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While the days were gradually getting lighter, it was still getting dark at dinner time. Although it was Valentine's Day in Acme Acres, you could argue that it should be called Valentine's Night. Although the day of love was coming to an end, the festivities had only just begun. Couples both young and old were out on the winter evening, warmed by each other’s company. They were eating in the fanciest of restaurants, or going for a romantic stroll through Acme Park, where they could see the moon and stars admiring themselves in the glassy ripples of the pond (FYI if you want the gorgeous illumination of fireflies, you have to pay them). 
 
All of a sudden, something happened which took everyone's mind off of each other, albeit for a split second. A stretch limousine of the purest white was purring its way through Acme City, bound for who knows where: but the passersby had a feeling it was somewhere fancy. 
 
Such a vehicle wasn’t an uncommon sight, but it was plain that whoever was riding inside was from out of town. Montana Max's ride was black and gold (when it wasn’t being spray painted) and the Perfectos wouldn’t be seen dead in the Tiny Toony streets. 
 
The only person the lovers could see was at the wheel: Arnold the Pit Bull's sunglasses complemented his chauffeur attire. Normally, he’d be on shift as the bouncer at Club Cool, but circumstances had allowed him to take this private party to the expensive, not to mention exclusive, Country Club for the yearly Valentines dance. The muscular canine grinned a particularly toothy grin as he thought about his passengers, and how surprised the upper class partygoers would be. 
 
Sat cosily together in the spacious, luxurious vehicle were three couples who had been inseparable as friends and lovers since their time at Acme Loo. Warm multicoloured lights and mellow RnB music, slightly drowning out hum of the engine, complemented the pleasant atmosphere. 
 
Babs Bunny sat daintily in the lap of Buster Bunny (no relation…yet). Shirley the Loon was actually allowing Plucky Duck to place his feathered hands lower than her waist…but no further, at least while they were with the others, anyway, she telepathically told him. Fifi La Fume was seductively staring down Hamton J Pig, smirking a little as his plump cheeks reddened at the sight of her adjusting her skirt. 
 
“You are a handsome lagomorph, really you are,” Babs cooed to Buster, in her best Katherine Hepburn imitation. She’d mostly done so to break the silence. Her cobalt boyfriend smirked and rubbed noses with her. “Thanks, Babsie,” he complimented. “You still rock that amazing look, ya know?” 
 
Shirley and Fifi shared a self-assured look and flicked their hair. “Like, of course she does,” the luscious loon agreed, “but where would she be without us? She’s part of the Amazing Three, or some junk!”
 
“Et a trio such as us desairves an equally trés amazeeng trois!” Fifi agreed, the tip of her fluffy tail reaching over to brush Hamton’s snout. “Well, ah know ah found one third!”
 
“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Plucky indignantly objected, “I'm just as amazing as the pig! And Buster's here too!” 
 
“Green with envy?” Babs sniggered at Plucky’s outrage and Buster’s mild offence. “But yeah, the Amazing Three can be an Amazing Six…even though half of us could be the Alcoholic Three!” 
 
The trio of guys all looked awkwardly away. “Gosh, we're not like that anymore…” Hamton murmured shamefacedly. Buster was the first to notice that Babs, Shirley and Fifi showed no signs of disapproval despite the comment. “Yeah, Hammy's right!” he chuckled, “We can hold our liquor this time around! One Beer? Hah! Make it a thousand with us! Though not in front of the kids at home. I'm a role model”
 
“Bien!” the purple and white skunkette smiled, reaching behind her back to pull out a bottle of champagne. “Ah would 'ave 'ad no idea vat to do avec zis eef not!” The pink pig's eyes lit up. It wasn’t just any beverage, but one brewed by the La Fume Maison! 
“Whoa!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t know you had that! I'd've paid otherwise!” The others also looked uncomfortable, as they hadn’t realised Fifi had paid extra as well as her contribution to the limo. 
 
“Zis? Eet was on top of ze house, mon Conniechon!” Fifi giggled. “A gift from Papa to celebrate 'is leetle girl findeeng ‘er Valentine!”
 
Hamton felt relief wash over him in more ways than one. In fact, he felt more than that... “YES!” he abruptly shouted, jumping up in the air and causing the limo to bounce slightly on its chassis. Smiling sheepishly at the mild bemusement from the others and the amused expression of Fifi, he explained “I always knew your family liked me, Fifi!” 
 
“Of course zey deed!” Fifi affirmed. “Especially aftair tu drank so much avec us!” Buster and Plucky looked dumbfounded. “What can I say?” Hamton shrugged, “She’s from France!”
 
“Et speaking of,” Fifi fished in her cleavage for a few seconds before pulling out six champagne glasses and handing them out. “Some aftair party dreenks, no?”
 
“I think ya mean pre-drinks, Feef,” Babs corrected, “and yes!” She eagerly accepted the glass from her gal pal. 
 
Plucky opened the window just in time as Fifi fired the cork from the bottle. It hit Elmyra square in the face with a loud “OWIE!” The skunkette filled everyone's glasses, inconspicuously giving herself more. 
 
“So, like, um,” Shirley began, handing her glass to a pink spectral version of herself, “I took this mondo trendy sobriety thing or some junk, so my aura's gonna do the drinkin'”
 
“Yeah, that’s not gonna last five minutes,” Plucky snorted, downing the contents before you could say “Hold on a sec!” The effect was instant. His pupils shrank. Smoke erupted from his nonexistent ears. His bill spun around his head, more smoke pouring from the nostrils. Then he fainted, the impact bouncing the limo on its chassis once more. 
 
“Feef!” Babs was scandalised, “What’s in this stuff??”  
 
“No spikes 'ere,” Fifi replied defensively, showing them the back of the bottle, which had a railroad spike covered by a red X. “Eet's joost cherry champagne, mon Cheries!” 
 
“Does anybody have a glass of water?” Plucky croaked on the floor. 
 
“Serves ya right anyway, Green Daffy,” Buster smirked. “We're supposed ta toast first!”
 
“Jam or marmalade being optional!” Hamton chimed in, producing two jars of the spreads from his pockets.
 
“Are you gonna do the honours, Buster?” Babs inquired slyly, “Just make sure we can drink before we reach the club!”
 
Shooting his girlfriend an indignant look, the blue bunny raised his glass. “I look around and I can’t believe what I'm seeing,” he began. “The six of us all together, in this gorgeous ride, though not as gorgeous as Babs,” he quickly saved himself “On our way to the most exclusive rendezvous in Acme Acres, as GUESTS, not to work! Look at how far we’ve all come. As Toonsters, as friends and as lovers. This night's gonna come and go, but our memories are gonna be here ta stay! So all I’ll say for now is that I love you guys. Here’s to us!”
 
“Here’s to us!” They all clinked their glasses together and drank. Shirley hiccuped after her aura finished her drink. 
 
“Mon dieu, zis dreenk eez divine, even on ze third go!” Fifi sighed, filling her glass once more, and topping up the others' for good measure. 
 
“Mmm-MMM!” Babs glowed, “Any chance your folks can brew a carrot flavour? Just in case friends come around?”
 
“We'll make a request when we get home,” Hamton promised, licking his lips and accepting another fill.
 
“All that can wait, you guys!” Plucky suddenly leapt to his webbed feet as their ride slowed to a stop. “We’re here!” 
 
Everyone rushed to the tinted window and pressed their faces against the glass in excitement. There it was: the Country Club lit up like a Christmas tree…only with hues of red, pink and white with roses abundant. 
 
“WOO-HOO!” they all cheered, thundering out of the limo as soon as Arnold opened the door. Screeching to a halt near the entrance, remembering where they were, each couple stood arm in arm: Buster and Babs were cheek-to-cheek; Shirley floated slightly in the air and Plucky held her like a kite; Fifi had her tail around herself and Hamton.
 
Giving each other a smile and a kiss, they promenaded through the entrance to join the romantic festivities. 
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