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Chapter One
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Where have all the monsters gone?

On the shrouded edges of the Earth, far from the everyday and mundane, the Twilight World lay, ancient haven to the magical and monstrous. Ghost ships flew over midnight oceans, and forgotten kingdoms rose and fell, hidden in valleys or atop high mountains. Creatures roamed the forests, and in the modest yet modern towns that dotted the forest interior, Other-beings lived and worked.

In one such town, called Little Salem, the nights belonged to their wild children. Right then, raucous teens raised hell around a bonfire on the Enchanting Forest’s fringes. Motorcycles roared, and their leather-clad riders whooped. Tail pipes rumbled and spewed, to the dismay of watching, ancient neighbors.

Three females of the faerie-kind lounged, hidden by the forest, and viewed the rambunctious display.

“Ugh, diesel,” the eldest commented. She was crowned in ivy and wore a golden girdle on her hips.

“Must they burn such things in their loud machines?” the second eldest said.

“Their silly machines annoy me so!” the youngest exclaimed, and she wore plumeria blossoms in her long hair.

The eldest smiled down at her faerie sisters. “Yet they are mere noise. They can do no harm to such as we.”

“Certainly! We are faeries of the Court,” the youngest said, smug. “They are mere children, behind our ken.”

“No comparison,” the middle faerie added and laughed.

The foliage rustled, and a fourth faerie burst through.

“Hush! Our dark sister approaches!” she warned.

The faeries scattered, fleeing deeper into the forest. Leaves stirred in their wake. A bared foot landed on the forest floor the faeries had deserted.

Two winged sprites looked on, clinging to a bush’s branches.

“Ha! What can startle the mighty Daughters of the Court so?” one asked the other.

“Their dark sister, of course!” the other replied.

“Afraid she’ll add ’em ta her long list o’ conquests, yeah?”

The sprites burst into loud laughter and flew away.

Fairer Than the Fairest of all Faeries stepped forwards, flanked by more sprites, circling and smirking. Small white flowers dotted her tumble of thick red hair, and around her hips, a gold girdle hung, heavy with medallions and large canine teeth. Her heavy-lidded gaze slid to what her fellow faeries had been watching. A pretty girl’s platinum blonde hair shined in the bonfire light. Fairer Than turned to face the fire and rested a forearm against a tree.
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Bunny Baker, good teen witch, and her greaser girlfriend, the vampire Dean, ignored the rowdiness, eyes only for each other. Bunny was seventeen and a daughter of a seventh daughter, who right then had only adoring eyes for her sweetheart. They’d met at one of Spooky’s cemetery fests, where Dean had rode in with her motorcycle gang. Wearing a leather jacket, dungarees, and motorcycle boots, Dean sported a slicked-back ducktail and a fanged grin that made Bunny’s heart thump. When young warlocks picked a fight and rioting ensued, Bunny chose to side with Dean. As a result, she’d forgotten that she’d gone to Spooky’s hoping to meet a faerie girl. She gained a wickedly sweet vampire, instead.

“Dean, do you have to go to the vampire’s ball tomorrow night?” Bunny pouted as she leaned against her girlfriend and her bike. “I want you to come to the Queer Youth meeting with me.”

“Baby, I can’t, and believe me, I’ve tried to get out of it.” Dean grinned, a toothpick between her teeth. “Why don’t you come to the ball with me?”

“Sure.” Bunny smiled. “Only if you wear the ball gown.”

Dean reached up and plucked Bunny’s pointed witch hat from her head. Bunny pulled Dean’s toothpick from her mouth.

“Hey,” Dean said. She brought Bunny around to press her back against her front.

“I’ll pass,” Bunny said as she enjoyed Dean’s embrace. She put the toothpick to her own mouth. “I don’t want to be the first witch ever to crash the vampires’ most exclusive, biggest bash in Little Salem. They may tear a girl like me into little pieces.”

“Naw, werewolves do that sort of thing,” Dean assured. “Vampires know how to treat a pretty witch.”

Bunny turned and looked up at Dean from beneath her lashes. “Now do they?”

“I believe I’m an authority on that subject.”

“I guess I’ll be all right by myself at Q-Youth,” Bunny sighed.

“I’m missing you already, Bunny,” Dean said.

They kissed.
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Mugg, the punk sprite, hovered near the oblivious couple, beating his ragged wings. Wearing leather pants and steel-toed boots, he idly scratched the elbow of his tattooed arm, wondering when the kissing would end. The kids’ discussion, he decided, was over for the time being. He flew back to the forest and to his mistress, his mohawk fluttering.
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Fairer Than watched the blonde witch speak to her love interest, a vampire both androgynous and rebellious in appearance. Outlined by firelight, the witch’s curves were evident in a mid-length pencil skirt with blouse and short-sleeved jacket, her pointed hat still in the vampire’s grip. On the girl’s neck was a small bandage, covering a vampire’s bite.

Fairer Than stared at the platinum shine of the girl’s locks, its length just off the shoulder. A curling wave of hair fell to the side of the girl’s warm and receptive, hazel-eyed gaze.

Mugg zipped across the clearing, bypassing boisterous bikers. He alighted on Fairer Than’s shoulder.

“Her name is Bunny,” he whispered.

The corner of Fairer Than’s mouth crept up.

“Lovely,” she said.
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Chapter Two
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The next night, while Dean attended the Vampire’s Ball, Bunny changed out of her outfit for school into something more appropriate for socializing. Little Salem sat by a lake—known to inhabitants as “The Lady’s Lake”—which harbored a little wetland on one shore. In that swamp, beneath cypress trees and hanging vines, Q-Youth of Little Salem held its meet-and-greet. 

The night being mild, Bunny entered the moonlit Okonee Swamp campground wearing a sheath dress of ivory, her black flats matching her black hat. Out on the lake, a prehistoric dinosaur’s silhouette glided along the water’s surface, then submerged from view. Bunny looked around at the circle of log benches where people were already gathered, some of whom she recognized from school. Sally, the living apple doll, was coordinator, and she was already chatting with a crew-cut mummy girl who was obviously interested in her. Bunny wandered near the refreshments table. Fausta leaned elbows on it, as if waiting to serve someone punch, but Bunny doubted the devil girl intended to help with anything.

“Hiya Bunny,” she said. She smiled, revealing a gap in her front teeth. “Nice ta see ya bringing your goody self.’”

“Hi Fausta,” Bunny greeted, cool. She was glad to not see a dark witch in attendance; she wasn’t interested in a confrontation. The party planner in her eyed the table’s layout. The pitcher of punch held skull ice cubes, and a large black spider sat in the chips bowl Fausta was helping herself to.

“Free after the meeting?” Fausta casually inquired. “I’ll treat ya to soda at the shop.” Fausta wore a tight pullover sweater along with a tight pencil skirt, her black hair in a perfect flip. She gave Bunny a sardonic look. “Is that expression on your face a ‘no’? I don’t see the vampire around.”

“Fausta, I know as a devil girl you have to try stuff, but it’s annoying.” Bunny turned to go. Fausta suddenly rose and leaned her hip and a hand on the table.

“Did you know? I’m part-faerie,” she enticed.

Bunny looked at her in amazement. “No, you’re not.”

“Yes, I am.”

“No, you’re—Fausta, why are you telling me this?”

Fausta leaned close, startling Bunny by the sudden proximity. “I heard ya like faeries. Wanna see my wings?”

Bunny drew her wand.

“Beat it, dematerialize,” she incanted, swinging her wand up, and Fausta disappeared within a flashing eruption of sparkling smoke. A shriek sounded out on the lake as Fausta reappeared in the air above. She plummeted and hit the water with a loud splash.

“Creep,” Bunny exclaimed.

“Hey, Bunny,” a female voice called from the tree branches above.

“Yeah, hey Bunny,” another female voice greeted, and the two snickered.

Bunny looked up, spying two cat girls nestled in the tree. They looked down in amusement. Their cat faces bore forehead markings and they wore brightly colored barrettes. As they giggled, their small fangs showed.

“Hi Nix, Pix,” Bunny said, wary.

“You came all by yourself to your first Q-Youth meeting, really?” Nix said.

“Or maybe she’s here to do some fishing?” Pix said to Nix. “See what’s here biting?” They broke into peals of laughter.

Bunny swung her wand down.

“Beat it, dematerialize!” Bunny incanted, incensed. Nix and Pix disappeared in a puff of sparkling smoke. Two more shrieks sounded over the water.

“Ha!” Bunny said, and snapped her fingers. Sending teasing girls into the lake might be over-kill, but Bunny had learned one thing fast and early while growing up in Little Salem: it was best to show Other-beings that she wasn’t a human to push around. She stepped to return to the campground.

“Lovely trick, from a lovely witch,” a woman said behind her. The rich tone was deep and sultry.

“Beat it,” Bunny said, raising her wand. She turned.

Her incantation died on her lips. A tall faerie stood before her, leaning a forearm on a tree. Her thick, red tresses were dotted with tiny white flowers, the locks gathered and held by one gold ring. Her curvaceous body was clad in a deep green kirtle with a brief bodice, loosely laced over her breasts. The kirtle’s straps had fallen from her broad shoulders and hung, ragged. One draped a gold armband circling a bicep. Old-gold medallions and large, sharp teeth made up the faerie’s heavy girdle, and beneath her skirt’s rough hem, her bare toes poked. The faerie stepped away from the tree.

“I’m Fairer Than,” she said.

“I’m...Bunny.” Fairer Than approached, and Bunny could think of nothing else to say. As the faerie neared, the green irises of her heavy-lidded gaze became evident, and her pouty-lipped mouth curled into a smile.

“Charmed,” she said.

Fairer Than continued past Bunny and slowly circled. “This is my first meeting. And you?” she asked.

“It’s—it’s mine too.” Bunny held her wand close as Fairer Than stepped around her. “I didn’t know the faerie came to these meetings.”

“I’m unlike other faerie,” Fairer Than said low at Bunny’s shoulder. She stopped to stand beside Bunny.

“Look.” Fairer Than nodded to the campground clearing where the others took seats around a fire. “It’s starting. Can we sit together?”

Bunny didn’t think that was a good idea.

“Sure,” Bunny said. Fairer Than’s scent distracted—flowery and earthy, resinous and creamy. The faerie’s skin exuded heat. Somewhere in the very back of Bunny’s mind, she knew she was forgetting something.

They found a log to sit on as Sally opened the meeting, the mummy girl front and center and attentive. Fausta plopped down on a log, soaked, while Pix and Nix dragged themselves out of the water. They bewailed their wet state, but no one paid heed. 

Fausta looked over at Bunny and Fairer Than while wringing her hair, and to Bunny’s relief, she remained
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