[image: Monster High Diaries: Draculaura and the New Stepmomster]

    
      
        
          
            
              
              
COPYRIGHT

            

          

           

          LITTLE, BROWN BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS

           

          Published by Hodder & Stoughton

           

          
            978-1-5102-0002-9

          

          
            
              
               

              All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Copyright © 2015 by Mattel, Inc.

            

          

          
            
              
              MONSTER HIGH and associated trademarks are owned by and used under license from Mattel, Inc.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            

          

           

          LITTLE, BROWN BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS

          An imprint of 

          Hachette Children’s Group

          Part of Hodder & Stoughton

          Carmelite House

          50 Victoria Embankment 

          London EC4Y 0DZ

           

          
            
              An Hachette UK Company
            
          

          
            
              www.hachette.co.uk
            
          

           

          
            
              www.lbkids.co.uk
            
          

        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      
         

        
          [image:  ]
        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              [image:  ]
            
          

          
            
              
              Diary Entry 
            

          

        

      

      You are totes not going to believe this… my dad is getting married! Another vampire caught his eye at the Ice Ball in Antarctica last year. He saw her across the room, asked her to dance, and was sucked in. Just like that! Isn’t it the scary-cutest story ever? 

      I don’t think there is anything sweeter than love at first bite. 

      Dad’s trying to play it cool. (You know Father. Always so serious!) But from what he’s told me, Ramoanah (that’s her name!) is just amazing and he’s totes into her. After that night at the ball, they spent the next few months chilling out in Antarctica, and now  

      THEY ARE GETTING MARRIED! 

      I [image: Diary Entry] weddings! 

      But here’s my tiny, little, itsy-bitsy secret. (Just a teensy thing. No big deal, I’m sure.) I’m kinda freaking out. I don’t actually know much about Ramoanah. Since she and Dad have been away in Antarctica and I’ve been here – attending Monster High – I haven’t even met her. And she’s going to be my stepmomster in less than a week! 

      I’m sure she’s going to be fangtastic, just like Dad says she is. How could she not be? Still, I’m a little nervous, you know? What if she… 

      Ugh! I can’t even write it! 

      What if she… doesn’t like me? 

      I know, I know. That would be silly. We’ll probably be beast friends, right? We’ll share style tips and watch boo-vies together. Maybe it will be so fangtastic having her around that it will be hard to even remember that it’s been just Dad and me for the past 1,600 years. 

      I can’t wait for the wedding – it’s going to be so glamorous and elegant! And I’m so excited for my ghoulfriends to see what a real Transylvanian vampire wedding is like. They will all get to learn more about my vampire scaritage. The ghouls can meet my family and a ton of old vamp friends. Here’s the best part: We all get to stay at the Chateau Transylvania (it’s the fanciest hotel EVER – even Cleo will be impressed!). 

      Oh, and I have a feeling that I might get to be Ramoanah’s maid of horror!! Or at least a batsmaid (that would be totally ghoul too). I’m hoping she will ask me as soon as we meet… I want to be prepared, so I’m going to buy the most fangtastic hot pink and black dress ever created. I was so thrilled when Dad told me that Ramoanah had chosen black and pink as the colors for the wedding – looks like she and I have the same fave colors! I can’t wait to help her with all the final wedding plans when we get to Transylvania tomorrow! 

      Gotta go! More soon. 

      Smooches, 

      Draculaura [image: Diary Entry] 
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      “What do you think, ghouls?” A sweet and cheerful vampire named Draculaura stepped out of the changeling room at Neiman Monstrous, her favorite store in the Maul. She spun in circles. A shimmering, lacy black dress with beautiful hot pink details swirled around her legs. The dress matched her black-and-pink-streaked hair perfectly and made her pale pink skin glow. “Is this the one?”

      “Gore-geous,” Clawdeen Wolf proclaimed as she stopped pawing through racks of dresses to check out her ghoulfriend. Clawdeen was a fierce and stylish werewolf with a nose for fashion. “It’s perfect.”

      Frankie Stein’s one green and one blue eye went wide. “That pink makes you look totally voltageous, Draculaura.” Frankie, the only daughter of Frankenstein, also had a scary-cute style all her own, though she loved just about anything with black-and-white stripes.

      “I think we have a winner.” Draculaura giggled. Then she slipped behind the curtain to change back into her school clothes. “Don’t you just love weddings?” she called as she carefully pulled off the dress. “I can’t believe my dad is the one getting married!”

      “You haven’t been to a wedding until you’ve been to a royal wedding,” Cleo de Nile announced. Cleo – a mummy and Egyptian princess who was as loyal of a friend as she was a pampered diva – was sprawled out on a sofa nearby, impatiently waiting for the glass of fresh-squeezed orange juice she had insisted the shop clerk bring her to sip on while she waited for her friend to choose a dress for Dracula’s wedding. “Oh, but I’m sure your dad’s wedding will be really great too…”

      “It’s going to be totally amazing, Draculaura!” Clawdeen agreed excitedly. “I’m stoked that us ghouls all get to come along. I never thought a werewolf like me would be taking two trips to Transylvania so close together.”

      Draculaura stepped out of the changeling room. “I’m excited too, ghouls. I feel so lucky that I get to have my beast ghoulfriends there with me. I just wish everyone at Monster High could come!” She sighed. “Because of course, the one little thing that would make this weekend extra fangulous would be having Clawd along. I’m going to miss my sweetie so much. Going to Dad’s wedding without him totally bites.”

      “No way,” Clawdeen replied quickly, shaking one sharp fingernail at her beast friend. The last thing she wanted was one of her siblings tagging along on the trip of this lifetime. Her pack stuck together too much as it was – sometimes, she just wanted to be with her beasties. “This weekend it’s just us ghouls. And it’s going to be clawesome!”

      Their zombie friend, Ghoulia Yelps, grunted her agreement. Ghoulia blinked behind her horn-rimmed glasses and readjusted the headband in her long, thick blue hair. She tucked the book she had been reading into her purse for later.

      Cleo rolled her eyes playfully and yawned. “If we ever leave the Maul, that is. Are you almost done, Draculaura? I think I aged another year while we waited for you to pick something.”

      “Ready!” Draculaura said cheerfully. She knew Cleo was only teasing – after all, Cleo was a stylish mummy who enjoyed shopping as much as any other ghoul! 

      The Neiman Monstrous clerk – a slow-moving zombie – grunted as she lurched toward the counter to ring up Draculaura’s purchase. 

      “I love that it’s just going to be us ghouls too but… I don’t get why Clawd can’t come along,” Frankie said.

      Draculaura frowned as she replayed in her head the conversation she’d had with her dad. Her father had been acting sort of weird in the days leading up to the wedding. Ever since he’d called to tell Draculaura about his fiancée, he had been acting even more serious than usual. Draculaura was pretty sure it was just prewedding jitters. But she was still a little hurt about what he had said when she asked for permission to invite Clawd. She told her friends, “My dad thought Ramoanah’s family might have a hard time swallowing the fact that I’m dating a non-vampire. Vampires, werewolves… you know. We’re not exactly known for getting along.”

      “Well, we’ll just have to help change their minds about that!” said Clawdeen.

      “I’m sure everything will be fine,” Draculaura said quickly. She hoped Clawdeen was right… but deep down she worried that it might not be so easy. “My dad is always super welcoming to other monsters. I’m sure Ramoanah will be too. Her relatives are probably just a little more conservative than Dad and I are. As you ghouls know, some vampires can have a teensy, eensy problem with anyone who isn’t a vampire… so I think Dad just wants to play it safe.”

      “Some old, stuffy vampires like Lord Stoker,” sniffed Clawdeen, thinking about her last trip to Transylvania with Draculaura. Lord Stoker had tried to make Draculaura believe she was the long-lost vampire queen. Luckily, Draculaura and her ghoulfriends figured out that Lord Stoker was tricking her, along with the rest of the vampires, so he could continue to control the vampire court. Draculaura and the Monster High crew had managed to find the real vampire queen – Draculaura’s old friend Elissabat – and made Lord Stoker look like a fool.

      “Exactly.” Draculaura giggled. “There are still a lot of vampires like Lord Stoker in Transylvania. The kind who think vampires should be the most respected and feared monsters in the world.” She rolled her eyes at the silliness of it all.



OEBPS/imagedata/prelim_dec.jpg





OEBPS/imagedata/heart.jpg





OEBPS/imagedata/lips.jpg





OEBPS/imagedata/9781510200029_FC.jpg
DIARIES
- \“ :
. R\






OEBPS/imagedata/chapter_dec.jpg





OEBPS/imagedata/girl.jpg





