Disclaimer: Do I own it? Nope.

Summary: Some very special letters arrive for our friends.

Chapter 1

The Letters

Eleven-year-old Ciara Bryant slowly woke up. It was only 8 in the morning, but today was special. Today, she and her friends were going to have their annual “Quidditch World Cup” in the huge field behind her house. Excitement coursed through her as she darted out of bed and threw her clothes on. A faint smell of cinnamon came from downstairs, enticing her to the kitchen, where her mum was pulling cinnamon biscuits from the oven.

“You may have 2 after they’ve cooled a bit. After all, a world class beater needs all the strength she can get!” Mrs. Bryant said cheerfully.


”Mum! You shouldn’t raise her hopes like that! You know she’ll lose today!” 16-year-old Andy said as he appeared in the kitchen. He had inherited his father’s height and blond hair, but his mother’s brown eyes. He was considered gorgeous by all the girls at school and always received tons of letters during Summer Holidays from his ‘fan club’.

“Andrew, be nice. She and her friends fly laps around your rag-tag team.” Mrs. Bryant scolded as Ciara scooped up 3 biscuits onto her plate and sat at the table. She quickly ate one and silently hoped no one had seen. Unfortunately, her oldest brother, Kevin, had seen from his seat next to her and grabbed one off her plate. He had already finished school, but was home on a week long vacation from his job studying Rocky Mountain trolls in Colorado.

“Stealing’s bad, munchkin. Only 2.” he whispered as he ruffled her hair. Ciara glared and hissed, “To you and Andy, it’s called borrowing.” Kevin rolled his eyes and leaned back. He was going to play Chaser on the team made up of the older brothers and sisters on the street. He was somewhat tall and lanky with jet-black hair and startling blue eyes that usually laughed. The only imperfection was a small scar under his left eye.

A soft tapping on the door made every one jump.


”Ciara, go and get the mail. And take those sickles on the counter to pay for the paper.” Mrs. Bryant commanded.

Ciara leapt up and dashed to go get the mail and had to quickly dash back to grab the small bronze coins. She flung the door open and allowed the owl to land on her arm after dropping the mail and paper on the ground. She put the sickles in the owl’s small change pouch and watched him fly off for a moment before pouncing on the mail. In it were a few letters from various friends and even a few belated birthday greetings for Ciara’s birthday only 4 days ago. But what was at the bottom made Ciara’s heart leap.


”MUM!!!! I GOT MY LETTER!!!!!!” she shrieked as she jumped up and down in excitement.

“Really?!? That’s great! Bring it in here!” Mrs. Bryant said. Ciara dashed into the kitchen and jumped onto Andy.

“I get to go with you to school!” she said excitedly. Andy groaned. 


”There goes my chance of a normal school year…” he muttered before eating a biscuit. Mrs. Bryant came around the counter and embraced her youngest. Kevin grabbed her immediately after his mother released her and tossed her into the air.

He put her down gently then ruffled her hair. “You do realise that you have a reputation to live up to,” he said sternly. Ciara nodded exuberantly. “I won’t let you down, big brother,” she said solemnly. 

Excited voices soon came from the front lawn. “CICI!!!!!!!!!!” Jamie called from the front door as he pounded. Ciara ran to get the door and soon 7 excited 11-year-olds were dancing around in joy. Sirius joined his friends as quickly as he arrived. Things were looking up for their little gang.

A/N: I need some reviews, my friends….

