
Buffy had been working as the school guidance counsellor before her little trip to hell. She decided 

to run with that once she was dropped off by Dean and Sam at the house of Elisa Monroe. Elisa was 

on bail, she wasn’t seen as a flight risk even though she was going to be tried for the murder of her 

flatmate. Buffy had introduced herself as one of the new staff at the university where Elisa and 

Sasha had studied together, come to see how she was doing. Buffy hoped she’d do better at this 

than she had back in Sunnydale.  

“You really remember nothing?” Buffy asked gently, her hand resting over the younger girls.  

“Nothing.” 

Buffy didn’t need to be an expert to know that the girl was lying. Elisa looked down, and fidgeted 

removing her hand from under Buffy’s. Buffy didn’t push for the contact. 

“I have a confession Elisa. I already know what you told the police initially, and I want you to know. I 

believe you. I’ve..I’ve seen things too.” Buffy didn’t want to have a flashback at that moment but in 

just saying that she had opened herself up to it. She became very still, pulling in deep breaths as she 

tried to dispel the image.  

“You have, haven’t you. You really do believe…” Elisa sounded astounded by the news, but when 

Buffy looked up she knew the girl had seen something to connect with and then the floodgates 

opened. Elisa told Buffy everything. By the end of it she was in Buffy’s arms as the slayer ran her 

hands down the girl’s hair and tried to be comforting. Buffy was in tears too and her eyes were still 

puffy when she left Elisa and rejoined the brothers in the car.  

“You okay?” Sam opened the door for Buffy to get into the back, looking down on her with huge 

concern in his eyes at her state.  

“Not really.” Buffy admitted quietly. “But I got a lot of information.” She slipped into the back seat 

tugging her cardigan around her as she looked back up at the house and waved to Elisa who was 

standing in the window watching her get picked up. The girl waved back and smiled. Buffy wished 

there was some way that she could be of more help. “How did you guys go?”  

* 

It was like riding a bicycle, this interviewing witnesses thing. Dean went through the motions of 

interviewing the suspects and witnesses alike. A pattern was starting to form for the hunter, but he 

had to make sure that his piece of the puzzle fit together with what Buffy and Sam found out. 

He picked Sam up at the specified location, giving his brother a nod as the Sasquatch got in to the 

car. "Got what you needed?" Dean asked his brother as he handed him his to go cup of coffee. 

Sam took the lid off and blew on the hot beverage before answering. "Yeah, I sure did. You?" The 

younger hunter took a sip of his coffee as he looked at his brother. 

"Sure did. Now let’s go pick up the slayer before we compare notes." Dean started up the car again, 

and headed over to pick Buffy up. He watched the slayer as she came out of the head, her eyes puffy 

as if she had been crying. 



Dean turned in the driver’s seat, and gently patted Buffy’s knee. “I’m sure you did great, though.” He 

murmured, trying to comfort the slayer. He turned slightly to grab the other cup of coffee he’d 

gotten, and handed it to the slayer. "I thought you could use this." 

* 

“Thanks.” Buffy gave Dean a smile as she took the coffee from Dean, her fingers touching his hand 

before she pulled back. “I want to end this thing, it’s taken a young girl and ruined her life. She might 

come back from this but she’ll never be the same again, and that’s assuming her defence can get her 

off.” It made Buffy mad that people had their lives ruined like this, it wasn’t right. It was why she did 

this now, why she fought on because she could still fight and she could stop bad things happening to 

more people. She had the power and she had the obligation, she’d do the right thing. 

“Coffee works better when consumed, unless this is a magic trick and you drink it just by staring.” 

Sam teased as he got in the car and the door swung shut.  

“I don’t think I ever mastered that kind of mental ability.” Buffy scoffed and took a sip of the now 

lukewarm liquid. She was impressed that Dean had remembered sugar in it. Sam usually forgot.  

"You’re welcome," Dean murmured, enjoying the lingering contact before Buffy pulled her hand 

away. He snorted at Sam’s comment as Buffy scoffed. Those two seemed to live to tease each other, 

sort of the way he and Sam did. 

The older hunter took a sip of his coffee. “It sucks out loud for that girl, but hopefully we can keep 

other people from having to go through that.” He took a sip of his coffee, feeling the caffeine do its 

job. Fuck, was he tired. Dean turned to look at Sam and Buffy. "What did you two manage to learn 

on your field trips, kiddies?" 

Buffy tried to pay attention as Sam talked, but her mind was wandering to random places it had no 

right to be wandering and she hadn’t even noticed when they arrived at the motel again.  

“Buffy.” Sam tapped her on the shoulder and Buffy almost leapt clear through the roof of the impala, 

something that might have not impressed Dean. “You still with us?” 

“Uh, yeah, sorry.” Buffy tried to give him a big smile and get her head back in the game as they 

headed inside. “So you don’t have anything that ties everyone together yet?” That had been about 

the only thing she’d heard.  

“Can’t find anything so far.” Sam replied as Dean grabbed some waters out of the mini fridge for 

them. Buffy dropped down on the couch and looked at the water that Dean sat down. Her mind just 

kept wandering away from the problem at hand, no matter how hard she tried to concentrate. Dean 

sat down beside her and she was a million miles away as she swung her legs over his lap in a familiar 

way, a way that they weren’t at by a long shot. Her hand slipped out of her pocket and she started 

playing with the coin she’d had in there. It rolled around her fingers and was mesmerising as she 

looked at it. She started thinking about Angel, she started thinking about Angelus, about the look in 

his eyes when he’d attacked her. She whimpered, cowering back against the couch feeling fear like a 

rain washing over her.  



Dean drove them back to the motel, trying to find that link between the two people he’d just 

interviewed. So far, the best he’d done was that they both went to the same coffee shop. That was a 

slim lead at best, and he knew it. 

He got out of the car as Sam finally got Buffy’s attention. He hoped they’d had better luck finding a 

link. Dean handed Sam a water from the motel’s mini fridge before handing Buffy one, and getting 

himself one as well. He quirked a brow as he sat down, and she automatically swung her legs over on 

to his lap. That was… new. 

Sam was about to say something when he heard Buffy whimper. He looked over at her, concern 

written on his face. "Buffy?" He called out, trying to get the slayer’s attention, but she looked as if 

she were a million miles away. 

Dean frowned and glanced at Sam before focusing on Buffy. He assumed she was having another 

flashback from Hell, and idly wondered if they would ever stop for either of them. 

"Buffy," he murmured as he tugged her closer, his arm wrapping around her shoulders. "Come back 

to us. You’re here with us, safe in this dingy motel room. Come back to us." 

Buffy couldn’t take her eyes from the coin, she kept it moving around her fingers even as Dean 

tugged her closer. It worried Sam.  

“Uh, Bro…” Sam gestured for Dean to look down. “Did she have that before?”  

“Angel, please.” Buffy whimpered.  

“That’s her ex…” Sam explained to Dean dropping down onto the carpet in front of the couch. “I 

don’t think this is the usual thing.” Buffy started to tremble and a high pitch sound made Sam flinch. 

She was truly frightened right now.  

Buffy was not so much caught in a memory as caught in fear. She hadn’t been this frightened when it 

happened but she was trapped by her fear, unable to function. She felt cold like she was in a walk in 

freezer, it chilled her whole body, it felt like she couldn’t breathe, and it was too cold to draw a 

breath. She couldn’t breathe, it hurt… her chest hurt. It was so cold and she was so scared.  

Dean tried to piece together what Buffy was saying. He glanced at Sam when he mentioned who 

Angel was. “Angel is a name?” He muttered, distracted. His gaze moved to the coin in the slayer’s 

hand. 

"No, she didn’t…" As soon as the slayer started keening frighteningly loud, Dean struggled to get the 

coin out of her hand. As he struggled, the slayer held on to the coin tighter. “A little help here, 

Brother?” He grunted out. 

Sam immediately sprung in to action, trying to help Dean pry the coin from Buffy’s death grip. 

Eventually the two of them finally wrestled the coin from her grip, and tossed it across the room. 

"Buffy?" Sam asked, hoping she would respond. 



Buffy blinked the moment the coin was gone from her hand, it was like something slid off her as it 

was gone. She blinked finding herself half on Dean and Sam kneeling at their side. “Ummm, that was 

weird…” Her cheeks turned rosy.  

“What was going on, that wasn’t a…” Sam paused fearful of saying the word given her current state, 

he didn’t want to set her or Dean off. “It wasn’t about downstairs was it?” 

“Downstairs?” Buffy looked blank and then shook her head. “No. It was a memory of when Angel 

turned to Angelus, he wanted me dead…” She shook her head trying to clear the cotton wool feeling. 

“I was so scared, more scared than I was then. It was…weird.” Buffy finished lamely, she was certain 

she wasn’t making sense to them, but it was hard to explain what had been going on in her head. 

She looked down. “Why are you guys holding my hands?” Sam chuckled, he hadn’t even realised 

that he’d not let go of her wrist once he’d flung the coin. Dean still had his hand around hers where 

he’d been prying her fingers open.  

Dean listened as Buffy spoke, a frown curving his lips down. He didn’t even bother to let go of the 

slayer’s hand when she asked why they had been holding her hands.  

Sam cleared his throat before he answered. "Buffy, you were whimpering, and had a death grip on 

that coin." The younger hunter explained, jabbing a thumb at the coin they’d thrown across the 

room. 

All of it was adding up for Dean now. "It’s the coin." He stated gruffly, casting a glare in the coin’s 

direction as he did so. "I think it’s somehow magnifying people’s feelings. I don’t know how it 

chooses the feelings, if it’s based on the person thinking about a certain person, or event, but I’m 

sure that’s what it’s doing." He turned to look at Buffy, his expression gentle now. “Do you 

remember picking that coin up? Did you get it while you were interviewing that woman?” 

Buffy found herself moving her hand to hold Dean’s properly, craving the contact. Sam was looking 

back over at the coin and patting her wrist, for a moment Buffy actually relaxed. “I don’t remember 

the coin at all, not picking it up, not seeing it, not getting a death grip on it, it was just there in my 

hand and the feelings took me over.” She looked over to where it rested, wracking her brains for any 

memory of seeing the coin in Elisa’s house but there was no memory at all of it. When had she 

picked it up, why had she done so? “So, the coin has some kind of heeby jeeby mind powers to make 

people touch it and it’s been making its way around town bringing chaos and death.” Buffy’s eyes 

darted around. “Does that mean the poltergeist is here now? Could it be in one of us?” She looked 

down at herself before finding the eyes of each hunter in turn as if it would give her some clue, but 

they both looked normal and now she wasn’t in fear city she felt like her normal self, or at least what 

passed for normal Buffy nowadays.  

Dean laced his fingers through Buffy’s as she spoke, his gaze on Sam as he looked at the coin. “That 

sounds about right.” He informed the slayer before addressing his brother. "Anything special about 

that coin?" 

Sam frowned as he inspected it. "It looks familiar. I’ll have to do some research." He looked up at 

Buffy and shook his head. “I don’t think so. It seems like it has to be on your person to get to you. 

Like the coin tethers the poltergeist to you.” 



Sam went to pick up the coin and Buffy squeaked and squeezed Dean’s hand in distress. “Don’t, 

don’t touch it Sam, take a photo with your phone or something.”  

“Good idea, Buff.” Sam saluted and pulled out his phone, he’d almost picked it up without thinking, 

the coin definitely wanted to be held and work its charms. Best to just have a photo and work off 

that, it would be easier for searching online too if he could just use a photo. “Though I would be 

curious to see what it did to me, or to him over there.” Sam grinned at his brother knowing he 

wasn’t one for emotions at all and this seemed to be all about them. 

“Be nice, Sammy.” Buffy smiled and sunk back down against Dean once Sam had moved away from 

the coin, she couldn’t take her eyes off it though, it sat there on the carpet in that patch of light, 

almost begging to be played with.  

Dean was about to tell Sam not to touch the coin when Buffy squeezed his hand, and spoke to Sam. 

“Good thinking,” the older hunter muttered to the slayer, gently squeezing her hand in return. 

He snorted and rolled his eyes at his little brother. "Uh huh, Cause that wouldn’t turn out poorly. I’d 

probably snap and try to smother you for all of your gas attacks after we ate burritos." 

Sam snorted and rolled his eyes as he sat down at the table with his laptop. "You know you love me, 

Bro." Sam began searching for the coin online, certain he’d seen it before. There had to be a reason 

why it was causing people to act the way they had while under its influence. 

“No smothering Sammy, I’m kind of fond of him and I don’t have the friends to spare right now.” 

Buffy squeezed Dean’s hand again, and yawned leaning her head against his shoulder. That coin had 

taken a lot out of him. “While you’re looking up the coin any chance you can look up dinner?” She 

smiled softly.  

“Yeah sure, anything else you need while you two canoodle on the couch and I do all the work?” 

Sam asked, teasing them both, he honestly did not know what to make of this turn of events at all, 

and it wasn’t like the two were suddenly sleeping together, that might have seemed a bit more his 

brother’s old style, getting lucky and kicking him out of the room, this was weirder. He winked at 

Buffy and shifted his attention back to the web page. “It’s a walking liberty half dollar, these are 

actually worth a pretty penny in good condition.”  

Dean snorted as he moved to wrap his free arm around Buffy’s shoulders. "If I haven’t killed the 

gassy Sasquatch by now, I’m not going to." The older hunter rolled his eyes at his brother. "But you 

do the work so well. Buffy and I wanted to let you shine for a little while." He didn’t even bother 

getting huffy over the canoodling comment. Why bother? He thought to himself. 

Dean focused on the case as Sam described the coin. "I’ve heard of those. Never seen one up close. 

Until now that is. It doesn’t explain why this particular Walking Liberty Half Dollar is putting the 

feeling whammy on people and causing them to kill." 

Sam shrugged slightly. "It doesn’t. But this coin could have been used as a talisman in some serious 

hoodoo or voodoo spell, and it could still have some of its mojo working. We need to look up local 

lore on that." 



“What we need is a witch.” Buffy said feeling oddly content and safe like this. But still it wasn’t 

enough to stop the pang in her heart thinking about Willow. “She’d be able to do her magic mojo 

and wham bam thank you ma’am we’d know things about the coin.” 

“Who would?” Sam looked away from the screen over at Buffy at the pang of emotion in her voice.  

“Willow, she had become a super power witch, though she was scared of using that power. But man, 

she was amazing.” There was pride in Buffy’s voice as she talked about the girl who had been her 

best friend since she had come to Sunnydale. “Given that it’s Halloween in just a few weeks that 

could be, A, why the spirit is more active and, B, a good way to find out any stories. This time of the 

year the whole town will be about celebrating any hauntings or magical legends.” 

“It is the time of spirits and souls isn’t it, it could be lending power…” Sam replied. “Maybe a trip the 

library is in order.” Sam glanced at his watch. “It’s still open, I could stop by before I get some dinner, 

and let you two have some time alone on the couch.” Sam gave them a cheeky grin and Buffy just 

laughed. She couldn’t blame Sam for teasing them, they did look like they were a couple right now, 

which was strange since Buffy didn’t like to be touched and she barely knew Dean.  

Dean listened to the pride in Buffy’s voice as she described Willow. He felt a pang in his heart. The 

hunter thought things might have been easier for the slayer had she been allowed to return home. 

Alas, that was not meant to be. 

He nodded in approval at Sam about his theory. “Things do tend to go a little sideways around this 

time of the year. You go do your research and dinner run, Buffy and I will check out what’s what on 

the internet. See if we can scrounge up some local lore.” 

Sam was already grabbing his jacket as Dean spoke. "I’m on it. And yes, I know. Bring back some pie. 

You two make sure to work, and don’t spend your time necking on the couch." He teased them. 

Dean rolled his eyes at Sam’s back. "No promises." He muttered, hearing Sam chuckle as he closed 

the door behind him. Dean blinked at Buffy, and shrugged. "Sorry, I was just teasing him right back. 

Shall we get to work?" 

Buffy and Dean booted up the laptop, and searched for any tragic events around the time that the 

coin had been minted. They’d been at it for a while when Dean rubbed his eyes, the small print on 

the computer screen straining them. 

"Wait a minute. Here’s a story about a woman in town who had been killed." He scanned the article 

quickly. "There were no suspects, or witnesses apparently, but look at the picture of the man next to 

her grave." Standing next to the woman’s grave in a grainy black and white photo was a soldier in his 

uniform. “Check out the coin he’s got around his neck.” 

Just as he pointed it out to Buffy, Sam walked in the door. 

"You’ll never guess what I found." Sam and Dean said at the same time. 

"A dead chick, and a soldier with our mystery coin?" Dean guessed. 

"That, and the location of dead chick’s grave." Sam added as he put the bags down on the table. 



"Huh. Looks like you win." Dean murmured as he started taking the food out of the bags. 

 

Sam waited for the other two to get their food before he started talking. “So the librarian was more 

than happy to spin a yarn.” 

“To the tall handsome man? I bet.” Buffy grinned happy to be able to tease Sammy back after his 

ribbing earlier.  

“Being this attractive has some perks.” Sam winked. “So the tragic tale of love and magic goes like 

this. It was world war two and a young soldier was leaving his girlfriend to go to war. While he was 

gone she died under mysterious circumstances and he returned to ask her to marry him only to find 

himself at her grave instead. He took his own life. The woman was a witch and is said to have been 

haunting the town calling for her lost love since her soul unable to rest.” 

Buffy sighed. “That’s romantic and tragic but that’s what love seems to be.” She thought back to her 

own encounters with love. It always ended badly. But maybe that was just her. “So she’s like one of 

those women in white you told me about, Sammy?” She looked over at the younger hunter and 

promptly lost her fork full of sweet and sour pork down her front.  

Dean listened to Sam as he shoveled food in to his mouth. He gave a derisive snort as Buffy said it 

was romantic and tragic. "More like stupidly dangerous." The older hunter muttered around a 

mouth full of food.  He put his fork out and held one hand out. "Magic: dangerous." He held his 

other hand out now. "Love: dangerous." Dean then put his two hands together. "Love and magic? 

Stupidly dangerous." He nodded his head then snorted at Buffy. "I think your shirt wants to eat, 

too." 

Sam rolled his eyes at Dean. "Thanks for that lesson, Dr. Love." He snarked as he handed Buffy a 

napkin. “Pretty much, Buffy. It’s the same principle, in general with the possession, and motives, 

anyway. Once we’re done eating, we’ll go salt and burn the bones.” 

"One witch, extra crispy." Dean quipped as he went back to shoveling food in to his mouth. 

“So what I’m getting here is that you’re a hopeless romantic, Dean?” Buffy snorted as she started to 

clean her top only to give up. She went into her room to change her top so she could soak this one. 

“How can you talk about extra crispy witches while you’re eating like you’ve never seen food 

before?” She called back as she tugged her top over her head. “That’s barf worthy.” 

“Watching him eat is barf worthy.” Sam chuckled leaning back in his chair as Dean threw a napkin at 

him. “Just eat, bro. We get this done and we can get out of here.” The sooner they were gone the 

easier it would be for Buffy, being so near to her own town had to be eating her up and Sam was 

worried there could be some lingering effects of her playing with the coin, the sooner this was done 

the happier he’d be for all their sakes. "That’s me," Dean snorted. "Just give me some blank Hallmark 

cards, and I’ll give you the best Valentine’s you’ve ever seen." He quipped while snagging an egg roll. 

Dean laughed as Buffy questioned him through her closed door. "You’re such a girl, slayer." He 

teased Buffy before biting in to his egg roll. 



Dean dodged the napkin that Sam threw at him. "Please, you’re just jealous of my skills." The older 

hunter mumbled, purposely showing his brother his chewed up food. He nodded while he 

swallowed his bite of food. "I couldn’t agree more." 

As Buffy returned with her clean shirt on, Sam smiled at her. "This shouldn’t take too long. I mean, 

three people for a salt and burn? It’ll be easy peasy. We should be out of here in no time at all." 

Buffy swung the door open again. “What do you know, I am a girl.” She snorted and grabbed herself 

a jacket. “And I’m ready to go.” It took a few minutes to clean up the food and get out to the car and 

Buffy noticed Dean was strangely quiet but she assumed he’d just given himself indigestion.  

The car ride was quiet and as they walked into the cemetery Buffy began to feel strange. Sam and 

Dean carried shovels, Buffy had the salt and lighter fluid in a bag. It was the sound of rustle of the 

plastic that made her realise she was trembling.  

“Buffy?” Sam caught the bag as it slipped from her hands reaching for her as she followed it down. 

He looked to Dean who wasn’t even paying attention to what was going on. Buffy’s eyes fluttered 

closed and opened as Sam kept her from falling over. “Buffy what is it?” 

“I’m sorry sir, I believe you have me confused with some other dame. My name is Katrina.” Buffy 

smiled up at the strange man. “And I would ask you to let me go, I do not believe my soldier would 

very much like to have me in the arms of a strange man, even if he is a world away leaving me here 

alone.”  

Sam blinked and helped Buffy to stand. “Katrina?” And then his eyes fell on the grave they had been 

approaching. Katrina Wilson. “Oh shit.”  

"What do you know, you are." Dean muttered, as he began to clean up the remnants of their dinner. 

He rolled his eyes at Sam as his brother laughed at him. "Laugh it up, Moose." 

"I think I will," Sam retorted as they left the motel. 

Dean didn’t feel like talking on the way to the cemetery. He was locked in a flashback. Not of Hell, 

but of when his and Sam’s mother died. He gripped the steering wheel tightly as he drove. They 

needed to get this done with quickly. 

As they entered the cemetery, and set off on foot, Dean felt funny. He felt… Suddenly he wasn’t 

himself anymore. He blinked and looked down at his hands and then at his clothes. Why was he 

wearing such strange garb, when he’d just been in his army uniform? 

He’d turned when he heard his beloved’s voice, growling when he found the giant man holding her. 

“Unhand my woman!” He bellowed as he dropped the shovel he had been carrying for some reason. 

Sam’s head snapped up, a look of confusion written on his face. "Dude, we have to get Bu…" He was 

cut off as Dean pushed him away from Buffy. 

"My Katrina…" He murmured softly, stroking her cheek gently before his lips met hers in a tender 

kiss. 



“My love, my brave Caleb.” Buffy’s hands ran over Dean’s cheeks and Sam cleared his throat as they 

kissed again. “I have been waiting so long, why did you make me wait so long?” 

Sam knew what was going on as they two continued to kiss and make their reunion, he just didn’t 

have a clue as to why. And watching Dean and Buffy kissing and making loving confessions to each 

other was just a little weird. That said Sam still managed to find the time to snap a photo with his 

phone for later of the two locked in a passionate embrace.  

Dean pulled something from his pocket and Sam hissed at the sight of the coin. So that explained his 

half of things, and Sam could only hypothesise that being close to the remains was what had set 

Buffy off. The coin and the body combined and they had this little reunion going on. Sam left the two 

to make out as he started on the grave site. As far as he could tell nothing had changed, he needed 

to salt and burn the bone and the coin. Though getting the coin might be an issue. 

“I’ve missed you. Don’t leave me again.” Buffy’s fingers tugged at Dean’s shirt pulling him in for 

another kiss. “My Caleb, my Caleb.” She whispered against his lips.  

Dean gazed down tenderly at Buffy, leaning in to her soft touch. “My darling, Katrina, that was never 

my intention. You were the only thing that kept me alive during the God forsaken war. The idea of 

seeing you again pulled me through it all. But when I got back…” He faltered, tears welling in his 

eyes. "You were gone." 

Sam grunted at he dug up the grave, giving it his all. "They get to kiss, while I dig up the grave. 

Possessed assholes." He muttered to himself. The younger hunter knew his brother and the slayer 

couldn’t help it, but that didn’t soothe his aching back as he quickly uncovered the woman’s coffin. 

"I’m here now, Love. I’ll never leave you again." Dean murmured before his lips met hers again. 

"Oh, Caleb.." Buffy murmured again before deepening the kiss, her arms wrapping around Dean’s 

neck as he tugged her closer, the coin held loosely between his left hand’s thumb and forefinger. 

Sam tossed the shovel aside, and cussed as he worked to pry the lid of the coffin off. Finally it was 

off, and he set to work salting the bones and dousing them with gasoline before hopping out of the 

hole. Once he was out, Sam struck a match, and lit the bones on fire. 

The young hunter turned to the couple, still kissing, and almost looked away again before the light 

from the fire glinted off the coin. He knew it was risky, but he had to try to snag it from his brother’s 

grasp, and toss it in to the fire. Quickly and as quietly as he could, he moved over to them, and 

snagged the coin. Dean and Buffy never stopped kissing as he did so, and Sam breathed a sigh of 

relief. He made his way over to the grave again, and pitched the coin in. 

As soon as the coin hit the flames it started to melt, causing Sam to turn to look at the lip locked 

couple. Sure enough, the shimmering light of two souls departing emerged from Buffy and Dean and 

went upwards. Sam hoped they were headed to heaven, but he had no clue, really. What he did 

know was that Buffy and Dean kept making out even though they were no longer possessed. 

Sam cleared his throat a few times, trying to get their attention. "Um, Guys? You can stop that any 

time now." 



“We should stop.” Dean murmured against Buffy’s lips. 

“We should.” Buffy murmured back, yet their lips didn’t leave each other’s for a few more moments 

before they broke apart, both looking down to the ground, Buffy’s hand still rested on Dean’s chest 

and his hand was still at her hip. Was it just the last of the possession, or was it actually them that 

was doing it? Buffy wasn’t sure and if she had been sure she wouldn’t have admitted it. “That 

was…weird.” She said after a moment and finally turned her head to glance at Sam. He looked 

amused for the most part as he stood there beside the open grave, the last of the flames dying down 

now. Her slayer reflexes kicked in as Sam threw the shovel her way and she removed her hand from 

Dean’s chest to grab it from the air before it hit her. She remembered the whole experience, the way 

it felt to be the witch and so very in love with her soldier. There was a pang in her heart for her own 

love that could never be because the world would go to hell, kind of literally, should they ever give 

into that love. Angel was the one that got away in a way that few others could understand.  

“You two get to do clean up and I’d make it quick so we don’t get caught.” Sam grinned and Buffy 

and Dean moved to fill in the grave now it had all burned out. “And next time, I get to be possessed 

and make out with the slayer.”  

Though he was back in control, Dean was loathed to end the kiss. Buffy’s lips against his were soft, 

and tasted so sweet. He allowed himself to indulge in the pleasure for a few moments longer before 

finally breaking the kiss, his hand still resting on her hip. 

"What?" He cleared his throat, and nodded. "Oh yeah, Very weird." 

Dean finally moved his hand from Buffy’s waist. He rolled his eyes at Sam as he went to grab the 

other shovel. "Aw, Is Sammy boy feeling left out on the love fest?" The older hunter teased his 

brother. 

"Yeah, That’s it." Sam said. "Can you blame me for wanting slayer smooching over back breaking 

shoveling?" 

Dean laughed as he and Buffy started filing the grave in again. "I can’t say I blame you." He glanced 

at Buffy and shut up. The hunter was going to tease her about her kissing skills, but he found he 

couldn’t. The fact that his lips still tasted like her might have had something to do with that. 

Buffy was surging through shades of red until she could not blush any more. “You’re teasing each 

other but somehow it feels like me and my lips are the butt of this joke…” She couldn’t look at either 

of them, especially since she kept wanting to look at Dean again. Oh how they would judge the 

slayer if they knew she’d enjoyed that kiss so much.  

She chewed at her lip, head down as she filled in the hole and then the sirens started in the distance. 

Whether or not they were coming here was irrelevant, the risk was there and Sam swiftly removed 

the shovel from her hands and pushed her in the direction of the car. A wild exhilaration gripped the 

slayer and she killed as she ran, vaulting over a grave stone landing lightly on her feet.  

“Show off.” Sam laughed and Buffy shot him a grin before the grin landed on Dean and grew to a 

blush. She shot into the backseat of the car, still grinning like a fool, arms resting on the back of the 

front seat as Dean and Sam got in and Dean started the impala.  



“Well, that was fun. What shall we do for an encore?” Buffy giggled and teased her fingers across 

Dean’s shoulder before she fell back onto the backseat and looked at the roof of the car. The 

adrenalin was addicting.  

Sam shook his head. "Your lips are not the butt of any joke, nor are they near any butts." He added, 

trying to be funny. He and Dean teased each other, but they didn’t want to make Buffy feel bad 

while they were doing so. 

It didn’t take long for them to fill the hole, mostly due to both Buffy’s and Dean’s focus on their task. 

Dean was trying to keep busy, and not think about the kiss, and he assumed Buffy just wanted to get 

away from him. When she ran off, showing her slayer skills, he snorted. Yup, She was definitely 

avoiding him. 

It took him and Sam a bit more time to get back to the Impala. When they got in, Dean shivered 

slightly as Buffy’s fingers ghosted across his neck. A flash of feelings washed through him, feelings he 

refused to acknowledge. 

Sam chuckled as he turned to look at Buffy. “Aren’t you a bundle of energy right now? Dean and I 

usually head back to the motel, and get some rest, but we’re open to ideas. Aren’t we Dean?” He 

asked, glancing from Buffy to Dean. 

"Yeah," Dean muttered, looking straight ahead. "I’m game for anything." 

 

“If you guys want to rest, that’s cool. I can just watch movies in bed and twitch.” Buffy giggled. “I’ll 

crash out eventually, it won’t be pretty.” She knew it wouldn’t be pretty as the adrenalin wore off 

and her mind started thinking again. She was so close to Sunnydale, to her old life, and even if 

everyone wasn’t there anymore there were enough people and memories there… But no, she 

couldn’t go back, she wasn’t their Buffy anymore and they’d all made peace with her being gone. 

And she couldn’t go back now that she’d been back this long with no word, no one would forgive 

her. She could imagine Dawn going off, the temper and then the sulking. The silent treatment was 

harder than anything else. And Angel finding out… Buffy found her eyes resting on Dean, would he 

be jealous of Angel, would Angel be jealous of him…what was she saying, it was just kissing because 

of being possessed, Dean would forget it almost immediately, she was sure of it. Heck, he wouldn’t 

even look at her. The thought sobered her up quicker than coffee. 

Sam glanced back when Buffy went quiet and didn’t like the look on her face, the sadness that 

replaced the giggling. “That was a pretty quick crash, Slayer. You okay back there?” 

“Yeah…fine.” Buffy sighed and closed her eyes. It was just kissing… 

Dean blinked and turned around to look at Buffy. "You sure you’re alright?" He asked, blinking when 

she gave him a warning look. “Fine, Sorry I asked.” He mumbled before turning back around to drive 

them to the motel. 

Sam frowned as he looked between Buffy and Dean. "Alright," Sam said, doubtfully. He turned 

forward, but kept an eye on Buffy through the rear view mirror. 



Dean was deep in thought as he drove to the motel. His mind kept replaying the kiss. He wondered if 

Buffy was still thinking about it, or if she’d already put it out of her mind. He guessed it was the 

latter. By the time they made it back to the motel, Dean had gotten himself in a surly mood. He 

entered their room without even waiting for Sam or Buffy, and he didn’t even hold the door open for 

either of them. 

Buffy climbed out of the car as Dean stalked inside, why didn’t he just smack her in the face with this 

weird rejection. “Was it something I said?” She muttered as Sam held the door for her. 

“Don’t look at me.” He replied eyes darting to Dean who was standing stuffing his face already with 

the leftover pie. “You bite his tongue or something?” 

“What? No!” Buffy looked at Sam horrified. “I just…I’ll be in my room.” This was turning into a 

nightmare so quickly. Was this some kind of karma because she’d enjoyed the kissing, because she’d 

let herself enjoy being touched, and even entertained some other thoughts. Evidently she wasn’t 

allowed any joy even outside of hell. She shuddered at the thought of hell moving by Dean quickly 

and into her room, closing the door and throwing herself face first onto the bed. “This sux.” 

Sam looked at the closed door and then back at Dean. “Want to clue me in on what’s going on, bro?”  

As soon as he was inside, Dean began stuffing his face with pie. He didn’t want to have speak to 

Buffy about the kiss. He didn’t want the slayer to tell him that the kiss was just part of the 

possession, and even though they kept on kissing, even after the possession had ended. He didn’t 

want to think about why he didn’t want to hear it, he just didn’t want to. 

He shrugged at Sam, not even glancing at Buffy as she went to her room. "I don’t know what you’re 

talking about." He stubbornly muttered before biting in to another forkful of pie. 

Sam grabbed the remainder of the pie out of Dean’s hand. “Cut the crap, Man. You just iced Buffy 

out. Me too, might I add, but more so Buffy. So do you want to tell me what crawled up your ass?” 

Dean stared at his pie and then glowered at Sam. “Nothing is wrong.” He sighed and ran a hand 

through his hair. "I’ll go apologize to Buffy, alright?" He went to knock on her door, feeling as if this 

was becoming a regular occurrence. 

Dean knocked loudly before calling out, "Buffy?" 

“It’s not locked.” Buffy called back, her voice muffled by the door and the fact her face was half 

buried against her pillow. She heard the doorknob turn and heard Dean’s footsteps before the bed 

shifted with Dean’s weight as he sat down by her hip. She looked up chin buried against her pillow 

but eyes on Dean. “You’ve got pie on your lip.” She mumbled thinking about kissing it away. She 

almost groaned at the thought. “Saving it for later?” Why was she still thinking about that stinking 

kiss? It wasn’t that good. Okay it was but still.  

Dean sighed as he entered the room, a frown turning his mouth down as he noticed Buffy on the 

bed. Moving closer, he sat next to the slayer. He moved a hand up to remove the piece of pie from 

his lips. “Oh, Well, Maybe…” He muttered. Dean quickly ate the morsel of pie before continuing. “I 

was a dick just now. I’m sorry, Buffy. I get the feeling that I’ll probably be saying that a lot, but I do 

mean it. I shouldn’t have been a dick.” 



“I just…was it really that bad kissing me? Did I have slayer breath that turned your stomach?” Buffy 

sounded pouty even to herself as she looked up at Dean, he’d missed a bit of pie and she was 

reaching out to remove it with her finger before she realised and let her hand drop back down. She 

felt like a proper loser now she’d asked him that, now she’d made a deal about the kiss. She was 

such a grade A loser. A kick ass loser mind you but still, could she be any more high school right 

now… 

Buffy’s question threw Dean for a loop. “I… what?” He shook his head to clear his confusion, finally 

letting the question sink in. "No! It wasn’t that at all. It was…" The hunter growled in frustration. He 

didn’t know how to explain things at all right now. Instead, he gently moved Buffy in to a sitting 

position, a task that was made easy by the fact that she was so light, and that she wasn’t resisting. 

Dean tried to explain again as he looked in to her curious green eyes. “I… fuck it.” He muttered as he 

grabbed Buffy by the shoulders and kissed her again, feeling the remaining pie crumb brush off of his 

lip and on to hers. He slid his tongue across her lips, capturing the elusive crumb before deepening 

the kiss. He felt Buffy’s arms wrap around his neck as he did so, his own sliding down her arms, and 

circling around her waist, tugging her even closer. When the need to breathe arouse, Dean 

reluctantly ended the kiss, his eyes on hers as he did so. “Does that answer your question?” The 

hunter murmured softly. 

“It does…poses more though.” Buffy looked up into Dean’s eyes, her arms still around his neck. She 

chewed at the inside of her lip as she looked at him. This didn’t really make a lot of sense. Buffy 

didn’t like to be touched, she didn’t want to get near anyone physically or emotionally. It had taken 

Sammy a while to get her comfortable with him to the point that they were now. Dean had been 

here just a few days and she was basically in his lap, panting for breath because of him. “Why am I 

drawn to you?” Buffy didn’t understand it all. Was it that they were survivor of hell? But then she 

might have felt the same way with John. She hadn’t. Was it the possession? The air was thick 

between them, almost too much.  

“If you two are going to end up going porn stars in there, can you shut the door first.” Sam called out 

from the other room. Buffy started giggling.  

“Yeah, thanks for that, jerk. Way to make this easier on us.”  

“You’re welcome, slayer.” 

Dean leaned his forehead against Buffy’s for a moment as he closed his eyes and caught his breath. 

When he opened them again, his green eyes met hers. "I.. I don’t know. I’ve never been drawn to 

anyone like this before." The hunter had had a brief connection with yoga instructor Lisa, and had 

entertained the notion that her son Ben was his, but their bond had never been this profound. 

Dean snorted at his brother. "You’re just jealous, Man." He called out, never taking his eyes off of 

Buffy. 

"Yeah, Yeah, Yeah." Sam muttered. "I’m going to take a shower cause unlike some people, I did a lot 

more work tonight. Close the door if you’re going to do it." 

Buffy heard the bathroom door shut rather enthusiastically and she wondered if Sam was jealous, 

but the why eluded her. Did he think she was going to steal her brother away now that he was back 



from hell? She wasn’t, she wouldn’t. Buffy knew what it was to lose the people you care about and 

she would never do that to Sam, she cared for him like he really was family after the time they had 

spent together. He’d been her rock. But this with Dean…she couldn’t explain this connection. Her 

fingers tangled in the hair at the back of his head as she looked at him. “I could understand this if we 

had been in hell together, I mean we were, but not together there…just the same time, different 

places I guess.” She chewed at her lip again for a moment. “I just, I don’t like people touching me, it 

freaks me out but when you touch me it calms me, it makes the memories easier…” She snorted a 

laugh. “I sound freaky deaky don’t I and twelve shades of crazy.” 

Sam slammed the door, and Dean had to suppress the urge to snort. He didn’t know if he’d hit a 

nerve with the jealous comment, or if Sam was merely trying to avoid seeing Dean’s naked backside 

again. The kid never did learn to knock. The hunter had a hard time focusing on the slayer’s words as 

she tangled her fingers in the back of his hair. How he wanted to kiss her again. Dean smiled at Buffy 

as she snorted out a laugh. "Not at all. It’s hard to explain, but being next to you makes it all… easier. 

It’s like you tether me to the here and now." 

“I think, I think I kind of like that I do that.” Buffy’s fingers played with Dean’s hair, it was much 

shorter than Sam’s but still, it was enough to play with. “So, this…this isn’t just left overs from the 

ghosties? I mean, you’re not just feeling some tie to me because those two were more batshit crazy 

in love than anyone I’ve ever met?” Buffy knew how it had felt to have that kind of love inside her, 

and she knew she wasn’t feeling that for Dean, that would be just stalkerish to be mad in love with a 

man she’d only just met. Sounded like the kind of weird shit Spike would pull. But she felt some pull 

to Dean and it was before the soul had invaded her and used her as its little love Monkey. Her eyes 

darted from his to his lips, giving away she was thinking about him kissing her again.  

Dean shook his head. "It’s more than that. I felt drawn to you before that. It took the batshit crazy in 

love ghosts to make me act on it." He sighed softly, enjoying the feel of her slender fingers against 

his neck as she continued to play with his hair. "I don’t know why I’m drawn to you, but I am. You 

make being back less shitty." He watched Buffy’s gaze flit between his eyes and his lips. Taking that 

as his cue, the hunter leaned in, capturing the slayer’s lips with his own. Dean slid his lips across 

Buffy’s, internally rejoicing as she reacted quickly to the kiss, deepening it as her tongue slipped 

passed his parted lips. 

The kiss grew heated and intense in a moment. That was how Buffy felt most of the time, it was like 

the opposite of when she returned from heaven, then nothing touched her, she was cold and numb 

inside, drifting through life. Since she had come back from hell she felt like she was constantly 

burning red hot, threatening to burn up, bright and hot and then go out. When Dean was near her, 

when he touched her, in any capacity, it stilled the heat of the flames. Those flames, he fanned other 

flames right now as he crushed his lips to hers, but these were good flames, ones she could deal 

with…ones that could sustain her rather than destroy her. It was why she had hunted, why she had 

taken the risks and done things that Sammy had told her off for, she was going to burn out, she 

might as well go out kicking. But now… 

Buffy broke the kiss and looked into Dean’s eyes for a moment, searching for something, and then 

she was kissing him again, a whimper falling from her lips, lost in the kiss.  



With his lips pressed against hers, the rest of the world seemed to float away. Dean didn’t think 

about hunting, Sammy, or even Hell. His entire being was wrapped up in the blonde girl in his arms. 

When she broke the kiss, he gazed at her, his eyes drawn to hers. She was beautiful, that was for 

sure, but there was so much more to her. The hunter knew he’d barely scratched the surface, but he 

was hoping to learn so much more about the slayer. 

As she kissed him again, Dean tugged her even closer to him, his hands wandering over her back as 

his chest was pressed up against her. She intoxicated him, and he never wanted that to stop. 

“Shall I just catch a bus back to Dad?” Sam sounded quite stroppy and his tone quickly intruded on 

the euphoria of being kissed by Dean. Buffy jumped back a bit, her eyes finding Sam in the doorway. 

“Leave you two to the shagging.” 

Sam flinched at the hurt look in Buffy’s eyes as she looked over at him, he was sure his brother 

would be wearing a glare when he turned. “Look, I’m sorry, I’m just tired and this is going to suck if 

I’m the one doing all the work while you to go at it on the hood of the car.” 

Buffy shook her head. “You really think we’d do that, Sammy? You think I’m that kind of slayer, that 

kind of girl?” Buffy sighed knowing how it would look and how it must feel. She knew all too well 

what it felt like to be the lonely one while all your friends were hooking up. “Besides your brother 

hasn’t said that he wants to make kissing a regular occurrence or that he wants to…” She trailed off 

cheeks burning hot. “That he wants to ever sleep with me…” This conversation really couldn’t be 

more awkward if it was scripted.  

Dean growled, his impatience showing. He let go of Buffy and stood up, striding towards Sam. "How 

could you think that, Man? You’re my brother. We’re a team." The older hunter sighed as he ran a 

hand through his hair. "I didn’t want this to be a three way conversation, but I suppose it has to be." 

He turned to look at Buffy. "I do want to make kissing a regular occurrence, and  eventually, I would 

like to sleep with you as well." He found himself blushing slightly, which was odd considering that he 

used to love to bother Sam by going in to graphic details about his conquests. "That doesn’t mean 

we won’t pull our weight, Sammy. We will, I promise you that." Dean said as he turned to look at 

Sam, sincerity written all over his face. 

Sam looked from Buffy to Dean, and nodded. He still had reservations about this set up. He wasn’t a 

fool to think that things could stay the same, but he only hoped Dean would live up to his promise. 

“Alright. I.. I’m going to go get some sleep.” 

Buffy’s cheeks were about as red as the red on Superman’s outfit. She couldn’t remember which 

part was red, maybe the S, maybe the cape, but regardless she could blend into it right now like a 

chameleon. “Sammy, wait.” Buffy moved by Dean and hugged Sam. It was no mean feat given how 

gigantic he was compared to her little presence and she’d only hugged him a handful of times before 

like this. She looked up into his eyes. “You know me, you know how I work. Short of being possessed 

again you know I don’t let anyone do my job. This is going to take some getting used to, you and 

Dean are used to being a team, you and me are used to being a team. Now we all need to be used to 

being a team. Cross my silly slayer heart, I won’t let this tear anything apart. I’ll walk away before I 

hurt you and Dean and your relationship.” She meant it, in a heartbeat she’d leave if she was a 

problem. She tugged his head down and kissed his forehead. “Go sleep.”   



Sam held Buffy tightly for a moment, grinning when she manhandled him to kiss his forehead. “You 

guys owe me breakfast in the morning to say the least.” He joked and hugged her again before 

letting her go and pushing her back towards Dean and her room off the main one turning away to go 

to one of the single beds.  

Buffy blushed again as she ended up knocking against Dean, her eyes finding his which only made 

the blush feel like it was reaching her toes. She tucked her hair back behind her ear. “Already making 

plans to sleep with me huh?” She teased and wished she hadn’t because it was hard to keep eye 

contact thinking about him touching her like that. It…it had been a long time since she’d been with 

anyone and she preferred to not even acknowledge the last…person. It filled her with nothing but 

shame.  

Dean watched Sam and Buffy interact, and damn it if it didn’t make him happy. He was glad that his 

baby brother could be alright with what was beginning between him and the slayer. He wasn’t sure 

what it was yet, he wanted to be able to explore it without hurting Sam. He snorted at the big 

moose. “Uh Huh. We’ll spring for the coffee and donuts in the morning. Now go get some sleep.” 

Dean grinned at Buffy as Sam pushed her back towards him. “Maybe I am, Slayer. Do you snore?” He 

asked, teasing her with a wink. He bit his lip, and glanced at the bed. “I can hold you while we 

sleep..” He offered, wondering if that would keep the nightmares away. 

Buffy looked down at the ground when Dean glanced at the bed. She didn’t know what to say, she 

wanted to say yes and yet she was scared to. There was a heavy pause between them as she tried to 

find her tongue before looking up at him again. “I think I’d like that.” She wondered how it would be 

to sleep in someone’s arms again, especially given what her nights were like most of the time now. 

More than once she woken to Sammy comforting her, trying to wake her and calm her down as 

memory and imagination combined to make her nightmares a living hell.  

The pause Buffy took was enough to make Dean wish he’d never asked. He was on the verge of 

retracting the question when she finally answered. A smile bloomed on the hunter’s face as the 

slayer said she’d like that. "Great," he murmured, clearing his throat. "So, um… I’ll just switch in to 

some pajamas, and we’ll go to bed?" Dean hardly ever wore pajamas, but he did have them in case 

the motel they’d rented was too chilly, and he didn’t feel like sleeping in his jeans. 

Buffy closed the door once Dean went to get changed, she was used to sleeping in one of Sam’s T-

shirts, it came down below her knees and she figured it would be okay for sleeping next to Dean, or 

rather in his arms. Her stomach had butterflies, or what could have been butterflies if they had 

turned into an armed air force that was shooting up her insides. Buffy wiggled out of her jeans and 

pulled off top and bra before slipping the T-shirt over her head as there was a knock at the door. 

Buffy felt her pulse race like she was in the middle of battle, as if it was a vampire waiting on the 

other side of the door and not just the promise of a type of intimacy that Buffy felt like a stranger to 

now. She wondered what Dean would be wearing, just pyjama pants, or would there be a top, and 

yes she started thinking about his body, about what scars lined it now from his trails in hell. She bit 

her lip imagining gently tracing her finger across his scars, about him doing the same to hers… 

“Buffy?” 



She snapped out of her little thoughts as Dean called out. She opened the door, her cheeks flushed, 

her lip still caught between her death. “Hi.” She mumbled still not releasing her lip. Big bad slayer, 

turned into a shy little school girl at the sight of the hunter.  

Dean grabbed his pajamas, and went in to the bathroom to change. He did what he had to due, 

washed his hands, face, and brushed his teeth before changing. Taking a deep breath, he looked in 

the mirror. The hunter found himself more nervous than he’d been in a long while. He was just going 

to be holding the slayer, and yet, he felt his palms sweating. "Grow a pair, Winchester." He muttered 

to his reflection before exiting the bathroom. 

Clad in a black wife beater, and navy pajama bottoms, he passed by a sleeping Sam. Dean chuckled 

as his great big moose of a brother snored on, oblivious to the world. "Sweet dreams, Sammy." 

He knocked lightly on Buffy’s door before opening it, and calling her name. The hunter watched as 

the slayer blushed and bit her lip. Damn did she look sexy standing there like that in one of Sam’s old 

shirts. He recognized it as the one he’d given Sam for Christmas a few years earlier. 

"Hey," Dean mumbled as he closed the door behind him, and stepped further in to the room. He 

kept his gaze locked with hers as he padded over to her, stopping right in front of her. As soon as he 

got there, he stopped, unsure what to do next. "So, uh… I guess we should get in to bed now?" 

Buffy let out a very girly sounding giggle as Dean looked down at her. “Why do I feel like I’m fifteen 

again? We’ve both done the nasty and we’re all weird about just sleeping in the same bed. And I’ve 

done the nasty with a nasty so I really shouldn’t be blushing like a virgin in the guy’s locker room.” 

Trying to put on her slayer face she took his hand and tugged Dean over towards the bed, it was only 

a few steps and it hit the side of her leg. She let the momentum take her down and she scooted 

across the mattress pulling Dean down after her. As he landed she leaned up closing the distance 

between them and kissed him. She didn’t want this to be weird, she wanted to enjoy this, without 

this awkward teenage like issue and without all the issues that surrounded her from death, hell and 

heaven. She wanted this to be…well normal…and nice.  

Dean quirked a brow and chuckled as the slayer rambled. “I guess you’re right. I mean I’ve done the 

nasty with my share of nasties, and not so nasties. Sleeping in the same bed shouldn’t be a big deal.” 

The hunter let the slayer tug him over to the bed, grunting when she tugged him on top of her. He 

was about to make a witty comment when her lips sought his out. Dean immediately reacted to the 

kiss, his arms wrapping around Buffy as his lips slid across hers, a moan escaping his lips as she 

deepened the kiss. 

Her nerves slipped away as Dean kissed her, again the world seemed to be blocked out with him 

near her. She could pretend she was a normal girl in his arms. She could just be a woman when he 

kissed her, not the slayer, not a hunter, not the bitch of the demons, not a girl cast out of heaven, 

she was just Buffy, she was just a woman in the arms of a man who wanted to kiss her until she 

couldn’t breathe. It was the closest to happy she had been in a long time. The closest to peaceful. 

Even with her pulse racing because of the man touching her, there was still a peace in it.. 

The world dropped away as Dean held Buffy, his lips passionately locked with hers. All the bullshit, 

his and the job’s, plus Hell itself, ceased to occupy his mind. The only thing the hunter could think 



about was how perfectly the slayer fit in his arms, and how good it felt to kiss her. He could die right 

then, and he’d be one happy son of a bitch. This was definitely better than pie. 

Buffy was breathless by the end of the kiss and she sighed happily as she slipped down in Dean’s 

arms, her head coming to rest on his chest as she curled up against his side. “I like this.” She 

murmured as she got comfortable. She did like it, she felt relaxed, there were no tears as she 

searched for sleep, there were no horrific memories clouding her thoughts, there was just a feeling 

of peace and Dean’s arms around her as she closed her eyes.  

A content sigh escaped Dean’s parted lips as the kiss ended. He felt Buffy move, her head now 

resting on his chest as she snuggled closer. The hunter rubbed the slayer’s back as he held her, 

dropping a chaste kiss on the top of her head as he did so. "I think I like it, too." Dean whispered, 

afraid to disrupt the peace by speaking too loudly. He wanted to savor the feeling of having her in his 

arms, but soon his eyelids started drooping as sleep clamored to take him. 


