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Jenny Calendar

Buffy stared at the computer screen and sighed deeply. Today, she just could not con-
centrate. Or, at least, not on anything to do with school.

"Buffy?'

She started and looked up. Miss Calendar was standing right next to her, looking like
she was hiding amusement behind a stern expression.

"I'm working!" Buffy said. "Really hard!"

"Yes, | can see that," Miss Caendar said. "From the way your screen has looked
exactly the same for the past hour, and the way you haven't noticed that everybody else
has already left."

With rising panic, Buffy looked around the room. She and Miss Calendar wereindeed
the only ones in the computer |ab.

"Sorry," she mumbled.

Miss Calendar sat down on the table next to Buffy's computer.

"Love trouble?' she said. "Nothing else really gets a teenage girl so distracted she
doesn't notice when school finishes for the day."

Buffy blushed.

"Yeah," shesaid. "It's Angel, kind of. | want..."

She couldn't say it. Yes, Miss Calendar was as much a friend as a teacher, but she
was still ateacher.

"Y ou want to have sex with him, but you're afraid of the consequences,” Miss Cal-
endar said. "Am | right?"

Reluctantly, Buffy nodded.

"You know, al the stuff they told us in biology," she said. "lIcky diseases. Get-
ting pregnant. Plus the whole unknown factor of, well, vampire. | mean, on one hand,
shouldn't be able to have children. On the other hand, two hundred year old vampire
syphilis? Not such a fun thought."

"Plus, and | am guessing here," Miss Calendar said, "the whole thing about not really
knowing what it'll be like to be with another person.”

"Yeah," Buffy admitted. "That."

"Have you considered trying a friendly girl first?' Miss Calendar said. "No chance
of pregnancy, much less chance of diseases, the territory is more familiar, if you catch
my drift, and with afriend there's not quite so many strong feelings getting in the way."

Buffy blinked. Her train of thought suddenly not so much derailed as found itself on
atrack on another planet.

"Um," shesaid. "I'm not sure that'd be agood idea."

"WEell, sure, if you don't like girlsit's not an option, of course. It'sjust that, well, I've
seen you check out Cordelia's very impressive behind quite a few times, so | thought
you might lean that way. To some extent, at least.”

Thistime Buffy really blushed. For some reason, she was suddenly extremely aware
that Miss Calendar was wearing a very short skirt. And she was sitting so Buffy could
see quite away up under it.
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"Cordelia so would not be an option," she said. "Kind of missing the whole 'friend'
bit, there."

"Y ou could ask Willow," Miss Calendar said. "She's been checking out Cordelia as
much as you have. More around the chest area than the rear, though."

"Willow?2!"

"You're friends, right?'

Buffy's head swam. It was not an unpleasant thought, actually. And it did feel less
complicated than the whole Angel thing, at least on an emotional level.

Shelooked up at Miss Calendar. Who, she suddenly noticed, was definitely not wear-
ing abraunder her quite thin white blouse.

"I wouldn't know what to do," she said.

Miss Calendar spread her legs. Not much, just enough to make the gesture clear.

"Well," she said. "My job hereisto teach."
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Corddia

With a well-practiced move, Buffy slammed the vampire up against the nearest flat
surface. Which happened to be Jonathan's locker, she noticed. Oh well. He should be
glad he wasn't there, even if he got vampire dust all over his books. She rammed her
stake into the vampire's heart, making sure about the dust thing.

Shedidn't likeit when they fled into the school. It wasaninvasion of her territory. If
one managed to get into the library some day, she'd... kill it just as dead as she always
did, but with alot more passion to it.

There were voicesin the distance. Buffy froze and listened.

"| can stay if you want," someone said. Harmony's voice.

"No, it's fing," another voice said. Cordelia. "It'll take ages to get the mud out any-
way."

"All right then. See you tomorrow."

Steps, first growing stronger and then receding. A door opening and closing in the
distance.

Must bethe end of cheerleader practice. And, if she'd heard thingscorrectly, Cordelia
was now aonein thegirls locker room. When there might be vampiresin the building.

| really should check that out, Buffy thought. It'd be terrible if a vampire happened
onto Cordy. When she was alone. Maybe in the shower. Naked.

Feeling like she ought to question her own motives but not quite daring to, Buffy set
off towards the locker room.

She found no vampires on the way there, nor were there any lurking by the door.
Or just inside it. Or among the lockers. And if there were any in the shower room, she
probably wouldn't have been hearing the shower run and Cordelia... moaning?

Buffy frowned. That was not the sound of somebody simply showering. She'd better
take a look. Carefully. No need to be seen, in case something perfectly natural was
going on.

Silently, she stripped off her shoes and socks. Barefoot would work much better on
the wet plastic floor of the shower room. She took off her coat and left it on abench. It
was loose-fitting, and some part hanging free might hit something and make a sound.
So just her blue spaghetti-strap top and red pants would have to do.

She stalked into the shower room, and quickly made sure that there was nobody there
except herself and the moaner. Who was presumably Cordelia. It sure sounded like her
voice, asfar as she could tell from the less than familiar sounds

Very carefully, she peeked around the last partition before the source of the sounds.
Her eyeswidened in surprise.

Cordelia was sitting under the running shower, surrounded by wisps of steam. She
was, naturally, not wearing a single thread. She was leaning against the tile wall, her
knees drawn up and her legswidely spread. Her head was resting against the wall, eyes
closed. One hand was buried between her legs and the other one was kneading one of
her substantial breasts. Frozen rigid with surprise, Buffy watched as Cordelia slowly
dlid afinger in and out of her own pussy.
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I have no business here, Buffy thought. She is not being assaulted. Thereis no need
for me to intervene. | should leave. Go home. And do exactly what she is doing now.
Because, woah. Thiswill give me fantasy material for months. At least.

"Oh, Buffy," Cordelia moaned.

Buffy's spine suddenly froze. Discovered!

"Do me harder..."

For a few moments the words just didn't make sense. Then, reluctantly, her brain
teased meaning out of what she'd heard.

Cordelia was fantasizing about her. While masturbating in the showers of the girls
locker room at Sunnydale High, the head cheerleader was not imagining being screwed
by the quarterback, or the swim team, or even some other cheerleader. No, in her mind
she was being done by none other than Buffy Summers.

Shock and excitement fought for dominion inside Buffy. She'd never even suspected
anything like this! And she was tempted to take advantage of it. Very, very tempted.

Way too tempted. If she didn't do something, she'd regret it for the rest of her life.
Quickly yet silently she sneaked out and stood right in front of Cordy.

"Oh yeah," Cordelia said as she caressed herself. "Work that tongue, Slayer... Make
me come..."

Ohyeah. Exciting al right. Buffy could feel herself getting wetter by the second, and
she wasn't even standing under the shower.

"Only if you return the favor," she said out loud.

Cordy's eyes flew open and her hands very suddenly left their tasks.

"Buffy," she said, sounding a whole lot more shocked than Buffy had felt a few
moments earlier.

"Yup," Buffy said, reaching out and turning the shower off. "Having fun?"'

"What are you doing here?'

"Patrolling.”

"In the showers?"

"I heard soundsin here. And, you know, suddenly | heard someone call my name."

Awkwardly, Cordeliaworked herself up to astanding position while keeping as close
to the wall as possible. Probably to get the maximum amount of distance between her-
self and Buffy. Which still wasn't much.

"I was..." she said, and then obviously couldn't think of anything more to say.

"Thinking of me?' Buffy suggested.

Anger suddenly seemed to flare in Cordy.

"Y es, dammit,” she said. "I was. Now go away, tell your little freak friends about it,
have your laughs and leave meto finish in peace."

Buffy looked slowly up and down Cordelia'sawesomely well-shaped body. Thelong,
curvy legs. The generous hips. Thelovely waist and simply incredible bosom. The way
the drops of water trickled down her tanned skin, and the passion evident in her furious
eyes. Buffy put her handsto the wall, one on each side of Cordy's shoulders.

"Wouldn't you rather have the real thing?' she said.

Surprise replaced anger on Cordy's face. She looked down at Buffy.

"Areyou serious?' she said.
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With what she hoped was a smooth move, Buffy pulled her top off and threw it out
the doorway to the drier floor outside. Since a bra looked less then good under a top
like that, and she was small enough not to really need one anyway, this left her naked
down to the waist.

Cordelia licked her lips, staring at Buffy's breasts. Taking this as an encouraging
sign, Buffy let her pants and panties follow the top out the door.

"Quiteserious,”" shesaid. Unabletorestrain herself, shereached out and put her hands
on Cordelia's ample breasts. Feeling the weight and firmness of them made her feel all
gooey inside.

Cordelia put her hands on Buffy's hips.

"Just one thing first," she said.

"What?' Buffy said, her hands ceasing their exploration.

"Nobody hears about this," Cordy said. "Ever. Not Willow and Xander. Not Giles.
Not your mom. Nobody."

"That includes Harmony and the rest of your little clan," Buffy said.

"Ohyeah," Cordy said. "Bigtime."

"Good," Buffy said. "Then | suggest that since you have something of a head start
here, you get down on your knees and help me catch up.”

Something inside her marveled at her own boldness, and was afraid that Cordy's
response would be nothing but cruel laughter. But it wasn't. Carefully, Cordeliaworked
her way down to akneeling position. Without further prompting, she leaned forward to
closethefindl little distance between them. Buffy tangled her fingersinto Cordy's dark
brown hair, closed her eyes and prepared to enjoy theride.
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Veruca

The girl was short, even shorter than Buffy herself. She dressed like she wanted to be
arock star, and she looked at people asif they were toys.

And she smelled like werewolf. Buffy had learned to recognize that smell on Oz.
It was very subtle and she doubted a non-Slayer could even sense it, but it was clear
as day to her.

"Did you want something?' the girl said. Veruca, Willow had said her name was.
The one who was trying to steal Oz away.

Buffy sat down across the table from her. They were at the table absolutely farthest
away from everywhere on the UC Sunnydale campus, close to the woods behind it.
Veruca had been sitting there reading when Buffy found her.

"Just to talk."

Veruca closed her book and put it on the table.

"Redlly," she said. "I've seen you with Oz's mousy little girlfriend, haven't 1?"

Buffy put her hands on the table and tried to look relaxed.

"Her name's Willow. And yeah, you probably have."

"And you're here to tell me to lay off her boyfriend. How sweet."

She'd looked Veruca up to just have a chat with her. See if there was anything to
Willow's opinion that this Veruca person was chasing after Oz. To get to know her a
bit. Maybe become friends.

Verucamadeit very hard to fedl friendly towards her.

Buffy smiled. "You know," she said. "l did come here to talk all friendly-like with
you. But | guess that's not going to happen. So let'sjust get it out straight. Lay off Oz,
or I'll beat the crap out of you."

Veruca smiled.

"Wow," she said. "You'vereally got to have it bad for the little mousy one."

Buffy's eyebrows rose. "Y ou don't think | can?"

"Oh, I'm sure you'll try," Veruca said. She glanced towards the horizon where afull
moon was due to rise any minute.

"I just don't think that you quite know what you're getting into," she said.

"Y ou mean that you're awerewolf?'

Verucafell silent.

"And you still think you can beat me," she said. It was not a question.

"I'm still here, aren't 17"

Verucaleaned forward and looked intently at Buffy.

"I heard arumor,” she said. "That there was a Slayer on campus. It'syou, isn't it?"

"Maybe."

Verucalooked at her, her eyes strangely clouded.

"Since | first heard about the Slayer, there's something I've wanted to do to her," she
said.

"Let me guess," Buffy said. "It starts with 'K" and ends with 'ill"."

"Oh no," Verucasaid. "l want to fuck her."

Buffy was taken aback.
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"What?' she said.

" want to fuck you, Slayer," Veruca said.

"I'm not ascared little human-wannabelike Oz," shewent on when it became obvious
that Buffy was too stunned to say anything. "l know the wolf. | can stay in half-wolf
shape for over an hour after moonrise. That's how | want to take you. Fast and hard and
violent. You're the only girl who could take it asrough as | want to give."

She leaned forward as far as she could over the table.

"And don't even try to tell me you don't like it rough,” she said.

"If | do this, you'll stop going after Oz?' Buffy said.

Verucashrugged. "Sure," she said. "Can't promise that he won't come after me when
we're both full wolf, though."

"All right," Buffy said. "I'll doit."

Verucasmiled. It wasn't afriendly smile.

"Does she know?' she said. "Does the mousy one even know how far you're willing
to go for her, Slayer?’

"That's none of your business," Buffy said. She looked towards the horizon. A thin
dliver of silver light could be seen.

"It'stime," she said. "Let's go. Somewhere more private."

Hair spread down from Veruca's scalp to surround her face. On her hands, the nails
lengthened and thickened into claws.

"After you, Slayer," she growled.

Buffy nodded and walked into the woods, closely followed by Veruca
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Willow and Tara

Buffy liked the smell of Tara'sroom. It smelled of incenses and oilsand perfumesand...
And, well, of Tara.

Shetried to convince herself that it wasthe other smellsshereally liked. Tarawasjust
afriend. A nice, pretty friend. Her best friend's girlfriend. Practically her sister in law.

The smell of freshly cut lime spread through the room. It was shortly followed by
that of tequila. Or, rather, even more tequila.

"Thisone's yours, Buffy" Willow said and handed her awedge of lime.

"What, again?' Buffy said. "l just had two!"

"Slayer metabolism," Tara said. "Y ou've got to drink a whole lot more than us to
keep pace.”

"Keep pace," Buffy said, a shade of doubt in her voice.

"The purposeisto get really drunk,” Willow said. "And it seemsthat part of the point
Isto keep everybody about equally drunk. So, pace.”

Buffy stared at the lime wedge, the open salt shaker and the glass of tequilawaiting
infront of her. "And all thisbecause you two saw amoviewherelots of college students
got really drunk," she said.

Tara looked a little sheepish. "We just kind of thought..." she managed before her
voice petered out.

"Getting serioudly drunk isavital part of contemporary youth culture,” Willow filled
in. "We've seen that here on campus as well. And we've pretty much missed out on it."

"Ergo, education,” Buffy concluded. "Well, here goes."

She poured some salt onthe side of her hand, tipped it into her mouth, quickly downed
the tequila and finally bit down on the lime wedge.

"Ueeew," she said. "Couldn't you have chosen atastier way to get drunk?"

"| suggested Dry Martinis," Tarasaid. "Because, you know, James Bond? But Willow
thought this was more suitable for the task."

Buffy looked at Willow.

"I looked it up on Google," Willow excused herself. "l didn't know it tasted likethis."

"Your turn," Buffy said.

Willow did the salt, drink, lime, grimace thing.

"I still don't feel anything," she said. "How many of these do you haveto drink before
you notice?"

Taradrunk hers.

"I don't know," she said. "I guess we'll find out."

"How many isit now?"

Buffy drank one. "Three for each of you," she said. "Nine for me, after | finish this
round. And | still don't think it'sfair that | have to do three for every one of yours."

"It's no fair that you have super powers either," Willow said. "So drink."

Both Buffy and Tara looked surprised. That was unusually straightforward to come
from Willow.

"All right," Buffy said and drank.
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"I need the bathroom," Willow said. She got up from the bed she was sitting on and
would've promptly fallen over if Buffy hadn't managed to catch her.

"Woah," Buffy said. "Maybe that tequilatook alittle more than you thought."

"Maybe alittle..."

Willow felt very nicein Buffy'sarms. Warm and soft and... that was abreast her hand
was holding on to. Blushing furiously, Buffy quickly put Willow back on her feet.

"Bathroom," Willow said, a strange inflection to her voice.

Two pairs of eyes followed her behind closely as she wobbled out of the room.

Buffy turned to Tara. "I didn't mean to..." she said.

Tarasmiled. "It'sall right," she said. "I know you didn't. And even if you did it's not
like | couldn't understand the need to grope her, after al.”

"I'm so not with the Willow-groping!"

Tara smiled her adorable lopsided smile. Several strands of her hair had got loose
and hang freely down her face. She didn't seem to notice.

"Pity, that," she said. "We both think you're totally hot."

Buffy took another shot of tequilato give herself time to think. Unfortunately, her
brain had stopped cooperating.

"What?' she said.

Possibly out of habit, Tarafollowed suit and had a shot as well.

"You'retotally hot," she repeated, dlightly slurred. "Y ou have the cutest little ass.”

"Y ou and Willow have been discussing my ass?"

"It's happened. Y ou don't mind, do you?"

Tara suddenly looked worried.

"How could | mind being called cute?' Buffy said. "Does Willow think so too?"

Right then, Willow wobbled through the door.

"What do | think too?" she said.

"That Buffy hasacute ass," Tarasaid.

"Oh," Willow said. "Sure. | still prefer the breasts, though."

"Willow!" Buffy squealed.

"What? It's true. | love your boobs. | look at them every time you change clothes or
shower or something."

"Now that's not fair,"” Tarasaid. "l don't get to do that. Maybe | should spend more
time in your room."

Willow made her way over to the bed again, supporting herself on various pieces of
furniture on the way.

"So, Tara," Buffy said. "It's possible that you too would think my boobs are better
than my ass, if only you'd seen them?'

"l guess."

Before Buffy had really made up her mind to, her hands had somehow already
stripped her shirt off.

"There," she said. "Now you can decide."

"Buffy!" Willow said.

"What? Y ou just said you like to see them!" Shewiggled her chest to get as much of
a bounce as she could manage. "Also, it's your turn to drink."

10
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Willow quickly downed another shot of tequila, not bothering with the salt and lime.
Taraand Buffy followed suit.

"It's not fair, though, isit?' Tarasaid. "Y ou being the only one topless?’

Clumsily, she got her blouse off, bringing a pale well-shaped torso and ared lace bra
into view. She tried to unhook the bra. but fine manipulation behind her back proved
too complicated.

"Come over here," Willow said. "I'll help."

Very unsteadily, Tara took the three steps from her armchair to the bed. With sur-
prising dexterity, Willow removed the concealing item of clothing.

"Ooh, pretty!" Buffy said, happily ogling Tara's breasts. "Way better than mine."

Tara smiled and sat down next to Willow. "Y our turn now, sweetie," she said.

Willow hesitated for a second or so, and then she shrugged and took her blouse off.
Like Buffy, she went braless.

"There," she said. "Better?”

"Looks kind of silly with only the big skirt," Buffy's mouth said before her brain
managed to engage.

Taralooked appraisingly at Willow. "Y eah, it kind of does," she said.

Willow kicked her sandals off and pushed her skirt down until it fell to the floor,
leaving her totally naked.

Buffy's eyebrows rose. "No underwear?' she said. "Naughty Willow!"

Tarasmirked. "If you only knew," she said.

Willow blushed, and tried to cover it by starting in on another round of tequila. This
time, Buffy skipped the glass and just drank from the bottle.

"Now thetwo of you are overdressed,” Willow said. Rather than wait for the othersto
make their minds up, she started taking Tara's skirt off herself. Given her current state,
thisrequired closer attention and more tries than usual. By the time the skirt finally got
thrown to the side, Tarawas lying on her back laughing with Willow kneeling between
her spread legs.

Buffy got her own clothes off without ever taking her eyes from the two on the bed.

"Um," she said when Willow started kissing Tara's belly. "Do you want meto leave
SO you can be alone?"

A capital-L Look passed between Taraand Willow before they both looked at Buffy.

"We'd rather you joined us," Tarasaid.

It took several seconds for the words to penetrate the fog in Buffy's head.

"What?' she said.

Looking back at Buffy over her shoulder, Willow smiled. "Y ou didn't think your ass
was the only thing about you we've talked about, did you?"' she said.

I'm so going to regret thistomorrow, something deep in Buffy's mental fog said. But,
hey, that's tomorrow. Tarastits are over there now.

On unsteady legs, Buffy walked over to the two girls waiting for her on the bed.
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Death

From off to the side, Buffy watched her friends gather around the broken shell that had
been her. She looked so serene, lying there beneath the tower in her pink sweater and
tan slacks. Dead as a doornail.

She was a bit disappointed to be able to see it. She'd hoped it would all end when
she died.

"Oh, it does, eventually," avoice said from right next to her.

Buffy turned her head to where the voice had come from. A girl was standing there.
She looked maybe twenty years old. Her skin was so pale it was almost white. She was
dressed in a flimsy black top, black pants, black boots and had a huge ankh hanging
from achain around her neck.

"And how do you know that?"' Buffy said.

The girl smiled. "Y ou could say it'smy job," she said.

"Am | really dead?' Buffy said. Somehow, she just knew that this girl would know
about that. Which really should make her suspicious. Knowledge that just appeared like
that was usually no good.

"Oh yes," the girl said. "Really. Do you want to go look at your corpse? It's really
quite pretty, for afall like that."

Buffy raised her eyebrows. "But if 1'd just fallen over from a heart attack it wouldn't
have counted as pretty?'

The girl laughed. She put her arm around Buffy's waist.

"It would've been as adorable as the first day of spring,” she said.

"Well, you know," Buffy said. "A girl wantsto feel she's attractive.”

The girl started leading her away from the building site with Glory'stower onit. The
leprous hobbits and mad people had drifted off somewhere. Or maybe they just couldn't
be seen by the dead.

"Oh, you are," she said. "You are quite attractive, Buffy Summers. But you never
needed to doubt that, did you? Physical health and fitness counts for alot of attraction
among humans, and as the Slayer you always had more than anybody else in that re-
gard."

"Except Kendra and Faith," Buffy said. "Who are you anyway? How do you know
so much about me? And why do | trust you like this?'

"Oh," the girl said. "I think you know that already, don't you?"

She looked into Buffy's eyes.

"Yes," Buffy said. "I do. Sorry about that."

The girl shook her head. "No need to apologize. | love you al. Just asyou are.”

"Even Glory?"

"Even Glory."

They were walking down the main street of Sunnydale now. Buffy couldn't quite
remember how they'd got there.

"So what happens now?' she said. "Where do | go from here?"

The girl hugged her alittle tighter.

"Where do you think?" she said.

12
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"It'd be nice with somerest," Buffy said.

"See?' the girl said. "Y ou knew."

She reached out and opened adoor. Beyond it there was nothing but pure whitelight.

"Um," Buffy said. "That used to be the Magic Box."

The girl shrugged. "A door's adoor."

She let go of Buffy.

"Aren't you coming?' Buffy said.

The girl shook her head. "I'll be the last one through that door," she said. "Thistime
it'sjust for you."

"Oh," Buffy said. "All right."

She started through the opening. It felt warm, and calm, and welcoming. There was
no fear, no doubt. Only peace. Right at the threshold, she turned back to the girl.

"It's been nice knowing you," she said.

"I've always known you," the girl replied. "Now go."

Buffy nodded, and walked into the light.

Camly, the girl reached out her arm and closed the door. She looked thoughtfully
atit.

"Good bye, Buffy Summers," Death said. "Until next time."
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