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Intro

Buffy strode into the Sunnydale High School library. She was, as usual, dressed
stylishly but affordably, and was on this occasion tossing a sword into the air and
catching it by the hilt. Faith entered behind her, looking pretty much like her darker
shadow both in style and demeanor.

"Got the sword from the statue,” Buffy chirped. "And boy did that thing not want
usto haveit."

"I'll be picking shrapnel out of my hair for days," Faith muttered.

"So, can | get with the demon slaying now..." Buffy said. The sentence petered
out as the mood of the peoplein the library finally got through to her.

"Ok," she said. "What's wrong?"

Willow was sitting at the table, a huge old book open before her. She hadn't even
looked up from the text when the two Slayers entered. Behind her, Giles was stand-
ing cleaning his glasses. Wesley stood next to him, fussily adjusting his cuffs and
tie. Xander sat on the table, looking pretty much as usual, and on the stairs leading
to the upper level Cordelia sat polishing her nails.

"Y ou got the sword?' Giles said, with a transparent effort to sound cheerful.

"Right here,” Buffy said, waving the sword around. It left a faint glowing trail
intheair.

"Which one of you actually took it from the guardian?' he said.

"Shedid," Faith said. "Why?"

"Did anything in particular happen when she did?’

"Yeah," Faithsaid. "Therewaslikeared glow that surrounded her for amoment.”

"Wait, what?' Buffy said, turning to face her fellow Slayer. "I didn't notice any

glow!"
Faith shrugged. "It went away, so | thought it was no biggie."
Buffy spun around again.

"Giles!" she spat. "What's going on?"'

Giles started polishing his glasses again.

"The sword was made by one demon cult in order to foil the works of another
demon cult,” Wedley said. "They meant it to be used by a champion of theirs. A
kind of cultural hero, for them."

Buffy tossed the sword onto the table, making just about everyone else jump. She
dropped into afree chair.

"So now I'm this demon champion?" she asked.

"You may be,” Wesley said. "Which is basically a good thing, because only the
champion can actually use the sword to stop the end of the world."

"Ok," Faith said, jumping up onto the tabletop and resting her feet on the armrest
of Buffy's chair. "So how do we find out if sheis this champion or not?"

"It's not so much a question of finding out if sheis as one of her becoming the
champion,” Giles said. "Right now, she is a possible champion. If she manages to
finish atask before sunrise, she will be the champion and can use the sword."

Buffy groaned. "l have a French test tomorrow! | can't be out slaying al night!”

"l don't have atest,” Faith said. "I could do it."

"I'm afraid you can't, Faith," Giles said. "The red glow you saw meansthat Buffy
is the current candidate, and nobody else can even try until she succeeds or dies.”
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"Downer," Faith said. "Hey, B, | could take the French test for you."

Buffy smiled up at Faith.

"Thanks," she said. "But no thanks."

She turned to Giles.

"Hit me," she said. "What do | have to do to become this champion?’

Giles cleared his throat. Willow, who still hadn't looked up from the book,
blushed. Wesley, having very thoroughly cleared his glasses, put them on.

"Y ouneedtodespoilthreemai densbeforesunrise,” he said.

Mentally, Buffy picked the sound apart into a sentence. Then she did it again,
to make sure.

"l need to what?," she said.

"To prove your evil," Giles said, "you need to despoil three maidens.”

Buffy glared at him. "And in English that means...?"

"Before the sun rises, you have to have sex with three women who have not born
children,” Wesley said. "Or you die. Maybe. We think. The text is not clear.”

"And in any case it doesn't matter much,” Xander added, "since the demons are
holding their end-the-world ceremony at lunch tomorrow, so at worst you'll just die
afew hours before the rest of us.”

"Midday," Giles muttered. "Not ‘lunch’.”

Buffy looked like someone had hit her over the head with a two-by-four.

"l have to sleep with women?' she said. "To prove I'm evil ?*

"Not so much with the women'slib or gay rightsin the dark ages,” Cordeliasaid.

Faith laughed.

"Damn, B!" she said. "You get all the best curses!"

Shejumped down from her seat on the table and stood behind Buffy's chair, lean-
ing on the backrest.

"S0," she said, "who are the lucky three going to be? Y ou have any secret lesbian
lovers who might be willing to help?’

"Faith!" Buffy exclaimed.

"Hey, just checking. Y ou never know."

Buffy glared at her.

"No," she said. "l have no lesbian lovers, secret or otherwise.”

"Well, perkytits," Faith said. "Y ou better get somein a hurry, then.”

Buffy wilted. "Oh, God," she said. "Giles? Please tell me you have aplan.”

Thistime, Giles blushed.

"Well," he said. "There are three eligible women right here in the library."

For amoment, Buffy's mind blanked. Then her gaze quickly jumped from Willow
to Cordeliato Faith.

"Oh no," she said. "Oh nononono. There must be another plan. A better plan. A
plan not involving any sex, and particularly not sex with my friends. Or Cordelia.”

She got a brief glare from the not-friend in question.

"Perhaps,” Wesley tried, "we could find some ladies of negotiable affection...”

"No way to know if they count as maidens,” Giles said.

"l guess not,” Wesley said. "Well then, ladies, you will just haveto..."

His voice dwindled to nothing under the force of Buffy's glare.

"Giles?' she said, very slowly.
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"I really don't see many alternatives, Buffy,” he said. "We can't try to break the
curse, because it's needed to save the world. We might be able to modify it, but not
before sunrise. And | can't think of areliable way of finding other... partners for
you before morning either.”

Buffy groaned.

"Oh, come on, B," Faith said. "Would it really be that bad? Hey, maybe getting
laid would make you unwind a bit. And | so volunteer. What do you say, Cordy?"

Cordeliasighed and put down her nail file.

"Oh, al right,” she said. "It's not like it's that big a deal anyway. I've been to
cheerleading camp.”

Silence descended on the room as everybody's imagination went to a very flesh-
toned and curvy visual place.

"Right," Faith said, with something dreamy in her voice. "What about you, Red?"

Willow jumped from her chair and ran out of the room.

Buffy found her sitting on a bench near the cafeteria. She looked very tense, but at
least she wasn't crying.

"Willow?" Buffy said. "Can we talk?"

Willow nodded. Buffy sat down next to her, a proper couple of handspans away.

"Look," she began. "I'm afraid Gilesisright. We do need you. | understand if it's
very hard on you, with Oz and all, but..."

"I've wanted you since the first day you came to Sunnydale High," Willow said.
She still didn't look at Buffy.

Buffy blinked.

"What?"' she said.

"I don't know how many nights I've dreamt of you," Willow said. "Or how many
times I've... fantasized about you being with me.”

"Ok," Buffy said, mentally working frantically to try to fit thisrevelation into her
image of the world. A world that was apparently a bit more complicated than she
had known.

"Wow," she said. "I never even suspected that. Why didn't you ever say some-
thing?’

"I know you don't like girls,” Willow said. "At least not that way. What with
Angel and al."

Buffy's eyebrows rose.

"Like you have Oz?' she said.

"I'mnot surel like girlslikethat,” Willow muttered. "I just know | like you. Like
that."

"So, what's the problem with... helping out with this curse thing, then?"

Finally, Willow turned to look at Buffy.

"I wanted you to want to be with me because you like me," she said. "Not just
because it's better than dying."

Buffy looked away.

"Oh," she said.
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They both looked away from each other again. Out of the corner of her eye, Buffy
looked at Willow. Her friend. Her best friend. Her actually very cute best friend.
Who, after the initial shock had died down, it really wasn't hard at all to imagine
herself in bed with, and wasn't that athought that woul d take some serious pondering
later.

"Willow?" she said.

"Yes?' Willow said.

"Do you have any plans for Friday night?’

Willow turned to look at her.

"What?"' she said.

"WEell, if we and the world survive until then, that is,” Buffy clarified.

"Er, no,” Willow said. "No plans. Why?"

Buffy put on her cutest puppy-dog smile.

"Would you like to go out with me? For dinner and a movie?’

Willow blinked.

"Go out...? Asin adate?’

"Yes," Buffy said. "Exactly asin adate.”

"But...," Willow said. "You..."

"Hey," Buffy said. "Y ou never even asked, ok?"'

Willow visibly pulled herself together. A smile graced her face.

"Yes," shesaid. "l would love to go on a date with you."

"See?' Buffy said. "Wasn't that hard, was it? Now, do you want to help make
sure there'll be a Friday night or not?"

"Sure," Willow said. "I'll make whatever sacrificesit takes."

Buffy grimaced. "Even if that is knowing I'll be having sex with Faith and
Corddia?

Willow stood up and reached out a hand to help Buffy get up.

"Y ou know," she said. "I'm not sure I'm the one getting the bad end of that bit."

Everybody turned to look when Buffy and Willow walked back into the library.

"It'sal right,” Buffy said. "We're go for boink-the-Slayer night, unless Faith or
Cordy changed their minds."

"Noway, B," Faith said. "I'm so looking forward to this."

Cordelia stood. "Well, actually," she said, "there are a couple of things."

Everyone turned to look at hear instead of Buffy and Willow. She slowly walked
over to Buffy, clearly enjoying the attention, and putting an extra bit of sexy into
her walk. A tiny groan came from Wesley.

"First," Cordelia said once she stood in front of Buffy, "we'll be doing thisin a
bed. Specifically, my bed. I'm sure skankzillathere would be perfectly happy using
thelibrary table, probably with an audience, or that Willow would do whatever she's
told, but | have standards.”

Buffy just looked at her.

"Second,” Cordeliawent on. "I don't do sloppy seconds.”

She took Buffy's hand and started walking out of the room, dragging the se-
mi-stunned Slayer behind her.

"I'll' bring her back when I'm done with her,” Cordelia said over her shoulder.

"Remember we only have until dawn!" Giles said to the closing library door.
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Corddia

Cordelia's room was predictably stylish. Thick carpet, paintings on the walls, big
four-poster bed, several large wardrobes, acouch, atable, some other stuff. It looked
like you could take a picture of it and send it straight to an interior decoration mag-
azine. Or, well, Buffy imagined it did. She didn't read those magazines. Maybe she
might have, if she hadn't been busy with her slaying.

"Ok," Cordelia said. "How do you want to do this?"

Buffy stared at her.

"|?" shesaid. "I don't know. I've never done this before.”

Cordelia smiled, sat down at the edge of her bed and leaned back, supporting
herself with her arms. The pose stretched her already pretty tight red dress across
her ample chest, and made her impressive cleavage even more so. Slowly, she put
one leg over the other, pulling Buffy's attention further down to well-shaped legs
bare from mid-thigh on down to pumps matching the color of the dress. She shook
her head, making her lovely long hair drape itself nicely across her shoulders.

Buffy's mouth went dry and the room suddenly felt much warmer.

"Let'stry that again, shall we," Cordeliasaid in asultry voice. "How do you want
this?'

Buffy swallowed. Or at least tried to. Cordelia trying to look seductive was... a
whole lot of seductive.

"Y ou're supposed to despoil me, right?' Cordelia said. "To tear my clothes off,
have your wicked way with my innocent young body, ravish me for your own de-
praved pleasure?’

"l guess," Buffy whispered.

"Do you want meto fight?' Cordeliasaid. "Pretend like you're taking me against
my will? There are plenty of beltsin the wardrobes you could use to tie me up, and
I'm sure you could find something to use as a gag.”

Cordelia smiled again.

"Unless, that is," she said, "you want me to use my mouth for... something else.”

In spite of what Buffy thought was right and proper, Cordelia's suggestions were
getting to her. Her heart was beating faster, and bits and pieces of her were starting
to feel all tense and tingly. Aswell as, in places, really wet.

Without further words, she walked up close to Cordelia. Standing right next to
the bed beside her folded legs, Buffy reached down and took a solid hold of her
dress right between her breasts. Without any visible effort, she lifted Cordelia so
their faceswere at the same height and pulled her close. She put her lipsto Cordy's,
pushing with her tongue until the cheerleader opened her mouth and accepted the
Kiss.

Cordelia tasted of lipgloss and salt. Her mouth was warm and soft and lovely.
Buffy played with her tongue against Cordelia'suntil she could hear the dressstart to
tear from the unusual stress put upon it. Before it could tear seriously, she broke the
kiss and threw Cordelia onto the bed. She landed on her back, instinctively trying
to break the fall with her arms and with her legs slightly spread. She looked slightly
shocked, and flushed with excitement.
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"l don't think you fighting would make much of adifference, really,” Buffy said.
She reached down, took Cordelia's shoes off and dropped them on the floor. "What
do you think?"

Asan answer, Cordeliatried to kick Buffy in the face. Her leg hadn't even moved
half the way there when Buffy caught it in agrip like iron. Cordelia gasped.

"Tying you up, now," Buffy said. "That actually soundslike fun."

She grabbed the other leg as well and turned Cordelia onto her stomach. She
jumped onto the bed and landed straddling Cordelia's ass. Shetook hold of her arms
and, with one hand, trapped them against her back. Rather than get up and find
one of the belts Cordelia had mentioned, she one-handedly worked her own loose
from around her waist. Taking her timewhile Cordeliavainly fought to get free, she
wrapped the belt around the trapped wrists and pulled it tight.

"There," she said. Seeing no reason to resist the temptation to touch, she ran her
hands across the smooth, warm skin of Cordelia's bare shoulders.

"Mmm," she said. "Feels nice. Does the rest of you feel as nice?"

Cordeliadidn't reply. Buffy lifted herself a bit, turned her willing victim over on
her back and sat down again, this time across her hips.

"l asked you a question,” she said. Under her, Cordelia wriggled, trying to get
her bound hands into a less uncomfortable position. The movements both felt nice
against Buffy's crotch and made Cordelia's breasts move enticingly. She put her
hands on them. Cordelia stopped moving.

Oh yeah. She could really get into this dominance thing, that was for sure. Par-
ticularly with someone as hot and as consistently annoying as Cordelia.

"Feels pretty good,” she said. "Too much cloth, though. Not enough skin."

She took hold of the dress and pulled. It wasn't designed to take anything near
Slayer strength, and tore like wet tissue when confronted with it. Cordelia's torso
and ablack lacy bracameinto view.

"Hm," Buffy said. "Still alot of coverage.”

She lifted herself up again, tore the rest of the dress to shreds and threw the re-
mains on the floor.

Cordelia's panties matched her bra. Of course. Also, as far as Buffy could see
through the lace, she shaved her pubic area. And her panties were just as wet as
Buffy's, if not more.

Buffy put her hands back on Cordelia's breasts. They were much bigger than her
own. Too big to fit in her hands.

"Better," she said. "But still covered.”

She ran afinger across one breast, through the valley between them and across
the other one.

"Do you like thisbra?' she said. "Do you want to keep it?"

Cordelia nodded.

"And the panties?

Cordelia nodded again.

Buffy leaned forward until her breath mingled with Cordelia’s.

"Give me areally good kiss and I'll take them off nicely," she said.

Cordeliahesitated for amoment, then raised her head until her mouth met Buffy's.

It was a good kiss. A really good kiss. Soft and forceful in just the right com-
bination. Warm, pleasant and exciting. They kept at it for some time, until finally
Cordelia broke off and laid her head down again. Both of them were panting.
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"Right," Buffy said. "Nicely itis."

Shegot up from the bed and stood | ooking down at the near-naked Cordelia. She'd
have to untie her armsin order to get the bra off. She briefly toyed with the thought
of just unhooking it and pushing it up asfar asit'd go, but dismissed it. She wanted
Cordelia dressed in absolutely nothing. Except what was needed to tie her up.

Buffy looked around the room. Cordeliahad said there was stuff in the wardrobes
to tie her up with. She rummaged through one of them, and got four soft cloth belts
from some dressing gowns. Of which Cordelia seemed to have at least a dozen,
which seemed ridiculously many to Buffy. But to each their own.

She returned to the bed.

"Raise your hips," she said.

Cordeliadid as she was told, and Buffy pulled her panties off.

Oh yeah, she was shaved al right. Or possibly waxed. Or something el se expen-
sive and high-tech. Sheran afinger quickly down the engorged and slick labia, get-
ting aloud gasp in response. She was very tempted to slide afinger inside, to see
what kind of reaction that would get. But first things first.

She grabbed a foot and tied it to one of the lower bedposts, then tied the other
foot to the other post. It didn't leave Cordelia’slegs aswidely spread as she'd hoped,
but that was a problem for later. She moved to the top of the bed and sat down by
Cordelia's head.

"Sit up,” she said. Again, she was obeyed.

She untied the hands and undid the bra clasp.

"Takeit off,"” she said.

As Cordelia dlid it down her arms, Buffy reached around her back and cupped
her now-naked breasts.

"Oh, that's much better,” she said. She rolled the nipples between her fingers,
feeling them quickly stiffen. She kissed Cordelia’s neck, just because. She felt her
shiver dightly at the touch.

"Do you like this?' she asked.

Once more, Cordelia nodded.

"Did you lose your voice?' Buffy asked.

"No," Cordeliasaid.

"Oh darn,” Buffy said. "I was hoping there for a moment.”

She gave Cordelias nipples alast little pinch, then let go and got off the bed. Not
bothering to ask, she ssmply pushed Cordelia down again, pulled her arms to the
head-end bedposts and tied them there. Finally, she looked down at her handiwork.

Naked, excited, spread-eagled Cordelia.

Nice.

"Right," she said. "Where were we? Despoiling, right?’

She frowned.

"What does that mean, exactly?'

"I'm pretty sure thisisagood start,” Cordelia said, pulling at her bonds.

"What if it isn't?' Buffy said. "Maybe | should call and ask?’

She pretended to hold a phone to her ear.

"Hello? Wesley? Hi. You see, | have Cordelia tied naked to the bed here. What
do you think I should do to her?"

Cordeliaglared at her.

"That's not funny,” she said.
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"Yesitis" Buffy said. "But his head would probably explode, so better not do
that. We aready had one dead Watcher thisyear. Another one and we go over quo-
ta"

I'm babbling, she realized. My mouth is running so | don't have to decide what
to do next. What was | going to do next?

"Right," she said out loud. "Despoiling. Whatever it is, I'm pretty sureit involves
me being naked."

She stripped. Much faster and with less tearing of cloth than the undressing of
Cordelia, but also alot less fun. On the other hand, she needed something to wear
when she | eft.

Cordeliawas watching her the entire time. She spun around.

"Do you like what you see?' she said.

Cordelia nodded.

"Do you want to touch?"

Another nod.

"To bad your hands are tied, then,” Buffy said. "Although | guess you could use
your mouth some.”

She climbed onto the bed again, and stood on al fours straddling Cordelia. Slow-
ly, she moved forward and lowered herself until her right nipple touched Cordelia’s
mouth. The captive girl eagerly wrapped her lips around it.

The feeling made Buffy gasp.

"Oh, that's good," she said.

She pulled it out, and moved her other breast to take its place. It felt just as good
as the first. She lowered her hips until her crotch touched Cordelia's stomach. She
tried to rub herself against her, but the angle was wrong and Cordelia was too soft.
It fast got frustrating.

She rose up to standing on her hands and knees across Cordelia, then moved
downwards until she could comfortably reach her pussy. Which she did. She laid
her right hand on it, and gently rubbed. Instantly, Cordelia’s hips rose in an attempt
to get more pressure.

"Another thing I'm pretty sure of," Buffy said, "isthat despoiling involves getting
something inside here."

As she said the word 'here’, she circled Cordelia’s vagina opening with afinger.
A shudder went all along Cordelia’s body.

"Do you agree?"' she asked.

"Yes," Cordeliasaid. Her voice was sounding really rough. "Please.”

"Not so sureif it includes playing with this, though.”

As she spoke, she slid her finger upwards along the slick groove, and at 'this' she
put pressure on Cordelias clitoris. This time she got more of a whole-body twitch
than just a shudder, aswell as an audible groan. She moved her finger down again,
and pushed the tip of it almost inside Cordelia.

"Do you think thiswill do?' she said. "Or should I go find something bigger?"

"Please," Cordeliagasped. Shewas panting now, and shewas opening and closing
her hands as if trying to grab something that wasn't there.

"Please what?' Buffy said, slowly moving her finger in alittle circle.

"Please fuck me," Cordelia breathed. "Please fuck my pussy with your fingers.”
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Right, arational little voice in Buffy's head said. If I'd made a list this morning
of things Cordelia Chase will never ever in a million years say to me, those exact
words would've been pretty darn near the top.

She dlid her finger inside.

"Oh fuck yes," Cordelia gasped. "Like that. Oh, Buffy."

Buffy curled her finger and started moving it slowly in and out. Cordelia's hips
were moving constantly now, and the musclesin her legs were pulling hard against
the ropes holding the legs to the bed.

With awicked grin, Buffy bent down, put her mouth squarely on Cordelia’s cli-
toris and sucked at the same time as she let two more fingers join the first when
pushing into her.

The result was akin to an explosion. Cordelia screamed. Her back arched. Her
vagina muscles clenched down on Buffy'sfingers, asif trying to keep them inside.
Buffy kept moving and sucking until the orgasm died down, and there was only a
brief moan every time her fingers entered their warm embrace.

Shelaid down on top of Cordelia, face to face. Strands of hair stuck to Cordelia’s
sweat-glowing forehead, and she looked liked she'd ran amarathon. Buffy couldn't
resist kissing her, nor, indeed, saw any reason to even try resisting.

"Do you know what?"' she said after she'd broken the kiss.

"What?' Cordeliasaid.

"I don't think you're despoiled enough yet."

Cordelia's voice trembled as she replied.

"You're the boss,” she said.

Buffy sat up, then turned around so she was facing Cordelia's hips. She scooted
up until her own pussy was over Cordelia's face. And, as a bonus, she could easily
play with Cordelia’s breasts.

"If you can't figure out what to do,” she said, "I'll go find awhip."

The only response was awarm, wet mouth touching her vulva. It felt very nice.

"Oh, good girl," she gasped. She put her hands on Cordelia's breasts, then closed
her eyes and just enjoyed. Not that she had alot of experience with oral sex, but as
far as she could tell Cordeliawas doing it really, really well.

Shelost track of time. After awhile, she stopped playing with Cordelia's breasts.
She leaned forward until she was lying down on her, making sure not to move her
sex out of Cordelia’sreach. Wave after wave of pleasure moved through her, getting
infinitesimally stronger every time until they blotted out the world and she screamed
her passion into the exploding white light.

Sometime later saw her helping Cordelia massage life back into her arms and legs.
There were visible marks around her wrists and ankles where she'd strained against
the belts tying her to the bed. According to Buffy's experienced eyes, they'd be
bruises pretty soon.

"Sorry," she said.

Cordelialooked at her.

"What for?' she said.

Buffy indicated the marks.

"Oh, that," Cordeliasaid. "No problem. The girlswill just wonder who | got them
with."

Oh-kay, Buffy thought and decided not to pursue that line of inquiry any further.

10
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"Will you tell them?' she said.

"That | slept with you?' Cordelialaughed. "Not in amillion years."

"Thanks, | guess," Buffy said.

They dressed in silence.

And got into the car in silence.

And drove all the way back to the school.

It wasn't until they wereamost by thelibrary doorsthat Cordeliastopped walking
and spoke again.

"Buffy?' she said.

Buffy looked quizzically at her.

"That wasreally good,” she said.

"Yeah," Buffy agreed. "It was. Not that | have alot to compare with, of course,
but | liked this. Quite alot."

"Maybe we could do it again some time?"

Willow's face flashed for Buffy'sinner eye.

"Maybe," she said, weakly. "Some time."

Like when Hell has frozen over, she thought to herself.

Cordelialooked at her for several long moments.

"Right," shefinally said.

She looked away and walked the remaining few steps into the library.

11



"Demon Sword" by Calle Dybedahl

Faith

Buffy looked around the room. It was a normal class room in Sunnydale High
School. First floor, east wing. She'd had classesin here any number of times. Mostly
math.

Faithlocked the door behind them and dropped acanvas bag on the teacher's desk.

"Sorry about this," she said. "But well, it'd feel weird to have someone drive us
out to my place and then wait outside while we had our little fun.”

"It'sall right,” Buffy said. "I totally understand.”

WEell, it wasbetter than doingitinthelibrary. And Faith's placewasn't particularly
nice either, to be honest.

"What's in the bag?" she asked.

Faith shrugged.

"Coupleof toys," she said. "Went back home to get them while you were off with
Cordy."

Buffy couldn't quite work up the courage to ask what kind of toys. Her imagina-
tion was quite enough, and she didn't want it confirmed.

"So what do we do now?" she said.

"Well, duh,” Faith said. "We fuck."

"l was thinking in alittle more detail than that."

Faith took her coat off and threw it on achair. Thisleft her dressed in boots, black
leather pants, white tank top and definitely no bra under the top. She kind of made
Buffy feel overdressed.

"Well," Faith said. "I kind of have this philosophy. It goes ‘want’."

She demonstratively looked Buffy up and down, then walked up close to her.

"'Take," she said and put a hand on the back of Buffy's head.

"'Have'," shefinished, and pulled Buffy into akiss.

It wasagood kiss. Very different from Cordelia's. Rougher, more forceful, more
urgent. Still very nice. Buffy put her armsaround Faith'swaist and | et herself getinto
the feeling. A warm hand cupped her |eft breast, trying to tease the nipple through
her blouse and bra. It didn't work so well. She broke the kiss.

"Let me help you with that," she said while she took a couple of steps back.

Slowly, teasingly, she unbuttoned her blouse. She watched Faith's face the whole
time, saw her intently stare at Buffy's chest and lick her lips. Being so obviously
wanted sent awave of excitement all through her body.

She dropped the blouse to the floor. She reached behind her back and undid her
braclasp, but didn't let it fall yet.

"Show me yours," she said.

Without a word, Faith pulled her tank top over her head and blindly threw it to
the side. Her breasts were beautiful, nicely round and firm. And, again, bigger than
Buffy's.

"Nice," she said.

She tossed her hair back, and let her bra slowly slide down her arms and to the
floor. She wiggled her chest alittle.

"Do you like what you see?' she said.

"Oh yeah," Faith said. "Come here."
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Buffy walked back to her. Again, they kissed. Both toplessthistime, their breasts
squashing against each other. Buffy put her hands lower down thistime, on Faith's
leather-covered buttocks. She more felt than heard Faith moan through the kiss.
Soon after, shefelt Faith squeeze ahand in between. It started unbuttoning her jeans,
and more than occasionally move a alittle further down to stroke her still-covered
pussy. She moved her hipsto make it easier for Faith to reach. The buttons started
coming undone faster, and pretty soon the teasing strokes were coming only on the
outside of her panties, thus much increasing the pleasure of them. She closed her
eyes and kissed her way from Faith's mouth over her neck up to her earlobe. She
took it into her mouth and gently nibbled on it. She was rewarded with agroan and
ahard push on her clitoris, which made her groan in turn.

As if on a signa, they both took a step back. They stood there for a moment,
panting and looking at each other.

"We need to get naked,” Faith said.

"Pretty much now," Buffy agreed.

They settoit, frantically removing therest of the clothes. In spite of Faith wearing
less, Buffy got hers off first as Faith struggled with her leather pants.

"Want help with that?' Buffy asked, trying to sound as innocent as she could.

There was no reply.

"Ok," Buffy said. "I'll just wait, then."

She pulled achair to her and sat down on it, facing Faith. She spread her legsvery
wide, and started slowly stroking her own naked sex. Occasionally, she brought a
glistening wet finger to her mouth and licked it clean.

Faith's efforts to get her recalcitrant pants off redoubled. When she finally suc-
ceeded, her underwear followed a split second later.

Buffy smiled at her. With great deliberation, she slid a finger into herself and
pulled it out again covered with her own juices.

"Do you want this?' she said. With the same deliberate slowness, she smeared
her nipples with the clear viscous liquid.

"If you do," she said, "why don't you come get it?"

She could see Faith swallow heavily, her eyesmore or less glued to Buffy'sfinger
slowly circling her erect nipple. To her surprise, Faith didn't pounce on her like a
starving lion. Instead, she calmly walked over to her, put her hands under Buffy's
armsand fairly gently picked her up. She gave Buffy abrief kisson thelips, then put
her down by the teacher's desk and bent her face-down over it. Gently but firmly,
she nudged Buffy's feet until she spread her legs wide.

"Faith?' Buffy said. "What are we doing?"

Faith pulled her canvas bag to her and opened its zipper. Buffy couldn't quite see
what she took out of it, but it seemed to have quite a few straps and things. She'd
just started to feel abit alarmed when afinger slid aong her vulva, from her vaginal
opening to her clitoris. She closed her eyes and groaned.

"Don't worry, B," Faith said. "Y ou're going to like this."

There were rustling sounds for a brief while, and then the blessed hand returned
to play with Buffy's sex. Shelaid her head down on her arms and decided to simply
enjoy whatever it was that Faith was doing.

That plan came to nothing when something hard and slightly cold first touched
her opening and then slowly but very firmly pushed inside her.
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"Faith!" she exclaimed, arching her back and half-voluntarily spreading her legs
even further apart. After the first few instants of surprise and discomfort, it started
feeling good. Redlly, really good. As the thing bottomed out inside her and started
pulling out again, she bit her lip to keep from moaning out loud. Faith's hands were
on her hips, holding on.

"Damn, B," Faith said from behind her. "I wish you could see yourself like this.
| think it's the sexiest thing I've seen in my entirelife.”

Buffy twisted her head around as much as she could and looked back at Faith.
Shewas wearing a harness thing around her hips, and aworryingly large bright blue
plastic dildo was sticking out from the front of it. And into herself. As she watched,
Faith moved her hips forward again, pushing the dildo back inside Buffy. Harder
and faster thistime. Which felt even better. Buffy failed to keep from moaning out
loud. She put her head down again, but like before the restful position didn't last.
A few more strokes, and a hand took hold of the hair at the back of her head and
pulled, forcing her to raise her head and arch her back again. Almost as soon asthere
was room for it between herself and the tabletop, another hand dlid in and cupped
her breast. With that hand holding her up, the one in her hair let go and moved on
to the free tit. Buffy put her arms under her, to take a bit of her weight. She wasn't
even trying to be quiet any more. With every stroke of the strap-on, every pinch
on her nipples, every time Faith's hips slapped against her ass she made a sound.
The moaned, yelped, gasped and, when the plastic rod hit a particularly good spot
inside her, cried out.

"Do you like this?' she heard Faith say. "Do you like being fucked by me?"

It wasn't quite her conscious self that cried out in agreement and begged to be
fucked harder, faster, more. Words came out of her mouth that she never would
have imagined saying, and definitely not to Faith.

One of Faith's hands left Buffy's breast and travelled down aong her flank. It
reached her hip, and then went in over her belly and finally ended up roughly rubbing
her clitoris.

Buffy exploded.

Or that was at least pretty much what it felt like. Orgasm hit her instantly and
totally. She screamed, bucked and thrashed about like a wild animal for an instant
and an eternity, before she collapsed into an exhausted heap.

"Damn, B," Faith said from above her. She sounded amused. "Y ou broke the
desk."

Broke the desk?

Buffy opened her eyes. In front of her, the edge of the desk was missing two fist-
sized pieces right where she'd been holding on to it.

"Oh," she said, but she was feeling far too good to be able to worry about it.

Shefelt Faith break contact with her ass as she stepped back. Strangely, the plastic
presence in her vagina stayed put. She looked over the shoulder to see what was
happening.

Faith had unstrapped herself from the toy, leaving it sticking out of Buffy. Buffy
wished she could seeit. It must look so... wanton. Excitement started to rise inside
her again.

"Turn over," Faith said.

"Huh?' Buffy said, her mind still pretty much blown from the orgasm.
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Rather than explain, Faith took hold of her and turned her over on her back. She
pulled the strap-on out of Buffy, resulting in asurprised gasp from the blonde Slayer.

"Oh," Buffy said. "That kind of turn over."

"What kind did you expect?' Faith said. She started putting the strap-on's harness
on around Buffy's hips.

"Um, the kind where my face end up around your middle," Buffy said.

"Tempting,” Faith said. "But right now | want this."

She pushed Buffy further up on the desk, and then climbed up after her until she
was standing on her hands and knees over Buffy. She reached down and positioned
the top of the dildo at her opening, then slowly lowered herself onto it. She closed
her eyes and let out a long, contended sigh as the rod went into her. Slowly, she
rose up again until it almost slipped out of her, den lowered herself until her ass
touched Buffy's hips.

Buffy looked on, entranced. She'd never seen anything nearly as sexy as Faith
fucking herself against her. Shetried to fix her gaze at everything at once. The blue
plastic diding in and out of Faith's vagina. The generous breasts gently swinging
movement above her. The expression of pure bliss on Faith's face.

She lifted her hands and cupped Faith's breasts. Felt their weight, warmth and
firm softness. She squeezed and stroked them, and the nipples quickly stiffened
under her touch.

"Do you like it when | touch you?' She said. "My hands on your tits?"

Faith nodded vigorously, eyes still closed.

"What about this?' Buffy said.

She rose up on her elbows and caught Faith's left nipple between her lips. She
gently teased it with her teeth and repeatedly circled it with her tongue.

Faith gasped.

Buffy switched to the other breast. While not as incredibly pleasant as being
fucked had been, this certainly wasalot of fun. She lay back down again, and pulled
Faith with her, momentarily forcing her to stop moving with the dildo all the way
inside her. Buffy took Faith's face in her hands and kissed her, deep and hard, in-
tensely relishing both the intimate contact and the other woman's weight on top of
her. She stroked Faith's back, all the way down to her lovely muscular ass.

Faith broke the kiss and started moving again, but remained |eaning much further
forward than before. Enough so that her breaststouched Buffy's on every thrust. Not
wanting to lose that contact but still needing to do something, Buffy reached down
between them to thetop of Faith'svulva. She gently probed among the sensitive slick
foldsuntil shefound the hard nub nestling within them. She kept her hand stationary
there, letting Faith's own movement make her rub it back and forth over her fingertip.
Faith picked up her pace, and started audibly gasping with every stroke. She went
faster and faster, pushing herself harder and harder against Buffy's hips and fingers,
until she suddenly stopped. She froze, every muscle in her body tense as a steel
wire and her face in afairly hideous grimace. A long, drawn-out whimpering came
from her. Buffy stayed perfectly still, just watching, until Faith finally relaxed and
collapsed over her. Then she gently kissed her brow.

They untangled from each other and dressed in silence. There was ahuge number of
unspoken words filling the air between them. Buffy felt asif she ought to do some-
thing about it, but she had no ideawhere to start. Faith suddenly looked vulnerable,
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asif alayer of armor around her had for amoment been lifted, and Buffy just didn't
know how to handle that. It looked almost as if this hadn't just been sex for Faith,
but something more.

Buffy knew even less how to handle that.

"Are we good?' she said, immediately regretting the shallowness of the words.
She could almost see the layers of protective personality snap back into place asthe
words sunk into Faith.

"Yeah," Faith said. "Why wouldn't we be?"

The words sounded strained. A bit too cocky and confident. Like protective col-
oring.

"Just checking," Buffy said. "Shall we return to the others?’

"Y ou go on ahead," Faith said. "Still need to get down and dirty with Red before
sunrise, right? I'll stay alittle and clean that off."

She nodded towards the strap-on that lay discarded on the broken desk.

"Yeah," Buffy said. "Ok."

She started to leave, but stopped in the doorway.

"Faith?' she said.

The darker Slayer turned towards her alittle too fast.

"Yes?' shesaid.

"Nothing," Buffy said, despising herself for her cowardice. "See you later."

She walked away, closing the door behind her.
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Willow

Giles, Wesley, Xander, Cordelia, Willow and Oz all turned to look at Buffy when
she walked into the library.

"Um," Buffy said. "Faith stayed behind alittle. But we are, um... done.”

"Yes," Giles said, polishing his glasses as if he was trying to wear them down
into a different prescription. "We could..."

His voice petered out.

"We could hear you screaming like a demented monkey," Cordelia filled in.
"What was she doing to you?"

Buffy felt herself turn an intense shade of red.

"Um," shesad. "Er."

"I don't think we need to know that,” Wesley said, amost as red-faced as Buffy.

"Speak for yourself, English-boy."

With an heroic effort of will Buffy managed to speak pretty normally.

"Faith's up in room B25," she said. "If you go there and ask nicely, maybe shelll
show you."

Cordelialooked at her in silence for afew heartbests.

"I don't think 1 need to know that bad,” she finally said.

"Right,” Gilessaid. "If that piece of businessisfinished, maybewe can moveon."

Buffy sat down in her usual chair by the table. Willow discreetly smiled at her.

"Giles?' Buffy said. "After Willow and | are done, is there anything more we
need to do tonight? Any ritual stuff with the hero and sword thing?”

Giles shook his head.

"No," he said. "Once you have despoiled the three maidens, that should be it.
After that, you just need to get to theritual site before noon."”

"It's at the de la Cruz family crypt,” he added. "Y ou know the one with the..."

"...Statue that 1ooks like it's doing something indecent,” Buffy said. "I know the
place. So that meansthere'sreally no need for you guysto be waiting around, right?
You can al go home, and Willow and ... take care of things?'

Giles put his glasses back on.

"Yes," hesaid. "l guessso."

Buffy stood up.

"Good," she said. "Let's do that then, shall we?’

There was a general getting up, relieved muttering and heading for the outside.
Buffy tried to look casual as she made sure she waswalking next to Willow, magical
demon sword casually thrown over her shoulder.

"My place or yours?' she said, trying to pitch her voice low enough for privacy.

"My parents arein Brazil," Willow said. "Joyceis at home, isn't she?'

"Yeah," Buffy said. "So, my place or yours?'

Willow smiled at her. A nervous smile, but still asmile

"l may not have Faith'sskills," shesaid. "But | still think it's best to be somewhere
where there's nobody to hear any noises you may make. Brazil should be just about
far enough away."

Buffy felt her cheeks start to burn again.

"That's be yours, then."
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They kept walking in silence. As they passed the school's exit, Buffy briefly
turned and looked back inside. She was just in time to see Cordelia's back vanish
up the stairs towards room B25.

She smiled and kept on walking.

Buffy had never ever been so nervous to reach Willow's house. Sure, they usually
met up at her house, what with Willow's parents being gone most of the time and
al, but it wasn't like she'd been a stranger to the Rosenberg residence. But thiswas
the first time she'd been intending to ravish the Rosenbergs only daughter.

"On Friday,” Willow said as they stood in the street hesitating to turn onto the
driveway, "that's our first date, right?"

"Well, we haven't ever been on any before soit hasto be," Buffy said. "How so?"

"My mom once told me never to put out on the first date,” Willow said.

Buffy turned and looked at Willow. She was smiling.

"She never said anything about before the first date,” she explained.

Buffy couldn't help smiling. Willow was just so cute when she was happy.

"We should get indoors,” Buffy said. "Unless you want your neighborsto seeyou
get sloppily kissed right herein the street.”

"It's two in the morning,” Willow said. "There won't be anyone watching. Our
neighbors are very boring."

Somehow, they had ended up with their faces less than a hand's breadth apart.

"Willow Rosenberg,” Buffy said. "That sounded not unlike an invitation."

She moved alittle bit closer.

"Maybe it was," Willow said, moving a bit closer still. Buffy could feel the heat
radiating from her on her skin.

"And how would | know if it was or not?’

"l guessyou'll just have to take the risk."

It didn't feel much like arisk to Buffy. She leaned forward the last little bit and
softly put her lipsto Willow's.

At first it was no more than that. Their lips touched. Soft, lovely lips. Feeling so
like and yet so very, very unlike the lips of Cordelia or Faith. Slowly, she parted
hers, and after a moment's hesitation Willow did the same. Slowly, as if afraid to
scare off awary animal, Buffy touched Willow's lip with her tongue. It was soon
met by its counterpart, and a gentle back and forth play commenced. Thetip of the
demon sword scraped the road as Buffy put her arms around Willow and pulled her
close. She found herself not just wanting, but almost needing to feel Willow's body
against her own, and from the way Willow's hands held on to the back of Buffy's
head, the feeling was not one-sided.

Buffy broke the kiss.

"Even if your neighbors are so boring that you're comfortable getting naked in
the street,” she said, "I'm not. And | think your bed is more comfortable than tarmac
anyway."

Willow still had her eyes closed and her mouth slightly open. She didn't appear
to have heard a single word Buffy had said. A beatific smilelit up her face.

"l kissed you," she said. "I kissed Buffy Summers."

Buffy couldn't help smiling.

"Yes, you did,” she said.

Her smile turned alittle sad.
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"l wishit didn't haveto belikethis,” shesaid. "I wish we could do the dating thing
first, and end up in bed eventually because we wanted to, not because the world is
going to end if we don't."

Willow laid afinger across her lips.

"Hush," she said. "It'sfine. Who knows how long it'd have been before we found
out about each other if this hadn't happened? We should send the demons a thank-
you note."

"Before or after we kill them?* Buffy said. "But yes, | see your point.”

She took Willow's hand and started walking up the driveway.

"I can still wish that it'd happened perfectly, though,” she said.

Willow's bedroom was not a new place for Buffy to be. Far from it. She'd even slept
in it on a number of occasions. Heck, she'd even dlept in the same bed as Willow
before. Although now she wasn't so sure that Willow had actually slept on those
occasions, if she'd been kind of in love with Buffy all thistime.

Her thoughts got interrupted by akiss. A quick, eager touch of lipsto her lips, a
brief swipe with atongue and then emptiness again.

"Hey, dreamyhead,” Willow said. "You're supposed to have your wicked way
with me, remember?*

Buffy smiled at her.

"Not likely to forget that in ahurry,” she said.

Willow sat down on her bed.

"Well," she said. "So get to it, then."

"Sincewhen areyou thisforward and aggressive?' Buffy asked. "Maybe'd better
check with Gilesthat the demons didn't do something to you."

"Since you asked me on a date,” Willow said. "That kind of thing can make a
girl abit giddy."

Buffy looked at her. Which she'd donelots and lots of times before, of course, but
this time she really looked at her. Shoulder-length red hair. Bulky knitted sweater
and unflattering floral-print skirt. Bright red tick stockings.

She sat down next to Willow.

"Those clothes really don't show how pretty you are," she said.

"Want me to take them off?" Willow said, still smiling her infectious smile.

"Yes, please," Buffy said.

Willow stood up and pulled her sweater over her head. Her skirt followed the
sweater onto a nearby chair. Then she stopped.

"Um," she said. "l would kind of feel less nervous about this if you were getting
undressed too."

"I hear and obey," Buffy said. She stripped off her own top. Which, since she
hadn't bothered putting her bra on when leaving Faith, left her naked from the waist
up.
"Oh," Willow said. "You..."

Sheféll silent. Her gaze was fixed on Buffy's chest.

"What?' Buffy said, looking down onto herself. "Is there something wrong?”'
"No!" Willow said. "Absolutely not. Nowrong. Nowrong at al. Youlook... very
right. Lots of right. Right as rain. Although | never got why rain is supposed to be
more right than anything else. But you are. Righter than anything else. Including
ran."
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Sheran out of breath.

Buffy wiggled her chest alittle.

"So you like my breasts?' she said.

"Mh-hm," Willow said.

"Can | seeyours?' Buffy said, bringing on her puppy-dog |ook.

"Oh,"” Willow said. "Yes. Of course.”

She hurriedly stripped off her top, stockings and bra, leaving her in nothing but
panties.

"Um," shesaid. "Thisis, well, it."

She held her arms out to the sides, to give Buffy a better look at the complete
Willow package.

"Mmm," Buffy said. "Looks yummy."

She got up from the bed. She reached out her hand and softly ran her fingers over
Willow's | eft breast.

Willow gasped.

Buffy smiled. She brought up her other hand as well, cupping both of Willow's
breasts, then leaned in and eagerly kissed her. Shefelt Willow's arms go around her
and stroke her back. While they kissed, she moved her own handsin similar strokes
down Willow's back, ending by sliding them under the elastic of her panties and
squeezing her ass. Willow tried the same, but couldn't get her hands under the top
of Buffy's jeans. She broke the kiss.

"Now you're the one too dressed again,” she said.

Buffy took a step back. She slowly unbuttoned the jeans. As the fly opened, her
pale pubic hair started peeking out, since she hadn't bothered putting her panties on
either. She kicked her shoes off, dropped the pants and stepped out of them.

"That better?' she said.

Rather than reply, Willow removed her own panties, leaving them booth equally
naked.

Buffy sat down on the bed's edge and held out her arms in an inviting gesture.
She'd intended for Willow to sit sidewaysin her lap, but wasn't exactly disappointed
when her friend instead chose to straddle her legs facing her. She showed her ap-
proval with yet another kiss, and by running her hands through Willow'slovely hair.

"Hey," she said after alittle while. "How are you feeling?"

Willow smiled at her.

"Happy," she said. "A little nervous. Very excited. Worried that I'll get things
wrong."

Buffy stroked her cheek.

"So you're OK with this?"

Willow smiled.

"Yes," shesaid. "l an OK with this. Not that | really have achoice sincetheworld
will end if we don't do this, but | am.”

"I'd rather let the world end than hurt you,” Buffy said.

"No youwouldn't,” Willow said. "Y ouwouldn't be my Buffy if you werethe kind
of person who would."

Buffy couldn't help but smile.

"No," she said. "l wouldn't."
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Shelet herself fall backwards onto the bed, feet still planted on the floor. Willow
followed her down, resting on her elbows just far enough down that her nipples
touched Buffy's skin.

Buffy had never before been so incredibly aware of two points on her body.

"So," Willow said. "What are you going to do to this maiden, hero?’

Not needing many moments to think about it, she grabbed Willow's hips and
pushed her forward until she could catch a gorgeous pink little nipple between her
lips. She started teasing it with her tongue at the same time as she pulled her leg up
between Willow's legs and pushed against her vulva

Willow made a sound that might have been intended to be a word, but never
even got close. From the way she pushed back hard on Buffy's leg, Buffy guessed
she didn't mind the treatment. She started moving her hips, rubbing herself against
Buffy's thigh.

Buffy moved one hand from Willow's hip to the breast she wasn't sucking on,
lightly pinching its nipple.

"Oh my," Willow gasped. "B-Buffy?’

Buffy reluctantly let the stiff nipple escape her lips.

"Yes?' shesad.

"l want to touch you."

Rather than answer verbally, she took hold of Willow again and laid her down
on her back. She then got up on her hands and knees straddling Willow, reversing
their positions. Like Willow had, she brought her breast down within mouth's reach.
It didn't take more than a split second before her nipple was surrounded by warm
wetness. Rather than athigh pushing on her sex, though, ahand lightly touched her
there. Fingers played between her labia, eliciting a moan from her.

"Oh, that's good,” she moaned.

Chill air hit her saliva-wet nipple.

"What about this?' Willow said from under her.

A finger dlid inside her vagina, rubbing the rough front wall.

Willow's finger slid inside her vagina. Inside her.

The combination of the exquisite feeling and the knowledge of who was doing it
sent an intense shiver of pleasure all along body. She thought some sound escaped
her, but she had no recollection what it might have sounded like.

The finger kept moving inside her, and it felt like it had been joined by another
one. Or two. Despite her Slayer strength, Buffy's thighs and arms were trembling,
and she worried that she'd simply fall down onto Willow. Rather than do that, she
drop to the side in a more or less controlled fashion, ending up lying on the bed
next to Willow.

The wonderful fingers stayed where they were and kept doing what they did.

She wanted to touch as well as be touched. She wriggled around until she could
reach to kiss Willow, kiss her hard and with abandon. She wanted some part of
herself inside Willow while a part of Willow was inside her, and her tongue in
Willow's mouth seemed to fit the bill.

Somewhat.
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Breaking away from Willow's mouth and moving out of reach of her hand, Buffy
began kissing her way down Willow. Slender, pale throat. Shoulder. Beautiful little
breasts, with beautiful little nipples. Surprisingly muscular abdomen, with pretty
little belly button. Palered and curly hair. Glistening wet lower lipsthat parted easily
under a probing tongue.

She caressed Willow's inner thighs with her hands and eagerly licked her vulva.
L oud gasps and entreatments never to stop came from the redhead, and Buffy could
feel her entire body twitch every time she sucked on the clitoris.

She lifted her head for amoment. Willow's hipstried to follow her up.

"Do you want to do me?" she asked.

"Yes," Willow said, without even a split second's hesitation.

Not hesitating either, Buffy moved back on top of Willow, but thistime with her
own head between Willow's legs and her legs cradling Willow's head. She hadn't
even got herself properly into position when she felt Willow's mouth on her sex.

It felt wonderful.

She got back to work on Willow's pussy, except thistime she added afinger going
inand out of her to the oral stimulation. From aslight vibration against her own sex,
she guessed the addition was well received.

Buffy tried to pace herself. Just the knowledge of what she was doing was making
her giddy, and shewanted it to go on for aslong as possible. Shetried to concentrate
on what her mouth was doing and ignore what was happening between her legs. It
helped that she'd already been quite thoroughly satisfied twice already in the past
few hours, and she succeeded quite well in keeping her excitement in check.

Not so Willow.

It wasn't very long before Buffy felt Willow'sbody arch under her, and thelicking
and sucking and finger-fucking she was getting got frantic and erratic. She smiled
to herself and kept going as before. When Willow's orgasm seemed to be abating,
sheincreased her efforts until her friend was bucking and screaming again.

She had no idea how long she managed to keep it up before her own pleasure
suddenly and without warning exploded. Faintly, she heard herself scream like a
banshee.

They lay holding each other as the sun came up. The night air that stole in through
the window was alittle chillier than either of them really wanted, but none of them
wanted to move away from the other long enough to get a blanket over them.

"Hey," Buffy whispered. "Areyou al right?'

"l never felt like thiswith Oz," Willow said.

Her head was resting on Buffy's shoulder.

"I didn't know you'd even slept with Oz," Buffy said.

"Oh, | haven't,” Willow quickly said. "I meant the | have to touch her or I'll ex-
plode feeling | had when we got here. With Oz, it's always been more of it might
be nice than this... need.”

"Cordelia and Faith was kinda fun and felt good,” Buffy said. "You gave me
butterflies, like Angel used to."

Willow frowned. Aswell as distractedly stroked Buffy's thigh.

"So are we gay?' she asked.

"Do you want to sleep with me again?' Buffy said.

Willow nodded.
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"Bigtime," she said.

"Then | guess we are gay," Buffy said.

Willow thought about it.

"Cool," she said.

She moved up alittle and kissed Buffy's chin.

"My lesbian lover," she said. "My girlfriend.”

"Hey," Buffy said, smiling like the sun. "We haven't even had that first date yet."

"Hm," Willow said. "My girlfriend-to-be, then."

Buffy slowly stroked her hair. Shewas about to say something more, when shere-
alized that Willow's breathing had changed to the soft regularity of someone sleep-
ing soundly.

Careful not to wake her friend -- her girlfriend -- Buffy extracted herself from
their embrace. She got a blanket and draped it over Willow, so she wouldn't wake
from the still chilly morning air.

Finally, she put her clothes on, grabbed the sword and climbed out the window.
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Epilogue

The dela Cruz crypt was, as cryptsin Buffy's experience tended to be, worn-down
and very dirty. She'd dlain a nest of vampires there about a year earlier and their
meager belongings still littered the corners of the place.

Just as common as the dirt was the dour chanting in a weird language and the
smell of blood and sulfur.

Would it kill them to use something el se some time? Some serious Thrash Metal
should be demonic enough, you'd think. And there must be something other than
sulfur to use for incense.

She stalked through the crypt towards the source of the sounds. As she got closer,
the sword started glowing.

Quitealot.

When she judged that she had only a couple of more cornersto turn, its glow was
strong enough to cast shadows. She sighed. So much for stealth.

"Slayer," agravelly voice said from up ahead.

"For example," Buffy said. "They'd be a nice change from all this chanting.”

A demon stepped out of the shadows. It wasn't very tal, but easily three times as
wide as Buffy and probably ten times as heavy.

"What?" it said.

"Oh, never mind," she said.

She aimed a cut at its neck. It tried to parry. The sword went through the arm,
shoulder and neck asif they'd been so much mist. The demon collapsed into a heap
and immediately started decomposing into vile-smelling goo.

"Ooh, neat!" Buffy said, looking at the sword.

"Ooh, gross,” she groaned, looking at the goo that had just reached her shoes.

She stepped around the puddle as well as she could and walked into the central
burial chamber.

Init, six demons where doing some kind of dance around a central fire. As they
moved, they were throwing handfuls of blood onto the fire.

"Hey!" Buffy shouted.

The demons stopped. As one, they turned to look at her.

"l don't usually ask nicely,” she said. "But I'm in a very good mood today. Stop
what you're doing, leave, and I'll let you live."

"Hero," one of the demons growled.

"It has the Sword of Ch'grak," another said.

"It has woken the sword," athird one added.

"Right,” Buffy said. "And it just cut down your buddy out there to one-size-fits-
all, so you don't want to mess with it."

One of the demonsttilted its head alittle. It was a bit bigger than the others, and
its skin adlightly different shade of blue.

"Y ou have the Sword, and it is woken," it said. "We cannot fight it. Our cause
is lost, for this time. But if you think it will bring you happiness, Hero, then you
arewrong."

Two of the dancing demons made strange movements with the third and fourth
hands, and faded out of visibility. Buffy cut towardswherethey'd been, just to make
sure they hadn't goneinvisible.
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"Y eah, yeah, yeah," she said. "Whatever."

"Thereis acurse," the demon said. "One of the women you raped to wake the
sword, she would have been your soulmate. Y our perfect other half. There would
have been happiness. But now her loveistwisted. Is dark. Now there will be aught
but pain.”

She'd learned long ago not to listen to what the demons said about her while
she killed them. That sort of activity didn't really incline them towards truth and
helpfulness. She jumped over the fire, cut the heads off two of the dancers while
shewasintheair and landed with the sword extended through the talkative demon's
ribcage.

She certainly hadn't raped anybody. They'd all been volunteers. At least as much
as Buffy herself had been.

Thefirehad astrange color. It wastoo... purple. Or something. She couldn't really
put anameto it. It almost hurt her eyesto look at, which was a pretty sure sign that
it was no good. She stuck the sword into the center of the fire.

Noise. Fire. A shock like akick to the stomach, then her back hit the crypt wall.

"Ouch," she said to nobody in particular. If that hadn't ended the ceremony, she
didn't want to know what it would take.

Shelooked around. There were no demonsleft. The fire had almost gone out, and
what was left was properly fire-colored. The sword didn't glow any longer.

All right then.

That had to mean that the threat was eliminated. She hefted the sword onto her
shoulder and headed out of the crypt. She'd go over to thelibrary and report to Giles.
Then she had an English class, and after that...

After that she had a date with Willow.

She started whistling. Life certainly was good.

Faith sat in atreein the yard outside Sunnydale High School, looking in. In through
awindow, into a classroom. The red-headed little bitch was in there. Faith could
see her, showing the Xander clown something in her textbook. The red-headed little
bitch who Buffy had chosen over her. The weak, mousy little nothing that a Slayer
had preferred over another Slayer.

It was unacceptable. Someone would have to pay.

The bell rang. The students left their classrooms like a herd of stampeding ele-
phants. She jumped down from the tree and sauntered over towards the school en-
trance. Once there, she hung around in the shadows until Willow and Xander came
walking down the stairs. Shewatched asthey hugged their goodbyes, and Willow set
off towards her home. Discreetly, Faith followed. She played idly with the switch-
blade in her pocket.

Oh yes, there would be payment in blood.

And then Buffy would be hers, and hers alone.

25



