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  Foreword



From the glittering aisles of a suburban mall to the hallowed halls of international fashion, a thirteen-year-old’s audacious dream of designing a new world, one stitch at a time, proves that even the grandest visions begin with a single, heartfelt wish.






I

Part One: The Grand Event
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  Chapter 1: The Sparkle of Saturday

  
  




Saturday mornings, in my thirteen-year-old world, were not for sleeping in. Oh no. They were for pilgrimage. A sacred journey to the temple of textiles, the cathedral of couture, the… well, the mall. And today was special. Today was the shopping trip. Not just any shopping trip, mind you, but the greatest event of my life. Super fantastic.




I bounded down the stairs, nearly tripping over our ancient Persian rug, the scent of my mom’s coffee mingled with the faint, lingering sweetness of last night’s dessert. My heart was a hummingbird trapped in a cage of ribs, fluttering with anticipation.




“Mom! Are we ready? Suzy said she’d be here in ten!” I practically shouted, though Mom was only a few feet away, sipping her coffee with an almost unnerving calm.




She smiled, a knowing tilt of her lips. “Patience, Braelyn. The shops aren’t going anywhere.”




But they were. They were calling to me. Whispering promises of new fabrics, dazzling colors, and the intoxicating possibility of finding that one perfect thing that would transform my entire existence. Because that’s what clothes did. They weren’t just threads and buttons; they were magic. They were identity. They were a statement, a mood, a secret language only I understood.




My best friend, Suzy, arrived precisely ten minutes later, a whirlwind of blonde hair and infectious giggles. Suzy understood. Suzy got it. While other girls collected stamps or Pokémon cards, Suzy and I collected ideas. We’d spend hours poring over magazines, cutting out perfectly styled outfits, and pinning them to our bedroom walls, creating mood boards before we even knew what mood boards were.




“Ready to conquer the fashion world, Braelyn?” Suzy asked, her eyes gleaming with the same wild excitement that bubbled inside me.




“Ready to celebrate!” I declared. “I’m thinking a new top. Something sparkly. And then, we’ll invite you over, and it will be wonderful!”




Our celebration didn’t need a reason beyond the sheer joy of living and the promise of new clothes. It was our ritual. Find something fabulous, bring it home, try it on with every possible combination, and then invite Suzy over for a full-on fashion show and critique. Our parents probably thought it was just silly girl stuff, but to us, it was serious business. It was practice.




As we rode in Mom’s car, the mall growing larger on the horizon like a shimmering mirage, my mind began to drift. It always did. The clothes weren’t just things to buy; they were things to make. I traced the imaginary lines of a dress on my knee, the way the fabric would fall, the unexpected detail that would make it – me.




A quiet, confident whisper started in my head, a voice I was growing increasingly familiar with. Over time, it said, I’ll open my own boutique filled with my own high-fashion designs.




The thought wasn’t new, but today, bathed in the pre-shopping glow, it felt more real, more tangible than ever before. It wasn’t a childish fantasy; it was a blueprint. I could almost smell the fresh fabric, hear the hum of a sewing machine, see my name, elegant and bold, above a polished glass door.




My imagination, ever-eager, took flight. I will be majorly successful and a huge fashion sensation. The words unfurled like a banner in my mind, bold and undeniable. I wasn’t just going to dabble; I was going to dominate.




Suzy nudged me. “Earth to Braelyn! We’re here!”




I blinked, the mall’s bright lights momentarily dazzling me. But even as I stepped out of the car, the vision persisted. My unique designs will set trends, attract the attention of the media, and create an entirely new fad.




I pictured it: people on the streets, in magazines, wearing my creations. Not just following a trend, but creating one from scratch, something so fresh, so innovative, that it would spark a revolution in how people dressed, how they saw themselves. A little thrill shot through me, a surge of adrenaline stronger than any sugar rush.




And then the crescendo, the grand finale of my daydream, the ultimate aspiration that felt both impossibly distant and thrillingly within reach. I’ll grace the cover of worldwide magazines, I’ll gain international fame, and set worldwide records in the fashion industry.




A small, almost involuntary gasp escaped my lips. Suzy looked at me, a question in her eyes. I just grinned, a wide, slightly wild grin. “Today,” I announced, pulling her towards the automatic doors, “is going to be epic. I can feel it.”




And with that, we plunged into the glorious chaos of the mall, two thirteen-year-old girls, one of whom was already designing her future, one sparkling thread at a time. The clothes shopping was indeed fantastic. But it was just the beginning. It was the training ground, the research lab, the first step on a runway that stretched far beyond the confines of our suburban shopping center, all the way to the global stage.
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  Chapter 2: Scissors and Seams

  
  




The shopping trip was, as predicted, nothing short of legendary. I didn’t just find a top; I found the top. A shimmering, iridescent number that shifted from turquoise to violet with every movement, adorned with tiny, almost invisible sequins. It was audacious, a little over the top, and utterly, perfectly me. Suzy approved wholeheartedly.


“It practically screams ‘future fashion icon,’” she’d declared, holding it up against me in the changing room, her eyes sparkling with shared excitement.


Back home, after the celebratory pizza and a frantic session of trying on the new top with everything in my closet, we settled into my room. My bedroom was a vibrant ecosystem of creativity. One wall was papered with magazine cutouts – a mosaic of supermodels, haute couture gowns, and street style snapshots. My desk was perpetually cluttered with sketchbooks, fabric scraps (rescued from Mom’s old sewing projects), a worn-out tape measure, and a pair of blunt, child-safe scissors.


“So,” Suzy began, flopping onto my bed amidst a pile of discarded sweaters, “what’s the Grand Plan for the sequin top?”


“The Grand Plan,” I said, carefully folding the precious garment and placing it on my special ‘inspiration’ chair, “is to use it as a starting point. It’s got that… je ne sais quoi.” I loved using big, fancy words, even if I wasn’t entirely sure what they meant. They sounded official.


Suzy giggled. “You and your je ne sais quoi.”


“It’s true!” I insisted, pulling out my latest sketchbook. The pages were a riot of poorly drawn figures in fantastical outfits, some with wings, some with impossibly long trains, all bursting with color and wild pattern. “This top, it’s not just a top. It’s an attitude. It’s bold. It says, ‘Look at me, but don’t you dare categorize me.’”


I grabbed a pencil and started sketching furiously. My hands, though still small, moved with a surprising confidence. The lines were a little wobbly, the proportions often comically off, but the vision was clear. “Imagine: a dress, but constructed in a completely new way. Like, the sequins are on the inside too, so it shimmers even when you move. And maybe, instead of just a straight skirt, it’s got these architectural pleats that fan out like a peacock’s tail.”


Suzy sat up, genuinely intrigued. “Like, really wild pleats? Not just normal ones?”


“No! Not normal ones at all!” I exclaimed, my voice rising with my excitement. “Ones that create their own light and shadow. And a neckline that’s asymmetrical, but balanced by a cuff on one sleeve that’s… almost like armour, but made of silk.”


I watched my pencil fly across the page, a whirlwind of ideas that felt too big for the paper. My heart was thumping again, not with the thrill of shopping, but with the quiet, potent power of creation. This was where the real magic happened. Not in buying, but in making.


“And the fabric,” I continued, eyes half-closed as I imagined it, “it can’t just be regular fabric. It needs to be sustainable, but feel luxurious. Maybe something woven with recycled ocean plastic, but dyed with natural pigments from flowers. So it’s beautiful, but also kind to the planet.”


Suzy’s eyes widened. “Recycled ocean plastic? Braelyn, do you even know how to make fabric?”


I paused, chewing on the end of my pencil. “Not yet,” I admitted. “But I will. That’s the point. First, I draw it. Then, I figure out how to make it real. That’s what designers do. That’s what I’ll do.”


The conversation often veered into the practicalities, or lack thereof, of my grand schemes. Suzy, ever the grounded one, would gently bring me back to reality. But even her pragmatic questions couldn’t dim the fire. They just made me think harder.


“When you open your boutique,” Suzy mused, gesturing around my chaotic room, “will it look like this? With drawings everywhere?”


“Better,” I declared. “It’ll be sleek, minimalist, but with these incredible bursts of color and texture from my designs. And there will be a huge window, so people walking by can see the mannequins, dressed in my latest collection. And they’ll stop. They won’t be able to help themselves. They’ll just have to come in.”


I walked over to my wall of magazine cutouts, tracing a finger over a picture of Anna Wintour, her iconic bob and sunglasses




























