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			Mila Marie and Jasmine Heather were sucked into a mansion from Mila's mailbox. Really. Do you want to know how? Let's go!
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Mila and Jasmine were going to get the mail at Mila's house after dinner. Jasmine was sleeping over. "Come on Jasmine!" Mila exclaimed. "Okay!" Jasmine agreed. The two girls exited the front door to get to the mailbox. Mila pulled the mailbox open, stuck her hand inside and grabbed the mail. But when she tried to pull her hand out of the mailbox, her hand was stuck!
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"Help!" she cried to Jasmine, who pulled on her free arm. When her arm got tired and she let go and Mila was pulled all the way in! "Ahh!" Jasmine screamed in shock! Somehow, the mailbox wasn't broken. Before anything else could happen, Jasmine jumped inside the mailbox to see if Mila was okay.
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			Plunk! Jasmine looked around in the room that she had landed in. It was a foyer, with a harlequin patterned floor. She was standing in front of a white marble door. Jasmine saw a grand staircase and climbed it. Knowing Mila, she would have climbed it too. Sure enough, in one of the, like, 10 bedrooms, Mila was lying down like a star on the bed. When Mila saw Jasmine, she sprang up and cried, "I knew you would come! I've been waiting for you!" "Well now I'm here. Do you want to check this place out?" Jasmine asked, whipping her head every which way to check out the room, her light brown hair trailing behind.
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			"Do I? Of course I do!" Mila cried, springing off the bed with her blond hair a total mess. Jasmine followed Mila out the door to a pale yellow door that had "Jasmine" written on it with pink paint. "Check this out." Jasmine pushed on the door and saw a closet right away. She opened it and saw all of the hottest fashions inside. She turned around and saw a canopy bed and a desk lined with notebooks, sketchbooks, and pencils. "OMG!" she screamed in delight.
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			Mila exited the room after Jasmine and followed her to a door shaped like a tube of lip gloss. Jasmine reached down, untwisted the cap and the door slowly creaked open. Now, if you were them, the first thing you would have seen was a huge vanity that was stuffed with make-up. More make-up was sprinkled on the desk and Mila even found a couple tubes of lip gloss on her pillows and her bed. It was a bunk bed, but there was one bed at the top and one at the bottom. In between were three closed doors. Mila climbed down the tall ladder to the door closest to the floor and shrieked, "You won't believe it! There are 3 sleeping bags in here and a full bookshelf!". "What?" Jasmine asked, "Can I come in?" "Sure!" Mila replied. 
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			Jasmine climbed the ladder and headed in, then closed the door. Even though the door was closed, it was as bright as day. Mila was right about what was inside. "Hey Mila," Jasmine asked, "Shouldn't we go back to your house?" "You're right." Mila answered, "Let's search."

While Mila and Jasmine were searching, they were also talking. "Even though this place is awesome, I miss my house." Mila explained. "At least we can always visit through your mailbox. It's like it's always waiting for us!" Jasmine pointed out. "True!" Mila agreed.
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			Around an hour later, Jasmine discovered that the bathroom hot water tap had tried to suck her in just like Mila's mailbox. "Let's go. I found the place." Jasmine called to Mila. "Coming," Mila's  voice floated back, "We can always come back through the mailbox." Jasmine turned on the hot tap, squeezed Mila's hand tight and they both jumped through.

Thump! They both landed on their feet in front of Mila's mailbox. As Mila and Jasmine skipped to the front door, Mila says, "I brought some of the make-up home." Jasmine nodded, answering Mila's unasked question. As they entered the house, the two girls shared a secret smile.
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