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      Dean dreamed.

      Bunny sat in the backseat of Evil Diesel, the gang’s hot rod convertible. The filtered light falling from the garage’s window did not touch Bunny’s platinum blonde hair. But even in shadow, Bunny was beautiful. Dean put down the rag she’d used to clean her hands. She straightened her mechanic’s coveralls and slipped into the backseat.

      “Never had I seen anything lovelier,” Dean said, “that didn’t have an engine or motor oil.”

      “You’re doing it all wrong.” Fairer Than leaned across Bunny and grinned, Bunny’s lipstick on her mouth. “Let me show you how it’s done.”

      “AHHHHH—” Dean yelled, waking up.

      If anyone in her father’s family compound heard her shriek, no one bothered to check. It was just another day in a vampire siheyuan.

      Dean jumped out of her coffin and switched on the dial of her transistor radio, drowning out visions of Fairer Than. She found her dungarees and pulled them on, one leg at a time. After donning a fresh, white tee shirt and tucking it in, she fastened her leather belt with the Mudflap Girl buckle.

      “WOW,” the deejay declared from the radio. “Love is in the air of Little Salem for all you monsters, ghouls, and things in between—”

      Dean ran a comb through her greased hair, forming the ducktail behind.

      “Who might have a beatin’ heart, or two, or three—or just its memory—you know what I’m talkin’ about, all you vampires—”

      Dean glanced sharply at the radio while lacing up her motorcycle boots.

      “This one’s dedicated to the delicious and devilish Perdita from your fangy Danny boy, for upcoming Sweetheart’s Day!”

      Da-arling,

      let’s board—

      Shaboom-shaboom—

      the ship of love,

      ship-ship of love,

      our ship of LO—

      Dean climbed out her second story window and leapt for below. Her motorcycle sat ready at the curb, and she hopped into the seat. Several bats flapped across the blue sky and fluffy clouds overhead; a beautiful start to a special weekend in the Twilight World. The bike roared to life, and Dean took off down the hill, past the other well-to-do and walled homes for the town center of Little Salem.

      As she looped around a road leading to a bridge, a monstrous heap hiding beneath an arch offered a wrapped present to another dripping heap hiding under another arch. Dean crossed the bridge and entered the town’s main thoroughfare. A hunchbacked boy handed a flaming girl a flower, both seated atop the marquee of The Moan Theater. A mummy couple in Pharaonic garb walked stiffly hand in hand by Limbs To Go while vampires in dignified dress toasted each other at the tavern window of The Noose.

      Dean activated her hellfire injection system. Her bike’s tailpipe spewed flames as she roared down Main St.

      But her fiery passage could not eclipse the ominous approach of an armored figure in the sky. A black knight in shredded cape and bearing a heart-shaped red box descended, his fearsome mount beating black wings. Lattice shutters flew open, and a ghost woman in tattered veil and crown cast her white-eyed gaze upwards for her suitor.

      Love’s memory, Dean thought, as she barreled past.

      Even in the Twilight World, where dark creatures and magical beings found haven far from the mundane, outside world, love had its day to shine: Sweetheart’s Day was nigh!

      Dean pulled to a stop before the open garage of Soupy’s Gas. Her vampire buddy, Cesar, bent beneath the open hood of Evil Diesel while Burt, the bandaged invisible boy, looked on behind his big sunglasses, dressed in his mechanic’s coveralls. After dismounting, Dean strutted in, toothpick in her mouth, and pointed at Cesar and Burt. Danny stood within the garage, his freckled face determined. Like Cesar, he had a broad chest with strong arms, though his curly red hair made an uncooperative duck tail.

      “So I’m thinkin’…a big bunch of flowers,” he said to Soupy, whose skinny, aged face remained inscrutable. No one knew whether Soupy, in the mechanic’s coveralls and greased hairdo, was a mister or a miz. Therefore, Soupy was only known as Soupy. The ever present bent and unlit cigarette dangled from Soupy’s thin, pursed lips.

      “Tons of flowers! A huge pile!” Danny said.

      “No, man, make it one,” Soupy mumbled passed the cigarette. “Be all special, knowwhudImean?”

      “Dean.” Danny’s red brows knit. Danny was part-devil as well as vampire, and his intensity made the small horns at his temples redder. “What do ya think? One flower or a ton?”

      Dean held up three fingers. “Try three—one each for I, Love, You.” She then approached the coat hooks and brought down her blue work shirt with the embroidered nametag Dean stitched on the front pocket.

      “Yeah,” Danny enthused to Soupy. “That’s just what I’ll do. Dean knows how it’s done!”

      “’Ey, Dean,” Cesar called from beneath the hood. “What are you and Bunny plannin’ for Sweetheart’s Day?”

      “Huh?” Dean shrugged into her work shirt. “Well, uh…”

      “’Ey, Dean.” Burt pointed a bandaged finger towards the lot. “Here comes yer girl.”

      Bunny Baker, the seventeen year old daughter of a seventh daughter and good teen witch of Little Salem, walked passed the gas pumps that visibly bubbled hellfire fuel within their glass cylinders, her pointed witch’s hat in hand. Sunlight lit her platinum hair, its length curling just off her shoulders. Her locks fell in a wave over one eye. Bunny wore a three-quarter sleeved sweater with a mid-length pencil skirt, and she smiled at Dean.

      Dean trotted up.

      “Hey, Dean.” Bunny wrapped her arms around Dean’s neck, smiling.

      “Hey,” Dean simply said, happy.

      They kissed, then parted.

      “Have you been in town?” Bunny’s hazel eyes were bright and warm. “It’s like the love goddess had passed through. Everyone’s so excited about Sweetheart’s Day.”

      “That’s this weekend, innit?” Dean said, grinning.

      “Silly.” Bunny laughed. “So what are we doing for Sweetheart’s Day?”

      “Well, uh,” Dean said.

      A smooth, low thrum sounded down the road; a powerful engine approached.

      “Hell,” Danny exclaimed, and he and the others ran outside. A hot rod convertible, licorice-black and cherry red with black lightning streaking along its side, rumbled towards the gas station. Before its toothy grill, two steel fangs protruded from the gleaming bumper. A wolf girl sat atop the red, upholstered back seat, her hair fluttering in the breeze. It was Rorie, a schoolmate of Bunny’s. The license plate read: FANG.

      The car pulled up at the pump. Lucius sat laconically at the red steering wheel, a second wolf girl in neck scarf and tight sweater seated beside him. The collar popped up on his red baracuta jacket, Lucius’s wolf’s face bore a goatee and a large curl pulled forwards from his ducktail. He grinned, fanged and rakish.

      “Will you look at that.” Lucius’s head lolled as he regarded the vampires. “If it ain’t the undead lookin’ mighty—dead. Ladies, I just wanted to show you what real wheels are compared to that.” His chin indicated Evil Diesel, its dull black side painted with crude orange flames.

      “Evil Diesel can outrace the Fang any day, Lucius,” Danny exclaimed, running up to the Fang’s side with Cesar. Dean followed slowly behind, toothpick between her teeth.

      “Evil will eat diesel—mine, when I leave it behind.” The girls in the hot rod giggled at Lucius’s matter-of-fact tone.

      “You lookin’ to race?” Danny yelled.

      Lucius leaned out of his car. “Yeah, you?”

      “Yeah?” Danny and Cesar yelled.

      “Yeah?” Lucius yelled back.

      “Demonic Gates,” he then pronounced, sitting back. “The ones to Devil Land, at Drop Dead Bluff. Sweetheart’s Day. Me ’n the wolves will be there, bats.” He looked over to where Bunny stood near the garage and winked.

      He roared off, wheels squealing. The spewed exhaust made Danny and Cesar cough. Dean watched the departure, her brow dark.

      “Yeah, Demonic Gates?” Danny yelled after the disappearing vehicle. “You tryin’ to scare us, Lucius?”

      “Ain’t nothin’ gonna drop dead at that bluff but the Fang, dog boy!” Cesar yelled.

      Both he and Danny pointed at Dean. “Dean’s driving,” they said in unison, then ran back to Evil Diesel.

      “Huh?” Dean said.

      “C’mon! We gotta finish work on Evil Diesel!” Cesar said.

      “We’ll show them wolves!” Danny joined Cesar in front of their hot rod.

      “Wait,” Dean said. Bunny stood near the car, her expression tense.

      Dean swallowed and walked up.

      “Don’t do this,” Bunny said.

      “It’s too late.” Dean stopped before her. “We gotta race, and I’m in it.”

      “Tell them ‘no,’ Dean.”

      “I’m the best driver, Bunny!”

      “This is dangerous!”

      “Which is why I gotta drive!”

      Bunny stiffened, her gaze stark.

      She left.

      “Wha—” Dean uttered. Bunny was already a small figure across the road from the gas station. She stepped into a hollow within the Enchanting Forest and disappeared.

      “Hell,” Dean swore.

      
[image: ]

      Bunny descended into the woods, but the cool cover of trees was little comfort.

      “I can’t believe this.” She picked her way across the forest floor. “I can’t believe you’d do this—” She swiveled to face the gas station. “On Sweetheart’s Day, Dean!”

      Something sharp struck her backside.

      “EYOW,” she cried, and her hands found a blunt arrow, the shaft crumpled from the impact into her posterior. Its fletching was shaped like a heart. Bunny held the arrow up and brandished it. “Pippita! I’m not in the mood for this!”

      “Dang!” Pippita peeked mischievously from behind a tree, part of her flipped hairdo and the devil’s horn at her temple, appearing. She hopped out, bearing a bow and a quiver. She wore little, white costume wings with her sheath dress. “How’d ya know it was me?”

      Bunny looked down at her compactly built friend. Pippita’s pointed tail curled as if anticipating more troublemaking. “Because only a bad li’l red demon would go around impersonating a godling of love.” She turned away and resumed her walk through the forest.

      “A godling?” Pippita scoffed, following. “I thought it was a goblin.” She came abreast and gazed slyly. “Sooo. What’s with the yelling? Another fight with your greaser girlfriend?”

      “No.” Bunny held her hat and ignored Pippita, but she couldn’t help
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