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      I’m monstrously good at most things, but… honestly? Keeping a diary is so not one of them. I’m going to stick to it this time, and here’s why: I’m getting ready to stage a major fashion show! There’s SO much to do to get ready, and I read on one of my fashion blogs that some of my favorite designers use their sketchbooks for more than just sketching – they use them to keep track of all the details associated with launching a new collection. I don’t like the idea of mixing my words with my sketches, so I will keep those separate, but I’m going to give this diary thing a try and see if it helps keep me organized and on track. 

      It’s so important that everything goes smoothly with this show. Why? Well, I guess I should write down my reasons for putting on this show, since I’m supposed to keep notes about everything in this diary. Here goes… 

      It all started a few weeks ago when I was howling to my brother, Clawd, about how the Fearleading squad uniforms at Monster High could really use an update. (They’re so last scaremester!) Then, while he and I were out tossing around a ball at the park, we both started growling about how Monster High is in serious need of some new sports equipment – some of the balls we use in gym class are older than the de Nile family estate! 

      Clawd told me if I felt so passionately about the squad uniforms and the school sports equipment, I should do something about it. I realized he was totally right! An entrepreneur (like me!) finds opportunities and goes after them. So after I talked to Headless Headmistress Bloodgood and learned there was no extra money in the budget for either new uniforms or equipment, I realized I was going to have to find some way to raise the money to make things right myself. 

      I spent a few nights brainstorming fund-raising ideas with my pack of ghoulfriends – Frankie Stein is totally clawesome at coming up with ways to bring ideas to life, since she’s the daughter of an inventor, and Draculaura has a creeperific imagination – and that’s when we decided it would be fangtastic if I could host a fashion show to help raise money for Monster High. I’ll be able to sell some of the fiercest pieces after the show, and we’ll charge admission to the show itself. I’ve done some rough calculations, and if my figures are correct, we should make enough to get all new uniforms for the Fearleading team AND a bunch of new balls and nets and whatever else we need to make the Monster High gym fangtastic. 

      Now that planning is under way, I can tell it’s going to be creeperific! For the past few weeks, I’ve been sketching up a ton of new designs and working with my ghouls to plan some of the show details. There are so many things to keep straight, but my ghoulfriends have been a huge help. I couldn’t do this without them! 

      Then, last weekend, while we were fanging at the Maul checking out the new summer collection at Neiman Monstrous, my BFF Draculaura bought me this scary-cute notebook. She suggested I jot down a few notes every day that will help me keep a record of my progress between now and the night of the show. That reminded me of what I’d read on the fashion blog, and another lightbulb went off in my head, and there you have it: my new diary! 

      Since I’m building my own fashion empire, it’s extra important that I learn from any problems and tangles I encounter. I’m not the kind of ghoul who likes to make the same mistake twice! So there… the first entry in Clawdeen Wolf’s freaky-fabulous fashion diary. 

      NOTE: This is a PRIVATE diary.  

      To my pack (that means you, especially, Howleen): You better not be reading this, or I’m swapping your steak for one of Draculaura’s tofu dogs. Fair warning! 

      Clawdeen [image: Diary Entry] 
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      Ticktock. 

      Ticktock. 

      Ticktock. 

      Clawdeen Wolf glanced up at the enormous grandfather clock perched against the wall of her Monster High economics classroom and sighed. Life usually moved at the speed of moonlight for the fashionable werewolf. But today – the last day of school before summer scarecation – time was totally dragging.

      With only thirty-six minutes left until break began, Clawdeen was having a hard time thinking about anything other than relaxing with her ghoulfriends, long afternoon runs, baseball games, and – most important – endless hours to work on her newest fashion designs.

      Most days, Clawdeen loved economics. As a talented designer with a dream of one day running her own fashion empire, Clawdeen knew how important it was for her to learn about the business of design. Even though her favorite part of fashion was the sketching and stitching, the fiercely independent werewolf never wanted to have to rely on other people to run her business for her. She intended to manage every aspect of her future empire, thank you very much.

      But today, it was hard to focus on economics when there were so many other things on her mind.

      Ticktock. 

      Ticktock. 

      Clawdeen tried her best to pay careful attention to the lecture, but after a few moments, she gave up and stifled a yawn. Her head just wasn’t in the economics game. She thought about it and decided that she’d learned so much in class already this year, maybe letting her mind wander just a little bit during the last few minutes of the last class of the day wouldn’t be terrible. Fifteen minutes to go, and then she could dedicate every minute of the next two weeks to her Freaky-Fabulous Fashion Show.

      She turned to a fresh page in her notebook and began to doodle. She tried to only sketch designs in her special design sketchbook, but because inspiration struck at any moment, almost all of Clawdeen’s school notebooks ended up filled with fashion sketches eventually.

      As she leaned over her work, letting her creative instincts take over, Clawdeen’s soft, wavy brown hair cascaded past her shoulders. Her curls created a thick curtain around her desk. She bit her lower lip and focused, watching as a fabulous dress began to take shape on the page. Living in a small house with a huge pack, Clawdeen rarely got time to focus on her sketches without someone interrupting her work. These few minutes of alone time were precious, and Clawdeen wasn’t going to let them go to waste. She bent her head over the page and let the inspiration flow from her fingers.

      As her pencil drew lines and curves, Clawdeen could see the dress she was putting on the page turning into something real. She pictured black satin embellishments on the bodice and a gold lining with the tiniest hint of purple peeking out of the neckline… or maybe the other way around? Purple lining with a gold accent? She would have to figure that out later. For now, it was all about shape. After a moment’s consideration, she scrubbed her eraser over the sleeves of the dress, turning it into a sleeveless design with a quick flick of her pencil.

      Clawdeen grinned. Perfect. She closed her eyes, imagining the dress floating across the stage during a fashion show in front of hundreds – thousands! – of adoring fans. Monsters would be lined up around the block for a chance to buy the dress. All the stores would beg her to sell it as an exclusive. Clawdeen would be known around the world as the fashionista who had designed the dress of the century.

      She opened her eyes again and cocked her head to the side. Studying the dress more carefully, she suddenly realized her ghoulfriend Frankie Stein, the daughter of Frankenstein, would look totally voltageous in this design. With its electric rawness, it was as if the dress had been designed just for her! Clawdeen must have had Frankie in the back of her mind as she sketched. She suddenly decided that even if every store in the Maul begged her for the right to sell it, Clawdeen would only make one copy of this particular design, and she’d give it to her ghoulfriend. She loved working up special pieces for the monsters she loved, outfits that were as unique and one of a kind as each of her ghoulfriends.
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