest some restorative potions should be brewed. Confer with Ginny.” Snape nodded, “The rest of you are with me.”

Ella was surprised how much had happened and how quickly. The groups formed, Spells were cast, battle lines drawn, student wizards came together to protect themselves, the saying united we stand was most definitely true here. Ella knew that when she looked back on this moment in years to come she’d be awed, amazed and, honoured. Honoured that a group of teenagers stood, bravely, and with a courage that would, and did, humble her. 

To her amazement and relief, there were not that as many Deatheaters as they first thought. To her further shock, two groups of ten brought down the first deatheater, Her own group brought down the next and the one after that. Others fell, students shouted out as they were hit and Ella hoped with all she had that there would be no student fatalities. Voldemort, in his arrogance had sent only ten deatheaters.  Ten to take out a train full of underage witches and wizards, ten to find, apprehend and deliver, Ella Potter  to him. It should have been enough, it would have been, if not for the unforeseen actions of the Hogwarts students. 

A shout from her right had her looking over to see some of the students pointing into the air. She spared a glance and was relieved to see her father and several other teachers heading flying towards them. The Deatheaters too, had noticed the incoming group and all those left apparated quickly form sight.

“Looks like things the cavalry coming,” Sirius said and Ella turned to smile at him only to have his eyes widen and him reach out to her. “You’re hurt,” he said and she looked down to where he pointed. Her shoulder was bleeding profusely.

“When… huh…it must have happened when…”

“When you stepped in front of me earlier?” Sirius finished.

“Oh don’t start Weasley. You were trying to be a hero.”

“I was trying to be a hero, huh, I’m not the one who’s hurt,”

“I’m fine, it’s just a scratch.”

“Ella,” she turned and smiled at her father who was rushing towards her, “Oh thank Merlin.” Harry grabbed his daughter and pulled her to him. He was deathly pale, fear and panic still running swiftly through his veins. He held her small petite form against him and tried to still the furious beat of his heart. Fear like nothing he’d ever felt before had surrounded him since he’d seen Junior flying towards him. 

“I’m okay dad, relax.”

“What did you think you were doing?” he shouted when he let her go.

“Why didn’t you run? Or change or…or…”

“Dad,” Ella said between gritted teeth, “You’re making a scene.”

Harry turned to see all the students looking at him with interest and Dumbledore coming towards them, “Ah Miss Potter, so glad to see you’re okay, let’s get that wound bound,” 

“Wound? What wound?” all blood drained from Harry’s face as he looked at his daughter, “What the hell? Are you okay? Does it hurt? How did it happen?”

“Daaaaaaaaad,” Ella interrupted, “I’m fine, relax.” 

“Don’t tell me…” he stopped as Dumbledore put a hand on his shoulder.

“Let’s get everyone on the train, and to Hogwarts,” he said in that voice that brooked no opposition. “You Ron and Hermione will go with the train the rest of us will head back.”

The crowd in the Great Hall were in excellent spirits by the time Ella had returned form the infirmary. The students were celebrating their victory and in truth the teachers were too. Their students had stuck together and proven themselves worthy of Hogwarts. Many teachers were walking round giving praise and checking to make sure everyone was okay. There had been no fatalities just injuries which had made Ella feel so much better. Her father had kept her with him the rest of the train journey and muttered intermittingly under his breath about stubborn females and being like her mother. For the most part Ella ignored it as she knew he was just worried about her. “I’m fine dad,” she told him.

He’d looked down at her, giving her a piercing look, “I’m sorry baby, I was just so…”

“Worried,”

“Scared,” Harry finished, “I love you Ella.”

“I love you too daddy but you know…” she didn’t finish as Harry interrupted her.

“I know. I may not like it, but I know,”

“Good, now stop being a father and start being a teacher. Swoop around giving orders and frightening the first years and awing everyone else.”

“I am not Severus Snape,” Harry frowned and Ella burst out laughing.

“That’s for sure,” she replied and Harry’s lips twitched. He’d been about to reply when the train had pulled into the station. 

She turned blindly at the door and walked straight into a black cloaked body, “I’m sorry,” she said as she looked up and her eyes widened as she saw Professor Snape.

Snape didn’t bother looking down before handing out some scathing advice, “Watch where you’re going, ten points from…” he’s said before he looked to place the student but stopped immediately upon seeing her.

“Yes Professor, sorry sir.”

Snape looked down at the girl who stared wide eyed back at him. Apart from the green eyes she was the image of her mother. Curly black hair, pixie features and tiny stature. Yes indeed the girl was the image of  Tara Gilroy. His face tightened at the memory and his eyes cast over the student in front of him. She looked nothing like the girl he’d had in class the past five years. She’d hid well, casting herself into the shadows. He’d never paid much attention to her even though she was excellent at potions, she had still been a Gryffindor. Harry had already told him she’d been injured but that it hadn’t been serious however he’d seen the worry in Potters eyes and was glad now to see that it was just that of an anxious father. 

“Miss Potter, I presume,” he said and was surprised when her chin came up and annoyance flashed in her eyes.

“Professor,”

“I hear you’ve been on quite an adventure,” he stated.

“If you call fighting Deatheaters and adventure,” Ella said and Severus raised one imperious eyebrow only to have the girl mimic him in such a way that he was hard pressed not to smile. Which would never do at all. He couldn’t be seen to be letting down his guard.

“Indeed,” he replied, “Well, look where you’re going in future.”

“Yes sir,” Ella said and only just stopped herself from saluting before turning on her heel and moving towards Gryffindor table.

“Elisabeth,” Snape said in a soft voice that she barely heard, would never have dreamed could have come from him and she was sure no one else had.

“Yes,” she turned and spoke just as softly knowing instinctively he didn’t want to be heard.

“I am…”  he seemed to be searching for the right word, “…relieved you are not hurt.”

Ella stared in shock at him then collected herself and with a ghost of a smile she whispered, “Thank you, Uncle Severus.”

“You know Severus if I didn’t know any better I’d say you were just civil to a Gryffindor.”

Snape turned round and frowned at the owner of the voice, “Lucky you know better then isn’t it Potter,” he said as he walked away.

Harry smiled smugly. He loved to bait Snape. It had been a long time since he’d had the chance. Tara would be shaking her head in exasperation if she was here and he’d just grin and kiss her to stop her from telling him off. It still amazed him how he’d fallen in love and married Snapes niece. Tara had been a bright star when he’d met her, all sparkling eyes and mischief. His eyes sought out his daughter chatting with Sirius now. Yes there she was, mischief and light just like her mother.

No one had been more shocked than Harry when Tara had announced she was Snapes niece. She’d stood defiantly looking at Hermione, Ron and Harry waiting for the first person to make a remark. No one had and she’d then turned her eyes to Harry. Slowly coming towards him she’d looked up at him and spoke softly, “What about you? Do you have anything to say?” she’d asked. 

Harry had looked down into the bluest eyes he’d ever seen and stuck out hi hand, “Hi, I’m Harry Potter,” he’d said, and Tara had laughed. Harry had thought it was the most wonderful sound he’d ever heard. He and Snape had learned to not snap at each other so much and Tara had learned that only a miracle would make them friends. 

Harry smiled sadly to himself, Tara had never understood the animosity between the two and had on several occasions run both of them the riot act. He and Snape had come to an understanding when Tara and he had married but when she’d died grief had united the two enemies where nothing else could and they had formed an unlikely alliance. Unholy even. Snape had helped pack things up, helped get Harry away and to disappear with his daughter. In return, Harry had ensured that Ella knew if there was ever trouble she could go to Severus Snape with certainty that he would help her.

Harry looked up at the enchanted ceiling of Hogwarts Great Hall as if looking up to heaven. “I’m doing my best love. She’s happy, she’s strong and she’s safe. I hope you’re proud. And yes, I know I shouldn’t bait him but you know I think he enjoys it just as much as I do,” he whispered. Harry could almost see her smile in consternation.

“Ella,” Sirius called, “You okay?”

“Yeah, good as new,” she said as she sat down beside him.

“Snape giving you problems,” Dean asked.

“No,”

“Are you kidding Snape gives every Gryffindor a hard time,”

“Well I guess I escaped then,” Ella replied.

“Hey I just remembered isn’t Snape y…ow” Sirius looked at Ella who had just kicked him. “What did you do that for?”

“What?” Ella asked innocently while giving him a meaningful look which made Sirius frown even more. 

“You just kicked me,”

“I did?”

“Ella?”

“Ser?” 

“Ahem,” Dean cleared his throat and Ella and Sirius looked up to find people looking at them strangely.

“Anyway,” Ella continued, “Is everyone okay?”

“We’re all fine,” another Gryffindor said. She recognised her as a girl from the year behind her. “I wouldn’t mind knowing how you came to be in Gryffindor Ella Potter.”

“You, would have known me Ella de Winter,” she told her.

The girl nearly choked on her drink, “Books?” she asked then blushed furiously, “I’m sorry i…”

“Don’t worry Denise, I knew what people called me.”

“You sure don’t look like Books,” one of the seventh year boys said looking her up and down appreciatively.

“Still me,” she said with half a smile as Sirius gave the seventh year a dirty look before kicking her leg under the table to get her attention. Ella looked up and Sirius winked causing her half smile to turn into a smothered giggle. It had been a long day, there were black circles under her eyes and she was showing all the signs of fatigue, snapping, not in her usual humour, or at least the one he’d gotten used to over the summer. 

“This has been a most unusual start to term. I must first start by telling you all how proud I am to know you. What occurred today was horrific but by fighting together and showing courage you proved yourselves beyond that which would be expected of fully trained wizards.” Dumbledore stopped there and looked out at the upturned shining faces of the students in front of him. He was so very proud but also relieved that none had been lost in what could have been a catastrophe of outlandish proportions. 

“This being said, school will continue on as usual tomorrow. There is an additional subject this year which will be taught by Professor Potter,” the headmaster paused to let the whispers of excitement and curiosity die down, “In this subject it is only mandatory that you take ten classes having completed them you will have the choice to continue or to drop the subject. The class will be on all your timetables tomorrow and will be explained once you are there.”

A buzz spread throughout the hall again and Dumbledore smiled and looked over at Harry who was sitting looking calmly down at the students. The young man had developed an ability to hide his emotions, to remain inscrutable, no longer was it easy to see what he was thinking. His eyes however rested on his daughter who was looking up the table listening to the speech.

“For now I’m sure we would all like to eat, so…” he spread out his hands and a feast appeared on the tables in front of the starving students. 

“Thank Merlin,” Sirius said as he practically fell on the food. Ella looked round to see that all the other Weasleys seemed to be of similar opinion. She shook her head and smiled as she too filled her plate. She was hungry but there was still the niggling thought in the back of her mind telling her if she hadn’t been on board the train none of what had happened today would have happened. “You have to eat you know,” Sirius said in between mouthfuls.

“I am,” she said.

“Sure you are, and that involves swishing it from one side of the plate to the other.”

Ella looked down to see her plate had been barely touched, sighing she put a forkful in her mouth and Sirius nodded.

Ella sat on her bed, in her dorm and looked around. She rather liked being the only Gryffindor girl in her year. It meant that she had her own room. All to her self. No one else to share it with. She could do anything and had no one to disturb. She loved the peacefulness of the place compared to the school. She lay back on the bed and wished she could find it tonight. Too many things had happened that day for her to rest easy. 

Getting up she went to the window and wondered if anyone would object if she flew threw the night sky and soared through the air till exhaustion overtook her. She looked around and then without another thought flew out through the window and up, up into the starry sky. She circled the castle, once, twice, three times until she spotted a light in one of the windows of Gryffindor tower and flew towards it. It was Dean and Sirius, sitting by the window she landed on the sill giving both of them a shock. 

Sirius eyes widened in recognition but Dean was shocked not knowing anything about her animagi form. “Great Merlin,” Dean whispered feverently, “Where in all that’s magic did it come from.”

“Out there,” Sirius joked.

Dean reached out hesitantly to stroke the bird not knowing whether it would let him. Softly he caressed her feathers when his hand slipped down wards he bird nipped him and he drew away quickly. “I don’t think she wanted you to touch her.” 

“How do you know it’s a she?”

Sirius grinned, “Oh trust me she’s definitely a her.” Dean looked at him curiously as Sirius looked at the bird, “Couldn’t sleep?” he asked, “Been a long day?” Ella cooed softly and jumped onto his arm and started flapping her wings. “NO,” he said furiously, “You’re not taking me out there.” Ella stopped and turned her head to the side, “No,” he said. Heaving what could only be a sigh she took off out the window and out into the night again. 

Both boys leaned out the window and watched her soar up to the girls dorm, “Ella?” Dean looked at Sirius who nodded. “That girl is gonna be more trouble than she’s worth.”

The next day Ella was at breakfast before everyone else, “So how come you didn’t offer to bring me for a midnight flight,” Dean whispered as he sat down beside her.

“Jealous,” she grinned.

“Damn straight,” Dean said, “Don’t you know I’m hopelessly in love with you?”

“Oh well treat them mean keep them keen,” she replied airily and Dean placed a hand over his chest and faked an injured look.

“Oh my lady you wound me,” he gasped and Ella giggled lightly and rolled her eyes. “She laughs, I pine,” he gasped in a dramatic voice and a few of the others around the table started laughing.

“Give over Dean,” Sirius said as he sat down.

“I can’t, I fear I shall never get over…” he stopped when a voice from behind them had Ella spinning round.

“Well, well, well, if isn’t the very lovely Ella De Winter? Fellow partner in crime and all round good girl.”

Ella’s eyes widened in delight as she practically leaped into the arms of the young man who stood with a grin on his face looking down at her. “Blake? Oh Blake is it you? I can’t believe it. What are you doing here? How did you get here? Were you on the train? I didn’t see you.”

Blake laughed and hugged her back, “Yes it’s me, believe it, I’m here to do my NEWT, I arrived this morning by portkey to Hogsmeade so I wasn’t on the train and that’s why you didn’t see me,” he rolled his eyes upward in a thinking expression, “I think that was all your questions.”

Ella hit him lightly and smiled, “Sorry I just can’t believe you’re here. Oh it great. Have you been sorted?”

“Yeah, Gryffindor, apparently some prefect called Ella Potter who’s in sixth year is supposed to be showing me round but I seem to remember that you told me you were the only female in your year. Something you forgot to tell me ELLA,” he asked giving her a meaningful look.

Ella grimaced, “It’s a long story but suffice it to say I take it you’ve guessed,”

“Well I always knew there was something fishy about you short stuff,”

“Hey!” she said indignantly but then smiled, “Fooled ya,” she retorted and Blake laughed shaking his head as he bent and gave her a chaste kiss which caused Dean and Sirius to exchange indignant looks.

“You’re looking beautiful Ella,” he told her as he gently placed her on the ground keeping one arm around her waist. “I’m glad to see you got rid of the glasses.”

“Thanks,” she said blushing slightly at his kiss, “but tell me, how come you’re at Hogwarts,”

“I got fostered this summer, by an English wizarding family.”

“Really, what are they like?”

“Oh they’re not bad anyway they transferred me here, thank Merlin I really hated Beaubattons.”

“Yeah I know, but that was where your mum put your name down. Come you’ll have to tell me all about it. I’ll show you Gryffindor and then walk you to your first class,” she said as she steered him down the hall. Neither of them noticed the eyes both male and female following them out of the hall, neither of the saw the scowls appear on the Gryffindor boys faces or the smile of her father as he watched her chat animatedly to her friend from the orphanage. They were too busy talking.

“Who the hell was that,” Sirius demanded.

“I don’t know,” Dean said folding his arms and following their progress out the hall. “But I don’t like him.”

“She didn’t even introduce us.”

“Did you see the way she jumped into his arms?” 

“And the way he caught her and held her there,” Sirius scowled, not at all happy with the situation.

“Entirely too familiar if you ask me,” Dean commented.

“She didn’t even protest when he kissed her,”

“Kept a hold of her too, even when he’d set her down.”

“Just wrapped her arms around him and let him hold her.”

“We need to keep an eye on him,”

“Seventh year too,”

“Yeah, and a transfer, he hasn’t even been here all the way through.”

“Bloody cheek if you ask me,”

“Hmmm, Blake never did like that name.”

“Me either.”

“It’s really good to see you Ella, I missed you this summer,” Blake was saying as they walked back from the common room.

“I missed you too and I’m so glad you’re here. We’ll have such fun together and you’ll really like Sirius and De… oh no.”

“What?”

“I just left them without as much as a goodbye. They are going to be so miffed.”

“Don’t worry, just smile that sweet smile and they’ll forgive you,”

“Yeah right,” Ella rolled her eyes and looked at his timetable, “You’ve got DADA first, that’s Professor Weasley, she’s great.”

“A teacher that’s great?”

Ella laughed, “She’s my godmother,”

“Oh I see,” Blake laughed, “Nepotism,”

“Nooo, she didn’t even know who I was till this summer.”

“I can’t believe you’ve hidden so well and that you kept it from me.”

“What you thought I’d be overcome by your charms and tell you everything,” she teased but Blake just grinned and ducked to kiss her cheek.

“Well you never know,” 

“Blake, are you flirting with me?”

“I must be losing my touch if you have to ask,” he told her and Ella stopped laughing to look at him seriously.

“You’re not losing your touch,” she said colouring slightly, “I thought you had a girlfriend.”

“Been over for a while, you would have known about it if we’d met up,” he told her.

“I see,” she said tucking a wayward strand behind her ear self-consciously, “I’m sorry.”

“Yeah well we’d run our course, we’re still friends.”

“That’s good,”

“That we’re still friends or that we’d run our course.”

“Both, I guess,” she replied, “Ah here we are, hey sarah,” Ella said as she saw one of the Weasley cousins.

“Hey Ella,” Sarah replied, looking at Blake with interest.

“This is Blake, he transferred here.”

“Hi Blake nice to meet you,” Sarah said holding out her hand.

“You too,” Blake said and smiled before turning back to Ella, “Thanks for showing me around. Meet me for lunch?”

“Sure I’ll be in the Great Hall with the guys,” she replied.

Blake nodded leaned down to kiss her quickly and then headed into class with Sarah who winked at Ella over her shoulder.

Ella arrived at Potions just before Snape who stormed in his cloak billowing out behind him. Luckily she was seated before he noticed and she smiled at Sirius who’d kept her a seat. Potions was dreadful, Snape was in a foul mood and took points off for everything. The sixth years trudged out of class and just as Ella was about to go Snape called her back.

“Yes Professor,” she said.

Snape frowned at his grandniece and spoke, “You were distracted today. You’re better at Potions that to make the mistake you did.”

“It was a slip of the wrist i…”

“I won’t tolerate not having your full attention in class Miss Potter,”

“I’m sorry sir,” she whispered.

“Very well, be off with you,” he said

“Yes sir,” she turned but he stopped her again.

“Who was the boy at breakfast Ella?”

“Blake, he’s an old friend. He transferred here to do his NEWTs.”

“Indeed, I believe I have seventh years next.” Ella’s eyes widened, and Snape smiled evilly, “You’d better go, or you’ll be late for class.”

Ella turned and almost ran out of the class. Sirius was waiting for her. “What was that about?” he asked.

“Huh? Oh he wasn’t impressed with my mistake in class today.”

“Did he give you a detention?”

“No,”

“Huh, nepotism,”

“Don’t you dare mention that to anyone.”

“Ho ho, not proud of your snape blood huh.”

“Shut up Weasley, it’s not that. I just…we haven’t had a chance to talk about it so I don’t know how he or dad want to deal with it. They might not want it known.”

“Is that why I have a bruise the size of a quaffle on my shin then?”

“Oh I didn’t mean to kick you that hard, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, yeah, now who’s this Blake guy,”

Ella laughed at his scowl, “He’s a friend,” she told him.

“I’m a friend you don’t drape yourself all over me.”

“I didn’t drape myself all over him. I just hugged him.”

“Yeah right, so what’s the deal with you two?”

“No deal,”

“Sure looked like there was a deal,” Sirius muttered and Ella frowned. ‘What was his problem?’

“What are you asking Sirius?”

“I’m asking…nothing.”

“No ask away,”

“Forget it,” Sirius said.

“Fine,” 

“Fine.”

Blake was waiting outside the Great Hall for her when she arrived with the boys for lunch. Ella introduced him and they all shook hands. He and Sirius seemed to size each other up over lunch. Ella felt like laughing, still it was nice, this having friends thing. “I take it they don’t call you Books anymore,” he said and Ella shot him a disgusted look as they were getting up from the table.

“No,” she told him going to hit his arm but Blake caught her hand and held it.

“I’d prefer to keep the feeling in my arm Ella,” he joked and she smiled up at him. “Come let’s go for a walk.”

The sixth year boys all watched as Ella smiled and joked with her friend as they left the Hall holding hands. “That boy is after more than friendship,” Sarah said from beside her cousin.

“Yeah, that’s obvious enough”

“Guess it’s not surprising though,” she said and others looked up at her, “Well I mean she’s hardly going to be very receptive to people who either ignored her or teased her for years.” The boys all looked so stricken that Sarah had to laugh, “Relax, I think they’re a cute couple.”

“Huh,” Dean said.

“Oh that’s just bloody typical,” Bob added.

“Comin’ in here, taking the only sixth year girl in Gryffindor,”

“Making moves on the first day.”

“Oh grow up guys, she’s known him for ages apparently. So it’s not like they only met today.”

“Huh,” was the only reply that she got from all quarters.

“Why did you kiss me earlier?” Ella asked as she stepped outside onto the grounds of Hogwarts.

“Which time? I kissed you twice.”

“So you did. Both”

“Cause I wanted to and I didn’t like the way the guys were looking at you outside DADA.”

“You didn’t like…Blake that’s no excuse.”

“Didn’t you want me to?”

“No…I mean yes… I mean,” Ella closed her eyes and mentally counted to ten. She’d only gotten to four when she felt lips press against hers and kiss her tenderly. She stood motionless for a moment then slowly kissed him back. When he pulled back she stared up at him, and he smiled back at her. 

“I’m not apologising.”

“I’m not asking you to,” she told him.

“Good,” he said as he pulled her along.

“So what now?”

“Let’s just see how it goes. We’ve been friends for a long time,”

“Since I was ten and you were eleven.” Which was entirely a stupid thing to say, Ella knew but she was still a little shocked.

“Exactly, we don’t want to ruin that.”

“No I guess not. Where are we going? We’ve only got a 15 minutes.”

“That’s okay. So what’s the deal with Sirius?”

“Sirius?” Ella was so confused by the change in topic that she frowned at him. “What about Sirius?”

“What’s with you two?”

“We’re friends and he saved my life during the summer.”

“What?”

“It’s a long story,” she said.

“You seem to be full of them lately.”

“Hey it keeps life interesting.”

“You definitely do that short stuff,” he said, “You definitely do that.”

Ella was shaking. She couldn’t possibly take much more of this. It was torture. How was she supposed to remain sane? Her lips were sore from biting them and her jaw ached from the constant clenching and grinding of teeth. Her eyes watered and she was so close to the hysterics it was scary.

Sitting it the back row of her fathers class Ella was trying hard not to laugh. She was the only girl not sighing at the sight of her father and it was clear that he was finding it disconcerting to be the object of teenage girls adoring gazes. Not only that but he was so unlike himself as he taught that Lily was finding it extremely hard to cope with taking him seriously. 

She looked around at the rest of the class who were all listening intently and taking her father quite sincerely. Even Sirius seemed to be glued to what Harry was teaching. She shook her head and tried to concentrate again, she’d have to get used to it is all. 

“Ella if you would come up to the top of the class please,” Harry said and his eyes narrowed as he watched his daughter visibly compose herself before getting up and walking down. It had not escaped his notice that she was finding the whole thing highly entertaining. 

“How can I help,” she hesitated and took a deep breath, “Professor.” She looked up and caught his eye, her own bright with mirth that Harry was forced to give her a stern look. She didn’t bat an eyelid just kept on looking at him.

“We’re going to give the class a demonstration of martial arts.”

“Of course professor,” Ella said, “How would you like to begin?” Ella’s eyes twinkled with mischief and Harry had a bad feeling his daughter was about to show him up.

“I will attack you and…”

“I don’t think you’re allowed Professor,” she said in mock innocence and Harry gave her a sharp look.

“In this class, I am,” he replied in a voice that would brook now argument. “Now, I will attack and you will demonstrate how to defend.”

“Alright Professor,” Ella smiled turning her head to the side a picture of ease, “Do your worst.”

“Bloody hell harry, it’s only the first week back,” Ron said his shoulder shaking with laughter and Hermione wasn’t any better, giggling behind her hand

“Oh Harry,” she managed before she dissolved into giggles again.

“Mate, I really thought you’d grown out of this habit.”

“Oh for the love of… would you two quit.”

“Oh harry you have to admit it’s funny. Even as a teacher you can’t seem to keep away,” Ginny said.

“I’ll kill her,” 

“From what I hear you asked for it.”

“I did not,” Harry denied hotly.

“I believe Sirius said you told her you would attack and she was to show the class how to defend,” Ron told him.

“Defend,” Harry nodded, “Yes Defend not bloody kill me,” Harry retorted, “and you can stop laughing,” he added to Hermione and Ginny.

Harry couldn’t believe she’d done it. Couldn’t believe his tiny little baby girl had put him in the Hospital wing. The Hospital Wing for crying out loud. He’d attacked and she’d defended. Defended. Harry snorted. Yeah right. She leaped avoiding the sweep of his leg had twisted mid air to kick him in the stomach. He’d have recovered from that if she hadn’t landed so agilely and decided to sweep his legs out from under him as well he’d never have fallen and hit his head on the side of a desk, effectively knocking himself unconscious.

“Where is she?”

“I believe she was quite shocked Harry.”

“Yes, very upset,” Hermione added, “I think that new boy, Blake is with her. I think they’re dating. It’s very sweet really.”

“They bloody well better not be,” Harry roared then grabbed his head and groaned.

“Now Harry,” Ginny said laying a cool hand on his forehead, “You need to rest and you need to take this potion.”

“I’m not, N O T, staying here.”

“I know how to spell ‘not’ Harry however, you are staying and that’s my final word on the matter.” Harry opened his mouth to protest, “Ah, no arguments. You’re staying here where I can keep an eye on you.”

“Bloody worse than Madam Pomfrey,” he muttered then quickly shut his mouth as Ginny’s eyes narrowed and one elegant eyebrow was raised.

Harry woke to find a small figure sitting beside his bed holding his hand. Her head was laid gently on the side of the bed and Harry smiled gently as he shook her awake. She lifted her head slowly and turned groggily towards him. Her sleepy eyes met his and widened. “Daddy, you’re awake.”

“No thanks to you,” he teased and was surprised when her eyes filled with tears.

“Oh daddy I’m so sorry,” Ella burst out, “I never meant… you fell…didn’t move…blood…oh daddy there was so much blood and you wouldn’t wake up and…I’m sorry,” her lips quivered and Harry reached out to her.

“Oh sweetheart, I was only teasing,”

“I thought you were dead. The sound was horrible.”

“Oh baby, I’m fine. If you think this is bad you should get your uncle Ron and aunt Hermione to tell you about the times I was in here when I went to school.”

“You’re really okay?”

“Yeah,”

“Oh good, Blake said you would be but…”

“Yes, Blake, he’s your friend from the Orphanage right,” Lily nodded, “Hermione thinks you’re dating.”

“Really?”

“Yes really, is there something you want to tell me?”

“No.”

Harry smiled at the swift denial, “Okay let me rephrase that. Is there something I should know?”

“Daaaaaaaad,” Ella frowned and pulled her hand out from his.

“I think I need to have a talk with him,”

“No,” she said indignantly, “Dad I’m sixteen.”

“So?”

“So I don’t need you to vet my friends for me.”

“I’m not vetting friends, I’m vetting a potential son in law.”

“Again dad, I’m sixteen. Son in law my…”

“Ella, Ron and Hermione met at eleven.”

“That’s beside the point. It’s not serious dad.”

“Well if it was Sirius I might not be so upset he’s your age, this boy is…”

“One year older dad, and stop playing on words,”

“You were laughing in my class yesterday,” Harry accused.

Ella didn’t even blink at the change of subject, “Well it was funny,”

“It’s meant to be serious Ella,” she grinned, “Don’t even think about playing with words as well.

“Oh fine, it’s alright for you but not for me.”

“Ella,” 

“Dad,”

“Ah I see you’ve woken up,“ Ginny interrupted grinning at the two Potters who both swiftly turned to give her a green eyed stare. “How are you feeling Harry?” she asked.

“Fine thank you, beautiful. Thanks to your exemplary care,” he said as he smiled charmingly up at her. Ginny blinked, hesitated and blushed. Harry laughed, “I haven’t seen you blush like that since your crush on me.”

“How nice of you to bring that up,” she said.

“My pleasure,”

“Don’t mind him, he’s in an annoying mood.”

“Isn’t he always,” Ginny drawled.

“Well yes but more so at the moment,”

“I see, maybe there’s a potion for that,”

“Oh really, how interesting,”

“Hey,” Harry interrupted and Ella and Ginny laughed. Ginny examined him and told him he was free to go. Ella grinned upon hearing this and announced she was going to breakfast. As she left she turned and giving her father a look that he recognised from when she was about to say something outrageous said, “Don’t do anything you wouldn’t want Blake and I to do dad.”

“Ella,” he shouted but she was gone.

“What did she mean by that?” Ginny frowned.

“Nothing,” Harry said grinning at her. His daughter really was an outrageous baggage. 

“So he’s okay?” Blake asked.

“Yeah, thank Merlin. I thought I killed him.”

“You and everyone else in the class,” Dean said.

“Don’t remind me. Hey Sirius,” she said as he sat down beside her. She leaned over and gave him a hug. “thanks for helping me yesterday.”

“Would have done it for anyone,” he muttered and she grinned as his ears went bright pink.

“Well thank you anyway. Oh merlin I almost forgot. Blake dad might try to have a chat with you. Just avoid him.”

“I will not,” Blake said, “If he wants to talk to me I don’t mind.”

“Why would he want to talk to you?” Sirius asked.

“Oh you know. Being Ella’s father and all,”

Sirius scowled at the implication turned back to his food. They ate in silence for a while then Sirius got up, “I’m going to class,”

“It’s early yet,” Dean said.

“Yeah,” Calum mumbled taking another slice of toast.

“Well I forgot my book.”

Ella frowned, “I’ll come with you,” Sirius shrugged and they walked out of the Hall together.

“So I’m free to go am I?” Harry said, changing the subject from Ella’s cheek back to him getting out of the hospital wing.

“Yes,” Ginny said smiling at him, “I’ll get your clothes for you. One moment,” she disappeared and Harry watched her go. Ginny and he had been good friends, once she’d gotten over the crush she had on him. Of course, that was a while ago. As his brat of a daughter had pointed out in her un-so-subtle way, he was strangely attracted to the petite red head in a way he’d never been in school. She still blushed and it delighted him to watch the red creep into her cheeks when he flirted with her. He called her beautiful just to see it happen. What delighted him even more so was when she flirted back and they engaged in a game of wit and double entendres that was more fun than he’d had in years. Not since Tara had he enjoyed a verbal battle so much. Thinking of Tara now didn’t hurt. Tara would have wanted him to get on with his life. She’d have been the first person to tell him to get his butt out of the self pity he’d surrounded himself in and live again.

Tara would have told him he was being a git ages ago and that he should start thinking of his daughter. Harry had often felt guilty about not giving Ella a mother figure to turn to but he just hadn’t been ready and Ella had turned out alright. The clap of heels on the floor had him looking up to see Ginny coming back with his clothes. Maybe it was time. He knew Tara would agree and he knew she’d approve.

“Thank you,” he said as he reached out for the clothing Ginny handed him, deliberately covering her hand with his own. 

“You’re welcome,” she said as she slowly extricated her hand from his. “I’ll just leave you to change.” 

“You do that,” he winked and struggled to hide a grin when she frowned and started backing out of the cubicle with a disconcerted look on her face.

“Yeah, just call when you’re ready or if you need anything,” she said as she closed the curtains.

“I will,” he said, “Don’t worry.”

“Alright, what’s wrong?”

“What? Nothing I need to get my book,” Sirius replied. Reaching for his bag she quickly plucked the book out and held it up to him with one eyebrow raised. “Okay so I don’t need that book. We do have other classes today you know.”

“Ser, tell me.”

“There’s nothing wrong Ella,”

“Oh fine be like that,”

“I’m not being anyway. You’re jumping to conclusions.”

Rolling her eyes Ella folded her arms and continued walking beside him, they reached Arithmancy and stood at the door in silence. “Are you mad at me Ser?” Ella asked quietly when she could no longer stand the silence.

“No,” 

“Well it must be something.”

“Just leave it Ella okay.”

“What have I done?”

“Nothing just drop it,” he snapped and Ella jumped her eyes widening in surprise. Sirius never shouted. At least, not that she’d heard. “I’m sorry,” he sighed, “I didn’t mean to shout. Look I’m just in a bad mood, ignore me.”

Ella bit back the ‘Why?’ that was on the tip of her tongue and continued walking on into the classroom with him. There was an uneasy silence until they reached their chairs and then Sirius spoke, “So you and Blake are going out.”

Ella, startled looked up at Sirius, “We’re seeing how it goes. We’ve been friends for so long we don’t want to ruin it.” 

“That’s sensible,”

“Yeah well, I can be at times you know?”

Sirius gave her a half smile and then pulled out his books. “Ella?”

“Yes?”

“I don’t want you to blow up or anything but…well…Sarah suggested that you might still be out of sorts with us guys because of the way we treated you.”

“Oh,”

“Oh what? Oh why would she think that or Oh, yes you are?”

“Oh, I wonder why she said it.”

“So you’re not,”

“What?”

“Angry,”

“Weeelllllll,”

“It’s just that…well she mentioned that it might be a reason that you wouldn’t think of dating any of us.”

“Us?” Ella was so bewildered at this stage that she couldn’t help the confused tone in her voice.

“The Guys.” 

“Right, well, I’m not angry with you or any of the other guys for that matter but you know Sarah might be right. I mean, Blake noticed me before. He saw passed the geek image and was friends with me,” Ella shrugged and met Sirius’s eyes, “You guys never did.”

Sirius couldn’t deny it. He’d been one of the guys who complained about her. He hadn’t been horrible and he had tried to talk to her but he’d never stopped the others and he had come up with the nick name Books. She’d never batted an eyelid at it. Just took it and carried on. “You’re right,” he agreed with her, “but you know, people change and grow up and well… I guess I never apologised for the Books nickname did I and…” he stopped when she held up her hand.

“Sirius, you’re a good friend. Actually you and Blake are my best friends and to be honest I never really minded when you called me Books. It just meant that I was fooling everyone. Not that I didn’t wish someone would see passed to the real me and try to be friends. You did a few times. Especially last year when we had to spend time together as we were both prefects and at Quidditch…”

“Quidditch, well helllllooooooooo, best seeker since Harry Potter. No matter what anyone thought of you, when you were on a broom not one Gryffindor would have heard anything against you.”

Ella smiled, “Well, it was my one concession. I love to fly.”

“And it shows. When you’re on a broom you’re someone else entirely. You’re free. Your whole attitude changed.”

“Flying was the one thing that I could do without causing suspicion. No one cared why I was good at it only that I caught the snitch.”

“Yeah well this year you’ll have your father watching you.”

Ella made a face and punched him, “Oh that’s right make me more nervous than I already am.”

“Hey it’s not my fault that you have a reputation and a family tradition to live up to. I mean you can’t not catch it now,”

“Sirius,” Ella warned.

 Your father will be judging you every step of the way,”

“Sirius,” she said sharply.

“…offering advice and telling you what to …. Okay okay. I’ll stop.”

“Huh, if I’m so nervous at our first game that I don’t catch the snitch then I’m blaming you.” Sirius grinned and then turned to see the rest of the class filing in.

“Harry,” Ginny called from the other side of the curtain, “Is everything alright?”

“Yeah, yeah you can come in,” he called as he stood up from tying his shoe laces and reached out for the last piece of clothing, his shirt.

Ginny came through the curtain and stopped short as she came face to face or face to chest with a shirtless Harry. “Oh,” she said and immediately turned round missing Harry’s grin. “Um…i…I’ve got a potion for you to take in case you get a headache or anything.”

“Good,” Harry said as he pulled on his shirt, “You don’t have to turn your back,” he teased and looked up to see her spin round and fix him with a narrow eyed stare, her hands on her hips that was so reminiscent of her mother that Harry almost laughed out loud.

“What are you up to Harry Potter?” she demanded.

Harry grinned at her leaving his shirt open, “Up to?” he asked with an innocent expression.

“Oh don’t give me that look. I grew up with seven brothers, seven Harry, I’m wise to those kind of looks.”

Harry raised a brow, “Really?”

“Yes really, and you, are definitely up to some…” Ginny’s eyes were drawn to his chest again as Harry started doing up the buttons. She shook herself and dragged her eyes back up to his, “…thing,” she finished blushing as Harry gave her a knowing look.

“Well,” Harry said giving her a heart stopping smile, “since you’re so clever you’ll just have to figure it out for yourself,” he bent, kissed her swiftly on the cheek as he took the potion from her and then swept passed her, “Thanks for taking care of me beautiful,” he called as he walked out the door. 

Ginny stood trying to figure out what had happened. She and Harry had flirted every now and then over the holidays and it had been harmless enough. She quite enjoyed their bantering but when she’d handed him his clothes and his hand had brushed hers she’d felt something kick inside her. Then just now, when she’d walked in on him she’d felt her heart quicken. Did he know? Was that what he was up to? Her eyes narrowed, was he deliberately baiting her? If so, she’d kill him. She’d take him down. She’d bring to his knees, she’d…she’d …hex him within an inch of his life. 

A few weeks later Ella was up, dressed and sitting down in the common room studying before anyone else had risen. She didn’t know how long she’d been down there when someone tugged on her braid making her jump with fright. She looked round only to have her glasses snatched off and someone snort and mutter, ‘damned glasses.’

“Give them back,” Ella demanded squinting at the boy in question.

“Why are you wearing these?”

“Because I need them to see,” she answered, “Give them back Ser,”

Shaking his head he handed them to her, “Where are your contacts?”

“They were making my eyes itchy,” Ella said as she placed her glasses on her nose and looked up with clear vision into his face.

“Well, at least these ones suit you,” Sirius said as he sat down beside her and peered at the book she was reading. “What you studying?”

“Potions,”

“Why?”

“Cause I just know he’s going to pull a test soon. He’s got that look in his eye,” she muttered darkly.

“Well you always do well in that anyway but here I’ll ask you the ingredients and then you can do the same for me.”

“Okay,” she handed him the book and curled her feet up under her waiting for him to start. They sat there for about an hour asking each other questions before they finally got hungry and headed down for breakfast. They were the first ones there.

“Oh good, I’m starving,” Sirius said as he grabbed some toast and bacon and eggs. Ella watched him pile his plate high and shook her head. “What?” he managed in between mouthfuls.

“Nothing,”

“I’m a growing lad,” he defended.

“I never said a word,” she said smiling.

“Huh,” was all he could say.

“Hey Ella,” Blake said as he came to sit beside her.

“Hey you,” she returned as she ate.

“Ah Ella, I was wondering if you’d like to come for a walk later,” Blake asked as he reached for the eggs.

“Um…well…Sirius and I had planned on getting Quidditch practice in today and…”

“That’s okay Ella,” Sirius interrupted, “We can do that after lunch if you like?”

Ella turned to Sirius, “Are you sure?” she frowned.

“Yeah, go ahead,” Sirius replied. He’d thought about it. There was no point in getting annoyed about who Ella dated. He couldn’t do anything about it.

Ella smiled, “Well okay then,” she turned back to Blake who was listening with interest, “I’d love to.”

“Great then,” Blake said, “We’ll go when we’re done eating.” Ella nodded.

“So, what do you think?” Ella asked as she strolled hand in hand with Blake.

“Of what?” he asked looking down at her and she swept her hand all around them, “Oh, it’s not bad. I quite like it actually.”

Ella smiled, “I knew you would.”

“Made quite a few friends as well as enemies which is good.”

“Enemies?” Ella frowned.

“Yeah, not many of the guys seem to appreciate the fact that we’re an item.”

“What? Don’t be stupid.”

Blake grinned, she really had no idea, “It’s the truth. You’ve caused quite a storm since you came back.” Ella rolled her eyes and snorted, “Stop that, I’m not saying it to flatter you. I’m just repeating what I’ve heard.”

“Oh please, that’s just so pathetic. Men.”

“Hey,”

“Oh not you silly,”

“Or Sirius?”

“Or Sirius,” she agreed without preamble, “but let’s forget about that. Tell me about the friends you’ve made.”

“Well there’s…” he began naming off people and telling her how it came about, “…oh and of course there’s Sarah.”

“Sarah Weasley?” he nodded, “She’s nice, I really like her.”

“Yeah she is. Really friendly, pretty too, I’m surprised she’s not got a boyfriend.”

Ella smirked up at him, “Are you trying to make me jealous Blake?”

“That depends. Is it working?”

“No,”

“Then no I’m not.” 

Ella laughed and swatted him lightly on the arm, “Idiot.”

“Ah my ego is taking such a beating today. First I’m stupid, and then I’m silly, now I’m an idiot.”

Ella laughed, “You’re also a sweetheart,” she told him and they continued on until Ella noticed Sirius walking off to the right of them. She stopped, frowned and squinted to make sure she was right. Yep, yep, there was a girl with him. “Why that sneaky little toad,” she said.

“What?”

“Sirius,”

“What about him?”

“There,” she pointed, “and he’s with a girl.”

“So,” Blake frowned.

“So, he never told me he was meeting someone.”

“And?” 

“Well he had the cheek to make out like he was doing me a favour by letting me off on our flying this morning and all along he was planning on backing out himself. I should hex him...i should rip into him… I should…”

Blake rolled his eyes, “You know I’m beginning to think I should be jealous of Sirius,” he commented interrupting Ella mid rant.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she snapped, “I have no interest in Sirius. He’s a friend.”

“You sure, cause I’m not.”

“Oh for the love of…” Ella shook her head, “What have I done that has given you the impression that I’m interested in him.”

“You talk about him quite a lot. You spend whatever free time you have with him and if he hadn’t said he didn’t mind putting your practice off you wouldn’t have gone for a walk with me.”

Ella stared at Blake incredulously, “You’re serious,” she accused, “You actually think…” she shook her head in amazement as she looked more closely at him. He wasn’t angry or accusing, he was calm, logical and patiently waiting for an answer. These were not the emotions of a boyfriend accusing a girlfriend of liking someone else. “Even if it were true, which it isn’t, you’re not jealous, are you?”

“No, and considering I’ve been bringing Sarah up a lot lately you don’t seem all that jealous yourself.”

Ella gave a self depreciating smile, “No I’m not.”

Blake sighed, “We’re friends,”

“Yep,”

“But that’s all.”

“We gave it a try,” she said softly.

“Yeah,”

“And I think we’re handling this very well. We’re not even shouting.”

“I guess we both knew there was nothing there.”

“Yeah and there’s no point in ruining a good friendship.”

“Exactly.”

“Then that’s settled?”

“Yeah,”

“That was way too easy.”

“Don’t knock it short stuff.”

“I’m not,” she said.

“Good, now about this thing you have for Sirius.” Ella shrieked in outrage and chased after him threatening death by hexes.

“Harry Potter,” Ginny shouted from the opposite end of the corridor, “Where do you think you’re going with my daughter and a broomstick?”

Harry turned slowly towards the redhead who was storming her way down the corridor, “No where in particular,” he replied when she was close enough not to have to shout. 

“Oh really?” Ginny folded her arms and fixed him with an evil stare.

“You’re getting good at that, you know.”

“What?”

“Acting like your mother,”

“Acting like my…. Harry!!!!!” Harry laughed at her scowl which only made things worse.

“Uncle Harry gonna take me for a broom ride,” Maggie said as she tugged on her mothers cloak. Harry groaned and Ginny grinned.

“Oh is he now,”

“Yep, but I’m not supposed to tell…oops,” the little girls eyes widened and she clamped a hand over her mouth before looking up at Harry.

“Never mind kid, better luck next time,” was all Harry said as he watched Ginny sputter.

“You…I…how…Harry Potter my daughter is four years old. You’re not meant to bring her on a broom. How dare you? I ought to…”

“You know what, you’re very beautiful when you’re angry Weasley,” Harry said grinning at her and she stopped mid flow to stare at him and then blush. Harry reached out to trace a cool finger down her hot cheek.

“Mommy, why have you gone all red?”

“Ah…um…” she blinked then looked at Harry, “You never teased me like this when we were kids,” she said to him quietly.

“I never wanted to then,” he whispered.

“Oh,” was all she could say.

“Daaaaaaaad,” Ella called, “Hey dad, oh good I found you. Can we…” Ella stopped as she noticed Ginny’s heated face. “…oh sorry didn’t mean to interrupt anything.” Ella’s eyes flicked between the two and said hesitantly, “Did I interrupt anything?”

“Your daddy said my mommy was very beautiful,” Maggie said taking Ella hand.

Ella’s eyes lit up with mischief “Did he now?” she said slowly as a grin spread across her face. “How interesting?”

Harry snapped his gaze to his daughter, “You need to talk?”

“Yeah but it can wait I …”

“No, now,” Harry said and then bent to Maggie, “Sorry sweetie, looks like we’ve been caught. I’ll have to go before Mommy turns me into a toad.” Maggie giggled and then went to her mother who was waiting for her.

“We’ll talk later Potter,” Ginny said.

“Ooooooooo, daddy’s in trouble,” Ella teased and Harry shook his head.

“Nothing I can’t handle baby,” Harry said and Ella wasn’t sure if he was talking to her of to Ginny and from the look on Ginny’s face, she wasn’t sure either.

“I’ll see you later then,” Harry said as he wrapped an arm around Ella’s shoulder and turned her out the door he’d been about to exit with Maggie.

“So, you two are just friends now huh?” Harry said trying not to sound relieved but Ella grinned knowingly at him and nodded. “Oh well, it’s good that you could remain that way.”

“Well we talked about it at the start so I guess we both knew we wanted to be friends no matter what was going on.”

“Good, that’s amazingly mature of you.”

“I know, I was very impressed with myself,”

“Now there’s a Potter trait,” a snide voice came from behind them. Ella and Harry turned as one to see Snape.

“Severus,” Harry inclined his head.

“Oh good,” said Ella delightedly, “I was hoping we’d meet you.” Both Harry and Snape looked curiously at her and she giggled, “Well we need to talk. I mean, I’ve been here over a month and not once have either of you brought up how we’re going to deal with our situation.”

“What situation?”

Ella rolled her eyes, “Oh I don’t know maybe the fact that you’re my uncle and I’d rather not have to hide the fact.” She reached out and pulled him along for the walk.

Snape looked flummoxed and Harry laughed, “She’s her mothers daughter Severus.”

“I see,” he said, “You want to know whether we want it known that you’re related to me.”

“Well some people already know,” Ella began.

“Who?” he demanded.

“The Weasleys?”

Snape grunted, “Well I don’t see why we should advertise the fact.”

Ella turned her face up to him and smiled, “It’s not like I’m going to take out an advertisement in the Prophet, uncle.”

“I don’t see why we have to bring it up.”

“I agree,” Harry said then shook himself, “I can’t believe I just said that.”

“I’m not going to go round telling everyone I meet. I just want to know that I don’t have to hide for some obscure reason that makes no sense whatso…what are you looking at?” Ella demanded as a Ravenclaw student stopped and starred at them, jaw dropped. The Ravenclaw jumped and then turned off in the opposite direction.

“Ella,” Harry reprimanded.

“See, that’s what I’m talking about. I can’t even go for a walk with you both and people stare. It’s very inhibiting. It might seriously disturb my emotional state.”

Snape looked down at his grand niece, “Something tells me Elisabeth that nothing could disturb you emotional state that much.”

Ella grinned and Harry nodded, “It’s true though I suppose. No one would think it strange to see you walking with me or even Ron or Hermione but seeing you with Severus well…”

“Well what Potter?”

“Well you’re not exactly approachable.”

“I don’t want to be approachable Potter.”

“Well if you were you might…”

“I don’t care…”

“TIME OUT,” Ella yelled and both adults looked at her in shock. “Thank you, now let’s get back to the topic at hand please. You’d swear you were the children and I was the adult. Now may I, or may I not tell people you’re my uncle.”

Snape looked at her. She was, as Potter said, her mothers’ daughter, “You may tell who you please?” he told her and she grinned at him.

“Oh good,” Ella leaned up and kissed his cheek and Snape pulled back surprised. Not since her mother had someone dared to treat him like this but she didn’t seem to notice his reaction. “Now you should know too that Blake and I have broken up.”  Snape scowled and Ella quickly told him that it was a mutual decision, “Besides uncle Sev, you know you like him. He’s excellent at Potions. Got top marks in them at Beaubaton’s. Now I have to go coz it’s lunchtime and I’m starving so you two play nice,” she said and skipped off leaving the two startled men staring at each other.

“I’m starving,” Ella said as she deposited herself between Dean and Sirus who were already eagerly piling their plates high with food.

“Me too,” Dean said.

“I’m always starving,” Sirius added and Ella grinned.

“So are we practicing after lunch?”

“Sure,” Sirius said, “should be good. You coming Dean?”

“Yeah okay, I need all the practice I can get,” Dean said. He’d just made the team as chaser so the three of them had been practicing as much as they could.

“Enjoy your walk this morning?” Sirius asked casually as he reached for more meat.

“Did you?” Ella countered and saw his jaw drop.

“How did you…” he quickly cut off what he was going to say when Dean perked up and started looking more interested in the conversation than the food. 

“You were out with a girl,” Dean interrupted “and you never told me? I’m hurt.” Ella grinned madly as Sirius who scowled at her. “So who is she mate?”

“Yeah Sirius, tell Dean who she is.”

“Shut up Ella,” Sirius muttered between clenched teeth.

“Oh come now,” Ella said feeling particularly evil, “Surely Dean should know.”

“Ella,” her smile widened even more and she poked her tongue out at him. “We were only talking. She asked me to help her in Runes.”

“So then it won’t matter if Dean knows.”

“I never said…”

“He was out with Milly,” she announced.

“Milly?” Dean frowned trying to match the name then he scowled, “Milly? As in my sister? My baby sister? My sweet, innocent, too good for you baby sister. That Milly?” Ella laughed at the outraged tone as Dean began to stand and look down at Sirius with Big Brother attitude. 

“I’m going to kill you Potter,” Sirius said as he got up to face Dean, “Yes that Milly and I was helping her with Runes. That’s all, nothing else, relax Dean I have no interest in your sister.”

“And why not?” Dean demanded and Sirius goggled at him, “She’s pretty, fun to be around, she doesn’t giggle every five seconds. What’s your… What am I saying?” Dean shook his head and started off  out of the hall.

“I don’t know,” Sirius muttered then turned swiftly at a muffled shriek and grabbed Ella 

who nearly fell backwards off the bench, “Watch it,” he told her as he pulled her back.

Ella stopped laughing immediately as she came eye to eye with Sirius. For one moment, they stared at each other, tension mounting, hearts beating, breaths held. Ella couldn’t move, his arm held her securely around the waist and for a moment the noise of the hall quietened and it was like they were the only two people there. Green eyes and brown, met, held, watched and wondered. 

Sirius couldn’t move. He wanted kiss her. Ella. One of his best friends, right there, right now, in the hall. His eyes held hers and he was sure he saw a reciprocate emotion there. He moved forward slightly and her lips parted, sighing softly.

“BANG,” a clatter and crash broke them out of reverie and they immediately straightened.

“Thanks,” Ella said breathlessly. Or at least that’s how it sounded to Sirius.

“No problem,” he said as he sat again. “Although I don’t know why I just saved you,” he said, “You’re in a mischievous mood. Getting me in trouble like that.”

“Oh please. You so deserved it,”

“Why?”

“Oh lets see, ‘that’s okay Ella we can practice later. I don’t mind.’ Like you were doing me a favour,” she rolled her eyes and Sirius grinned.

“I was,”

“You so were going to cancel on me anyway,” she accused.

“No,” he denied and Ella gave him a look of disbelief, “okay so maybe I was but you still shouldn’t have told Dean.”

“How long do you think it’ll take him to figure out that Milly doesn’t take Runes?”

“She does,” Sirius said.

“No she doesn’t.”

“Then why’d she ask me to help her with it,.” Ella gave him a ‘don’t be thick’ look and Sirius groaned, “Oh no. You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“I think it’s sweet. She must have studied some of it by herself so that you wouldn’t guess.”

“But now I’ve got to deal with my best friends little sister having a crush on me.”

“Well go get yourself a girlfriend and she might get over it.”

“Right, I’ll just go and get one now shall I,” he said making a show of getting up and looking round. “There’s Debbie or Claire and Suki of course. They’re nice enough and Pam and Angela think I’m sooooo cute and strong and ..

Rolling her eyes Ella grabbed his jumper and pulled him back down onto the bench, “You know what I meant.”

“There’s you,” he continued, “Nah,” he shook his head.

Ella who’s jaw had dropped when he suggested her now narrowed her eyes, “And what’s wrong with me?” she demanded poking him with her finger. “Huh? Huh? Huh?”

“You’re taken,” he said grabbing her finger to stop her poking his arms to death, “Remember?”

“Oh,”

“Yeah oh,” Sirius said looking her up and down, “You forget or something?”

“No,” Ella replied but didn’t tell him they’d broken up, “Come on,” she said changing the subject, “Lets go get our brooms.”

“You know Ginny,” Harry said behind her making her jump, “I’ve decided to make it easy on you.”

Ginny turned to find Harry about a foot away from her and gave him a questioning look, “Easy?”

“For you to ‘talk’ to me.”

“Oh,”

“Yeah, so what was it you wanted to say?”

“Ummmm…”

“Yes,”

“Maggie,” Ginny managed.

Harry grinned, “Lovely little moppet, image of her mother.”

“Thank you,” Ginny said automatically, “But you know you really shouldn’t take her flying.”

“Why? She likes it.”

“I know but…Wait a minute? How do you know she like it?”

“I’ve taken her before,” Harry shrugged.

“You’ve taken…HARRY,” Ginny exclaimed, “Really she’s…”

“Just like Ella was at that age.  She loved to fly too.”

“That’s not the point…”

“I know. I should have asked you. I’m sorry about that.”

“She likes you,” Ginny said resignedly.

“And that’s a bad thing?” Harry asked.

 “Even more than Ron, but I wouldn’t tell him that. He adores her.”

“Don’t blame him. She’s beautiful,” Harry said and Ginny smiled at him.

“Thank you, she’s my angel.”

“And you don’t want anything to happen to her,” Ginny nodded, “Then say no more. I won’t take her up again.”

“Thank you but she’d scream bloody blue murder if you did that. I’d just like to know when you’re doing it.”

“Fine, not a bother,” Harry said.

“Good, now you haven’t been getting yourself beaten up in class lately have you?”

And that’s my cue to leave,” Harry said and turned to go but Ginny put out a hand to stop him.

“I was only teasing,” she said quietly.

“I know,” Harry said as he looked down at her, “So was I,” he winked and she rolled her eyes and shook her head. 

“Men,” she muttered and pulled her hand away from his arm. 

Harry caught it and tugged slightly so that she was forced to move closer to him, “What about Men?” he asked as he placed a hand around her waist and held her there.

Ginny’s eyes widened and her heart jumped. She swallowed. It had been a long time since she’d felt like this. The churning of anticipation, the loss of breath, the erratic beat of her heart, and the thrill of excitement. She took a deep breath and met his green eyed stare, “you’re all the same.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Harry said as he raised a hand to cup her face, “Some of us different.”

“Really?” she whispered. He nodded, “Like how?”

A ghost of a smiled crossed Harry’s face as he leaned forward.

“Aunt Ginny? Aunt Ginny are youb bhere?”

Ginny stepped out of Harry’s arms and he let her go. “Yeah Sirius, I’m here,” she called as she walked out of his office. “Are you  o…. Holy Merlin, what happened?” she exclaimed as she caught site of her nephew.

“He walked into a fist,” Ella laughed.

“He what?”

“Who’s?” Harry said as he walked out of her office and Ella raised a brow at him in surprise.

“Dean’s,” Sirius grunted as Ginny fussed over him.

“Hi dad,” Ella grinned.

“Hey moppet,”

“What you doing here?”

“Just talking to Ginny,”

“Just talking huh?” Harry gave her a look that said he wasn’t amused but she just grinned at him He really should have a chat to her about being cheeky but he didn’t have the heart to do it. She was just getting back to her mischievous self again after years of being someone else.

“So why did Dean hit you Sirius?”

Ella laughed and Sirius gave her a disgusted look, “He thinks I’m dating his sister.”

“Milly?” Ginny asked frowning at her nephew, “Sirius, you should know better,” she reprimanded and Ella fell off the bed she’d been sitting on from laughing.

“Shut up Potter this is all your fault.”

“Heehee,” 

“Why is it Ella’s fault.”

“Because she told Dean,”

“Hey,” Ella said as she got control of herself, “I just said you were out walking with her. He took it from there.”

“Huh,” Sirius folded his arms, “He’s a git anyway.”

Harry caught Ginny’s eye and had to turn to hide his grin, “Well now, we can’t have students fighting,” Ginny said.

“I’ll have to report it.”

“No, oh come on,” Sirius complained. “We’ll sort it. Don’t worry about it. Honestly. Why do you think I look so bad. I didn’t hit back.”

“He didn’t’,” Ella agreed.

“I don’t know,” Harry said.

“It should be reported,” Ginny said.

“Oh come on. Look I don’t want Dean to get in trouble,”

“Hmmmm,” Harry said, “I tell you what I’ll have a talk with Dean and we’ll leave it at that,” Harry said as he looked at Ginny for confirmation. She nodded and he looked at the kids, “I’ll go now.”

 “You two are being pathetic,” Ella said looking between Dean and Sirius. They ignored her. Just like they ignored each other all week, “Come on, it was misunderstanding.” Silence, “Oh for the love of Merlin, if you want to blame anyone blame me.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” Sirius and Dean said together.

“Look this is ridiculous. You know it is. Come on, you’re best friends.” Nothing, “Oh fine, be like this but don’t expect me to stay here and watch the two of you be idiots.”

Ella got up and both boys watch her walk across the common room to Blake who slung an easy arm round her shoulder. “Huh,” they both grunted and then swung their gazes back to each other. They stared at each other for a while then Sirius made to get up, “I’m sorry,” Dean said.

“What?” Sirius looked down at his friend shocked.

“I’m not saying it again Weasley, so even try it.”

Sirius grinned, “I didn’t know she didn’t take Runes.”

“Yeah, Milly told me. I can’t believe I didn’t realise she had a crush on you.”

“Hey I’m a nice guy, I can’t help it,” Sirius shrugged and Dean snorted, “You got something you want to say Leyland.”

“No, I said it all when I broke your nose,” 

“Don’t push your luck Dean,” Sirius said.

“Yeah, friends?” Dean asked as he held out his hand.

“Friends,” Sirius said taking it, “But if you ever hit me again, I’ll hit back.”

“Point taken,”

“Good.”

“Well finally, I was beginning to think I’d have to knock your heads together,” Ella said from behind them and they swung around to see her ginning at them. “Now that you two have decided to act like civilised human beings, shall we go to practice.”

“Practice?” they both said together.

“Yeah, Aaron has called a last minute practice before the match on Friday,” she said grinning at them. “Didn’t you know?”

“No we didn’t. Who was supposed to tell us?”

“Me,” she said before turning and leaving them narrow eyed and furious.

“I’m telling you,” Dean said, “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again. That girl is going to be more trouble than she’s worth.”

“So Ella,” Sarah said coming up behind her, Sirius and Dean, “Is it true?”

“Is what true?” Ella asked turning to smile at the red head. 

“Blake asked me to go to Hogsmeade with him this weekend,” Sarah replied.

“That’s great. So?”

“So,” Sarah gave her a meaningful look and Ella frowned.

“So what?”

“Why would Blake ask you to go with him?” Sirius interrupted confused.

“That’s what I was thinking,” Dean added. “Isn’t he your boyfriend?” he said turning to Ella.

“Are you going to go?” Ella asked ignoring the boys and smiling at her friend.

“Well I … that is… I wanted to make sure that … I mean… well you know?”

Ella laughed, “Know what? That it was okay with me?” Sarah nodded, “I’m not his keeper Sarah. He can go to Hogsmeade with whoever he wants.”

Sarah studied Ella for a moment then nodded, “So it is true, he said so, I just didn’t want to get … well you know.”

“Step on my toes? Yeah I know. It’s okay. We’re just friends.”

“Just friends?” Sirius and Dean said incredulously.

“Really?” Sarah said.

“Yeah.”

“And you don’t mind if I go?”

“No, why should I?” 

Sarah’s eyes lit up, “Okay, great, well I’ll see you.”

“Yeah, bye and enjoy yourself.”

“Thanks, I will,” Sarah called back.

Ella grinned and looked at Sirius, “I’m so glad he asked her out. He’s been talking about her for ages.” Sirius gaped at her, “What?” she demanded looking from Sirius to Dean, who was wearing the exact same expression, back to Sirius again.

“You and Blake have broken up?”

“Yeah,”

“When?” Sirius almost shouted and Ella winced.

“Ages ago.”

“Oh and when were you going to tell us young lady?” Dean folded his arms and took a step towards her so she was forced to look straight up at him.

“I would have thought it was obvious,” she replied, “And stop that,” she pushed him but when he didn’t move she stepped back, “It doesn’t intimidate me.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” Sirius asked.

“It wasn’t a big deal, and besides it’s not like either of you cared. If you had you would have noticed that things were different.”

“Oh really? When you talk to him all the time. When you still flirt with each other. When you still hug and kiss and…”

“Oh puhlease Sirius,” Ella was getting angry now. “It’s got nothing to do with you anyway. You don’t run my life.”

“He’s right,” Dean said.

“No he’s not,” Ella’s voice had taken on a hard edge. “Blake and I are still friends. We always will be. We talk because we’re friends just like I talk to you guys.”

“You still flirt,” Sirius said.

“No we don’t”

“Yes you do,” Sirius said folding his arms, “Cause you certainly don’t act like that around me and I’m supposed to be your friend as well.” 

“Oh really? Well you’re not doing a very good job at the moment, besides it’s not as if you don’t flirt with your girlfriends.” Ella retorted as she took on a simpering look, “Oh Sirius, you’re sooooo cute, and soooo strong, you’re just perfect,” she snorted when she finished, “As if.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Angela Green, Pam Dexter, Mary …”

“Well fine,” Sirius’s eyes narrowed and his face took on a stubborn look as did Ella, “But I haven’t been out with any of them…”

“Not for want of trying. They’re probably one of the few.” 

“Oh get a grip Ella,”

“I’m not the one over reacting to the fact that he didn’t know I was single again.”

Dean looked from one to the other his eyes widening with every word. ‘Holy Merlin,’ he thought, ‘I’m an idiot. Why didn’t I see it before? He likes her. Sirius actually likes her. More than a friend. More than just passing interest. Struggling to keep a straight face he watched the fight in amazement. From the looks of it Ella didn’t have a clue how far she was pushing him. Sirius was getting angry. But then so was Ella.

“You think what we do is flirting. That’s just teasing and before you even bring up the hugging and the kissing, don’t bother.” Ella turned and hugged Dean who saw Sirius’s eyes narrow dangerously but decided to return the hug. “See, hugging friends is acceptable. Common practice among normal people and as for kissing? Let’s see if you can tell the difference shall we?” 

Dean stepped back as she turned towards him again and held up his hands to ward her off. He knew exactly where that would get him with his best friend and even if he wouldn’t mind kissing the furious Potter he wasn’t going to risk his friendship. “Don’t even think about it. I’m out of this one,” he said and kept backing away then turned and headed round a corner out of sight.

“Wimp,” she muttered as she turned back to Sirius who’d folded his arms his expression dark. Ella took one look at him and rolled her eyes, “You know what Weasley,” she said as she took a step closer to him and grabbed a hold of his shirt, “There’s a big difference between a friendly kiss and a flirtatious one.” She leaned up, pulled him down at the same time and kissed him softly on the lips then broke away only to lean up and kiss him again.

Sirius went completely still at the first touch of her lips on his but it was over so quickly he didn’t have a chance to savour it. The second time was different. Her lips touched his and lingered. Soft, gentle and sweet he waited for her to pull back but she didn’t so he leaned forward, unfolded his arms and gently placed them on her hips pulling her closer and kissing her back. He was disappointed when she pulled back but he let her go slightly dazed and was glad to see her a little breathless as well.

Ella tried to collect herself. What was my point, she thought. Knowing that she definitely had a reason for kissing Sirius. It had been a good one too, she thought. Had to be, for her to kiss one of her best friends. Friend? Oh yeah. Giving herself a shake she forced herself to meet his gaze, “You get my point now?” she asked. “There is a big difference between the two kisses. When you figure out which is which? Let me know,” she told him and turned on her heel to storm back down the corridor.

Ella was angry. Not beyond angry. She was furious. Yes furious, that’s it. She was totally and utterly furious. She could not believe Sirius. How dare he? So what if she flirted with Blake. She could flirt and kiss whoever she liked. What was it to him? Huh. It had nothing to do with him. Nothing. Nada, Zip. Why should she explain herself to that…that… that…MAN. 

So what if he was her best friend? So what if she didn’t actually come out and say she and Blake had broken up. He, so, should have known. It was obvious. It was. Jerk, pain the ass, arrogant, smug, strutting around like he owns the place. WEASLEY. 

Storming around the corner she swept passed her father and Ginny who had been walking towards each other from opposite directions. Both shouted after her. Spinning on her heel she looked from one to the other then settled on her father.

“Ella, you okay?”

“Okay? Yeah, I’m okay. I’m fine. I’m wonderful, I’m bloody brilliant. Why wouldn’t I be?” Harry didn’t know how to respond to this. She sure as hell wasn’t talking like she was okay and yet there was nothing physically wrong with her. “Are you okay?” she asked folding her hands and staring at him.

“Yes,” 

“Good, and you Ginny? Are you okay?”

“Oh I’m fine, just heading to the greenhouses to get some herbs that I need.”

“Good. Then we’re all okay.” 

“Ella sweetie, has something happened?”

“No,” she denied then swiftly changed her mind, “Yes, actually, yes. Why are men Pigs?” Harry’s eyes goggled, “I mean you’re a man. You’re my father but you still a man,” Harry winced as she practically spat the word. “So tell me. Why? Why, are men such idiots?”

“Ahh…um…you see…well…sweetie who’s upset you?”  Harry glanced at Ginny who he was sure was trying not to laughing. Tears were forming in her eyes, and she was biting her lip in an effort not to smile.

“No one,” she snapped, “why would you think that? Oh forget it. MEN. None of you are worth the bother. You’re all the same.”

Sirius stood staring down the corridor Ella had just disappeared into. What just happened? One minute they were arguing the next she kissed him. She’d kissed him. Ella had kissed him. Why? What had they been talking about? There was definitely a point. Who cares? She kissed him. She actually kissed him. Sure she was making a point but she’d still kissed him. 

Sirius frowned, what had her point been again? Oh yeah, the difference between kisses. He definitely knew the difference. One, he’d never seen her kiss Blake the way she’d kissed him a minute ago. Thank Merlin, he thought. He’d have wanted to knock the guy out. On the other hand he had seen her kiss him quickly on the cheek or lips and he hadn’t like that either. 

Kissing hadn’t been complicated before. He’d never really thought about it much. Kissing was kissing, whatever way you look at it. But then SHE happened, bouncing back into his life, disrupting his world, and turning him into a jealous idiot. All green eyes and curly black hair, fun and laughter, smiles and teasing, she was his nemesis. 

Eyes narrowed he focused on her parting shot. “When you figure out which is which let me know,” she’d said. Oh he’d let her know alright. Bloody stubborn female. Thinks she can kiss him and walk away unaffected, did she? Well, did he have news for her? 

“Well you were no help,” Harry said turning to Ginny with his hands folded and eyeing her belligerently. 

“What exactly did you want me to do? Lie to her? It’s better she finds out now.”

“Finds out what exactly?” Harry said moving towards her menacingly.

“That men really aren’t worth the bother, and you are all the same,” Ginny replied holding her ground and looking back at him.

“Now Weasley, we’ve had this conversation before I believe.”

“Well if I remember correctly Potter we got interrupted before you could explain how you were different. But of course that was a while ago now, so you might have forgotten.”

Harry’s eyes widened and his mind zeroed in on Ginny, his whole focus being her and what she’d just said. He moved slowly towards her, not saying a word till he was standing directly in front of her. “I haven’t forgotten,” he whispered staring down into her eyes. “I was just biding my time.”

“A woman can’t wait forever you know,” Ginny replied not sure what she was thinking but knowing that the waiting was killing her. 

Harry grinned, reached out to gently tilt her chin up, “Well then, if the woman can’t wait, maybe she ought to ask.”

“She is…” Ginny didn’t finish, Harry had leaned down and captured her lips with his own. Drawing her closer to him and…

“Don’t mind me. See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil,” Sirius said as he passed by and down another corridor but it was too late. Harry and Ginny sprang apart to see his retreating form round the corner.  Harry and Ginny looked at each other in trepidation.

“How long do you think it’ll take before everyone knows,” Harry asked.

“I’ll talk to him,” Ginny told him by way of reply.

“Okay,” they stared at each other for a while and then Harry spoke. “I’m going to be traditional.”

“Huh?” Ginny frowned.

“Come to Hogsmead with me?” he asked and watched as she laughed up at him.

“I’d love to,” she replied.

“Good,”

“Now I’d better go talk to Sirius before the whole school knows.”

Ella paced her room. She couldn’t believe she’d just done what she’d done. How could she have gotten so angry? It was stupid. Ridiculous. Idiotic. Absurd. Preposterous. Oh Merlin, how could she have done such a thing? It was the height of stupidity. She just kissed her best friend. Sirius Weasley. WHY? WHY? WHY? She certainly never intended that to happen, hadn’t planned it but he’d got her so worked up with his. ‘Why didn’t you tell me’ and his ‘you still kiss and hug and act like you’re going out?’ So what if they did? What’s it to do with him? 

‘And then you kissed him to prove a point?’ a little voice said, ‘What kind of a fool would do that? Now he’s going to think you like him.’

‘But she does,’ said another voice.

“No I don’t,” Ella said out loud but it didn’t sound convincing to her ears, “Do I?”

‘Of course you do,’ the voice said and she groaned.

“Oh Merlin, how the hell did that happen? I’m an idiot. Sirius Weasley. WHY HIM?”

‘One of your best friends. The guy who saved your life and who took the time to get to know the real you. They guy who dragged you into his world and wouldn’t take no for an answer. WHY NOT HIM?’ that voice said.

“Because he’s only interested in the new me. The one who looks halfway decent, who doesn’t fade into the background anymore.”

‘Not true and you know it.’

“Shut up,” Ella said as she started to gather her hair together and pull it back off her face. “You don’t know anything.”

Sirius searched everywhere for Ella. Where the hell was she? Her room no doubt but he couldn’t go up there. Could he? He’d never braved the girls dorms before, and he’d been told that there were protections against boys going up there. He stood at the bottom of the stairwell trying to make up his mind what to do when a door slammed and someone came down the steps. He looked up and was glad to see it was Ella, albeit a old Ella, but still Ella.

Deciding to ignore the glasses and the tied back in a bun hair and everything else that went with the ‘Books’ persona  and focus on why he’d been looking for her he put out his hand to stop her. “Ella,”

Ella looked up, “What?” she snapped when she saw who it was, “Something wrong?”

“No, Ella I …”

“What?  Figured it out already?”

“No, Ella, there’s something…”

“Or maybe it’s the way I look or how I’ve done my hair or…”

“Ella,” 

“Or the fact that I’m wearing glasses...” he kissed her, reached out, pulled her to him and silenced her the only way he could think of. When he pulled back she opened her mouth to speak and he rolled his eyes.

Reaching out he covered her mouth with his hand to stem the flow, “I have to tell you something. It’s about your father.” Over his hand Ella’s eyebrows shot up and her eyes widened.

Reaching up she pulled his hand away from her mouth, “What?” she said anxiously, “Is he okay? Has something happened? I only saw him a while ago. Has he been hurt? What? Damn it, spit it out Sirius?”

“When you’re quite done panicking for no reason,” Sirius said rolling his eyes again and Ella reached out, pushed him against the wall in a fit of temper and demanded to know what was going on.

“Is there, or is there not, something wrong with my father.”

“Not the way you’re thinking Ella,” Sirius said reaching out to lift her off her feet and away from him so that he could get away from the wall before someone saw them. “I just saw something and I wanted to tell you.”

“So there’s nothing wrong?”

“No.”

“And my dad’s okay?”

“Yes,” She hit him. “Ow! What was that for?” Ella gave him a dirty look that said he should know the answer to that and folded her arms

“You have nothing to say Weasley that I want to hear.”

“Look, I know you’re mad at me right now and I’m not sure why or what the hell I’ve done but if I don’t tell you this soon I’ll be sworn to secrecy and then I won’t be able to so can you just forget you’re angry at me and let me tell you this before Aunt Ginny finds me..”

Ella was about to give a smart reply when heard him say Aunt Ginny. “What’s your aunt got to do with this? You said it was about my dad.”

“It is,” Sirius said grinning at Ella whose eyes went wide in understanding.

“Oh, OHHHHHH, right then, well I’m going to the Library so why don’t you come with me.”

“But what if Aunt Ginny sees us?”

“We’ll avoid her,” Ella said, “Come on.”

“But…”

“COME ON,” she whispered furiously and Sirius had no choice but to follow her.

“You saw them doing WHAT? When?” Ella couldn’t believe her ears. Her father and Ginny Weasley kissing. In a school corridor. How bizarre.

“I saw them snogging on the way back to Gryffindor Tower.”

“Merlin,” Ella exclaimed, “Oh I wish I’d seen that.”

“No you don’t,” Sirius said.

Ella rolled her eyes, “Boys,” she muttered then grinned again, “My dad’s got a crush, I’m going to get sooo much out of this.”

Sirius looked at Ella’s animated face, “What do you mean?”

“Well I can mess with his mind,” a look of pure evil glee came into Ella’s eyes and Sirius couldn’t help but wonder what she was going to do.

“How?”

“Oh the ways I could do this, I could develop a dislike for Ginny or you know go to dad and tell him how great it is to be the only woman in his life and how I’d hate anything to come between us or I could just pop up whenever he was around Ginny or…oh ways I could screw with his mind are so numerous I don’t know where to start.”

“You don’t actually mind though. Right?” Sirius said getting worried now.

Ella made a face, “Of course not, I think it would be great. I really like Ginny and I wouldn’t have a problem with her dating dad.”

“But what if this goes to something more? What if they get married? Ginny would be your stepmother.”

“Hmmmm you’re right, I wouldn’t like that at all,” Ella said and Sirius went still, “We’ll have to stop it.”

“But Ella,”

“Yes I’ll have to do something,”

“Ah…Um…Ella…” Sirius didn’t know what to say. He really didn’t think she’s have a problem with it. How was he going to figure this one out?

“I mean really, I cannot be related to you. It would be unbearable, you, a cousin, how would I cope.” Ella grinned when Sirius slowly met her eyes.

“YOU…I ought to…I thought…Ella.”

Ella laughed softly, “You should have seen your face. It was soooooo funny.”

“Oh Ha ha,”

“Oh come on, I can’t believe you actually thought I’d have a problem with it. I mean you should know if Dad was happy I would be too.”

“Are you still going to play with him?” Sirius asked.

“Of course,” Ella grinned, “What kind of a daughter would I be if I didn’t?”

“You are evil Ella.”

“I know,” she replied and Sirius had to laugh. If anyone had told him a year ago that the girl in front of him could be such a minx then he’d have laughed in their face. Ella was an enigma, one that he wasn’t sure he’d ever solve. She was vivacious and intelligent, kind and mischievous, teasing and serious, beautiful and unaffected and loads more. 

She intrigued him. He wanted to know more. He wanted to know what she was thinking and how she thought, wanted to understand what drove her and who she was, what made her do the things she did and be the person she was. He just, wanted to know more. He reached out to tuck a wayward curl behind her ear and she turned to smile at him, “Come to Hogmead with me?” he whispered and Ella stilled her eyes meeting his.

“I thought I was,” she said.

“With me, no one else, just me.”

“As friends?” she asked wanting to know why he was asking.

“That depends,”

“On what?”

“On you,” he said and the got up, “I’ll leave you to think about it.”

“I leave you to think about it,” Ella repeated to herself and not for the first time since Sirius had left her in the Library. She was walking towards her father’s quarters to talk to him. Knocking on the door she waited till he called out then entered. “Hi dad,” she said plonking herself down on the sofa and folding her arms.

“Hi moppet, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Does there have to be something wrong for me to come to see you?” Ella demanded and Harry’s eyes shot up.

“No of course not I just… never mind. How are you?”

“Fine, why what have you heard?”

“Nothing Ella, it’s just that you were in a bit of a temper this afternoon and …”

“Oh that,” Ella waved away what he was saying and with a roll of her eyes, “that was then.”

“Uh huh.” Harry said, “So how’s school? Everything okay in your classes?”

“Yes,” Ella frowned, “Why, has someone said something? Have I failed something. Are my grades….”

“ELLA,” Harry shouted to pull her out of her state of panic, “What is the matter with you I’m only asking as a parent.”

“Oh, okay then. Sorry, bad time.”

“Oh,” Harry said then his eyes widened in understanding, “OH. Are you okay? I can get your uncle to brew you a potion or…”

“What? Get uncle Severus to... ” Ella looked at her dad like he was crazy then suddenly understood where his mind was going. “DAAAAAAD. No. That’s not what I meant. Besides I know how to brew a potion for that and…”

“Okay, okay, I get it, it’s not women’s problems.”

“Men,” Ella folded her arms and snorted in disgust, “Like I’d tell you something like that.” Harry made a face and Ella smiled, “So what’s happening in your life dad?” she asked as she patted the seat beside her and he sat down. “What’s happening in the life of Harry Potter, The Boy Who Lived?” 

Harry frowned at this but Ella leaned her head on his shoulder and smiled, looking up at him from the side. “Nothing really. Just teaching and making sure students don’t get in any trouble.”

“Boring,” Ella said in a sing song voice, “There must be something interesting happening?”

“I’m not telling you anything the teachers discuss,”

“Damn,” Ella said dramatically and Harry smiled at her antics. “Well if nothing interesting is happening with your life we’ll just have to do something about that. How about you and I go to Hogsmead together? We can have some father daughter time. We haven’t done that in so long.” Harry didn’t know what to say. He remained silent instead, “Yeah that’s an idea,” Ella continued, “We can spend some time together and catch up. I’m so glad I don’t have to share you daddy.”

Harry’s heart beat a little faster, “Do you really feel that way sweetheart?”

“Of course, don’t you?” Harry looked down into her green eyed stare and felt immediately guilty. “It’s so good to know that I’m the only woman in your life.”

Oh Merlin this wasn’t good, “Guess it’s lucky I don’t date then.”

“Isn’t it? I mean I don’t know how I’d cope with you going out with someone. I’d be so upset. I don’t think I’d like someone taking your affections from me.”

“That would never happen Ella. You’re my baby, my moppet, no one could ever replace you. No matter what happened. No matter who I dated or anything. You will always be my daughter and I’ll always love you.”

“I know daddy but I guess it’s just lucky I don’t have to share you. I’m not ready.” Ella tried to hide a smile at her fathers distress. She couldn’t keep this going for long. The look on his face was priceless. Torn. Distressed. Unknowing. She waited to see what he’d say.

“Of course sweetie,” Harry replied thinking he’d have to explain to Ginny his reasons and hope she’d understand.

“Daddy,” Ella pushed away from him, “I can’t believe you’d think I was that shallow or that Sirius wouldn’t tell me straight away.”

“What?”

“Oh please like I so didn’t guess you were interested in Ginny over the summer.”

“What?”

“You are way to easy to mess with daddy,”

“Elisabeth Lillian Potter, you little minx,” Ella laughed and danced out of her fathers reach.

“What? Ginny and Daddy up a tree, K I S S I N G..”

“ELLA, I’m going to kill you.”

“Yeah right, I guess that’s a no to Hogsmead. Huh? Other plans?”

“You are a brat and I don’t know where I got you from.”

“But you love me,”

“For my sins,”

“I love you too and I’m glad you and Ginny are getting together.”

“Really?” 

“Yes really, I have no issues. I know you love me daddy and I know you would do anything for me and I think that Ginny is lovely so no matter what happens, I’ll be happy.”

“I do love you sweetheart. Mischievous little minx that you are. I do love you, with all my heart.”

“And I love you but now I have to go torment someone else.”

“Oh really? Giving me a break are you? How nice.”

“I wouldn’t mind meeting you for a drink in Hogsmead, if you want me to.”

“I’d like that.”

“Good,” Ella kissed his cheek and walked to the door, “Does Ginny need a babysitter?”

“Not as far as I know but I’ll be sure to let her know you volunteered if there’s any problems.”

“Okay, but be sure to let her know that I’d be bringing Maggie to Hogsmead with me.”

“Will do,”

“Night daddy,”

“Night baby and I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“You’ve been avoiding me,” Ella said a few days later as she stood in the doorway between quidditch teams meeting room and the changing room tying back her hair. They were the only ones left as it was their turn to tidy up.

“What? No, I’ve been busy,” Sirius said.

“Not that busy, we have the same classes Sirius, but whenever I try to talk to you, you scuttle off muttering some excuse.”

“Scuttle? You make me sound like a rodent.”

“Don’t be silly, the match is tomorrow and then it’s the weekend.”

“So it is,” he agreed.

Ella licked her lips nervously, “You asked me to come with you to Hogsmead, and told me to think about it.” He nodded not really looking at her but Ella forged on, “Yeah, well, if the offers still there, I’d like to,” she said really quickly then spun round and started picking up the pieces of parchment that were scattered around. 

Sirius turned slowly, not quite believing his ears. He waited, hoping she’d look up at him but she didn’t. Reaching out he placed a hand on her shoulder and turned her. Green eyes focused on him, “Really?” She nodded and smiled. 

Sirius sighed took and her hand gently in his own. He’d spent the past week going between worry and nervousness, feeling sick and unsure. He had been avoiding her, not wanting to here her say no. Never before had he worried so much over a girl. It had been horrible, usually when he asked one out, he knew the answer. This time he hadn’t and it was the most nerve wracking experience of his life. “Good.”

Ella’s hand curled softly in his and she willed her heart to slow its beat. She’d said it. Agreed to go and he was glad. They both leaned closer to each other. “Ella, Sirius, you still here,” they sprang apart and randomly picked up the papers.

“Yeah Dean, in here,” Sirius called.

“Oh good, wanted to tell you two together. You’ll be going to Hogsmead alone, I’ve finally managed to convince, Jules to come on a date with me.”

“That’s great,” Ella said.

“Yeah,” Dean grinned from ear to ear looking between his two friends, “So, either of you two have a problem with going to Hogmead alone.”

“No,” they both said quickly shaking their heads.

“You sure?”

“Yeah, why not?”

Dean raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. On the way back to the Tower he smiled to himself as he caught the sidelong looks when they thought the other wasn’t looking. ‘Why not indeed?’ he thought, ‘those two need to get a clue.’

“I’m going to be sick,” Ella said, “I can’t do this, I can’t.” 

“It’s just a match Ella, you’ve played them before,” Aaron their quidditch Captain said looking at her warily.

“Ha,” she scoffed and started to pace. “Much you know about it. Do you know who’s out there? Do you?”

“The school,” Aaron replied frowning at her.

“My Father,” Ella continued like he hadn’t said anything, “Only one of the best Seekers Hogwarts has seen. The youngest in a century. I can’t do it. You’ll have to get someone else.”

“There isn’t anyone else and stop being a girl,” Aaron snapped.

Ella stopped her pacing, turned her head to stare at Aaron, eyes narrowed she twisted her body so she was facing the seventh year captain. “I AM A GIRL,” she said slowly, her voice low and menacing. “In case you haven’t noticed.”

“Aaron why don’t the rest of you wait out there for a second,” Sirius interrupted nodding to the compartment from which they flew out of when the match started.  The rest of the team didn’t need to be told twice, they fled. Aaron went but more slowly. When the door finally closed, Sirius turned to Ella and eyed her mutinous stance. “I know I teased you at the start of the year about this but Ella, you don’t have anything to worry about.” 

“I feel sick, I’m too nervous Sirus, I can’t do it.”

“Yes you can. Your dad is going to be so proud of you Ella. I heard him boasting the other day that he couldn’t wait to see you fly. He’s so excited.”

“Yeah, why do you think I’m so nervous. What if I mess up? What if I fall off my broom or don’t catch the snitch or…”

“Ella relax,” Sirius reached out and laid a hand on the side of her face, “You’ve never fallen off your broom. You always catch the snitch and you’re the best flyer I’ve ever seen. Plus I happen to know lots of stories about your father falling off brooms, Dad told me.”

“Really? But…” 

“Come on, this can’t be the girl I know. Not the one who faces down deatheaters and knocks people unconscious before jumping out windows and turning into illegal animagi not to mention kicking her fathers butt into the hospital wing the first week back at school.” Ella made a face but started to smile, “Now that can’t be a smile I see. No way. You’re way too nervous to smile.”

“Shut up Sirius,” she muttered putting out a hand to hit his chest.

“Now you see, that the Ella I know,” Sirius smiled down at her as he caught her hand, “Though there wasn’t much force behind it.”

“I wasn’t trying,”

“Careful Ella I might think you like me,” Sirius teased.

“Well maybe I do,” she admitted softly and the grin on Sirius’s face was replaced by a searching look. Slowly he pulled her closer to him and tipped her face up to meet his. Their eyes met and clung. Sirius moved, bending his head slightly as Ella raised herself on tip toes to meet him half way. Their lips met, clung, and both of them moved closer. Sirius laid a hand gently on the small of her back and leaned down into the kiss. Ells stretched to wrap her arm around his neck and suddenly felt herself lifted from the ground as two strong arms encircled her waist. 

The kiss ended slowly, both pulling away gently and staring into each others eyes. By some silent agreement they acknowledged what was happening between them. Knew that friends just wasn’t enough for them. That they’d moved passed it. The silence stretched till Sirius finally stepped away placing her gently back on her feet. “We should go,”

“Yeah, Aaron will be storming in here any minute now.”

“Yeah,” Sirius agreed.

“Okay then,”

“Right, so you’re okay.”

“No, but I’ll play anyway.”

“That’s my girl,” Sirius said and took her hand as they moved to the door.

“That’s my baby,” Harry said grinning so proudly that Hermione was sure his face would crack.

“Yes I know,”

 “Did you see her go? Isn’t she the best ever?”

“Chip off the old block, that one,” Ron grinned enjoying his best friends excitement.”

“Did you see the way she flew? She can fly, my girl. Did you see? Did you see?”

“Yeah mate I saw. She was excellent but then she always is.”

“My baby, kicking some Slytherin a s s. Oh. Could I be more proud.” 

“And did you see Sirius,”

“Yeah Ron, he was brilliant. Not one quaffle went through.”

“That’s my boy,”

Ginny suppressed a giggle as Hermione leaned around both Ron and Harry and rolled her eyes. “It’s not like Sirius had much of a chance to block the quaffles. Ella got the snitch after twenty minutes.”

Harry’s grin widened even more, “That’s my girl,” he nodded.

Hermione laughed, not having the heart to spoil his fun. Besides Ella had flew great that day. Catching the snitch a mere twenty minutes into the game and before the Slytherins could even muster a score. The Gryffindors were all roaring and jumping in the stands with excitement. Her team mates were all surrounding her, hugging her. They all did little whirlwinds in the air and then suddenly shot out towards the stands where Harry, Ron, Hermione and Ginny were sitting. Ella hovered over them grinning before handing her father the snitch and then zooming off again.

“See, that’s my girl,” Harry said again proudly holding the snitch up. The friends laughed as they made their way down and back towards the school.

“You were amazing,” Sirius said the next day as they wandered Hogsmead together hand in hand. 

Ella grinned up at him, “Thanks, I couldn’t believe my luck.”

“Luck had nothing to do with it. You caught the snitch before the other teams seeker could  kick off.”

“It was sooooooo much fun. I love flying. Don’t know why I was so nervous.”

“Me either. You’re a whiz in a broom, Ella.”

“All these compliment are going to go to my head.”

“I doubt it,” Sirius laughed.

“You were great too, not one Quaffle.”

“Like I had a chance.”

“Hey, it’s not my fault I’m perfect.”

“Hah,” Sirius said and Ella hit him lightly.

“So what are we doing next. I’m getting hungry.”

“Let’s go to that coffee shop over there then and get something to eat.”

“Great,” she replied, “I’m paying.”

“You are not,” Sirius frowned ferociously at her and she laughed.

“You don’t scare me Weasley and you paid for our Butterbeers.”

“So? I’m gonna pay for this aswell,” 

“I don’t think so”

“I do,” Sirius bent and kissed her, “Now stop arguing with me.”

“But I like arguing with you,” she pouted teasingly.

 “Are you deliberately trying to bait me Ella.”

“You betcha,” she grinned her eyes twinkling at him.

 Sirius shook his head, “Come on then I better feed you before you come up with new ways torture me,” he said and leaned down to kiss her again. It amazed him how easy kissing her had become in just twenty four hours. But then they’d stayed up most of the night talking and kissing.

 After the celebrations, when everyone else had gone to bed, they’d found themselves alone, sitting on the couch talking. It had seemed natural enough when she’d leaned her head on his shoulder to rest for him to put an arm around her. When they’d both turned at the same time to say something, it was like they’d both just realised how close they were and had froze. Caught in the moment. They’d kissed then and somehow when they’d woken up the next day things were settled between them. They were a couple and their date to Hogsmead didn’t feel half as nerve wracking anymore.

“Did I just see what I thought I saw?” Harry asked stunned.

“I think so. If you saw what I saw that is.”

“What did you see?”

“My nephew kissing your daughter.”

“That’s what I saw. Let’s go get a coffee.”

“Harry,” Ginny laughed, “You cannot spy on them.”

“Yes I can,” 

“No you can’t,”

“Yes I can,” Harry nodded vigorously taking her hand and dragging her towards the coffee shop

“Harry,” she laughed, “Ella will kill you.”

“No, Ella said she’d have a drink with us if we wanted. Why not lunch?” Ginny shook her head and didn’t even bother arguing. He was on a mission. One that involved his moppet, which meant there was no chance of distracting him.

They entered the coffee shop behind Ella and Sirius who’d just asked for a table for two. “Make that four,” Harry said and the young couple spun round to look at them. “You don’t mind having lunch with your old man, do you Ella?”

“No,” Ella said grinning at Ginny and for the first time Harry realised what he’d just gotten himself into. “I don’t mind at all, do you Sirius?”

“Oh no,” Sirius said recognising the look on Ella’s face, “I have no problem with it.” 

“Well then, a table for four it is,” Ella said and the waiter showed them to their table. 

“You’re in so much trouble Potter. I do not like the look on your daughters face,” Ginny whispered.

“It can’t be that bad,” Harry muttered. Famous last words.

“Okay that had to be the most I’ve been grilled in my entire life,” Ginny said after the left Sirius and Ella.

“I’m sorry, she was getting back at me.”

“I know that, but there were some questions in there that were deadly serious.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean your moppet was giving me a very clear, but subtle message that if I messed with you I mess with her.”

“Huh?”

“She was being protective.”

“Oh Ginny I didn’t even cop on to it. I thought she was being a brat because I dared to interrupt her date.”

“Which you have no problem with,” Ginny added grinning.

“Well I wouldn’t say that,”

“Oh please you barely questioned him,”

“Well I know him, don’t I?” Harry reasoned, “And he’s Ron and Hermione’s son, which means there’s loads in his favour there.”

“You’d still kill him if her hurt her though huh?”

“Of course, but I am sorry if you felt she grilled you.”

“Don’t be silly, it was kind of nice knowing she cared about you so much. You must be doing something right.”

“I hope so,” Harry said and Ginny slipped her hand into his and squeezed.

“You are, trust me. She’s happy, she loves you and she’s secure in who she is and in her surroundings. You are doing a wonderful job with her.”

Harry smiled down at Ginny, “Thank you, it’s nice to hear that sometimes.”

“I know, I often worry about Maggie not having a dad but then she’s got so many uncles it’s not like she’s missing out. They spoil her rotten.”

“She’s an angel,” Harry smiled thinking of the little girl.

“I won’t argue with you,” Ginny agreed grinning.

“So’s her mother,” Harry whispered reaching out he caressed her face and bent slowly to kiss her.

Ginny held her breath in anticipation. The last kiss he’d given her had left her tingling all day. She’d even picked the wrong herbs at the greenhouse much to her chagrin. She’d been wondering if she’d imagined it but as his lips touched hers she knew it had been real and this time there was nothing stopping her from savouring the moment.

“Did you have to grill Ginny like that?” Sirius asked as they walked back to the school.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean your father wasn’t even that bad with me,”

“I was just getting my point across. I could have been a hell of a lot worse.”

“And what exactly was your point?”

“That I take care of what’s mine and Dad is mine. No one messes with the people I love Sirius, or they face me. Dad has had it rough. You don’t know the half of it.”

“So you were warning Ginny not to hurt your dad.”

“Exactly, not that I think she will, she’s smitten. It’s so obvious,”

“She’s not the only one,”

“No, Dad’s right up there on cloud nine with her. It’s nice to see him happy like that.”

“He’s not the only one who’s had a rough life though.”

“You mean Ginny? Losing her husband and everything?”

“No, I mean you,” Sirius shook his head. Ella rarely thought of herself, it can’t be good thinking of everyone else all the time.

“Me? I haven’t had it that bad Sirius. I had a dad that loved me, protected me, kept me safe. I’ve never wanted anything and sure I’ve had to do a few things some kids haven’t but in the end my life has been pretty good.”

“You really think that don’t you?” Sirius was shocked, “Don’t you ever get angry at the fact that you had to spend half you life in hiding and pretending to be someone else.”

Ella stopped and looked up at him. He looked quite angry on her behalf. She smiled, “No, but obviously you have.”

Sirius shrugged, “It bugs me that you had to pretend to be someone else. That you had to shoulder all that on your own, with no friends to lean on.”

Ella smiled at Sirius, “It was hard Sirius but I can’t dwell on that. I’d be bitter if I did and Dad didn’t bring me up to be like that.” She laid a hand on his chest and looked up, “Things have worked out for the best. I mean, look at us?”

Sirius saw her smile and covered her hand, “What about us? What are we now Ella?”

Ella grinned impishly, “Well now, that depends,” she said.

Eyes narrowed Sirius didn’t trust that grin, “On what?”

“You,” she replied with a laugh in her voice, “I’ll leave you to think it about it,” she added before skipping off ahead. Sirius frowned then remembered where she’d gotten the words from.

“Oi,” he shouted as he ran after her.

“So who you bringing to the Yule ball,” Dean asked Sirius while they were in Herbology.

“Am…”

“Oh come on, don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

“Well…” Sirius cast a look over at Ella and then back to Sirius.

“Why don’t you just ask her,” Dean said.

“Who?”

“Who? Ella you git. You know you want to. I mean please it’s so obvious.”

“I have,” Sirius interrupted.

“Like come on, I’m your… You have what?”

“Asked her.”

Deans eyes widened, “And?”

“And we’re going together,” Sirius said.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“You never asked before.”

“Am I missing something?”

“Yep,”

“What exactly?”

“Besides your brain?”

“Sirius,” Dean warned.

“Ella and I are going out,”

“Since when?”

“Since our Hogsmead date,”

“WHAT DATE?”

“Mr Leyland, stop talking and concentrate on what you’re doing please.”

“Sorry Sir,” Dean said and went back to work. Ella wandered over with to them with her miniature Burburous and looked between the two boys.

“Why are my ears burning,” she whispered.

Dean looked up at her and scowled, “Okay, let me get this straight. You’re telling me, ME, your best friend, that you two are dating and what, it just slipped your mind to let me know.”

Ella grinned, “How did that come up?”

“He asked who I was taking to the Yule Ball,” Sirius said.

“Ah, and who are you taking Dean,”

“Jules,”

“Oh, since when?”

“Since our Hogsmead…Okay, okay, I get it, I didn’t tell you either but at least I told you two I was going on a date with Jules. You two kept yours a secret.”

“Ah but you see, there’s so much more fun in keeping it a secret. Makes the whole thing much more elicit,” Ella teased and Dean grinned at her before turning to Sirius.

 “Rather you than me mate,” he said and ducked as Ella threw some dirt at him.

The following term few by and soon Christmas was upon them and so was the next Hogsmead weekend. Ella, Sirius, Dean and Jules set off together early to do some shopping. It was a cold crisp day and snow had fallen the night before covering the grounds in a blanket of white softness. 

“I’ve got to go over to ‘The Stepping Stones’ for something,” Ella said as they stood outside the Outlet for Weasley Wizard Wheezes. “I’ll meet you inside in a few minutes. Okay?”

“Sure,” Sirius said as he bent to give her a quick peck on the lips, “Don’t be too long though, Fred and George will want to show us their new stuff.”

“Why would I want to see that? You’re the trouble maker.”

“I feel the need to share my pranks with you.”

“Great, see you in a few minutes.”

“Good, see you soon.”

Ella set off across the street to ‘The Stepping Stones’ hoping they had what she was looking for. ‘The Stepping Stones’ was a shop that held both Muggle and Wizard literature and she wanted to get Sirius a copy of Sherlock Holmes. His favourite muggle story. She’d asked the shopkeeper to order it for her at Halloween and told him not to rush it that she’d be back on the next Hogsmead weekend. She went inside but saw no one.

“Hellooooo? Anyone here?,” she called out, “Mr Walters?” No reply. Deciding to wait she wandered around the store looking at the books and waiting for someone to appear to help her. She was flicking through a copy of Muggle Fairy Tales when she heard a noise and turned round expecting someone to be there. No one. She’d been here too long without seeing the proprietor. Putting down the book she glanced around and her eyes fell on a door off to the side behind the counter. Moving towards it she reached out to push it open. “Mr Walters are you in here?” she called and then stopped as she saw the old man slumped on the floor. 

“Mr Walters?” Ella ran to him, feeling for a pulse she was glad to find one. He was still alive.  She took out her wand and cast a quick healing charm she’d learned before getting up and going for help. When she turned however the doorway was blocked. 

“And this will allow you to …” Fred stopped talking and looked at his distracted nephew. “Hey are you even paying attention.”

“Huh? What? Sorry, what were you saying?”

George grinned, “Where’s you mind today? You’re usually so focused when we’re telling you about a new invention.”

“Sorry, it just…well, Ella should have been here by now.”

“Where is she?”

“Oh, she went the ‘The Stepping Stones’ to get something.”

“Oh old Walters is probably talking her head off,” Fred said.

“Maybe,”

“Look why don’t you go get her and then come back,” George said and Fred nodded.

“Yes we need your complete attention when we’re explaining how to play this trick.”

“We’ll come with you,” Jules said smiling at Sirius.

“We will?” Dean asked.

“Yes Dean, we will. Come on, the sooner we get her, the sooner we can come back.”

“Okay.”

The three friends headed over to the shop. “Wonder what’s taking her so long?” Dean said.

“Fred said Walters was probably keeping her here talking.”

“What was she getting?”

“She didn’t say,” Sirius answered pushing the door open.

 They all froze as they stepped inside. Shelves were broken, books everywhere, scorch marks marred the walls, furniture turned over, smoke rose from off the ruined books. The place was a mess. Sirius swallowed, “Ella?” he whispered then panic rose, “ELLA,” he shouted running through the shop.

“Get help,” Dean told Jules as he followed his friend.

“Ella,” Sirius shouted again, “Oh merlin, please be here Dean.”

“I know,” Dean said then both of them heard a noise from inside the other room. “Wait,” Dean pulled Sirius back, “Wands out,” he told him, knowing his friend wasn’t thinking straight. Sirius nodded and they both headed for the door.

This room was as bad as the rest of the shop. Broken furniture, bits of wood, books everywhere. There had been a great struggle here. That much was obvious. Another groan had them turning, “Mr Walters?” Dean said when the saw the old man lying on the floor. Both boys ran to the old man.

“Mr Walters? What happened?”

The old man was barely conscious. He struggled to sit up but the boys pushed him back down, “Tried…girl…help,” he couldn’t get his words out. Swallowing he tried again. “Trouble…Deatheaters.” The old man slipped into unconsciousness and a two very pale looking boys turned as people started running into the shop to help.

Harry sat in silence. The Agony of the passed few hours had taken its’ toll. He’d veered between anger and helplessness, pain and fear, hope and depression. How could this have happened? Ginny, Hermione Ron and he, had come running when they’d heard the shouts. The shop had been a disasters zone. Looking around Harry had immediately seen the struggle that must have taken place. Whoever had been taken had put up some fight, he’d thought. Then he’d seen Sirius and Dean, their faces paler than snow, their eyes wide with fear and the first trickle of ice had slithered through him. Full blown panic had emerged when he’d met Sirius’s eyes. 

“No, no,” he’d cried as he’d torn through the shop. Pulling over furniture and shouting her name. People scattered in his wake, backing away and giving him space. Silence filled the room, till only the sound of furniture, and shelves and books could be heard being thrown about in frantic terror and eventually Harry collapsed to his knees, “Ella, no,” he’d cried out in devastation.

 Ginny had knelt beside him then. A soft gentle hand on his shoulder another on his face. He’d looked into her brown eyes and seen the sympathy there, the compassion, the shock. She’d gathered him to her and rocked him like he was a kid. All the while he could hear Ron and Hermione giving orders, asking questions, demanding answers. 

“Nothing we can,” Hermione had told him

“We’ll have to wait,” Dumbledore had said, “We can’t assume the worst,”

“Yeah mate, she’s strong, she’s a fighter,”

“It’s easy for you to say, it’s not your daughter they’ve got.”

“Harry, nothing more can be done tonight,” Ginny said softly, “Why don’t you try and get some rest,”

“Rest, like I’ll sleep,” Harry shook his head. Why did people always tell you to get some rest? He felt helpless. They were right about one thing. Voldemort had his baby, and there was nothing he could do about it. Not till he figured out where and what he wanted.

A knock on his door had him turn to look at it.  “Come in,” he called and was surprised to see Severus Snape walk in. He sighed, he really wasn’t in the mood for this.

“Severus,” he managed as he took a deep breath.

Snape moved towards him and shoved a bottle under his nose as he teetered on his feet, swaying from side to side. “Thought you could probably do with this right now,”

Surprised, he frowned at it, “What is it?” he asked.

“A little drink I like to call, Oblivion,” Snape replied and Harry’s eyes shot up. “Made it myself,” Harry sniffed it carefully then took a swig. It tasted vile but he didn’t care. 

“Have you had some?”

“Merlin, yes, I need to forget for a moment,”

“Have a seat,” Harry said and Snape collapsed on the seat opposite him. They sat in silence drinking the vile drink that seemed to taste better with every mouthful. Sat in silence, in their own dark thoughts.

“You know what Potter…hic… does trouble just know where you are…hic,” Snape said frowning across at Harry.

“Probably, sh’doesn’t sheem to findit hard to…hic… locate me,”

“I had hoped dat Elisabeth would have inherhicited some of the Snape genes,”

“Huh, well lucky her,”

“Huh,” was all Snapes reply and there was silence again.

“You know,” Harry said squinting at the bottle, “This is good stuff,”

“Thank you.”

“Welcome,” 

“You know, I don’t reckon he’d kill her,”

“No, he wants me.”

“And me, don’tchforget that Potter. You’re notthe only one he’safter.”

“Do you reckon if we gave ourselvesup, he’d let ‘er go?”

Snape thought about it then nodded, “You know, we got nothing to lose,” he replied.

“Rightsthen,” Harry said struggling up from his seat, “Howdwedo dat?”

Snape who was himself struggling to stand gave Harry a bleary stare, “Dya know, I donno.”

“Dumblidoreeeeeeee would,”

“Yes, lessssssssss go ashkim.”

Ginny was walking with Ron and Hermione towards Dumbledores office when she heard what sounded like drunken singing. She looked at her companions who stared back at her bewildered. Rounding the corner they were greeted with a site none of them ever thought they’d see.

Hermione started to giggle despite herself and the situation, Ginny clapped a hand over her mouth as well as Rons and stared wide eyed at Harry and Snaped sitting by the wall beside the entrance to Dumbledores office. Harry was teaching Snape a song he’d obviously made up to the tune of the Muggle movie the Wizard of Oz

We’re off to see the Wizard

The terrible Voldemort

We going to give ourselves up

To the terrible Voldemort.

“Bloody Hell, he’s drunk,”

“With Snape,”

“Give themselves up?” Ginny shook her head, “Harry Potter,” she shouted and Harry looked up.

“Ginny, bweatiful, ssssssssoooooooo glad I found you.”

“I found you Potter,” Ginny said folding her arms and staring at him.

“Really?”

“Uh huh,”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,”

“Oh. Okay, well, doesn’t matter. Nothing matters but moppet. So I have to tell you. I can’t see you anymore. Severus and I are going t’give ourselves up.”

“Oh Really? I don’t think so. Harry this is not the way to handle this. You need to be fully functioning should something happen.”

“Nope, Severus and I have decided.”

“Yes Ms Weasley we have,” Snape added and Ginny frowned ferociously at them. 

“Well you can get undecided,” Ginny said then threw her hands up in consternation, “Hermione would you please cast the sobering charm on them.”

“Why don’t you do it? You’re just as good.”

“I might kill them,” Ginny replied

“Okay,” Hermione cast the charm and watched as the glazed look disappeared from the faces of Harry and the Potions master.

“What the hell?” Harry asked then clung to his head, “Merlin, someone stop the pain.”

“Oh, I think we drank too much of ‘Oblivion,’” Snape muttered as he struggled to his feet but he gave up half way.

“Oblivion?” Ginny questioned in a loud voice and both Harry and Snape covered their ears.

“Ginny have mercy,” Harry mumbled and Ginny rolled her eyes and cast the anti hangover charm.

“You, Harry Potter, are coming with me,” Ginny said as she bent down and started pulling him to his feet. “And as for you Professor Snape, I suggest you go and speak to Dumbledore sensibly. Harry I can understand but we need at least one person in Ella’s family thinking cognitively.”

Ella had never been so scared in her life. Fear rose like bile in her throat and cast a shadow across her mind, preventing her from thinking clearly.  She’d fought and fought and fought but there had been too many of them and not enough room to escape. How could this have happened? How had they known she’d be there? Alone?  Her body hurt. She ached everywhere. Her head pounded. Her eyes blurred, the contacts really needed to come out. Her face was mucky with grime and her body felt like it was on fire. Her hands were bound magically behind her and she was sitting on a lone chair in the dampest, dingiest, miserable looking dungeon in creation. 

The door was locked. She knew because they’d made sure she’d heard them doing it. Deatheaters. She heard noises outside and her eyes widened, her mouth went dry, her heart beat faster and painfully in her chest, her breath was short, tears formed in her eyes, panic overwhelmed her. This was it. She was going to see him. The man, if you could call him that, who had killed her mother, been trying to kill her father since he was 1 years old, who’d constantly searched to eliminate her family. She steeled herself against what was to come. In her mind she cried out, anywhere but here, anywhere but here, anywhere but here… over and over and over again. 

The door began to open as if in slow motion. It seemed like it took an eternity. The sound of it scraping against the concrete ground grated on her already frazzled nerve. She couldn’t breath, couldn’t move, her eyes were stinging from the effort of not blinking, and a lump was forming in her. Oh Merlin, please, take me away. Take me away.

A dark figure hovered on the doorstep before entering. A wand appeared and she heard the words she’d heard uttered before. Pain wracked her body. She fell off the chair and onto the floor. A high pitched laugh echoed off the walls bringing forth memories of a time she’d forgotten. Memories of a day when she’d been hiding under the trap door. A moment that had destroyed the life she knew and forced her father to flee into hiding. The moment where her mother had died, tortured to the end. The moment she, as a three year old baby had felt more fear and anger than anything she had felt since. The moment her light had shined out from her to banish the man from her mother’s side.

“Come child, surely you’ll remember me.” The voice was evil, filled with hatred and hostility. Dark and repulsive, she tried not to wince. 

“I know you,” she whispered forcing herself to her knees and looking up into the nothingness that was Voldemort. “I remember you.”

“Indeed girl, and so you should, the Light of Uniphix is something I had searched for. Surprising to find that it in such an insignificant being but then, it is the perfect place to hide. I never realised could be hidden within a mere child.” Ella swallowed. No one knew what had happened that day. No one knew how she’d survived. She hadn’t been old enough to explain. Had been hysterical at her mothers side when they’d found her. Distraught beyond imagining and beyond reasoning.

 The Light of Uniphix? So that was what it was called. The strange power that had only filled her once before. The feeling of not being herself, of being controlled, the same feeling she was beginning to experience once again. She felt the pain of the crucio curse once more and bit her lip to stop from crying out. For an eternity she writhed in pain till he lifted the spell. Pain gone, mind nominally clear, the words she needed floated in the air and she grasped at them. Dragged them to her, and without volition her lips moved, words came out, her voice, yet it was strong, stronger than she felt, stronger than she was. Clarity filled her, power surrounded her.

Feel the power, see the light

You are one not worth the fight

Back you go, into the night

You cannot have this Uniphix light

Into the darkness, out of time

I cast you now into the grime

I’ll be gone on end of rhyme

For you the Uniphix will not shine

“Noooooooooooooooooo,” a voice screamed before darkness took her. She didn’t care. She wanted the peace. The quiet. The nothingness. 

Ella woke on something soft and warm. Warily she opened her eyes and surveyed her surroundings. There was no dark eerie dungeon around her. She lay very still unsure whether she was hallucinating or actually lying on a bed in a small pretty little room. The door to her left opened and her gaze swung wide and fearful to it. A woman came in, stopped then smiled kindly at her, “Well now, look at you. Awake at last.” A Scottish accent, Ella thought.

“Where am I?”

“Well now ye’re at my house. Mine and me husbands. We found ye in the snow, unconscious. Don’t rightly know where ye be from or how you got here, was hoping you could answer that. What’s your name lass?”

“Elisabeth,” Ella replied still unsure, “I don’t know how I got here. I can’t remember.”

“Aye, well it’ll come back to you in time I’m sure. How are you feeling?”

“Not bad thank you.”

“No headache? Pain? Anything?” Ella shook her head and the woman nodded. “Good, are ye hungry, I could get you some soup. Freshly made it is.”

“Thank you,” Ella replied and the woman nodded and turned to go, “Excuse me, but what is your name.”

“Saint’s preserve us lass, where are my manners gone. I’m Brenna, Brenna McKay.”

“Thank you for helping me Mrs McKay.”

“Brenna will do lass. I’ll go fetch you some soup and fresh baked bread. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Ella watched her go and then sat up and looked about her. Her clothes were gone. She was in a shirt that was way to big for her so she guessed it belonged to Brenna’s husband. “The Light of Uniphix,” she whispered. “Nerimai and Norsemau,” she repeated the names that had rose out of the mist to the forefront of her memories. They had spoken to her. Made her laugh, but she couldn’t tell anyone about them. They were a secret. They had been the one to tell her to hide underneath the trap door that day. She remembered now. Like a dream forgotten. “Nerimai and Norseemau,” she repeated and jumped as the air shimmered beside her and they appeared.

“You called Ella,” Nerimai said softly.

“You’re real,”

“Only to you child,” Norsemau assured.

“I don’t understand. Who are you? Are you ghosts?”

Both figures smiled, “In a way, yes and yet we are not. You could say we are…guardians. Yes that’s better. Guardians of the Light.”

“The Light?”

“Yes, you. You are the Light and we are your guardians. No one else can see us. No one else can hear us.”

“Unless she wants them to,” Nerimai corrected.

“Of course.”

“What is, The Light of Uniphix? How did I get it? Where did it come from? How do I get rid of it?”

“The light…” Norsemau stopped, “The woman is coming back,” he said and with that the door opened and in walked Brenna with a tray.

“Here we go, now you eat all that up love. We’ll have you up and about in no time. Remembered anything yet?”

Ella shook her head as she took a spoonful of the soup, “this is delicious,” she told a beaming Brenna.

“Thank you,” Brenna replied as she sat gently down on the bed. Brenna chatted and questioned and generally fussed over her for the afternoon and allowed her to get up and shower and sit in the sitting room next to the fire. Neither Brenna nor her husband, Mick pushed for answers. For which, Ella would be eternally grateful.

To Ella’s surprise she was weaker than she thought and had apparently slept for two days before waking up earlier that day. Her father would be sick with worry, she thought but how to get word to him? It was impossible. She was with Muggles. When she retired early that night it was to find Norsemau and Nerimai waiting for her.

“You must regain your strength, Ella,” Nerimai told her as she crawled into bed.

“I know Neri,” she replied

“You remembered the short version of my name.”

“Of course, Neri and Norse,” 

“Good, do you still wish to know the answers to your questions,” Norse asked.

“Yes, but I’m bone tired now, I don’t think I could stay awake.”

“You won’t need to.”

“Huh?”

“You will see, sleep now, and when you wake, all will be known to you.”

“Where am I?”

“A dream, your dream, safe and beautiful, you have such a wonderful imagination Ella,”

“Whatever,”

Neri smiled, “You’ve done well you know, in your training. We’ve been watching you. So dedicated, so determined, so strong in heart and mind, your fathers obsession with wanting you to be able to take care of yourself has made you the best you can be and more.”

“He’s not obsessed,” Ella defended.

“Obsessed may not be the right word,” Norse admitted.

“Yeah well, are you going to explain what the Light is?”

“Yes, The Light of Uniphix comes once every seven centuries or so. Usually it is born of one child.”

“Let me guess, you’re twins,” then both nodded and smiled.

“The light is rare and very powerful. It’s a gift,”

“Well they, whoever it is that decided to give me this ‘gift’ can just bloody well take it back.”

Neri and Norse looked blankly down at her as if unsure of what she’d said. “It is not something you give back.”

“And why not, now more than ever Voldemort will be chasing me, hunting me down, so that he can…what? What exactly can he do?”

“Blood, lifes blood, from the The Light of Uniphix, can give the drinker extended life, bring them back when they are on the brink of death, can give them immortality can…”

“I get it,” Ella said, “So I’m like a unicorn.”

“You know your remedies,” Neri smiled.

“So why isn’t it The Light of Unicorn,” 

“The Unicorn and the Phoenix, combined to become the Light,”

“Ah,”

“You are a phoenix are you not?”

“Yes, Animagi,”

“Which shows just how much the light has placed in you,”

“Right, well, are you saying I can beat Voldemort?”

“Yes, though ultimately that is your fathers destiny. You will not kill him yourself, but you will be instrumental in taking him down.”

“Dad will need me in the end,”

“Precisely,”

“About the drinking of my blood, and I cannot tell you how much that grosses me out, do I have to die for it to work,”

“You can freely give your blood to save a life,” Neri said.

“That is not what she asked Nerimai,” Norse said gently then turned to Ella, “For the drinker to become immortal, which I presume is what you want to know, they must drink all of your lifes blood. This has never happened.”

“Oh, are you trying to reassure me?”

“No, I meant, the light has never been captured long enough for such an occurrence to happen. As you have recently lived through, it will not allow nor tolerate being held prisoner.”

“The words, I didn’t know them,”

“They are inside you, along with so many others,”

“Oh great you mean this is going to happen again?”

“All the more frequent now you know what you are.”

“Great just great,” Ella said, “Okay show me what to do.”

“What do you mean Voldmort doesn’t have her?” Harry growled.

“I mean, Harry, that she escaped,” Dumbledore replied ignoring Harry’s tone.

“How? When? Where is she?”

“That’s what we don’t know,” Dumbledore said slowly, “I received information from someone within the circle, who’s shown their reliability in the past that she managed to disappear right in front of Voldemorts eyes.”

“What?”

“I don’t understand. How is that possible?”

“I don’t know,” Dumbledore replied, “Your daughter is remarkable, she is the only recorded Phoenix animagi. I’ve told you this,”

“Did your contact give you any other information?”

“No, only that before she disappeared there was an extremely bright light exploding through the cracks in the door the were standing behind,”

“What does that mean?”

“Merlin knows,” Dumbledore shook his head.

“So she’s out of Voldemorts clutches,” Snape asked and Dumbledore nodded. Snape looked at Harry, “Then she’ll be back.”

Harry looked up at Snape quickly. There was such certainty in his voice, it drew hope from him, “What makes you so sure?”

“Because I’ve seen what she can do. I went to ‘The Stepping Stones,’ and saw the damage. She put up one hell of a fight. She put you in the Hospital wing. As much as I hate to say this, she’s your daughter, and your determination to make sure she can handle herself, magic or no magic will bring her back safely.”

Everyone stared in shock at Snape, Harry had to force his mouth closed, but in the end, he realised he was right. Whether Ella was out there alone or not, she was still capable of taking care of herself. “You’re right,”

“I usually am,” Snape said and Harry had to prevent himself from a smart retort. 

However, when he left Dumbledores office, it was with a lighter heart than he’d had in a week. 

Ginny was surprised to see Harry coming towards her and Maggie with a grin on his face. Even more surprised when he lifted her up, kissed her and twirled her and Maggie around in a circle.

“Harry, what’s happened?” she exclaimed.

“Ella has escaped from Voldemort,” he told her with smile that could have lit the world for a century.

“What? How? When? Where is she?”

“She has, I don’t know, a few days ago and I haven’t a clue,” Harry replied.

Ginny looked at him and searched for a sign that he was worried, “Harry are you okay?” 

“Yes, I know what you’re thinking but as Snape pointed out, I’ve brought Ella up to be able to take care of herself. And while I may be worried I know she’ll come back to me now.”

“Wow, Harry I don’t…I’m so happy for you,”

“You’ve been great, you know that. Thank you, I couldn’t have survived this without you.”

“Or Severus Snape getting you so drunk you…” she stopped as Harry grinned at her again with a twinkle in his. He was remembering the night she’d led him back to his quarters taking him to task in a way that would have made her mother proud. He’d suddenly discovered that the only way to make her stop to kiss her, so he did and proceeded to keep her occupied for sometime after that.

“You were saying?” he said with one eyebrow raised and Ginny blushed profusely.

“Nothing,” 

“Good, now I’m going out to get roaring drunk again  so that I won’t have to think about her out there on her own,”

“Harry,” Ginny said in exasperation. 

“I’m joking Ginny, Ron, Snape and I are going for one drink,” she snorted, “We are, I promise,” he kissed her softly, then Maggie,

“Just why are you doing this?”

“We’re taking advantage of the fact that there are no students here apart from Ron and Hermione’s,” Ginny rolled her eyes and shook her head,  “I love you, I’ll see you later,” and he was gone.

Ginny stood rooted to the spot, ‘I love you?’ he’d said and then walked away. Walked a bloody way. You don’t tell someone that and then leave. Damn the man. If he wasn’t the most irritatingly adorable creature ever created. 

“He loves us mommy,” Maggie whispered in delight and Ginny smiled down at her daughter.

“You know love, I think he does.”

Ella landed not far away from three men making their way across the grounds of Hogwarts. She couldn’t believe it, they were drunk. Roaring drunk. Drunk, to be sloshed, hammered, under the influence of alcohol. Who could they possibly be? One voice sounded in the air and her jaw dropped.  The three of them stumbled over the grass and they were singing. A song she’d never heard from her fathers mouth before. The words were quite explicit. Suddenly one of them stopped and spoke and Ella nearly stumbled herself when she realised it was Ron Weasley.

“You know, I really feel for the person who does try anything with Ella,”

“Oh?” her uncle voice rang out as he swayed from side to side. Ella couldn’t help it her shoulders started to shake with controlled mirth.

“Yeah, I mean, the girl’s lethal.”

“True, that’s my girl,” 

“Very true,” Snape added and they continued on their way again. Ella followed closely behind, intending to make sure they actually got back to the castle unscathed but when her father dropped his wand and kept on walking she shook her head, picked it up and whispered a few words causing all three of them to fall where they stood. 

Then with a flick of her fathers wand she floated them to the castle.

“Ginny,” Hermione called as she entered the Hospital wing. She hadn’t found her in quarters, a house elf looking after Maggie has said that she and Dumbledore had gone to the hospital wing. Making her way there she wondered what Dumbledore had wanted with Ginny.

“Hermione?” Ginny answered coming out of her office, “What’s wrong?”

“Are you busy?”

“No, Albus just asked me to make a batch of Hangover potions. Harry isn’t back yet. Come in, we’re in here.”

“Oh good you know, neither is Ron,”

“Or professor Snape,” Dumbledore said as Hermione entered Ginny’s office, his eyes twinkling in merriment. “You know in all the years I’ve known Severus, I’ve never known him to get drunk.”

“Ron and Harry never had a penchant for it either.”

“Circumstances such at these have pushed people to forget their worries in drink I guess it was just once too much for all of them. Of course I believe it was a celebratory drink. Both Harry and Severus are convinced that Ella can handle herself.”

“I know but that’s not going to stop me from…” she stopped at a sound from outside caught her attention and a voice muttered curse’s. A crash had them all moving quietly to the door.

“For the love of Merlin, Daddy,” Ella said as she levitated him back onto the bed. Of course it wasn’t exactly his fault. She had missed the bed but still. He’d been drunk. Severed him right. She turned to Severus and Ron and raised a brow, “And don’t even get me started on you two.”

“You’re all frozen, but your sober now, and YOU ARE GOING TO LISTEN TO EVERY WORD I SAY.”

“Oh yes, no hangover cure for you.” She paced in front of the beds she’d put them on. “Drunk. Drunk?” her voice rose on the second, “How could they? That’s not the answer. They should have been out looking for me not off getting themselves drunk. Good Merlin I ought to double their pain.” Her head moved as if listening for something as she paced then it shook emphatically.

“Sympathy? No Norse I don’t think so.”

Ella stopped and looked  at each of them individually, “Hmmmmm well I’ve got a better idea.” She leaned forward as if telling them a secret, “Oh yes, a much better idea.” She laughed and clapped her hands in delight.

 “I’m going to leave you here,” she nodded, “yep I’m going to leave you here, petrified. For Ginny to find you. Ohhhhhhhh I’d love to see her face when she gets here in the morning. Unfortunately I can’t. I’ve got to go find my boyfriend.”

“I’m not evil Norse,” she said, “No, see Neri agrees,”

She swung round abruptly, “What’s that?,” she listened, “No Neri I can’t do that. They are family after all.”

Swinging back she faced them, “What was I saying? Oh yes, I’m going to find Sirius. At least I know he won’t be drunk and…”

“Ms Potter,” Ella shrieked and had her fathers wand out, spinning round, in a defence stance in seconds.

“Expelliarimus,” she shouted and three wand came flying in her direction. She stared at them in shock, then up at the three people who were staring at her in shock. “Professors,” she said then frowned, “DON’T DO THAT. You just frightened the heart out of me.”

“I apologise, may I have my wand,”

“Your wand?,” she looked at the wands on the ground then shook herself, “Oh of course,” she bent to pick them up and was about to hand them over when she looked at the three frozen figures that had brought her here. “Before I give you these, you have to promise me that you won’t release them,”

All three adults turned as one to, Harry, Ron and Snape, then back to her, “I think it might be prudent if you let them out of the curse yourself,” Ginny smiled then came forward and enveloped Ella in a hug. “I’m so glad your safe love,”

Surprised Ella stood stock still then hugged her back, “Thanks,”

“Me too,” Hermione said as she too came forward to hug her, and Ella was enveloped again. “Where’ve you been? We’ve all been worried sick.”

“Or drunk,” Ella added smiling at the three men still frozen, “I suppose I really should let them go.”

“It might be a good idea,” Dumbledore added, “Then you can explain exactly what happened and who you were talking to a minute ago.”

“Talking to?” Ella’s face was the picture of innocence, “What do you mean Professor. I was talking to them,” she waved in the direction of the still prone figures.

“Then who exactly are Neri and Norse.”

“Those names sound familiar,” Hermione frowned, “Where have I heard them before?”

Ella thought it was time to change the subject and turned her wand on her uncles and father. With a quick flick of her wand she released them. Her father lurched forward and she jumped back, “Now daddy,” her eyes widened and she ran behind Dumbledore. “I was just teaching you a lesson.”

“A lesson? Come here,” Harry demanded then winced as the sharpness of his voice reverberated in his head. Ella slowly came forward and Harry grabbed her and pulled her to him. Holding her so tight she could barely breath. “You’re safe,” he breathed as he kissed the top of her head.

“I’m fine daddy. Honestly,”

“What happened? Where’ve you been? How’d you escape Voldemort. Tell me.” Harry pulled back and looked into his daughters eyes unashamed of the tears running down his face. She was here. She was really.  “And why are you talking to Neri and Norse again?”

“That’s it,” Hermione snapped her fingers, “Your imaginary friends,”

“They are not imaginary,” Ella raised her voice in indignation.

 “For the love of merlin, will someone please cast an anti hangover charm,” Ron muttered only to have ginny shove a potion in his hand and then handed one to Harry and Severus.

“It might not be as good as your own but it’ll have to do, Severus,” she said when he grimaced. 

“I think we all need to here what has happened, Ella,” Dumbledore interrupted, “I know it might be hard but we do need to know.”

“Sure but first, Neri and Norse are real,” she turned to look over by the door, “Neri, Norse, show yourselves to those in this room.”

The adults all raised brows and turned to where she was looking only to gasp as the air shimmered and two people appeared. “What the hell?”

“How?”

“What is going on here?”

“Everyone,” Ella said smiling, “This is Nerimai and Norsemau, and they are my guardians.”

“Guardians?”

“Yes, we are the guardians of the Light of Uniphix,”

“What’s the light of….”

“Uniphix.”

“Yeah that,” Ron asked.

“It is particularly rare and only appears every seven centuries,”

“And it’s me,” Ella interrupted,” Which explains a lot of really weird things that happen to me.”

Harry stiffened and turned to his daughter, “Like what exactly?”

“Like why I managed to turn myself into a Phoenix, like how I managed to get rid of Voldemort from moms side when I was a three, like how I managed to escape him this time, like…”

“Okay, but what do you mean how you got rid of Voldemort when you were three?”

“She dispelled the Unifix light,” Norse answered as she shrugged.

“Yes, the Light is so pure, so good, evil cannot stand before it. Unfortunately it took so much energy for her to do so at such a young age that she was unable to retrieve it again for some years and we were unable to help her because she did not know to call on us. She believed we were imaginary friends.”

Harry closed his eyes and shook his head, “Why can’t our lives be normal?”

“Who wants normal?” Ella said, “I don’t. I’ve never been normal and there’s nothing wrong with me.” All the adults looked at her in surprise and tried to hide grins, “What,” she folded her arms defensively, “There isn’t.”

“Oh no, everyone who come across their father and two professors drunk decides to put them in a full body bind and levitate them back to the infirmary while giving them a sound lecture, ALL the WAY, THERE,” Snape said and Ella grinned walked over to her uncle, hugged him, kissed his cheek and looked up at him, “You know you love Uncle Severus,” she said as she winked at him. 

Snape frowned ferociously at her and she laughed, “Watch that, if the wind changes you’ll stay that wa..ay,” Ella put a hand to her mouth to cover a yawn and it was then everyone noticed how tired she looked.

“Maybe you could tell us in the morning,” Dumbledore suggested, “You should sleep.”

“Yes I’ll get one of the beds ready,” Ginny said.

“No I’m not staying here,” Ella said.

“She’s not staying here,” Harry replied.

“Yeah I’ve got a perfectly good bed in Gryffindor tower,”

“She’ll be staying with me,”

“No I won’t,”

“Yes you will,”

“No I won’t,”

“Ella,”

“Daddy,”

“Ella, I want to keep an eye on you,”

“Dad,” Ella smiled gently at him, “I’m fine and I’ll be safe in Gryffindor tower. Besides, it’s Christmas tomorrow and I want to surprise Sirius.” Then an awful thought occurred to her, “Sirius is here right, you didn’t send him away or anything? He is here? Right, right, right?”

“Yes calm down he’s here,” Hermione interrupted.

“Oh good,” Ella instantly relaxed and smiled turning to her father again, “You can walk me to Gryffindor if you like,” she told him and Harry smiled wrapping an arm around her shoulder.

“Sure,”

“Goodnight everyone, I’ll see you all in the morning and I’ll tell you the whole story.”

“Goodnight Ella,” they called shaking their heads, the girl had her father wrapped round her little finger.

“Here you are,” Harry said as they stood outside Gryffindor Tower, “Are you sure you don’t want to come stay with me?”

“Yes daddy, don’t worry. I’m fine, tired but fine,”

“I still can’t believe it,” Ella had summarised what had happened on the walk to the tower; Harry had been horrified if a little fascinated about the Light and what exactly it entailed.

“I know dad, but listen, there are so many things that could happen, but one thing is the same. It is your destiny to ultimately kill voldemort. Neri and Norse say that I will help but that you are the one who will destroy him.”

“The prophecy,” Harry muttered and his daughter nodded.

“Don’t worry daddy, we’ll get through this together,”

“Are either of you going to give me the password,” the Fat Lady demanded tired of waiting.

Ella smiled, “Daddy?”

“Yuletide,” he said and the portrait swung open.

“Good night Daddy,” she whispered and leaned up to kiss his cheek before disappearing inside.

The common room was dimly lit as she made her way towards the staircase. She stopped at the top and looked at the entrance to the boys dorms, then back at her own. Everyone had gone for the holidays. Why not? She turned towards the stairs and headed up towards the 6th year boys dorm. Quietly opening the door she slipped inside and walked over to Sirius’s bed.

“Ella?” she jumped and looked towards the window to see Sirius standing there.

“Sirius,” she grinned and ran straight into his arms, “Did you miss me?” she asked but instead of a reply, she was kissed. Kissed with such force it took her breath away. Then hugged and spun around and kissed and finally when he’d accepted that she was actually there he spoke, “Yes I missed you. You scared the magic out of me. Where the hell have you been? You escaped Voldemory days ago.”

“Heard about that did you?” she grinned as Sirius scowled at her only to have her bury close to him and hug him with all her strength. His face softened and he hugged her back. Pulling her small petite body to him protectively he sighed. She was safe. She was here and she was with him. 

“Does everyone know you’re back?” he demanded suddenly. She nodded loving the feel of his arms around her.

“Yeah, it’s a long story but I’m really tired Ser. Can it wait?”

Sirius looked down at her face illuminated in the moonlight. She was tired. He bent and picked her up and looked into her eyes. “Which bed do you want?” he asked, “I’m sure Dean wouldn’t mind if you…” he stopped as she laid a hand on his chest.

Ella smiled softly at him, “Can’t I stay with you,” she asked him. His eyes softened in understanding. She just wanted to be held.

“Of course,” he replied and placed her gently on his bed. She scrambled across it and took off her shoes and socks as he got in himself. Pulling the covers over them both he turned and gathered her in his arms, holding her close as she laid he head on his chest and placed an arm across his stomach. Sirius kissed the top of her head and within moments she was asleep. She must have been exhausted. 

Ella woke, warm and secure in Sirius’s arms. She stirred slowly trying not to wake him but his arms tightened round her. “It’s still early,” he muttered.

“I need to shower, wash my hair and change my clothes,” she told him, “You sleep, I’ll get ready,” she kissed him softly not a bit surprised when he held onto her and deepened the kiss. She relaxed against him, kissing him back, and wriggled slightly as his hand slid slowly under her top. 

Sirius had never pushed her into anything. He was so careful and protective with her. Ella knew that this had a lot to do with the fact of who she was. She also knew from experience that her height and stature tended to bring out instinctive protectiveness in all males. She could never quite understand it as she was more than capable of taking care of herself but in this case, with Sirius, she rather liked it. Liked being held by him and touched, liked holding his hand as they walked to class or just talking to him. Liked sitting in silence or playing Chess, or just sitting listening to the next prank he was going to pull. It always tickled her how he’d managed to become a prefect with the amount of pranks he pulled but somehow he always seemed to get out of it. 

“Merry Christmas,” he whispered as he finally ended the kiss.

Ella smiled and lifted a hand to his face, “Merry Christmas, Sirius.”

“Do you want your present now or later?” he asked and when the light disappeared from her eyes he frowned, “What’s wrong?”

“Your present, I haven’t got it. I was picking it up when…oh Sirius this is dreadful.”

“Hey, calm down. You’re my present. Having you back safe and sound is all I wanted.”

“But I had it ordered especially,” she muttered frowning as he grinned at her. “You can stop smiling at me. Oh, Mr Walters, was he okay?”

“Yes, he was fine. A little shocked and a bit weak but other wise nothing really bad.”

“Oh good,” she said and Sirius grinned as he could practically hear her thinking. She bounced off the bed and headed for the door without even saying goodbye. He shook his head and flopped back on the bed. Her mind was occupied elsewhere.

“It’s unbelievable,”

“She’s not lying,” Neri interrupted.

“I didn’t say she was,” Harry said.

“You said…”

“Stop, Neri, Dad,” Ella rolled her eyes, “Look, I’m starving, and it’s Christmas, and I wanna go eat and I wanna open my presents,” she grinned at her dad. “You did remember right dad?”

Harry’s face went blank, “Remember?”

“Daaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaad, you so promised me.”

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

“Daaaaaaaaaaaaad,” Ella stamped her foot in a pretend huff and Harry grinned at her. Ella’s eyes narrowed, “Daddy please,”

“I’m only teasing sweetheart, of course I remembered, it’s under the tree in Gryffindor Tower.”

“Yes,” Ella was gone out the door before anyone could stop her.

“What ever did you give her?” Hermione asked.

“I promised her the Christmas we came out of hiding she could have her mothers wand.”

“What?”

“But that wand is made with …”

“Dragon Blood? I know,”

“Harry are you sure she can… what am I saying? Of course she can. She’s Tara’s daughter.”

“Exactly, that’s why I gave it to her.”

“I find it hard to believe you have such faith in her. If I remember correctly, Tara set fire to the astronomy tower even having used the wand for years.”

“Oh that, well there was a good explanation for that. Just not one that we could give at the time.”

“Oh?” Snape raised a brow in question.

“We had an argument, she tried to hex me.”

“What?”

“Tara tried to hex you?”

“Why?”

“Lets just say we had a slight difference of opinion over someone,”

Snape rolled his eyes and Ron snorted while Hermione’s jaw dropped and Ginny covered her mouth to hide the giggles. “You’d think by then you would have learned not to argue with Tara about me.”

“Oh really, is that why your hair was blue three days later. You’d learned not to argue with her about me.”

Snape sneered but remained silent. Luckily Dumbledore chose that moment to interrupt. “I think it’s time we all went to the Great Hall,” they all agreed readily enough and headed for the door.

“I’m going to collect Maggie and then we’ll join you there,” Ginny told them as she moved off towards her quarters but Harry reached out a hand. “I’ll come with you,” he told her and she smiled and nodded.

“Oh Sirius look, just look at it,” Ella exclaimed over her mothers wand and Sirius rolled his eyes.

“Ella, it’s a wand,”

Ella’s eyes widened, and started making shushing sounds, “Shhhhhhhhh, it’ll hear you,” she told him.

“You’re mad, you know that right,”

“Yep,” she agreed and grinned at him.

Shaking his head he wrapped an arm around her shoulder, “Come here, I have something for you.”

“Oh?” Sirius smiled at the look of delight on her face, “What?” She was like a kid in toy store. It was then he realised, Ella had never had many presents at Christmas. As a matter of fact, he’d never seen her with any.

“Ella? What did you do at Christmas? You always stayed here but I never saw you with any presents.”

Ella smiled, “I got one from dad every year, don’t worry Ser I wasn’t deprived.”

“One?” he shook his head, “Ella look,” he pointed to other boxes under the tree, “they’re all yours.”

Ellas face went from confusion, to surprise, to delight in moments. “Really?” her face lit up as she descended on the brightly wrapped presents, “All of them?”

“Of course,”

“But who are they from?” she frowned looking at them in puzzlement.

“Ella, you bought presents for other people this year.”

“Sure, Daddy, you, Dean, Jules, and Uncle Severus. Oh and one for Maggie and Ginny and your mom and dad.”

“Exactly,” he said but when she kept looking at him with big green eyes he smiled, “Ella, if you bought them a present, why are you surprised that they would you one?”

Ella’s eyes widened and she looked in awe at the bundle of packages as she collapsed beside them, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” she practically trembled with excitement and Sirius sat down beside her. “What do I open first?”

Sirius laughed, “Whatever one you want,” he told her as she reached for the smallest one and turned it over in her hands. “That’s from me,” he told her and she looked up at him.

“I’ll open that last then,” she told him and lay it aside as she picked up another one as she leaned back against him and began to open the others. Sirius wrapped his arms around her waist and looked over her shoulder as she gasped and laughed at her assortment of presents. Finally she picked up his gift and looked back him. “What is it?” she asked with a smile.

“Open it and see,” he told her as he kissed her neck gently and watched as she opened up the small box.

“Oh,” she gasped as she picked up the ring. It was gold, a heart, with a crown and two hands clasping the heart.. “A Cladagh.Ring”

“Do you like it?”

Ella turned her eyes bright and wrapped her arms around him, “I love it,” she told him. “It’s beautiful. Thank you.”

“You know, there’s a little folklore behind how you wear the ring,” he told her as he took the ring and reached for her hand.

She smiled sweetly at him, “Really?”

“Yep,”

“What do they say?”

“They say, that if you wear it, so that the heart is facing out, you’re available but if you wear it like this,” he slipped the ring on to her finger with the heart was facing inwards, “It means you’re taken.”

“Taken?” she asked, “Are you staking your claim Sirius Weasley?” she whispered.

Sirius placed a kiss over the ring and looked into her eyes, “Yes,” he whispered back as he leaned in to kiss her. Ella wrapped her arms around him and kissed him back. “Good,” she told him, “I rather like the thought of being yours.”

“Daddyyyyyy,” Ella called as she and Sirius entered the Great Hall, “Look what I got,” she told him waving her hand in front of him. “Isn’t it lovely,”

“If you stop moving your hand long enough for me to see it, I might be able to agree.”

Ella made a face but steadied her hand and watched her father look at the ring, “Your mother used to wear one just like it.”

“Really? Did you give it to her?”

“No, she had when I met her,” Harry smiled, “Did Sirius give you this?”

“Of course,” Ella rolled her eyes and grinned, “Thank you for moms wand daddy.”

“My pleasure sweet, just don’t set the astronomy tower on fire,” Ella looked at him strangely and Harry shook his head, “I’ll tell you when you’re older.”

“Whatever,” Ella didn’t care she was practically bouncing round the place in excitement. Harry watched her for a moment before asking.

“What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing, why?” Harry gestured to the fact that she was dancing from foot to foot and she grinned at him, “I got loads of presents. I’ve been opening them all. Lot’s of fun. Dean gave me chocolates, but I think he laced them with something coz now I’m all jittery.”

Ella said all of that so quickly Harry only managed to grasp, a few words, like presents, Dean, chocolate and jittery He looked at Sirius for an explanation. “Dean gave her sweets, laced with hyper lacquer, don’t worry, it only last about an hour and she ate them half an hour ago.” 

“Oh,” Harry nodded.

“Uncle Severus,” Ella had just spotted him and bounded over to him. Snape frowned at her but she didn’t notice. “Thank you for my present,” she told him as she kissed him. “I love it,” she nodded as if that would add to it.

“I’m glad,” he frowned at how energised she was.

“Hyper Chocolates,” Harry told him “apparently Dean Leyland gave them to her.”

“Ah I see,” 

“Yes, yes, and when he gets back, I’m turning him into a toad.”

“Coz that’s the obvious thing to do,” Sirius said dryly and Ella poked her tongue out at him.

“You can leave me go now,” Ella said, “No honestly, you can leave me go.  Dean I can’t breath,” she finally said as she pushed him away.

“Sorry, I’m just so glad you’re okay,” he said grinning at her. 

“You and everyone else,” Ella rolled her eyes, “Sheesh a girl can’t walk no where without getting mugged.”

“We love you,”

“So I gathered,” she said dryly, “Even our illustrious captain tried breaking my ribs,” she added but you could tell there was no malice behind it.

“Stop pretending you don’t like it,” Sirius gave her a disgruntled look. Although pleased that everyone was happy to see her. Watching all these males descending on his girlfriend was not his idea of fun. Of course seeing and listening to her two guardians telling him he really should let other men near his girl was not helping. 

“Awwww Sirius, you know it means nothing to me,” she teased in the best of humour. Especially since she knew what Neri and Norse were doing. She winked at him and then nodded in her guardians directions. He frowned and looked over to see them disappear. He felt Ella’s hand slip into his and turned back to find her chatting amiably to Dean again, who was regaling her with his adventures over Christmas.

“So you got back Christmas Eve?” he asked.

“Yep to find my…” Sirius squeezed her hand and she looked over at him, “Oh yeah, can’t say anything.”

“What do you mean you can’t say anything?”

“Simply that what occurred the night I came back is confidential information and on a Need to Know basis.”

“I need to know,” he frowned,

“No you don’t.,”

“Did your father and Snape get drunk again?”

“Again?” Ella looked at Sirius, “What does he mean by again?”

“Again as in another time,” Dean said.

“Sirius,” Ella asked and her boyfriend rolled his eyes.

“Look we don’t know for sure but…”

“They were seen,” Dean interrupted with a look of delight on his face. 

“It could have been made up,”

“Yes because making up a story of Harry Potter and Professor Snape getting completely hammered is something everyone does.”

“I cannot believe it,” Ella eyes narrowed and she scowled, “Just you wait till I get my hands on them,” she muttered and pulled away from Sirius heading for the door.

“Dean you are an idiot,” Sirius said as he made to follow her.

“What I say?” he demanded.

“Ella wait,” Sirius called. “Ellaaaaaaaaa,” he shouted when she continued storming down the corridor.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” she demanded as she spun round to face him.

“You didn’t need to know,” Sirius said. Ella stared back at him incredulously, “Look, when you couldn’t be found. When they’d searched the entire villages with no sign of you, when all that was left was your wand, your father was so….so…distraught. He didn’t know how to handle it. Couldn’t face the thought of loosing you. Hell I was incapable of thought, your father went through hell, Ella and all in the space of a moment. You cannot understand what went through our minds. The shop was in bits. It was obvious you had put up a fight. We knew. Knew Ella, that you were gone. Slipping right through our fingers.”

“You father, mine, mom, Dumbledore, Snape, they all…tried to help, tried to think of a way to get you back but there was nothing. Voldemort had you.”

“From what I know, Snape and your father were drowning there sorrows so to speak. When they came up with some kind of idea to get you back. So they went to Dumbledores office.”

“What was the idea?”

“I’m not sure, but apparently they were found singing outside the entrance because they couldn’t get in.”

Ella stared at Sirius her lips twitching and her eyes tearing up in an effort not to laugh, “Singing?”

“Yes,”

“What, were they singing?”

“Well, ummmmm…that is…”

“Do you know Sirius?”

“Well I heard mom say it was a distorted version of the Wizard of OZ,”

“As in the Muggle movie?” Sirius nodded and Ella burst out laughing, “Oh I have to know what they were up to,” she said, “Come on,” and dragging  Sirius with her she headed for her fathers quarters.

“No,” 

“Yes,”

“No,”

“Yes,”

“No Ella,” Harry said shaking his head.

“Yes Daddy,” Ella said, “Come on, just a little rendition, that’s all I’m asking.”

“Look Ella sweetheart,” Harry began while frowning at Ginny who was trying but not succeeding in smothering her giggles. Maggie was asleep beside her on the couch and Harry knew that soon she’d wake up with all the commotion.

“Oh come on Harry,” Ginny goaded, “I think I can remember it if you can’t,”

“Ginny,” Harry warned but Ella had pounced.

“Oh go on, please,”

“Hmmmmmmmm… let me see. I think it went something like…”

We’re off to see the Wizard

The terrible Voldemort

“Ginny,” Harry buried his head in his hands and groaned as his daughters and Sirius’s laughter. 

“Shush, Dad, I wanna hear this,” Ella said as she waved a hand in his direction, “I love it, we’re off to see the wizard,”

“Oh Merlin,” 

“What’s next?”

We going to give ourselves up

To the terrible Voldemort.

Ella’s laughter stopped and her face slowly went from delight to confusion to shock, “They were going to do what?” she demanded.

“Give themselves up,” Ginny said slowly realising what was going to be a problem.

“Daddy?”

“We were drunk Ella,” 

“That’s no excuse, don’t you ever get that into your head to do.”

“If we’d been sober it wouldn’t have entered our head.”

“Fine, I’m hereby banning you from ever getting drunk again.”

Harry’s eyebrows raised and he stared at his daughter, “You are getting far too much like your mother. Demanding things all over the place. Such a Snape attitude.”

“Yeah well, guess what, much as you might not like it, Snape blood runs through my veins and you know what else? It occurs to me that though you argue and fight and behave like little kids around each other. That’s three times I can count that Uncle Severus and you have made it through hard times by leaning on each other.”

Harry folded his arms and looked across at his daughter, “Oh really?”

“Yes. One, when mom died, two when you wanted to go [i][b]‘off to see the wizard’[/i][/b] and three when I found you on Christmas Eve.”

“That has nothing to do with anything,” Harry said.

“Right,” Ella turned to leave then swung round, “Just why are you here Ginny?” she asked frowning at her. Sirius turned and frowned also then as if just realising his aunt was there.

“That’s a very good question,” he said, “Kind of late to have Maggie out don’t you think?”

“Am…” Ginny looked at Harry who looked back at her trying to think of an answer. 

“Well…”

Ella looked between them and then her eyes widened, “Am never mind, I don’t need to know,” she said grabbing Sirius’s arm. “Come on Sirius,”

“No, wait, I want to…”

“Come On Sirius,” she pulled his arm as she walked to the door.

“Wait a minute your father is sle….” Harry and Ginny weren’t to know what was the end of that sentence as the door slammed cutting off what Sirius was complaining about. They looked at each other and then Harry laughed and so did Ginny. They laughed till they had pains in their sides and when they finally stopped Harry turned and kissed Ginny softly.

“At least we know she won’t mind,”

“When are you going to tell her,”

“Soon, I think things should settle down first.”

“Yeah, me too,” Ginny agreed.

“Ella, your father is sleeping…” Sirius stopped speaking and closed his eyes against the mental picture.

“…with your aunt,” she finished, “Yes I figured that out actually but you know it’s hardly surprising really.”

“Don’t speak, stop the pictures, can’t… get…out…of mind…”

Ella rolled her eyes, “Sirius relax, come on, it’s not so bad,”

“Oh no? If they marry we’re cousins,”

“We’ll be kissing cousins then,” Ella winked at him mischievously and he made a face at her, “Oh please, Sirius…”

“I bet dad doesn’t know. He’d freak”

“Well who’s gonna tell him?” Ella said folding her arms and giving a perfect imitation of her father.

“Who?” Sirius looked wide eyed at Ella, “Am, who? Not me,” he denied quickly seeing the look in her eye.

“And not me,” she said, “So we have nothing to worry about,”

“Right,” Sirius said still unsure.


“Good now come on, it’s passed curfew,” she told him and for the umpteenth time that night she dragged him with her.

[i][b]“You need to learn to channel the Light,”

“To bring it forth at will,”

“To create it with whatever form you wish,”

“To control it’s strength,”

“To be it’s master,”

“Or in your case it’s mistress,”

“To remember the words,”

“Or to mix them about for a spell of your own,”

“To give yourself up to it,”

“But to remain in constant vigilance at all times,”

“And…”[/b][/i]

Ella’s head bobbed over and back from her two guardians she was starting to get a headache. Her forehead throbbed painfully. They had been talking for what seemed like hours. She’d had a hard day in class, been given lots of work, had trained in the freezing rain for Quidditch and now to face this it was the tip of the iceberg, the icing on the cake, the hotdog with mustard, the … her vision was starting to blur and she shook her head in an effort to concentrate, knowing it was important to listen to them. To learn from their experience and guidance. When finally they stopped talking and disappeared at her nod. She got ready for bed thinking if only she had more time, yes more time. Falling asleep with this thought she had pleasant dreams of getting everything done. Having time to do everything. Time to sleep, to do her work, to relax, to study, to train,  to learn. More time would be wonderful. She made up a silly rhyme while she slept and when she woke the next morning she laughed at her dream and the silliness of it all.

[i]To get done, what needs to be,

Let time go slow for me[/i]

She laughed, “What nonsense,” she muttered and headed for the showers surprised to see no one there. She must be the first up. Not a first but still strange. She got dressed quickly and then headed down to the common room to wait for Sirius and Dean. She got downstairs to find not that there was no one around but that it was full with people who were all standing, sitting, frozen in whatever activity they were doing. She looked round confused and a little scared. Her eyes fell on Sirius and Dean who were standing at one of the tables. Sirius was glancing towards the stairs running his hands through his hair as Dean was looking at his watch. She walked over and waved a hand in front of their faces but there was no reaction. She looked at Deans wizard watch and she noticed that it had stopped. None of the hands were moving. 

“Oh no,” she said a sinking feeling came over her, “No,” she moaned, “No, no, noooooooooo. Oh Merlin what have I done,” she looked around wondering what she was going to do. Maybe it was just the common room. She was about to leave when her eyes suddenly crinkled with mischief, pulling out her wand she pointed it at Dean. So he thought he could prank her did he? With a swish of her wand she replaced his clothes with a tutu.  Then grinning she headed out the entrance, it too was frozen, open halfway as two people were walking out. She raced through the corridors but everywhere was the same. Nothing moved, people were unmoving, sitting, standing running, bending. Outside the birds were stationary mid flight, no leaves rustling, no branches swaying, nothing. “Okay, calm yourself, this is okay. You can fix this,” she said to herself.

“NERIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII, NORRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRSE,” she screamed and they both appeared.

“What’s wrong?” the demanded.

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong? You can stand there and actually ask what’s wrong? Look around you,” they did then turned back to her with blank expressions, “Everything’s frozen.”

“Yes, it is, and very nicely done too,”

“I agree, we messed up terribly the first time we tried it,” Neri added.

Ella looked at them like they were crazy, her eyes widened, her face scrunched up in disbelief, she gestured with her hands and then eventually managed to speak, “Okay,” she nodded trying to calm down, “I’ve frozen time. How?”

“You needed more, you said a spell and here you are.”

“Right, okay, that’s fine. This is good. How do I change it back.”

“Well, now you just have to create the counter spell,” Norse said, “I must sayi’m very proud of you though. A terrific feat,” 

“Thank you, but…”

“Yes after doing this, you should be able to master single time freezing with ease,” Neri added smiling at her.

“but…” Ella forgot what she was going to ask and stared at them, “Single Time Freezing?”

“Yes where you just freeze what or who you want to freeze,”

“How would i…no forget that. How do I create a counter spell.”

“You make it up, just like you did the first one. So simple,” Neri continued to beam at her

“ Yet so effective.” Norse added his comment to their praise.

“Right, my spell, let’s see. How did it go? [i]To get done, what needs to be,

Let time go slow for me[/i]” she whispered, “Okay, well, am, right…” she struggled, trying to think of something that would work. Eventually after about 15 minutes of thinking she came up with something. “Wish me luck,” she told them then said the words.

[i]Time goes slow for all but me

Now bring it back, in harmony[/i]

From the silence, sound thundered back into existence. Birds flew, wind blew, rain fell…rain fell. “Awwwww damn,” she ran for it but it was no use by the time she was back inside she was soaked. Withdrawing her wand she performed the drying spell and tried to warm up again. “Just great,” she nodded to herself, “Just bloody great, could my day be anymore complicated.

“Pooooottttttttttttteerrrrrrrrrrrrr,” a voice shouted making her jump and look around. She giggled at the sight coming towards her but humour quickly went at the look on Deans face. He was fuming. “I’M GOING TO KILL YOU,”

“What do you mean?”

“You did this,”

“Dean, I’m not the prankster here,”

“I don’t know how you did it, but you did it,” Dean accused as Ella saw Sirius was running towards them now but had slowed as he realised no real danger to his girlfriend, “You had to have, no one else would dare.”

“Don’t you think you should fix it,” Ella suggested.

“What, you think I haven’t tried,” sarcasm dripped from his voice, “but it seems that this, this, this….”

“Tutu,” Ella was fighting hard not to laugh.

“Yes, doesn’t come off with just a simple spell,”

“Well why don’t you think of a harder one th-en,” her voice broke as she met Sirius’s gaze. He too seemed to be trying not to laugh.

“I’m going to kill you, if you don’t fix this Potter,” Dean was stretching his hands towards her neck and Ella acted instinctively. She reared back and kicked him. He went flying.

“Oh boy, I’m so sorry Dean,” she ran to help him up, “I didn’t mean to hit that hard.”

“You didn’t have to hit at all woman, I wasn’t going actually kill you, you know,”

“Sorry,” she pulled out her wand and gave it a quick flick returning him to his normal clothes.

“See, it was you,”

“Well yes it was,” she admitted, “But I couldn’t resist. I was going to turn you into a toad but this worked out better.”

“Oh charming, and what pray tell did I do to you,”

Ella raised an eyebrow and put her hands on her hips, “Do HyperChocs, ring a bell. I had to spend Christmas dinner with the teachers talking a million miles per hour.”

Dean sniggered then his face straighten, “Right then, yeah okay, sure, we’re even,” 

“Emmmmmmmmmm” she said and grinned before turning to Sirius and kissing his cheek, “Morning?”

“Morning, want to explain to me how you slipped passed us and managed to get all the way here before we even realised what was going on,” he whispered.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaam,”

“That’s what I thought,” he said, “Later.”

“You did what?”

“I stopped time,”

“Let me get this straight. You had a dream, where you came up with a spell, you then said it when you woke up only to find that it worked and therefore stopped time for everyone but you.”

“Uh huh,”

“That’s bloody brilliant, just think what you could do with that. Wow. I mean, you could stop time and get all your work done and you could give yourself extra time in a test or you could, you could,” he face took on a look of mischievousness,” You could play pranks,” he said slowly. “Ella have I told you how wonderful you are lately,”

“Don’t even go there Weasley,” she said pushing him away.

“But, but, but, you could soooooo help Dean and I out with a prank,”

“Dean doesn’t know anything about this,”

“Damn,” Ella laughed and kissed his cheek.

“It’s not so bad,”

“Huh, easy for you to say, you can stop time,”

“Shush,”

“Sorry,” 

“Hmmmm,” she replied. “Sirius?”

“Yeah,”

“When were you going to tell me it’s your birthday on Saturday,”

Sirius stopped and turned wide eyed towards her, “Ummmm, well, that is, I mean,”

“That’s what I thought,” Ella said thumping him one, “You would have let it go wouldn’t you,”

“Well no, to be honest I thought it would be pretty cool to have you completely at my mercy.”

“Prat,” she said grinning back at him, “Scary thing is, you’re telling the truth,”

“You love me really babe,”

“Yes I do,” she whispered more to herself than him but he heard her and stopped, looking down at her through narrowed eyes.

“You do,” he asked and Ella shocked and unable to stop herself nodded slowly. Sirius dragged his eyes from hers, looked around and his eyes fell on a door not far away.

Before she could protest, Ella found herself in a half lit store room, her back against the door, with Sirius looking down into her bright green eyes. “Say that again,” he demanded.

“What?” she whispered her eyes large a wide in confusion.

“Say you love me,” he whispered back, “You more or less said it back there,” he added.

“Oh,” Ella said, her heart going a million miles per hour. Nervously she looked everywhere but him till he let go of her shoulder and moved his hand to capture her face and force her to meet his eyes. 

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“Well it’s about time,” he muttered, “I was beginning to think you’d never admit it,” he told her before capturing her lips with his. 

Ella melted at the first touch of his lips to hers and lifted her arms to wind them round the back of his neck and pull him closer. She felt him slip his arms around her waist and lift her gently off her feet, holding her tenderly yet easily against him. When he held her, Ella never minded being small. She loved the feeling of safeness he offered and the security he gave. Loved the strength she could feel as he wrapped her in his arms and pulled her against him. Loved just being with him like this. 

Sirius moved his mouth from hers and gently trailed kisses down her neck as he gently placed her back against the door again and moved one hand over her stomach, tracing the soft curves and teasing her gently. Passion rose as the world narrowed till only they existed.

“I love you too,” Sirius whispered against her lips as he kissed her again. Ella stirred against him. He groaned as she slipped her hand beneath his jumper and shirt and came in contact with skin. Merlin he loved her touch. Soft, gentle, tender, her fingers trailed a blaze over his torso. All train of thought, time and place was forgotten as they continued to kiss

“Okay you two, come on out, I know you’re in there,” Ella and Sirius sprang apart at the sound of Harry Potters voice. Immediately they started straightening clothes and doing up buttons.

“How the hell did he find us?”

“Map,” Ella muttered.

“What?”

“The marauders map,” 

“Damn it,”

“Exactly,” Ella said looking at him, “You’ve missed a button,” she said and he hastily did it up.

“I’m giving you to the count of three,” Harry called, “One,”

“Oh for the love of…”

“Two,”

“Coming,”

“Three,” he finished as the door opened, Ella and Sirius came out. Ella did not look happy with her father and Sirius wasn’t sure where to look, till he saw his aunt and his eyes widened.

“Daddy? Can we do something for you?”

“You can explain why you were in that store room, and take that tone out of your voice young lady,”

Ella eyes narrowed, and from experience Sirius took a step back, “Okay dad, I’ll explain what we were doing,” Ella replied with deadly calm and Sirius’s eyes widened. “We were kissing, you know, that thing couples do. If you’ve forgotten, I’m sure Ginny would love to help you remember.”

Harry’s jaw dropped and so did Sirius’s; Ginny on the other hand had to cover her mouth to stop giggling. Harry really shouldn’t have used the map and she knew that Ella had guessed how they’d found her. “Am, ummmm, aaaaaaaa…”

“Really? What did you expect I going to say, ‘uhh talking’ helloooooooo even you’re not that thick,” Ella was on a roll, “Now tell me dad, is there a reason why you’re checking up on me, spying on me with a map, invading my privacy,”

“I am not spying on you, when I couldn’t find you I was worried,” he defended.

“Yeah, coz I can’t take care of myself. In Hogwarts, one of the safest places in the whole world.”

“No it’s not that, I …”

“Why were you two looking for me anyway? Have you finally decided to set a date or what?” Both adults went still and stared at her in shock, “What, you didn’t think I’d guess that’s where it was heading? Puhlease, you two are so obvious. So when’s the wedding?”

“Um,”

“Look I don’t mind, in fact I think it’s pretty cool, so get your act together already and just let me know okay?” she leaned up, kissed her father, gave Ginny a quick hug and then turned and dragged Sirius with her as she went. “Byeeeeeeeee,” she waved.

“Merlin Ella, are you mad?”

“What?”

“Do you know what your father is going to do when he realises he didn’t even get to lecture us?”

“The best defence is a good offence,” she replied and Sirius gave her an incredulous look, “Hey don’t worry, he’ll be so relieved he doesn’t have to face me going into the hysterics over this wedding he’ll forget about it.”

Sirius shook his head in disbelief, “You know, sometimes I wonder about you. You have the most innate ability to just blag your way through the most tricky of situations. I mean I thought Dean and I were good but you take the biscuit.”

“Thank you,” Ella grinned up at him, “One can only try,”

“You are amazing,”

“Thank you again,”

“Bloody brilliant,”

“Keep going like that and I might find another store room,”

“Wonderful,” he continued and Ella laughed.

“Come on; let’s get back to the common room.”

“Not another store room then,” he teased

“No,”

“I love you,” 

“I know, I love you too,” she replied then stopped, “Oh wait, I need to speak to them about Maggie,”

“Maggie?”

“Yeah, I’d like to be there when they tell her. If they haven’t already that is.”

“I doubt it,”

“Good, I’ll just go back and see if I can find them,” one look at Sirius’s face told her he didn’t want to tempt fate, “Don’t worry Sirius, I’ll meet you in the common room in half an hour,” she told him and laughed at the relief on his face. Standing on tip toes, she kissed him lightly and headed off.

“Did she just?”

“Yep,”

“And did she say…?”

“Yes,”

“How did she manage to…”

“She’s your daughter,” Ginny answered laughing at how Ella had managed to avoid Harry’s inquisition by turning the situation back on him.

“She’s got the smartest mouth,” Harry huffed.

“Yeah I wonder where she got that,” Ginny grinned.

“From her mother, Tara had a gift for it. Don’t you remember?”

Ginny’s grin widened, “Oh yeah but as I remember you were quiet a good match for her.”

Harry gave her a sardonic look, “You know it must be my fate to end up with smart mouthed women.”

“Of course, we keep your on your toes,” Ginny nodded as she wrapped an arm around her his waist. “Are you having second thoughts?”

Harry wrapped his arms around her and pulled her off her feet, “Never, I want to marry you.” Ginny grinned and kissed him.

“You want to what?” Ron’s voice, filled with shock, interrupted their kiss.

Harry and Ginny came apart quickly and looked at Ron, “Marry her,” Harry said as his best friend’s face darkened.

“You can’t,” 

“I beg your pardon Ronald Weasley. What did you just say?” Ginny demanded.

“I mean, you’ve only been going out for a few months.”

“We’re old enough to know what we’re doing Ron,” Ginny said.

“We’ve both been married before,”

“We love each other, and most importantly Ron, it’s got nothing to do with you. You should just be happy for us.”

“I am happy,” Ron said recognising the tone in his sisters voice, “When were you going to tell us about this new development?”

“When we’d told the kids?”

“Which will be?”

“We’ve just let Ella know and we were going to tell Maggie after that.”

“Dad I …” Ella stopped as she saw Ron, “Hi Professor,”

“Hello,”

“Ella? You wanted something?”

“Yeah, I wanted to know if you’d told Maggie,”

“Not yet, we were going to tell her after we told you,”

“Cool, I’d like to be there when you do.”

Ginny smiled, “We’d like that,”

“Yeah a real family event,” Ella grinned the swung round and skipped off, leaving all three adult grinning.

“Well there’s no need for me to ask how she took the news,” Ron said laughing and Ginny and Harry turned back to him. “Listen, I was just surprised is all. I hadn’t realised things had gotten that serious between you. Though I’m sure Hermione will say that was just me being me. Congratulations.”

“Thanks,” Harry said taking the hand held out to him and shaking it.

“And you,” Ron said picking his sister up in a hug, “So you finally landed Harry Potter. It only took you what, twenty something years,”

As Harry roared laughing, Ginny blushed right to her root and pushed away from her brother, “Shut up Ron.”

“So you’re going to be my daddy?” Harry nodded “and Ella is going to be my sister,”

“Yep kiddo, think you can take it,”

“Can I call you daddy?” Harry looked at Ginny, they hadn’t discussed this part. 

Ginny knelt beside her daughter, “Do you want to call Harry daddy sweetheart?” Maggie whispered in her mother ear and Ginny smiled, “Harry would you like Maggie to call you daddy.”

Harry smiled and hunched down, “ Come here munchkin,” Maggie walked over to him, “I would love for you to call me daddy. Will you?” Maggie nodded and threw her arms around his neck. 

Ella smiled and put her arm threw Ginnys as she stood, “I guess that’s a yes huh?” she whispered.

Ginny looked at her, “We didn’t ask you if you were okay with it?”

“Oh I’m fine,” Ella reassured, “I don’t mind sharing him. I figured one day I’d have to anyway,”

“You’re wise beyond your years Ella,”

“And you need to get married soon,” 

“Why’s that?” she said and Harry turned to his daughter in enquiry.

“Because if I’m right and now that I’m in full control of my powers I usually am, you’re pregnant.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Oh don’t worry, you’re not far along, probably about two weeks but I can’t imagine your mother being happy if your walking up the aisle with a more than little bump.”

“WHAT?” Harry and Ginny both said at the same time.

“Is mommy gonna have a baby Ella,”

Ella pounced on the little girl and swung her up in the air ignoring the stunned adults. “Yes but it has to be a secret. Can you keep a secret?” the little girl nodded, “Good coz we can’t say anything. Zip. Nada,”

“Zip,” the little girl repeated and Ella grinned hugging her.

 “You and me kid, we’re going to get along just fine.” Ella hugged the little girl as a feeling of foreboding entered her heart. Something was about to happen. Soon. 

“I cannot believe how quick this term is going,” 

“I can’t believe how quick I have to organise our wedding,”

“Relax,”

“Relax? Relax, Harry your daughter was right. I did the test. I am pregnant.” Harry grinned and Ginny hit him, “And you don’t have to look so pleased with yourself,”

“Why? I’m in love with a beautiful red head who’s having my baby, my daughter is thrilled and not only am I about to become a father again but I gain a gorgeous little moppet daughter too.”

“You’re incorrigible,”

“I try now if I could just direct you inside and to a private room where I can show you just how pleased I am about your condition…”

“That’s how we got into this,”

“Exactly,”

“Harry…” she stopped as they heard a scream echoed the air and both turned quickly to see where it came from. They ran towards the castle where they could see students were milling inside the doorway.

“Go,” someone was screaming, “Get back inside, now,”

Harry’s felt his heart quicken. What the hell was going on? “Thank Merlin you’re here,” Hermione gasped as she hurried people inside, “Deatheaters…Sirius get inside…”

“Ella…” Sirius began and Harry’s face drained.

“Students to your common rooms,” a voice broke through the pandemonium, “Immediately, teachers to their positions,”

“Where is Ella?” Harry said to Sirius,

“She headed out there,” Sirius gestured.

“No,”

“Harry we must focus. Get to our places,” Harry looked like he was going to argue when a look came over his face and then he simply nodded.

“Go now,” Hermione said, “Go quickly,” she ushered the rest of the student inside then took her wand out and looked at Harry and Ginny both of whom had already taken their wands out. They nodded and headed off in different directions.

In the end the fighting lasted longer than anyone imagined. The hours that passed as Voldemort and his many followers had decided to do the ludicrous, and storm Hogwarts. Teachers fought, and much to their horror seventh years joined them in the battle, led by their Head boy and girl. Curses and Hex’s flew through the air outside the school and then into the grounds. Smoke surrounded people, screams of pain, shouts for help, voices milling together in terror and defiance.

Harry had no idea how long he’d been fighting when he finally saw him. Had no idea where on the grounds he was. His awareness focused on the man who’d haunted his dreams since he was eleven years old. They both saw each other, both moved forward both raised their wands, ignoring everyone and everything else. 

[i]To get done, what needs to be,

Let time go slow for me[/i]

A light followed, Ella’s voice, which rose from no where. Magically enhanced for all to hear and then, there was silence. She moved quickly to her fathers side and looked over the battlefield. So it had come to this. Very well, so be it. She touched her fathers arm,

[i]The time has come

You must stand

For all that’s good 

In this land

I give you now

The time you need

To fight for what

You hold dear

While all around

Is frozen still

It is Voldemort 

You must kill

So to get done what needs to be

Time goes slow for only you and me[/i]

Harry started, the hand on his arm distracted him. He looked down at his daughter in shock, “Ella? What are you…”

“Time is what you needed. I’ve given it to you. Use it well,” she pointed to the frozen Voldemort and Harry’s eyes widened.

“He’s…”

“Defenceless,” Ella finished. “You must kill him,” she told him, “You must kill him now.”

“But…” Harry hesitated.

“This is how I help you dad, but I can’t kill him for you.”

“Right,” Harry turned, swallowed, he’d always thought that when this day would come it would be a face to face fight. A do or die scenario. This was different, but had to done. Closing his eyes he swallowed again, then opened them.

“Avada Kadava,” he whispered and then as the whole world went blank he heard his daughters voice in his ear.

“Goodbye daddy, Goodbye,”

“What happened?”

“No clue,”

“One minute we were fighting, the next…” the voice trailed off.

“He managed to kill him,”

“Yeah,”

“How?”

“Avada Kadava,”

“But how,” 

“I don’t know,”

“I didn’t see anything,”

“Ella!”

“She couldn’t,”

“She could,”

“But how?”

“I don’t know,”

“It’s impossible,”

“Not true, the light of uniphix,”

“Shush,”

“What?”

“We don’t know,”

“We could ask her,”

“Yeah, when we find her.”

“Would everyone please shut up,” Harry groaned and immediate area around him quietened. “Where is Ella,” he muttered.

“All the students are in the dorms,” Ginny said smiling gently and brushing the hair from his eyes but he saw passed her smile.

“Where is Ella,”

“We don’t know,” Ginny admitted, Ella could not be found anywhere. 

“She froze time,”

“What?”

“She froze time for me. Gave me the advantage I needed to kill Voldemort,”

“You’ll have to explain, but later,” Dumbledore said taking one look at Ginny’s face. “Yes later might be better,”

“She’s not coming back,”

“What?”

“She said goodbye,”

“Harry…”

“No, don’t say it, I know. She’s not coming back.”

[i]“Neri, Norse,” Ella called and they appeared.

“Well,” Neri said folding her arms

“That happened quick,”

“Too quick, I had no plan,”

“You did what you could,”

“My father had to kill in cold blood,”

“It was his destiny,”

“And mine?”

“Is only just beginning,”

“I’m not going back am I?”

“No, you must leave, you must find your power but it is not here.”

“Not at Hogwarts, I can’t finish my training.”

“You will just not now.”

“Can I say goodbye,”

“No,”

“They will think I’m dead.”

“You will return,”

“Someday,”

“They will go on,”

“With or without you,”

Ella sighed, a lump in her throat. When, she wanted to ask. But it was no good, she knew only she could answer that. Only time could give her that answer. 

As she wandered away from Hogwarts she turned to look at it one last time. Then placing a hand on her stomach, tears burning her eyes, she whispered. “I’m sorry,” the tears were for the family she was leaving behind. And the one she was taking with her. Her father, her soon to be stepmother, Maggie, the unborn child Ginny carried. Sirius. Tears fell and she whispered once again, “I love you, I love you all, and I will be back. I promise.”[/i]

The End

