Coffee Talk
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Joss’ folk.


The chycs have coffee, discuss a certain redhead and a rather embarrassing night for the Slayer. �����


Buffy took a sip of her _mocha and waved Tara over.


“Sorry I’m late,” the witch said, dropping her bag into one of the empty chairs.


The Slayer shook her head. “I think I’m early. Where’s Will?”


“In the chem lab. She’s finishing up a paper, but promises to be here by five. How’s the _mocha today?”


“Mmm…”


Tara smiled. “Guess that’s what I’m having then. I’ll be right back.”


She left to get a drink, returning a few minutes later, two brownies in hand. She sat one down in front of Buffy.


“Thought you needed just a bit more chocolate,” Tara purred, grinning as she sat down.


“Now I know why Will loves you.” She picked the sweet up and took a bite. “Thank you, this is delicious, almost as good as Moms. Don’t tell her I said that. I would so never hear the end of it.” 


“You are more than welcome and I won’t. You know, you have the sweetest mom. She reminds me a lot of mine.”


Buffy saw the sadness in her eyes and felt a pang of sorrow. “Thanks, I bet yours was pretty terrific, too.”


Tara nodded. “She was. So, I figured we could have a little treat, just you and me. Goddess knows, Willow does not need any more caffeine. I’ve been trying to get her to do decaf, but it’s like pulling teeth.”


Buffy giggled and nodded.


“Back in high school, Giles used to keep herbal tea in his office, for those long, all night research sessions. It drove her crazy. She would try anything to get to the coffee. Once, she accidentally locked herself in the cage. Oz would stay there, on wolf nights, so there was a jar of instant in the locker. She remembered, tried to sneak it out when we were helping Giles in his office. There was a breeze, blew right through the library and the door shut behind her.”


Tara chuckled. “Oh goddess, I wish I could have been there.”


“It was priceless, the look on her face…that famous, ‘I’m all innocent’ Willow classic.”


“Ah, I know that one well,” Tara noted, sipping her _mocha.


“We considered leaving her there for awhile, to teach her a lesson, but she flashed those big green eyes and, well, we caved.”


Tara laughed. “It’s very hard to resist those eyes.”


“Tell me about it. They got me into a big embarrassing mess one time.” Tara looked at her with expectant eyes, but Buffy shook her head. “Nope, nuh uh, that is one story I will so not be telling.”


She took another bite of brownie.


“Oh, come on, please?” Tara pleaded, dying of curiosity.


“Tara, I’ve spent a year and a half trying to get the memory out of my mind. To revisit it now, would make all of that effort, fruitless.”


“Oh, ok, if you don’t really want to…” She lowered her eyes. “I understand.” And peered up at the Slayer.


”She’s so been coaching you, hasn’t she?” Buffy sighed, her resistance fleeting.


Tara smiled a sly little smile. “To get Mr. Giles to let us look at his old high school yearbook. She said he could never say no to both of us.”


“Poor Giles.” She finished up her brownie and took a sip of her drink. “Ok, I will tell you. But it stays between us and is never mentioned again, ok?”


Tara nodded and placed her hand over her heart. “I promise, witch’s honor.”


“Ok, well, it started with a phone call…an innocent phone call. Will invited me over to her place. She had decided to do this big cleaning thing…get rid of a bunch of stuff before the fall. She had been doing everything she could to cheer me up after Angel left, which was so no easy job, trust me, so I happily volunteered my services. That was my first mistake.”


Tara giggled.


“I didn’t mind helping, that’s what best friends are for. It’s just that if I hadn’t been there, then she couldn’t have made, the suggestion’…and ‘it’ never would have happened.”


The witch’s curiosity was now in full bloom. She sipped her _mocha and listened to every syllable that came out of Buffy’s mouth.


“She had this box, from freshman year…before I came to town. In it, were these wigs; apparently, she and Amy…the rat… had worn them for a Halloween party. One was long and blonde and the other was long and red.


“Sounds very chic.”


“That’s what I said, how chic they were…well, the red one, when I put it on my head. That was mistake number two.”


Tara raised a brow and continued sipping.


“Willow says how good it looks on me and I look in the mirror and make a comment about how it doesn’t look like me and how nice it would be to be someone else, just for a day.” She paused, took a drink and said, her eyes locked with Tara’s, “Mistake number three.”


“Oh, I have a feeling where this is going.”


“You have no idea, trust me. She suggests we put on the wigs and go to the Bronze…have some fun, be someone else for a few hours, carpe dium…I taught her that…mistake number four.” 


Tara giggled.


“She even made up names…Daphne and Michele. Daphne was the redhead. I told her no way was I going to do this, but thanks for trying to make me feel better. She didn’t argue, just said ok and looked at me with those eyes…those big ol’ puppy dog eyes.”


“So Michele and Daphne went to the Bronze.”


“Not exactly. I mean, yes, we did go to the Bronze, but, well, we never actually made it inside.”


“Ok, now I am on the edge of my seat here.”


“ See, we didn’t just wear the wigs, we also…dressed up.”


“Dressed up?”


“Well, I told Will if we were going to do this, there would be no fuzzy sweaters for her. We were going to do it right. So we raided my closet, mini’s and tank tops.”


“Willow in a mini?”


“Yep.”


“I would love to see that. So, ok, what happened? Why didn’t you make it inside the Bronze?”


“Well, despite the dress up, I was still the Slayer and being such, I couldn’t ignore the two vamps hanging in the alley outside the Bronze, talking to some poor, drunk college kid before they made a snack out of him. So I did what I do and made the alley a little dustier. The guy was drunk, so we didn’t have to worry about him saying anything. We put an arm around him and were ready to go inside and that’s when…” She paused, closed her eyes and shook her head. “That’s when, the cop showed up.”


“Cop?”


“Uh huh.”


“He saw you kill the vampires?”


“Oh, if only he had.” Tara’s brow shot up in confusion and Buffy explained. “He saw Will and I, in our dress up clothes, in the alley, with the guy and he thought…” Again she paused. “And he thought, we were, working girls.”


Tara nearly choked on her caffeinated beverage. “Hookers? He thought you and Will were hookers?”


Buffy nodded and she burst out laughing.


“See, I don’t find any funny in it at all,” the Slayer stated, finishing up her drink.


“I’m sorry,” Tara said, trying to stifle her giggles. “It’s just that…well…you and Willow, hookers…” She laughed harder. “Ok, ok, I’ll be good, promise. So, what did you guys do?”


“We explained that our friend had celebrated his birthday a little too hard and needed fresh air. He bought it, we took the guy to the front door, told the doorman to call him a cab and set a record for getting back to my house. And we kept our little adventure to ourselves. If Xander or even Giles ever found out…” Her voice trailed off.


“Not to worry, I promise your secret is safe with me.” Tara paused a moment, then added with a smile, “Do you still have that mini? Because, well, Willow as a hooker…” She trailed off, a deep blush covering her face.


Buffy chuckled. “Well, well, isn’t someone the naughty.”


“Hey guys, sorry I’m late,” Willow piped, coming up next to the table. “So, what did I miss?”


Buffy and Tara exchanged a look and a smile and then Tara turned to her girlfriend.


“So, Michele, how much for the whole night?” ��
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