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The ghouls, Lagoona, Cleo, Frankie, Ghoulia,
and Isi, zoomed down the highway in their
flashy car, their laughter echoing from a
collector doll launch party. Distracted by a
heated argument about fashion lines, Cleo, with
a dramatic eye-roll, declared, "It's probably just...
plastic!" as their car jolted over something
unseen. They sped off, leaving behind a
It'’s probal?l)'lj shattered Bratz doll heel glinting eerily under

plastay the streetlights, a silent witness to their

carelessness.
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Cleo posed in her ornate mirror, filming a
scathing rant about "irrelevant copycats,” when
she opened her vanity drawer to find it
completely empty. As she slammed the mirror
shut, a distorted silhouette with oversized eyes
and glossy lips flickered in the glass. Her lights
began to strobe wildly, and her phone screen
glitching, replaced her own reflection with a
grotesque Bratz-style version of herself before
cutting to black just as her golden crown

clattered to the floor.
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Frankie, ever the tinkerer, meticulously
swapped out her bolts and adjusted her parts
with a focused grin. A chilling, distorted whisper
echoed from nowhere, "Funny how easy it is to

be rebuilt," sending shivers down her spine. To

her horror, her signature stitches began to
unravel on their own, not painfully, but with an
unsettling, uncanny slowness. The workshop
lights flickered violently before plunging into
darkness, only to reveal Frankie, perfectly
symmetrical and unnerved, staring wide-eyed at

the camera, muttering, "That's not right.”
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Ghoulia hunched over her glowing screen,
diligently researching the accident, her eyes
widening as she unearthed archived images of a
forgotten Bratz doll named Meygan, ominously
listed as "discontinued." Suddenly, her monitors
flickered to life, auto-playing a barrage of
distorted, garbled Bratz commercials,
punctuated by flashing text: "YOU LEFT ME." Her
main screen then froze on a magnified,
unblinking image of Meygan's piercing eyes,

staring directly out at the viewer.
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Plagued by guilt, Lagoona returned to the
desolate stretch of road where the incident
occurred, the air thick with an unspoken dread.
She heard faint splashing sounds, yet the
ground was dry, a chilling illusion in the quiet
evening. In a muddy ditch, she spotted a small,
mangled doll body, face down and covered in
grime. With a trembling hand, she flipped it
over, only to be met with her own familiar face,

contorted in a silent scream.
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Isi Dawndancer, with her keen spiritual sight,
began to notice the unsettling pattern unfolding
around her friends. She realized each ghoul was
being punished in a way that mirrored their
dismissive attitudes towards "lesser" dolls—
discarded, forgotten, and replaced. A chilling
sense of purpose guided her as she started to
piece together the fragmented clues, knowing
she had to understand the source of this eerie

revenge.
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Following a trail of discarded doll
accessories and faint, shimmering glitter, Isi was
led to the crumbling, forgotten facade of an old,
abandoned toy store. The dust-laden windows
hinted at a past filled with joy, now replaced by
an ominous silence. A broken sign, half-
obscured by vines, still faintly read "Playtime
Paradise,” a stark contrast to the eerie

atmosphere within.
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Inside the cavernous, silent store, Isi heard
soft, deliberate footsteps echoing from the
shadows, sending a shiver down her spine. A
figure slowly emerged into a lone shaft of
moonlight, revealing oversized, glistening eyes,
vibrant glossy lips, and distinct streaks of pink in
her hair. As she moved closer, the figure
dramatically pulled back a deep hood, revealing
a familiar, yet chillingly beautiful face. It was

Meygan.
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Meygan's large eyes fixed directly on Isi, a
chillingly knowing gaze that seemed to pierce
through her. With a slow, deliberate cadence,
her voice, soft yet laced with cold fury, uttered,
"You didn't even remember my name." A beat of
profound silence hung in the air, thick with
unspoken accusations and forgotten memories.
Then, a slow, unsettling smile spread across
Meygan's glossy lips, a smile that promised

retribution.
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Sirens wailed in the distance, their flashing
lights painting the scene in stark blues and reds
as Isi stood, visibly shaken but alive, trying to
explain the unbelievable events to disbelieving
authorities. The camera panned away, through
the bustling aisles of a brightly lit toy store,
settling on a newly stocked shelf. A pristine box
proudly displayed "BRATZ: RECLAIMED -
MEYGAN," featuring a vibrant, triumphant

image of the doll, who then winked directly at
the viewer before the screen dissolved into

static.
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