Disclaimer: Me? Own HP? I wish, but alas, the little universe belongs to JK Rowling with the exception of Ciara. She belongs to me!

Summary: Insane adventures in Diagon Alley!

Chapter 2

Diagon Alley

The Leaky Cauldron buzzed with activity as Hogwarts students and their families bustled in to get to Diagon Alley. Ciara and Jamie sat with their parents at a table waiting for their friends to arrive. Ciara stared into space, oblivious to all her surroundings as Jamie’s eyes roved everywhere. He had never been to London before and was fascinated with the natives. 

“Ciara! Jimmy! Over here!” Arabella waved from across the pub, dragging her parents along. Ciara jolted back to the present and waved to her ‘sister’.  Arabella hurried through the crowds and sat at the table behind the Potters and Bryants. 

“Where’s everyone else?” she asked. 


”Fi and Sirius are coming together, and Sevvy should be coming soon, but Peter’s visiting his grandparents and Remus couldn’t come. His mum said his grandfather’s sick again.” Ciara shrugged. “Seems to me like his grandfather should be dead now…” 

“Really. How fascinating.” Severus said as he sat down next to Arabella. 

”Shut up Sevvy. I’m worried about his granddad. Seriously, no one gets sick that often yet lives every time.” Jamie said.


”You do. If I remember correctly, you got the flu four times last winter.”

“I’m special, that’s why. Get used to it.”

Ciara rolled her eyes. “Aaanyways, are you guys ready to go yet? I wanna go!” she said between gritted teeth. 

“Mum, can we go ahead and go already?” Jamie begged his mother. 

Grace Potter looked thoughtful for a moment. “How about no?” she said.

“Please Mum? We’re bored!” 

“Harry, will you take them?” Grace said to her husband. He gave her an ‘are-you-insane-giving-those-terrors-to-me?’ look. She gave a deep sigh. “We’ll go as soon as the Blacks and McMillians come. Deal?”

Jamie sneered then turned back to his friends. “We’ll be here forever. Meme’s ALWAYS late,” he muttered under his breath. Meme was the name the children had given Mrs. Black after she insisted to be thought of as a second mother. 

After about 10 minutes of intense discussion of their huge triumph at the ‘Quidditch World Cup’, Sirius and Fi slipped into chairs. 


”Took you long enough,” Ciara said. 

“Sorry. You know Mum and her ability to make everybody late even if you’re starting an hour earlier,” Sirius said exasperatedly. 

“We know. You’re worse.” Severus retorted. Sirius stuck his tongue out at his friend. 

“Hey, are we going to leave anytime soon?” Ciara whined to her mother.


”Ciara Jezebel Bryant, have more patience,” her mother said before returning to her conversation with Fi’s mother.

“Maman… il est trois heures et demi! Nous n’avons pas beaucoup de temps!” Ciara whined again. ((Mum! It’s three thirty! We don’t have a lot of time!))
“Ciara, nous avons deux heures pour faire de shopping. Arrête de te plaindre.” ((Ciara, we have two hours to shop. Stop complaining.))
Ciara sat back down in a huff. Severus quickly assessed the situation, and then got the scheming glint in his eyes. 

“Guys, are we the Marauders or not? When the leeches aren’t looking, make a dash for the back. We can follow someone else into the Alley,” he whispered. 

Jamie grinned like an idiot as Ciara clapped her hands in glee. Fi giggled and began looking for a family to connect herself with. All 6 discreetly watched their parents. Finally, a small distraction came from the other side of the pub as two very drunk wizards attempted to duel. The Marauders quickly jumped the opportunity and slipped with a small family with two girls. The parents looked a little shocked but smiled at the Marauder’s hurried hushes. They arrived at the back alley and the younger looking girl walked up to the wall.

She said, “Lily Evans, witch,” and the passage opened. The parents looked a little shocked at the magic, but Ciara just grinned at the girl.

“You going to Hogwarts, right?” she asked boldly. The frightened girl nodded. “C’mon then. I’ll show you where to go. After all, you saved us from the leeches we call parents.”

“Um… ok. I’m Lily. These are my parents, and my older sister Petunia,” the girl said, pointing to each in turn.

“I’m Ciara, but we need to hurry if we’re gonna get away completely,” and with that, she turned and began to wade through the large crowds. Ciara’s fellows Marauders introduced themselves, then followed Ciara. Within moments, they had approached Gringotts. 

“You have Muggle money, I’m assuming,” Ciara smiled at the Evans. 

”Er…Muggle money?” Mr. Evans said uncertainly.


”Non-wizarding money.”

“Yes, we have that. Do we need to exchange it?”

“Bien sûr, monsieur.” Ciara mock bowed and strolled into the building. Inside, goblins hurried about their business. She motioned for the Evans to follow her. She approached a desk and cleared her throat. 

“Pardon me but we need to exchange some Muggle currency,” she asked calmly. The goblin gave her a scrutinising look, but complied.

After the transaction, he asked, “Anything else?” Ciara nodded. 

“I need to make a withdrawal from vault 65, please. I believe it is a Terran vault.”

“Do you have your key?” the goblin asked suspiciously. 

“The key is in the blood, not in any earth metal.”  The goblin gave a strange smile and signalled for another goblin.

“Please escort Lady Bryant to her vault.” The goblin smiled the same strange smile and beckoned them to follow. 

Ciara pointed at Jamie and Fi and motioned for the others to stay. “I’ll get enough money for all of us and you can pay me back later.”

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

About ten minutes later, the three friends re-emerged from the vaults with three very full moneybags. When they caught up with their small group, they headed to Ollivanders: Makers of Fine Wands since 382 B.C. Inside, dusty piles of boxes lined the walls. 

“Lady Bryant. Mister Potter. I’ve been expecting you,” a soft voice said from the back. An old man looked at them, his pale eyes shining. 

“Hullo again, Mr. Ollivander. I guess it’s my turn for a wand,” Ciara said calmly, even though every hair on her body was at strict attention. 

“Yes. If you follow your family’s pattern…” he muttered as he searched for a certain wand. “Here it is…” he murmured as he opened the box and handed it to Ciara. “ 9 inches, birch, dragon heartstring.”

Ciara took the wand and gave it a wave. Sparks flew from the tip and swirled around her before disappearing. Mr. Ollivander nodded to himself and muttered, “Just like her brothers.”

The others took their turns and when all was done and paid for, they headed to Madam Malkin’s Robes for all Occasions. After nearly an hour of shopping, they finally settled down at Florean Fortescue’s Ice Cream Parlour. 

“You like our world so far, Lily?” Ciara asked over her ice cream. Lily nodded emphatically. 

“CIARA! THERE YOU ARE!!” Mrs. Bryant ran up and embraced her daughter. “Où as-tu été? J’ai cherché partout et vous avez été nulle part!” ((Where were you? I looked everywhere and you were nowhere!))

“Mum! I’m fine! All my shopping’s done and I’ve eaten!” Ciara tried to calm her mother down, but to no avail. Mrs. Evans, sensing the tension, stood up and offered her hand to Mrs. Bryant. 

“I’m really sorry about the misunderstanding. Ciara’s been helping us around and if it weren’t for her, we would be in a lot of trouble. I’m Rose Evans and this is my husband John and our daughters Lily and Petunia,” she said kindly. Mrs. Bryant looked a little confused, then smiled. 

”I apologise if she’s been any sort of trouble…” Mrs. Bryant began.

“Oh, no! She’s a dear!” Mrs. Evans laughed. The two mothers continued to chat while the children held their own conversations. Soon the other parents joined and they talked until the sun began to set. 

“So sorry, Rose dear, but we need to be getting home. I expect we’ll see you on the first?” Meme said as she stood up and gathered her belongings. 

“Of course, Lucy!”

“Bye, Lily! See you at the station!” Ciara waved and quickly followed her parents. They had almost reached the barrier when disaster struck. Ciara accidentally ran into a tall boy with a pointed face and pale eyes. 

“Excuse you, Lady Bryant,” the boy sneered. 

“Thank you, Master Malfoy. Why don’t you help stop global warming and shut your mouth.” Ciara retorted and turned to exit Diagon Alley.
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