Chapter Three: Brittany’s House





	The directions I’d gotten from Brittany were fairly easy.  Even though I’d only been in the town for a short time, I knew the main roads and such from going to the mall and grocery store with my mom.  Brittany’s house was in the middle of Pickleton, and not far from the shopping centers.  I got there quite fast .... and was almost unsure that I’d found the right house...


	When I arrived at the Boppers’ home, I just stared in awe.  I had never seen such a huge house in all my life!  I could tell by the number of windows that there were at least four  floors.  The gigantic doors with their B-shaped windows looked down upon me as I prepared to knock.  When I found the doorbell, I pressed it lightly and it and I heard a full symphony orchestra play two chords to sound my arrival.  I'm still not exactly sure whether I was impressed or just plain scared to death!


	At any rate, Brittany's mom opened the door and invited me in.  To me, that was a very good sign that she knew I wasn't a vampire.  Otherwise, she'd have never let me in.  Everyone knows you don't invite vampires into your house!  I walked into the humongous foyer and made my way carefully around two large glass statues, one of a tall, nice-looking man, and one that looked slightly like Brittany's mom.  They were labeled "Mom" and "Daddy."  Despite the friendly names of the statues, the cold look in their eyes sent a chill down my spine.  She must have sensed my unease, because as soon as Brittany came bounding down the escalator, she stopped and said, "Hey there, Chrissy!  What's the matter?  Aww, don't let this big ol' house scare ya!  It's not like it's... haunted or anything."  The thought hadn't even crossed my mind, but when she said “haunted,” another chill went down my spine, accompanied by a flock of goosebumps.  Mrs. Bopper warned her daughter with a stern look and Brittany gave a sheepish grin in return.  Brittany quickly turned back to me and said, "Hey!  You weren't plannin' on wearin' those long pants to play basketball in, were ya?  Oh, that's okay.  I got plenty of clothes that'll fit you!  C'mon!"


	I followed her up the escalator, fighting a strong urge to walk down it instead of up, like my mother had told me so many times not to.  When we got to the top, we went down a long hall and into a glass elevator where we could see what looked like miles of gardens.  We had gone up two floors when we stopped, and I noticed that we could have gone up much, much higher.  Obviously this house was a lot bigger than I had originally imagined.  We went down another long hall and stopped outside a white wooden door.  There was a handmade sign on the door that said: "Britt's Dressing Room!  That means no Bobby, Benita, Beth, or Brett allowed!!!  (Mom and Daddy can come in if they knock, I guess.)"  Brittany searched her pockets and pulled out a key.  She unlocked her “dressing room’s door and said to me, pointing to the sign, "Your name's not on that list, so you're allowed to come in."  She followed me into the room and mumbled something into an intercom and I heard a low female voice reply.  Brittany faced me again, and said, "Oh!  How rude of me!  I didn't introduce you to Lydia!"  Facing the intercom again, she pressed the button and said, louder this time, "Lydia, I want you to meet my new friend.  Her name is Christina Van Pire and she is very nice.  Say hi, Chrissy!"


	 I looked at her and then the machine.  Talk to a box on the wall?  Had I picked a whacko to be my first friend?  I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, though, so I decided to play along.  I summoned up a meek "hello" and smiled.  The voice on the other end of the machine replied, and I looked at Brittany.  She smiled back at me.  Then, without any warning, she ran out of the room!  I ran to catch up with her.  When I finally found her, she was struggling to open a large door.


	"What are you doing, Brittany?" I asked her.  She didn't respond.  She just kept trying to open the door.  "Brittany!  Hey!  Can you hear me?  Listen!  You're startin' to scare me!  Hey!  Brittany!" She couldn't be distracted.  Whatever was behind that door must have been important, I concluded.  Either that or I was witnessing a young girl losing her mind.  Brittany kept struggling with the door until it happened.  The door flew open and out came a mirror.  The mirror was glowing...
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