Chapter One: Brittany





	Ever since grade school, I've always been teased about my last name.  Somehow, the kids in my kindergarten class figured out that Van Pire sounded an awful lot like "vampire."  I always used to wonder why everyone would run away from me at recess.  No one ever took the time to tell me about the "hidden message" in my surname.  So whenever my mom would ask me why I didn't have any friends, I'd always have to answer, "I don't know."  I was a pathetic little kid.  In fact, I never had a real friend until the third grade, when I met Brittany.


	I grew up in a normal family.  There was me, my mom, my dad, and my sister, Veronica.  Ronnie is four years younger than me, and we’ve always gotten along together fine.


	I remember the first day of school like it was yesterday.  My family had just moved over the summer, so I was new in the Pickleton school district.  But those kids caught on quick as a whistle when they heard my last name.  Oh, how I wished I could get married (even to Melvin McCammon, the class nerd) just so I could change my stupid name.  As the teacher, Miss Parker, introduced me to the class, I heard snickers in the back of the room.  Some of the girls even looked a little scared.  I guess it wasn't every day that they got a "monster" transferred to Danae Elementary School.  I thought of my little sister, Ronnie, who was four.  She would start kindergarten next year.  I was really hoping the kids would be a little nicer to her.


	I was already dreading another friendless year of school.  I walked down between the second and third rows to the first empty seat I saw.  After my first two years, I was tired of standing all by myself during recess.  There’s nothing worse than watching a game of dodge ball and never getting invited to play.  I took my seat and sighed to myself.  I was getting depressed already, just thinking about it.  


	But a little ray of hope tapped me on the shoulder.  She was small for our age, and very pretty.  She had on a pale yellow dress that matched her blond ponytail almost perfectly.  She wore a smile bigger than Brazil and held her hand out to shake mine.  This was a new experience for me, seeing as I'd never had a friend before, and I was immediately suspicious that the handshake was a clever new way to get rid of vampires.  But from the look of urgency she gave me, I realized that she was simply waiting for a response to her act of kindness.  She actually wanted to be my friend!


	When I finally returned the handshake, she nearly broke my hand as she blurted out, "Hi!  My name is Brittany Bopper!  I just turned eight years old.  I love to play basketball, but I like other sports, too.  What about you?  Do you like to play any sports?"  I nodded my head "yes."  Her blue-green eyes got big as saucers, and her mouth broke into an even bigger smile than before.  "Wow!  You just gotta come to my house so we can play sometime!  I'll probably beat you, but that's okay, 'cause it's still fun, right?"  I nodded my head some more.  "Great!  What are you doing tonight?  Do you think your mom would let ya come over on such short notice?  I think I could have my mom talk to yours if we need to-"


	I was about to nod my head again when Miss Parker looked over her thick bifocals and warned, "Girls..."  We both ducked a little and looked back at each other, giggling quietly.  I think Miss Parker rolled her eyes.  We went on to learn the day's lessons of reading, writing, and arithmetic, and for the first time, I got in trouble for passing notes.  But that didn't bother me.  I finally had a friend.  
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