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CHAPTER 1



THE GHOSTLY GOSSIP STRIKES AGAIN


A shimmery ghost darted through the undersea ruins of a shipwreck. Bubbles drifted toward the surface of the dark waters. A saber-tooth jellyfish gnawed on a rotting mast. In a shiny flash, the ghost swirled through a crack in the boat’s hull and rose up, up, up, bursting with a splash into the air. It was Sirena von Boo—the ghost mermaid.


Cheers rose from Monster High’s very own Fear Squad. Music thumped through the stands. Led by Sirena, the diving team was crushing Plankton Prep in the competition!


Sirena zipped along the surface of the pool. Waves of translucent blue hair wafted behind her as she flipped and crested like a dolphin.


“M-O-N-S-T-E-R-S! Monsters! Monsters! Yes, we are!” chanted the Fear Squad.


Sirena touched out at the end of the pool—and disappeared through the concrete. She emerged on deck, looped up into the air, and dove back toward the deep end.


“And once again, thanks to Monster High’s aquatic superstar, Sirena von Boo, it looks like the Plankton Prep diving team is all but sunk,” enthused the announcer.


Defeated members of the Plankton Prep team sat on the bench with sad expressions on their faces. In the home team stands, Sirena’s hybrid friends cheered.


“Go, Sirena!” whinnied Neighthan.


“You go, ghoul!” exclaimed Avea.


“Whooo!” Bonita screamed.


Sirena flew out of the water up to the top of the highest diving board and reached out to give Lagoona Blue a victorious high five.


“Cheers, mate!” The ever-happy Lagoona laughed. With a beautiful twirl, she executed a perfect splash-less dive into the pool.


Rochelle the gargoyle was watching longingly from the sidelines near the locker rooms. If only she didn’t sink like a rock whenever she went in the pool.


“Hey, Rochelle,” said a shadowy figure beside her. It was Twyla, the daughter of the Boogie Man. Twyla held out her hands to Rochelle for a game of rock, paper, scissors. “One, two, three…” She placed her flat hand playfully over Rochelle’s head. “Paper beats rock. I win!”


But Rochelle didn’t react. She was watching Sirena and Lagoona, swooping and splashing through the water.


Twyla tried to cheer her up. “I thought that would totally crack you up… like, with laughter, not with actual cracks.”


“Oh, hi, sorry, Twyla,” said Rochelle, finally realizing her friend was beside her. “I was just dreaming about what it’s like to…”


“Spend hours coming up with unappreciated rock jokes?” Twyla suggested.


“No.” Rochelle laughed. “What it’s like to do that.” She pointed at Lagoona gliding through the water in a game of tag with Sirena.


“I guess gargoyles can’t swim, huh?”


“No, I’d sink right to the bottom. But I bet it’s amazing.”


Twyla looked across the pool at the Plankton Prep team. “Well, those guys can swim and they don’t seem all that happy.” One of the defeated swimmers flopped to the floor, his eight legs sprawling around him.


Spectra Vondergeist materialized at the edge of the pool, a pencil and a notebook in her ghostly hand. She was frantic. “Okay, story, I need a story. Just one story…”


She saw her friend Clawdeen the werewolf by the Fear Squad and flew over to her. “Okay, ghouls, who’s got a story? I’ve got the need for leads. Gimme the gossip, gossip, gossip! Gotta scoop?”


“Whoa!” Clawdeen was taken aback. “Slow down, Spectra. What’s the matter?”


“I’m trying to come up with something new to post to the Ghostly Gossip—and I’ve got nothing! It’s been nearly two weeks since my last blog update and my readers are getting very impatient.”


Ghoulia groaned from the bleachers.


“I’m working on it!” answered Spectra, flustered. “Ah!” She threw up her hands.


Clawdeen shook her head. “Don’t worry, ghoulfriend. I’ve got your back. After this meet is over, I’ll help you find a good story. I promise.”


“That is so sweet, Clawdeen.” Spectra sighed. “How come you’re always there for me?”


“S’what ghoulfriends do.” Clawdeen smiled.


But Spectra didn’t relax. She was anxiously scanning the crowds in the stands. “I’m gonna go check with the ghosts. Maybe they’ve heard something.” She flew off, up into the bleachers toward Johnny Spirit, Operetta, and Scarah.


Spectra hovered above them. “Come on, ghosts. You’ve got to have a story for the Ghostly Gossip. The word ghost is right in the name. Operetta?”


The fashionable phantom thought about it. “Let’s see…ooh! ’Kay. Manny Taur and Iris broke up, then got back together. And they—”


Spectra shook her head, disappointed. “Old news. I need something fresh.”


“I heard Mr. Hack bites his toenails,” offered Johnny.


“Ew!” screamed the ghouls.


“I said fresh, not gross,” Spectra reprimanded him. “Besides, Mr. Hack’s toenail biting isn’t news—it’s common knowledge.”


Spectra’s eyes darted along the rows of students sitting in the bleachers. Toralei, the werecat, was looking particularly unhappy. Maybe she had the scoop on a hot rumor.


“Hey, Toralei,” she said, flying over. “Got any news for my blog?”


Toralei hissed. “Here’s some news… you cheat on one essay in Creative Frighting class and you get suspended from Fear Squad for an entire month.”


Down on the deck, Clawdeen did a backflip and the crowd roared with approval.


Toralei’s green eyes narrowed. “Actually, Spectra, I do have some gossip.” She leaned close to Spectra and whispered in her ear.


Spectra gasped. “Now that is a genuine health concern that my readers need to know! I have my story!”


The ghost vanished through a wall to dash off her blog post.


Toralei plastered an innocent smile on her face and waved sweetly to Clawdeen. Clawdeen waved back, suspicious. She didn’t trust that cat, but before she could give it any more thought, Frankie Stein called together the Fear Squad.


“All right, ghouls, a perfect pyramid will knock ’em dead!” she shouted.


A buzz of iCoffins resounded through the stands. Everyone was getting an update at the same time.


“New post on the Ghostly Gossip!” exclaimed Twyla, excited.


Rochelle was already reading it. “‘Take care, loyal readers. This reporter just got a hot tip that the werewolves of Monster High have fallen victim to an outbreak of were-fleas…’”


All around the pool, kids were checking their iCoffins and freaking out.


“Were-fleas?” Deuce jumped up, terrified.


“Dude!” Heath exclaimed to Clawd. “You’ve got were-fleas?” He scooted away.


“Ew, gross!” shrieked a ghoul.


“Keep ’em away from me!”


Toralei looked particularly upset. “Oh dear, were-fleas? Better steer clear of the werewolves.”


The ghouls in the Fear Squad pyramid could hear everything. Cleo couldn’t believe it. How could her friend not have told her? “Were-fleas? Clawdeen, you have were-fleas?”


“That’s ridiculous!” insisted Clawdeen.


Still, Cleo was trying to edge away from Clawdeen—and the pyramid began to shake.


“Cleo! Stop shaking!” Frankie pleaded.


At the top, Draculaura couldn’t maintain her balance. She was swaying back and forth. “Hey, what’s going on down there?”


“I do not have were-fleas! That’s not even a thing,” explained Clawdeen.


But no one was really listening. Everyone was panicking. Frankie tried to tell them to be still, but it was too late. The pyramid collapsed with a giant splash right into the pool.


From the stands, Toralei smirked. If she wasn’t going to be on the Fear Squad, at least nobody else would be either.


The Fear Squad ghouls emerged, soaking wet, from the water. Frankie’s bolts sparked and shocked everyone. “Oops! Sorry!”


Clawdeen shook herself off. Everyone in the whole pool was whispering and staring at her and her siblings. I think I need to talk to Spectra, she decided. Without drying herself off, she bounded away in search of the gossip ghoul. So much for the diving team victory—this was a catastrophe!















CHAPTER 2



A SPOOKY SIDEKICK


In the hall, students were slamming shut their lockers and getting ready to go home. Draculaura stared at her soaking wet pom-poms, gave them a quick wring, and tossed them into her locker with her Fear Squad bag. As she turned to go, a floating bouquet of roses blocked her way. “Ahh!” screamed Draculaura, startled.


Johnny Spirit materialized from behind the flowers. “Oh, hey, sorry, Draculaura.”


“Johnny Spirit! You scared me half to life!” exclaimed Draculaura. Her pulse was racing.


“Sorry about that,” the ghost apologized. “Clawd just asked me to give these to you. He’s got were-fleas or something.” He pointed down the hallway where Clawd was standing, scratching his arm.


Draculaura looked longingly toward her boyfriend. But he ordered her to stay away. “I’m probably contagious!” he told her.


Draculaura took the flowers from Johnny. “Tell Clawd thank you for the roses. But seriously, don’t scare me like that.”


Johnny shrugged. He couldn’t help it if he was startling sometimes. “Anyway, some of the other ghosts and I are going to go float around at the Maul this afternoon. You and Clawd are welcome to join us.” Operetta and Scarah were coming down the hall, chatting together.


“I’ll have to catch up with you,” explained Draculaura. “I’m almost finished here.” She pulled out her pom-poms and gave them another wring as Johnny flew off with his friends.


Draculaura took a towel from her bag and tried to dry off her things. A gust of wind blew down the hall and gave her chills. Someone must have left a door open somewhere. She looked down the hall but everyone had left. It was a little eerie being the only one still in school. She could have sworn she heard someone whispering behind her.


“Hello?” she called. “Is someone there?”


No one answered. The school was quiet and spooky.


She shut her locker and turned to walk away when she felt the wind again and heard her locker creak open. She whirled around.


“Johnny Spirit? Is that you?” She looked up and down the empty hallways. No one was there. “I told you not to scare me…”


She took a deep breath and shut her locker again, giving it an extra push shut. But before she’d gone halfway down the hall, the locker burst open and all of her belongings floated out and swirled into a cyclone. Draculaura screamed, racing as fast as she could toward the main entrance. But before she reached the front door, she remembered something, turned around, ran back toward the tornado, reached her hand into the circling mass of her things, grabbed her lip gloss, and ran out of the school to find her friends.


By the next morning, Draculaura had almost completely forgotten about her exploding locker. It had probably been Johnny playing a joke on her. Still, she felt a little nervous as she headed back into school. Especially when the doors opened by themselves when she was coming up the steps. She didn’t remember them being automatic—and they weren’t when Manny Taur walked up to them.


Even stranger were the gusts of wind that seemed to follow her around throughout the day. She was flipping through a magazine in Mr. Rotter’s study howl when the pages began flipping… all by themselves. The magazine opened to a page of a vampire model in a pretty haunt couture dress. Draculaura couldn’t believe it as her pen floated into the air and, all by itself, circled the outfit. Huh? What was going on?


Later in the day, just before lunch, the wind became wilder and blew her hair up into a flip and swirl and a completely new freaky style. Her friends couldn’t believe it when she arrived in the Creepateria.


Rochelle looked up from her lunch. “Your hair looks claw-some, Draculaura. How’d you get it to do that?”


“I don’t know,” answered Draculaura, sitting down. “You’ll have to ask my ghost friend.”


The ghouls looked expectantly at Sirena. Sirena, who could be a bit of a daydreamer, loved Draculaura’s hair. “Okay, I don’t remember doing that, but apparently I’m an amazing hairstylist.”


Draculaura shook her head. “No, you ghouls, I think… I think I’m being haunted!”


Everyone gasped.


“Haunted? Are you sure?” whispered Twyla.


Draculaura’s napkin floated into the air, unfolded itself, and gently dropped across her lap. Her fork and knife began cutting up her lunch on their own. “Pretty sure,” answered Draculaura.


Rochelle turned to Sirena. “You’re half ghost. Do you know anything about hauntings?”


Sirena looked very thoughtful. “Hmm,” she said. “My grandmother used to say that you could get rid of them by holding your breath.”


Draculaura took a deep breath and held it. She waited. Nothing seemed to happen.


“Or maybe that was hiccups,” added Sirena.


Draculaura exhaled, frustrated.


Twyla shook her head. “Maybe we should talk to one of the other ghosts about this.”


Something was happening to Draculaura—and none of her friends knew what it was.
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