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Challenge #30 (#1. Awakening)

The moment when Janet truly knew she was in love with a woman was not when
she first saw Sam. Nor was it when she first undressed her to dress wounds, nor
the first time she felt fear waiting for her delayed return through the Gate. Not the
first field night she spent awake listening to her breath. Not when they first kissed
(might only be curiosity). It was not even when they first made love. No, it was on
a battlefield with staff blasts booming that she realized it was all right being there,
for Sam was with her.
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Challenge #30 (#2: Heartbreak)

Glorificus never remembered. Every time she was jilted by alover, she'd rant and
rave and curse and throw magic around until D'Hoffryn couldn't stand it and sent
Halfrek to fix. Halfrek didn't mind. Glory was always appreciative afterwards, and
even hellgods do divine sex. So one after another, she took care of them. Plagues.
Transformations. Curses. One thing after another she did to the girls that struck
Glory's fancy. Every time she fell further in love. Which was fine, mostly, but in
the end it broke Halfrek's heart that until the day she died Glory never remembered
her name.
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Challenge #33: Punishment

Thebulletproof glass slowly warmed under Buffy's hand. So close to, but not touch-
ing, the one on the other side.

"Want to see something?' Faith's voice said in the phone handset.

Buffy nodded.

Faith opened her prison jumpsuit just enough for Buffy to see her naked under it,
then ran afinger over anipple until it was all erect. Buffy looked on, transfixed.

"Something for your dreams, lovergirl,” Faith said. "Gotta go. Time's up.”

Somehow, Buffy had always thought that when Faith went to prison Faith would
be the one being punished. Buffy left the building boiling with frustration.
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Challenge #42: Three

Dawn held on for dear life as Rhona's fingers worked magic between her legs.

"Thanks," she mumbled after the orgasm faded. "I feel comforted now."

"Y ou're welcome,” Rhonasaid. "Come back if you need to."

"Sure," Dawn lied. "I'd better go before someone sees us.”

She left the bed.

"Thanks," she repeated as she walked out. In her own room, she took out a note-
book. She opened it to a well-thumbed page and fumbled for a pen.

"Vi," she mumbled as sheread the list. "Amanda.”

She put a mark next to a name.

"And Rhona makes three," she said.
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Minificathon: Tara/Anya

Anya marched impatiently back and forth through the room. Tara looked at her
from her seat in the couch. Partly because there wasllittle else to ook at, and partly
because Anya was marching back and forth clad in nothing but a frilly bra and
matching panties.

"Arethey going to get it here sometime today or not?" Anyacomplained. "l paid
good money to get that dress delivered!"

"It'll get here,” Tarasaid. "And it's not like the wedding can start without you."

Anyaturned to look at her.

"Areyou sure?' she said. "l read that if the bride doesn't show up, the groom is
supposed to marry one of the bridesmaids. And that's Willow and Buffy and you!"

So that's why she picked these green monstrosities for us, Tarathought.

"I'm sure,” she said. "Don't worry."

Anyasat down on the couch, at the other end from Tara.

"I'mall tense," shesaid. "It'sall thisstress. I've been so busy arranging thingsthat
| haven't had time to have Xander give me orgasms. It makes me grumpy."

Tara stifled a groan. Here it comes, she thought. The never-ending litany of
Anyassex life. | should record it and sell it as porn.

Anyaturned to Tara.

"Do you get tense like that?' she said.

Tarablinked. "What?' she said.

"Doyou get all frustrated and tense?' Anyarepeated. "When you don't get regular
orgasms."

"l... manage,” Tarasaid. Thiswasn't the way Anya's rants usually went!

"God!" Anya said. "It's been months since you split up with Willow! Y ou must
be half out of your mind!"

"It's not that bad, really.”

To her own amazement, Tarafound herself wishing that Anyawould go back to
enumerating the sexual escapades of her and Xander. It might not be Tara's favorite
topicof discussion, but it easily beat speculation about her own sex life. Non-existent
asit were.

"Do you have someone else?" Anya said. "l can see why you'd keep it secret if
you do. Willow might turn her into an archaeopteryx.”

" Archaeopteryx?"

Anya shrugged.

"Frogs are so middle ages.”

"Right,” Tarasaid. "No, there's nobody else. Secret or not."

Anyagot up and started pacing again.

"Where is that dress?’ she said. "It's driving me crazy!"

Oh yeah, Tarathought. | can tell.

Anya spun and faced Tara, hands on hips.

"It'd be wrong if we had sex, wouldn't it?" she said.

"I'm no expert on wedding etiquette,” Tarasaid, "but I'm pretty sureit'sbad form
for the bride to have sex with anybody before the ceremony.”

Anya stomped her foot and cursed.

"Stupid rules!" she spat. "It was much better back in the old days.”
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All of asudden, a smile spread across her face.

"I know!" she said. "It's al right if we play agame, isn't it?"

"I... guess," Tarasaid, caution permeating her voice.

"Good!"

Anyawalked over to the chest of drawersin the corner and started rifling through
the top drawer. After afew moments she gave avictorious yell and held up a pack
of cards.

"There's no rule against afriendly game of poker, right?' Anyasaid. "And since
we've got no cash at the moment, we've got to bet something, right?”

"Um... yeah?"

"Y ou have played poker before, right?"

Taranodded. "Used to play with my cousins,” she said.

Anya smiled. "Good!" she said. "So we bet sexual favors, and eventually there
will be orgasms.”

"Right," Tarasaid.

Weéll, it had been along, lonely time since she left Willow. And Anyawas quite
pretty, aswell as quite obviously available and willing.

"Don't you think Xander will object?’ she said.

"Oh no,” Anya said. "He says | can have sex with women as much as | want,
particularly if | take pictures.”

"Right,” Tararepeated. "Ok, then, we play poker for sex.”

"Good!" Anyasaid. She sat down on the floor.

"First we bet clothes,” she said. "Then other things."

Tara got off the couch and sat down facing Anya. She reached over and picked
up the card deck.

"Texas Hold'em," she said. "Pre-flop isasexy strip.”

While she talked, she started shuffling the deck one-handed.

Anya's eyes narrowed. "Just play,” she said.

Tarasmiled and started to deal.
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Minificathon: Dawn/Faith

Dawn dipped the paint roller into the tray, collected a suitable amount of paint on
it and started to run it evenly up and down the wall. Eggshell, they called the hue
of it, and with the Rome evening light streaming in through the windows she could
actually tell that it wasn't quite white. And the protective paper that covered the
floor made sure that she could hear Faith's steps entering the room even when the
Slayer tried to move silently.

"Doyou likeit?' Dawn said.

"Aslong asit's not institutional green, it's fine with me," Faith said. "Can't stand
that color.”

"Reminds you of prison, | guess?’

Dawn turned her head from her painting to look at Faith. She was standing a
couple of steps inside the door, smiling. For once, she was not dressed in her usual
washed-out wife-beater and jeans, but in ared spaghetti-strap top and a pair of cut-
off jeans. Cut-off so high up that the low end slanted up from the crotch to the sides.

"No," Faith said. "Hospital. Prison was unpainted concrete, mostly. Didn't mind
that so much. Suited my mood at the time.”

Dawn returned her attention to the painting.

"So what's your mood like now?" she asked.

"Moving into alarge apartment in Rome, with a gaggle of hot girls to seduce?
Absolutely peachy," Faith said.

"I thought Buffy and Giles asked you to protect and teach them,” Dawn said.

"Oh, | plan to protect and teach,” Faith drawled. "With plenty of homework."

Dawn smiled to herself.

"S0," she said, "will | beincluded in this teaching?’

She could almost hear Faith squirm behind her.

"| don't think you sister would like that," she said after alittle while.

"Oh please,” Dawn said. "Buffy doesn't like me growing up. She'd like me to
always stay the scrawny little girl trying on big sister's makeup."

"Well, she's still Boss Slayer,” Faith said. "And | don't want to piss her off if |
can avoid it."

Dawn bent down to put more paint on the roller, turning to show off a maximum
amount of cleavage to Faith.

"| saw an interesting movie the other day,” she said.

"Really,” Faith said. She looked relieved at the change of subject. "What was it
about?'

"Thisgirl who wasin acar accident and started seeing dead people," Dawn said.
"And, well, it actually sucked, but it had this actressin it who looked almost exactly
like you."

"Oh yeah?' Faith said.

"Uh-hu," Dawn said. "Could have been your sister. Y our twin sister. Separated
at birth."

"Well, mom never did say very much about the time around when | was born, so
| guessit's actually not impossible. Sounds kind of far fetched, though."
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"In the movie, she got together with this really androgynous person, and | think
the moviemakers wanted the viewers to get really shocked when it turned out to be
another girl."

Dawn turned from the painting and looked Faith in the eyes.

"Didn't work so much,” she said.

She bent down to refill theroller again. Glancing out of the corner of her eye, she
saw Faith's gaze following her chest as she moved. She smiled.

"So what's all this got to do with anything?' Faith said. "Y ou want to go looking
for my long-lost evil twin or something?’

"Nah," Dawn said. "There was just this one scene that gave me an idea. Bring me
that paint bucket, will you?'

She pointed at an open bucket of paint that was standing next to the door. Faith
took it and put it down next to the roller tray.

"Your evil twin and the blonde chick were painting,” Dawn said. "When they
started having a bit of a paint fight..."

Before Faith could figure anything out, Dawn took the paint bucket and upended
it over her head.

"...and then they got into the shower to get the paint off, and got kind of mak-
ing-out-y with each other,” Dawn finished.

"DAWNI!" Faith yelled, after she'd wiped enough off to free her mouth. "This
was my best top!"

Dawn put her hands on the back of Faith's neck and pulled her into a deep kiss.
Which, of course, smeared paint all over her aswell.

"It's water-soluble paint,” she said. "Until it dries. So if we're quick, we can get
into the shower down the hall and..."

She looked down to where the paint clung revealingly to Faith's chest.

"...save your top," she finished.

Faith threw her head back and laughed.

"You little bitch,” she said. She picked Dawn up and threw her over her shoulder.

"Asif I'd need to teach you anything about seducing girls," she said as she headed
for the shower.
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Experiment

"l thought you said this was going to be a serious scientific experiment?’ was the
first thing Willow said when she saw Fred's|ab. Hidden at the back of Wolfram and
Hart's science facility, it certainly was a marked contrast to what they had walked
through to get there. No bare brightly-lit glass and chrome here. No, instead there
was alarge four-poster bed in the middle of aroom lit by nothing by candles. Soft
music played through invisible speakers, and soothing incense burned.

"Oh, it is," Fred said. "But I'm, you know, measuring brain stuff, and that kind
of, um, varies awhole lot between people, so all this stuff isjust to get some kind
of common baseline. | hope.”

"Right,” Willow said. "I see. That makes sense.”

They were both standing right inside the door, and Willow kept as close to Fred
as she dared without appearing asif she wanted to touch.

"It does?' Fred said. She shook her head. "I mean, yes, of course it does. So, if
you'll, um, lie down on the bed, | can start attaching the electrodes.”

Willow sat down on the edge of the bed.

"And the loose clothes you said to wear is for comfort, right?* she said.

Fred nodded. "Right," she said.

Willow laid down on her back, closed her eyes and did her best to relax. It went
quite well until she felt Fred touch her scalp. Her eyes flew open.

"Electrodes, remember?' Fred said in answer to her quizzical look. "To measure
your brain waves?'

"Right,"” Willow said. "Of course."

Suddenly she wasn't so sure she'd got this right. When Fred had called and asked
her to volunteer as atest subject, Willow had taken it at face value. Then, thinking
about it, doubts had appeared. If Fred just wanted atest subject, why not take some-
one from LA? Why call for Willow all the way over in Sunnydale? Surely there
must be more to it than met the eye. Not that it mattered, because if Fred wanted
Willow's help, Willow would help. She was a total pushover for shy brown-eyed
waify women.

"Be happy | have these new fancy ones,” Fred said while her fingers moved
through Willow's hair and lightly touched her skin. "If it had been the old kind, I'd
have had to shave little spots on your head.”

"Oh,"” Willow said, for lack of something more intelligent.

"There," Fred said. "That's the last one."

She bent down and fiddled with something under the bed.

"And that's the recorder activated,” she went on. "Here, drink this."

Shehanded aglassfull of clear liquid to Willow. Willow looked suspiciously at it.

"What isit?" she said.

"Just water," Fred said. "For calibration. No real taste, you see.”

Willow drank it. So she had got her hopes up. Thought that Fred wanted some-
thing more than what she said. So she had been wrong. Well, that happened. If a
test subject was what Fred wanted, Willow would be the best one she could.

10
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"Good," Fred said when the glass was empty. She bent down to fiddle with the
recording machine again, giving Willow an excellent view down thefront of her 1ab
coat in the process. For afew seconds, she was too caught up in watching the gentle
swell of Fred's breasts to register the fact that she seemed to be wearing nothing
except alacy black bra under the lab coat.

Fred stood up again.

"Now," she said, "try to think about something you like."

With an effort, Willow stifled an amused snort. Talk about easy tasks. For her
inner eye, Fred's coat vanished and the spare, athletic lines of her torso appeared.
Slowly, imaginary Fred reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. Her small
breasts didn't sag at all when their support vanished.

"Oh, that was a good one, wasn't it?" Fred said.

Willow started in alarm. Fred couldn't read her mind with that machine, could
she?

"The curves,” Fred said, and Willow was just about to bolt from the room when
she continued. "On the monitor there. Unusually high pleasure response for just a
memory."

Willow blushed.

"It was pretty vivid," she mumbled.

"You'll haveto tell me some day. Are you ready for the drugs?’

Willow raised her head. "Drugs? Y ou didn't say anything about any drugs!”

"Oh, they're pefectly safe” Fred said. "N-oleoylethanolamine, N-
linolenoyl ethanol amine, endogenous anandamide and theobromine.”

Willow frowned. Theobromine?

"But that sounds like..."

Shedidn't get any further before Fred slipped asliver of somethinginto her mouth.
The something had a very familiar taste.

"...chocolate," Fred finished the sentence, grinning like aloon.

Very dark chocolate, too, from the taste of it. Darker than Willow really liked,
to be honest.

"Eighty-five percent pure,” Fred said. "A bit strong, maybe, but | actually do want
to get as much of the nice neurochemicals as possible.”

Willow swallowed enough of the chocolate to be able to talk.

"What is it you're testing, exactly?' she asked. "I mean, not that | mind or any-
thing, if you keep going like this you can do pretty much whatever you want to me,
but I'm getting kind of curious.”

Fred blushed. An intense, full-on, down-the-neck and behind-the-ears blush.

"Um," shesad. "Er."

Willow raised herself on her elbows.

"Fred?' shesaid. "Areyou al right?'

"Pleasure response,” Fred said. "I'm testing the brain's responses to pleasure. |
mean, I'mreally doing all thefeelings| can get, but I've already done pretty much all
of them with other subjects, and when | thought about how to produce pleasurel..."

She blushed even harder and looked at just about everything in the room except
Willow.

"Y ou thought of me?" Willow asked.

Fred nodded.

11
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A warmth spread inside Willow. It had nothing to do with candles, incense,
chocolate or emotion recorders.

"WEell, you know me," she said. "I'm all for science.”

Fred looked at her, doubt written all over her face.

"Particularly when it comesin the form of pretty girlsin lab coats,” Willow clar-
ified.

"Do you want me to keep it on?" Fred said. "I was kind of planning not to, but
| canif you want."

Willow shook her head and smiled.

"Science in the form of pretty naked girlsis even better,” she said.

Fred's blush was fading fast, and she too was smiling.

"Then, logically, two pretty naked girls should be twice as good," she said.

"Unless there are synergistic effects,” Willow said. She unbuttoned her blouse
while she talked, and wiggled her way out of it. The electrodes on her head made
it alittle harder than usual.

Fred dropped her lab coat. Under it, she looked almost exactly as Willow had
imagined. Although, for somereason, Willow hadn't imagined the black lacy panties
and thigh-high stockings that went with the bra.

"Um, wow," Willow said.

"Thanks,” Fred smiled. "I bought it just for today."

Willow hurried to get therest of her clothes off. She wasn't wearing anything half
asfancy as Fred, just her usual cotton underwear.

"It looks very nice on you," she said as her panties hit the floor. "Can | see what
they look like off you?"

Slowly, teasingly, Fred stripped. She slid the bra off inch by inch after she'd un-
hooked it, and her breasts didn't need the support any more than Willow had imag-
ined they would. The panties slid down a lusciously curvy leg, and the stockings
shortly followed. Fred spun around, giving Willow a good look at her.

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

"Oh yeah," said Willow, who was unable to tear hear eyes from the view. She
stretched out her armsinvitingly.

"Come here," she said to Fred, who was already on her way. "L et's make science.”

12
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Firefly 2by2 #1

Kaylee can't stop thinking of Inara as a machine. A soft, curvy machine that smells
of sandalwood incense, scented soap and aroused woman. A machine that she can
touch, caress and make feel good -- like she does with all machines.

Shewould never say thisto Inara, or anyone else. They would not understand. The
way Kaylee seestheworld, machines are the best thingsthere are. They're powerful,
and dependable, and as long as she doesn't let them down they will never hurt her.
Kaylee trusts machines. They make her feel good.

This is why she thinks of Inara as a machine. Inara is powerful, much more so
than Kayleethinks she'll ever be. Inarais dependable. Maybe even more dependable
than Serenity herself, since Inarawill never hurt Kaylee even if she would happen
to let Inara down. She trusts Inara.

And, of course, Inaramakes Kaylee feel good. Very, very good. Inara has shown
her an entire world of pleasure that she never knew existed, never had even imag-
ined. She was used to rough hands and urgent touches that ended too soon. Inara’s
hands are soft. She touches Kaylee slowly and carefully and not only with her hands.
Kaylee has grown very, very fond of Inara touching her with her tongue. Just the
memory of Inara’s breath on theinsides of her thighs, Inaraslips on her most tender
flesh, Inara's tongue seeking out al the little spots and places that make her vision
black out and her throat hoarse from screaming.

She wants to do the same to Inara as Inara does to her. Kaylee knows that her
hands are much more rough than Inara's, but she hopes she can compensate for that.

Because in her mind Inara is a machine, and Kaylee has always had a strange
knack for learning how to make machines feel very, very good.

13
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Buffyversel000, Lilah/Dark!Willow

Lilah has dealt with many a powerful creaturein her time with Wolframé& Hart, but
somehow none of them have scared her quite as badly as this black-haired black-
clad young woman. She's not even doing anything, she'sjust standing thereinLilah's
office, quite still. Too still. Her face is frozen into athin, cruel smile and she keeps
her arms hanging straight down by her sides, unmoving in away that people never
do. Her hair moves dightly by itself, asif moved by awind that Lilah can't feel.

"Just sign here," Lilah says, "and we'll be your representatives. After that, we'll
see what we can do about bring your girlfriend back."

The paper flies from the desk and ends up hovering at proper reading distance
fromthegirl's-- Willow, isher name-- face. Lilah fightsthe urgeto moisten her lips.
The barely controlled power the girl displays makes her nervous. It's like standing
next to a nuclear bomb that might go off at any second.

"You don't promise anything,” Willow says. "Do you realy expect me to sign
this?'

"We only make promises when we know we can keep them," Lilah says. "And as
far aswe can tell your lover isin aplace where we don't have that much influence.”

The girl's smile widens a little, and suddenly she looks at Lilah. Lilah's mouth
goesdry. Normally, shelikes attention. But there is attention, and there is attention.
Thisisthe kind of attention the bird of prey gives arabbit before it pounces.

"| always knew that my Tarawould do what was best for me," Willow says.

She glides closer to Lilah, her feet not moving. Lilah's blouse is torn open by
unseen forces, buttonsflying all over the room. Her white, lacy, expensive brassiere
explodes into a cloud of fibers, leaving Lilah's chest entirely exposed to the office
air. Her nipples stiffen in the unexpected cold.

"l knew, because she had given me her heart, and | had given her mine," Willow
goes on.

Shereaches out with her hand, and Lilah thinksthat she'sgoing to grab her breast.
But she doesn't. When the hand reaches Lilah's skin, it continues. Intense, paralyz-
ing pain makes Lilah's vision black out and wrests a lung-searing scream from her
throat. She's never known agony like this, not even when Darlaand Drusilla played
with her inthewinecellar. Nor doesit stop. She can feel Willow'shand moveinside
her ribcage, searching for something. Eventually, it finds something and pulls out.

It takesawhilefor Lilah to blink away enough tears that she can see again. She's
shaking like a leaf, and holds on to the edge of her desk to prevent herself from
falling to the floor. She doesn't dare look down at her chest, so she looks at Willow
instead.

Willow's right hand is covered in blood. In it, she's holding aslightly larger than
fist-size dark red, pulsing thing. There are tube-like things extending from the top
of it, surrounded by dark glimmering magic.

"Now | have yours,” Willow says, and squeezes. Pain explodes again in Lilah's
chest, and suddenly she understands what it is that Willow is holding.

For once, Lilah is at atotal loss of words. What do you say to someone whao's
holding your still-beating heart?

14
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As she watches, the heart shrinks down to a thumb-sized glowing crystal. From
somewhere, a chain has appeared and attached itself to it. Willow puts the chain
over her head, so that Lilah's heart hangs between her breasts. She touchesit briefly
with her finger, and Lilah falls screaming to her knees.

Willow runs her fingers through Lilah's hair.

"Now | trust you to do your best on my behalf,” she says.

15
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Buffyverse1000, Buffy/Jenny

"Buffy?' Angel says, his face a mask of confusion and hurt. The blonde young
Slayer snakes an arm around her dusky girlfriend's waist and pulls her even closer.

"Sorry, Angel," she says. "Y ou know it never could've worked between us. The
vampire-slayer thing, and al. Plus, I like sunshine."

She turns her face to Jenny and briefly licks the side of her throat.

"l like making love in the sunshine," she adds.

Jenny smiles at her, and moves her hand a little to briefly brush the stiff nipple
under Buffy's blouse.

" Surely you are old enough to be mature about this,” Jenny says. "I'd be devastated
if the two of you couldn't remain friends just because of me."

"Y eah, of course,” Angel lies. "Let'sjust be friends.”

For a brief moment, Jenny feels pity for him.

"If nothing else, you've been great help fighting vampires and stuff,” Buffy says.
"Wouldn't want to lose that. What with the regular apocalypses around hereand all.”

"Right,” Angel says, and visibly slumps a little more, and Jenny is pleased. He
can't stay, because he can't stand to be close to Buffy and not have her. He can't
leave, because he can't stand to leave her to fight alone. She turns her head and
catches Buffy's mouth with her own, giving her a long, sloppy kiss while Angel
watches and suffers.

Angel must never be happy. Jenny might think this cruel, but Jana of the
Kalderash tribe knows it well. It is not justice she serves, it's vengeance.

Buffy breaks the kiss, but keeps her entire warm, lovely body pressed against
Jenny's.

"See you tonight, then?" Buffy says. "I'll come around your place after patrol ?"

"Sure," Jenny smiles. "Someone's got to take care of you when you get al hungry
and horny."

"And you do it so well," Buffy says, and there is enough pure lust in her voice
to make Angel audibly groan.

Jana of the Kalderash tribe keeps smiling. Aslong as she can keep regularly dlip-
ping the Slayer her love potion, thisis going to work out quite well.
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Buffyversel000, Buffybot/Faith

Faith dropped heavily onto Spike's bunk, sighed deeply and popped open the beer
can. It wasn't that she disliked the gaggle of slayers-to-be, it wasjust that sometimes
they got a bit much. So she'd retreated down into the cellar of the Summers house,
knowing that Spike was out somewhere on business with Buffy.

Y eah, right. Business. Buffy just didn't want to be near her. Faith'd thought that
they'd been getting closer to each other last night, when they'd been hanging out in
a graveyard sharing a bottle of rotgut. Buffy sure hadn't hesitated to make out like
she was the one who'd spent the last few yearsin prison. Unfortunately, she'd drank
too much too fast and passed out before they got to anything really interesting. In
the end, Faith had had to carry the passed-out elder slayer home, and asthanks she'd
found herself a pariah again in the morning. Which sucked. After all thistime, she
still wanted Buffy. Wanted her bad.

She drank deeply from the can, and sooner than she liked it was empty. Annoyed,
she threw it away. It hit something in the corner. The something fell over with a
crash.

"Ouch," the something said, quite clearly.

Faith sat up straight, frowning.

"Um, hello?"' she said.

"Oh, bother," the voice said. "Willow said not to say anything. | will be quiet
now."

It sounded like Buffy's voice.

Faith got up from the bunk. Surely she hadn't got that sensitive to alcohol while
in prison?

"B?' shesaid. "That you?'

There was no answer, so Faith walked over to where the something had fallen.
Thiswas just too weird to let be.

The something was a longish, narrowish object about the size of a person, and it
was covered with adark old carpet. From one end the soles of a pair of high-heeled
shoes stuck ouit.

Faith bent down and pulled the carpet off. Under it, she found Buffy, dressed in
jeans, cute little leather jacket and a pink sweater, lying on her face with her arms
straight down her sides.

What the fuck?

Buffy turned over and looked at her, smiling happily.

"Willow said not to et anybody see me,” she said. "So please don't look."

Maybe Buffy had a demented identical twin that she kept hidden in the cellar?
Like in that stupid romance Faith'd tried to read in prison but ended up throwing
at the wall hard enough to leave a dent in the concrete. Maybe it was fallout from
some kind of magical event. Maybe... Faith ran out of idess.

"Who the fuck are you?' she said.

"I'm pretty," the Buffy-lookalike said. "Y ou're Faith. Y ou used to have aterrible
crush on me in high school.”

"Um," Faith said. "Er."

Who was this nutcase? And why did she know stuff like that? Faith had been
quite sure that Buffy herself never knew about it!
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"Do you want to have sex?' the insane Buffy-thing said. "It's been a very long
time since | had sex, and both Spike and Willow saysthat it's ok for me to have sex
with girls. And | am very pretty."

Maybe the beer had been bad? Faith vaguely recalled Giles once talking about
something or other growing on grainsthat made people see stuff, and beer was made
from grain of some sort she was almost sure. She backed away from the insane girl.
Insane-Buffy got up from the floor.

"All right,” Faith said. "There's something that's very not right here."

Insane-Buffy frowned and smiled at the same time, a move that certainly didn't
make the insanity hypothesis any less believable.

"I don't know about that," she said. "But | really want to have sex. Would you
like me to take my clothes off? Willow likeswhen | do that."

Faith frowned again. That was the third time the girl had mentioned Willow. And
now that she thought about it, when Willow had been driving her back from LA and
spent some of the timefilling her in on what had happened while she was in prison,
there had been a mention of arobot copy of Buffy.

"Areyou arobot?' Faith said to the girl, who had shrugged off her leather jacket
and was in the process of pulling her sweater over her head. She wasn't wearing a
bra. Her breasts looked just like Faith had always imagined Buffy's would |ook.

"Yes," Insane-Buffy said. "And pretty." She was unbuttoning her jeans.

"All right,” Faith said. "And little Willow has been hiding you down here all the
time. Naughty Willow! I'll bet the real Buffy has no idea that you're still here..."

She grinned. Hello, fun!

"So," she said. "If | agree to have sex with you, will you do it where and how
| want to?"

"Yes," the robot happily said. "l am very flexible. Really."

"All right!" Faith smiled. "Get some clothes on while | get a camera,” she said.
"Thenwelll visit agraveyard | got to know quite well last night.”

"Ooh, graveyard,” the robot said. "Will we do something interesting there?"

"Yeah," Faith said, her smile getting a cruel edge when she imagined how the
prissy little real Buffy would react to the pictures Faith planned to take of herself
and the Buffy-lookalike.

"We're going to visit a bitch called payback,” she said.
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Hell

Cordeliawoke up to darkness and cold. The ground under her was hard and rough,
and the place smelled of smoke and unwashed human.

"You're awake," avoice said. "Poor you."

She knew that voice. She knew she'd heard it a lot, but for some reason she
couldn't quite place it.

Shetried to open her eyes. It didn't work.

"l... | can't seg," she said.

"Of course you can't, silly,” the voice said. It was a female voice. It sounded
friendly and brittle, asif the speaker was at the very edge of cracking.

"Could you light a candle or something?' Cordelia said. "I don't like this dark-
ness."

As soon as she spoke she realized that heat was warming her cold, naked legs,
and that she could hear crackling nearby.

"Theresafire,” the voice said. "It lights things up pretty well."

A memory clawed at the edges of her consciousness as she brought her hands
up to her face. When her fingertips reached the empty, dry sockets where her eyes
used to be it broke through.

"No..." she gasped.

There had been abunch of demon priests, inacellar in adimension where humans
were cows. They'd said that her visionswere an abomination, and had to be removed.

And then they'd rammed red-hot iron into her eyes.

"They burned my eyes," she whispered. "They burned my eyes."

"Yeah," the voice said. "They do that."

Fred. ThevoicewasFred. It cameto her suddenly, along with the memory of how
shelooked. Cordeliareached out her hand in the direction the voice had come from.

"Fred?' shesaid. "Isthat really you?"

"l used to be Fred,” Fred said. "Now I'm just here..."

Cordeliagot up on her hands and knees and started crawling towards Fred, avoid-
ing the fire when the heat got too close. She wasn't dressed in much, she could tell.
Only afew rags clung to her torso.

"Areyou hungry?' Fred said. "There are berries. Y ou can choosefirst. There are
the ones that make you constipated and the ones that makes your stomach cramp.”

She managed to find Fred's hand with her own, and held on to it like it was a
lifeline.

"Maybe," she said, "if we boil the berries we won't get cramps?”

Fred giggled.

"It's worth a shot,” she said.

It didn't work, of course. Hours later they sat leaning on each other, occasionally
grunting or moaning as another cramp struck. On top of that, Cordelia was remem-
bering things. Like that this place was called Pylea. That they'd made her queen.

That she'd gone home. Lived awhile and got turned into a Higher Being and crap
like that. None of which made any sense.

"I'm cold,"” Fred said. The fire was still burning, but it didn't help as much as
one might expect. The stone walls of the cave seemed to suck the warmth out of
everything.

19



"Femslash100 drabbles and other short pieces’ by Calle Dybedahl

Cordeliaput her arm around Fred, moving slowly and taking care not to poke her
in the eye or something. It was quite enough that one of them was blind.

"Come here," she said. "I'll warm you up."

Fred snuggled up to her. She felt even thinner than Cordelia remembered her as.

"Y ou smell nice," Fred said, her head leaning against Cordelia's chest just under
the neck. "Y ou aways do. Do you know that | used to sneak into your room in the
hotel when you weren't there just to smell the air?”

Cordeliafroze.

"Y ou remember the hotel 7" she said.

"Of coursel do, silly,” Fred said. "We lived there until you went into the coma.”

Coma. Y es. Jasmine. Connor.

Death.

"We'redead,” Cordeliasaid. "Aren't we?"

"I think so," Fred said. "Why else would we be in Hell?

"I thought this was Pylea?’

"Yeah," Fred said. "Which isaHell Dimension.”

"Oh," Cordeliasaid.

A small, warm hand moved in under the tatters of her dress.

"I loveyour breasts,” Fred said. "l alwayswished | had breasts like yours. Except
they would've looked really silly on my scrawny chest, | guess... Do you mind if
| touch them?"

Cordelias first impulse was to refuse, and to push Fred away. Put the impulse
died beforeit could turninto action. Any friendly human touch was welcome, under
the circumstances.

"Sure," she said. "Go ahead."

The hand moved, and gently caressed Cordelias sensitive skin. It felt better than
she'd expected.

"You don't always let me," Fred said. "Once, you pushed me into the fire when
| asked. That really hurt."

"What do you mean not always?' Cordeliasaid. "We've never done this before.”

Fred's hand moved down from the breast, over the stomach below and into the
dark hair at its bottom. Half-int