
Buffy groaned as she hit the wall and bounced off it. She felt out of shape, it had been a while since 

she’d hunted anything with fangs and to take on a nest with just her and Sammy…it might not have 

been the smartest idea, especially as they’d managed to get separated. It wasn’t like they had 

planned this, they hadn’t known they were walking into a nest. Vampires were so often solitary 

creatures in Buffy’s experience but this family seemed to like to travel as a pack thirteen strong.  

Buffy flipped back onto her feet and drove the stake up under the rib cage, puncturing the heart and 

no more vampire. That was her lot done and dusted. Heh. Done and dusted. It made Buffy grin, 

she’d always been one to play on words. Now, to see if Sammy had feared so well.  

“Don’t worry Sammy, I’m coming for you.” Buffy mumbled as she sprinted down the hallway intent 

on backing her partner up, or avenging him. Whichever, she’d do what was needed. She heard a yell 

ahead, knew it was Sammy. “Found you.” Stake in one hand, knife in the other, she surged forward 

not wanting to waste a moment, not when a moment was all it took to find death.  

It took Dean over a week to find Sammy. That was shameful to the hunter, but it couldn’t be helped. 

Apparently once top side, he’d forgotten both Bobby’s address and phone number. Oddly enough he 

remembered Sam’s, but by the time he was back, Sam had already switched to a new number. 

All his grunt work had been worth it, though. He had eyes on his baby brother as Sammy took out a 

vampire in a vamp nest. Dean wondered why Sam would be so foolish as to take a nest on. He was 

about to approach Sam when he saw a petite blonde do the same. He growled as he thought he 

caught what she’d said. So she had been hunting Sam. 

As quietly as he could Dean ran towards the petite blonde, launching himself at her. She seemed to 

be distracted by her prey so she was caught off guard, letting out a shriek as he tackled her. 

"You’re not going to hurt my brother!" he bellowed as he threw a punch at her face. 

Buffy had been so focused on getting to Sammy she hadn’t even seen this guy coming. His fist 

connected with her jaw and she yelped. “Son of a…” She yelped and launched at the guy, her stake 

and knife both fallen form her grasp but she had other weapons on her person. Driving her knee up 

into the side of his stomach she threw the human off her. What was he doing with the vampires? 

Some kind of daylight guardian, got off on being bitten, or what had he said about his brother? 

Maybe his brother was a vampire and he just couldn’t let go. 

“If I hurt your brother he deserves it.” She growled, slipping a knife out of her boot only to have him 

knock that one away too. Who was this guy? They rolled again as he tried to get the upper hand and 

she met his fist as it came at her face, she twisted his wrst. “Back off, buster. I don’t want to hurt 

you.”  

Dean grunted as he felt the woman’s knees connect with his stomach. The impact knocked him off 

of her, a cuss falling from his lips as his back hit the ground. He had no clue who this crazy bitch was, 

but he’d die again before he let her hurt Sammy. 

"Fuck you, Lady. I’ll kill you before you can lay a finger on my brother." Dean snarled, knocking the 

knife out of her hand. He briefly wondered how many weapons this broad had on her as he tried to 

roll them both. He grunted as she grabbed his fist mid swing. "Back off my brother, and you won’t 



get hurt." Dean retorted, gritting his teeth as she twisted his wrist. He risked losing the upper hand 

by swinging his other fist at her face, hoping she’d let up on the wrist she was currently trying to 

break. 

“Go to hell.” 

“Thanks, I’ve already been.” 

Buffy rolled her eyes, dipshit had no idea what hell really was, she knew, the memories were burned 

into her mind and would never be purged. He swung at her again throwing himself off balance and 

she took the opportunity to flip him down beneath him, one hand still grasping his other wrist while 

the free one locked around his throat. “I did warn you.” She growled as her fingers started to 

squeeze. 

“Buffy, what are…Dean?”  

Buffy’s fingers slipped as she heard Sammy’s voice behind her. 

“Sammy? Is this…” She let the question hang there as she looked down at the guy she should have 

recognised, lord knew she’d seen his picture enough in John’s study.  

Dean snarled as the blonde rolled her eyes at him. If she had any clue that he’d just been in hell, she 

wouldn’t have been so damn flippant about telling him to go there. Or maybe she would have been. 

She was the psycho trying to hurt his brother, after all. 

Panic threatened to take over as she started squeezing his throat. He tried to buck her off, but the 

petite woman was a lot stronger than she appeared. Dean wasn’t positive if he’d go right back to 

Hell, but he didn’t want to find out for sure. 

Dean’s vision started swimming when he heard Sam’s voice. He wanted to yell at his baby brother to 

get away, save himself, but he couldn’t with that woman’s hand securely around his neck.  

He took her loosening her grip on his throat as a chance to knock her hand away. Suddenly it clicked 

that she’d said her brother’s name. 

"You two know each other?!" 

Buffy stared down at Dean pretty sure she was doing an outstanding impression of a drunk goldfish 

the way her mouth kept opening and closing like she thought she could speak. 

“Dean, how?” She heard Sammy behind her and felt his hands on her tugging him off her brother. 

She let him take her willingly still trying to process this. Dean was in hell. Dean was here. This was 

confusing. 

Her mind flashed with images again. She closed her eyes, looking away, still standing there with 

Sammy holding her, hands on his waist. She made a grunting noise as she exhaled loudly trying to 

dispel the images before she opened her eyes again.  



“Why didn’t John tell us you were coming, that you were back, I could have killed you.” Anger was a 

better emotion right now than weakness. Especially as there was always the chance that this wasn’t 

Sammy’s brother.  

Dean glared at the blonde. Even though she wasn’t trying to kill him anymore, he and his sore wrist 

and neck bore her ill will at the moment. He tore his gaze away from her as soon as Sam hauled her 

petite body off of him. He wondered if they were together, shaking that thought away as irrelevant 

at the moment. 

Dean focused on Sam. Seeing his brother again was the only thing that had kept the hunter going 

while he fought and bled in his bid to escape hell. "I… I fought them sons of bitches until I found the 

weak spot between Hell and Earth." Dean murmured, his gaze still on Sam’s face, as if he were 

memorizing his brother’s features. 

The blonde’s harsh words made Dean look over at her. "John?" he barked. "I don’t know what school 

of comedy you went to, Lady, but I assure you that ain’t funny. My dad’s in Hell." He winced as he 

said that out loud. "I never was able to find him down there." Lord knows he’d tried, too. Dean had 

spent more time than he could even quantify searching the pit for his father. Demons sent him all 

over while he searched. He supposed it had something to do with his penchant for beheading them. 

“It’s not Lady, it’s Buffy and I’m not trying to be funny or cruel.” She glanced up at Sammy who had 

this stunned look, she wasn’t sure he was even registering anything that she and his brother were 

saying. She was about to speak again when she heard movement upstairs. “But I think this is a 

conversation for the car. I’ll drive.” She yanked Sammy forward by the hand, checking that Dean was 

following as they reached the impala. Sam was still in shock and she had to basically manhandle the 

giant into the back of the beast. No mean feat. This wasn’t exactly a people mover with sliding doors 

to get him in there. He just kept staring at Dean and she was pretty sure he was going to burst into 

tears before long. She wouldn’t judge him. 

Dean glared at her as she went to the driver’s side. “Just don’t okay, IF you are who you are meant 

to be I know this goes against some law but Sammy isn’t fit to drive and I don’t know you or trust 

you right now since you just split my lip open so shut your cake hole and get in the car.” 

Buffy was used to being the leader, she was used to being in charge and obeyed and her tone said 

that she wasn’t taking any argument from the guy. He’d get in or he’d stay behind. She ran a hand 

through her hair as he hesitated. “Look, Dean, please. For your brother, just trust me for five 

minutes until I can get us away from here.”  

Dean made his way to the driver’s side just as Buffy did. "You don’t trust me with MY car?” he 

argued, glaring at her something fierce. "You don’t drive my baby." Dean growled as she spoke again. 

"Fine," he said tersely. "You get five minutes behind the wheel. When the time is up, you give me the 

keys, and prepare to never be allowed to sit in that damn driver’s seat again." 

Dean glared at her one last time before hustling to the passenger’s seat, and getting in. He winced as 

Buffy adjusted the seat to Santa’s Elf position before starting his Baby up, and pulling out. “Damn 

midget.” Dean muttered under his breath. He glanced back at Sammy as Buffy drove, worried about 

the kid. He’d seemed as if he was about to fall apart at the seams as soon as he saw Dean. "How are 

you holding up, Sammy?" Dean murmured softly, realizing belatedly how stupid that question was. 



Buffy rolled her eyes and ignored Dean as she drove off. Yeah she was a shorty but she’d just proved 

it wasn’t size that counted, she could have killed him. Her ears perked when Dean spoke to his 

brother, listening as Sam just babbled about Dean being here and alive. The kid was in shock.  

“You need a whisky and a moment, Sammy boy.” It had been more than five minutes but Dean was 

focused on his brother so she drove them straight to the motel. “Okay, both of you inside and then 

we talk.” She opened the door and waited for them to go inside, squeezing Sam’s hand as he went 

by so he knew she was there for him. 

Buffy closed the door and leaned back against it. “Okay, so you want to prove to us you are who you 

say you are and then we can talk?” She didn’t mean to sound rude but she knew about skin walkers 

and body snatchers and various other nasties that could be anyone they damn well pleased and 

after the day they had had Buffy was just a little tired and not the Sushie Sunshine she could be, or 

was that had been, in another life, before hell.  

Dean ignored Buffy the whole time they were in the car. His main focus, as always, was Sam. He 

tried to keep his baby brother calm. The poor kid looked like he was in sensory overload. He hadn’t 

realized they’d made it to a motel until Buffy pulled in to the parking lot. 

Getting out, he helped Sam out as well before being led to one of the motel room doors. Dean 

growled as Buffy ordered them around. "Who the hell left Sergeant Short Stuff in charge?" The 

hunter sniped as he walked in. 

As soon as they were inside, of course Buffy had to be the one to start in on him. “Fine.” Dean 

muttered, glaring at her before turning his attention to Sam. “Here’s proof.” Dean cut himself with a 

pure silver blade, drank holy water, and performed a few other ‘I’m not a monster' tests, his gaze on 

Sammy the whole time. "Satisfied?" he muttered, directing that question at the shorty with the 

attitude. 

“I…I need a moment.” Sam replied before Buffy could agree that she was satisfied with Dean’s 

display. She was flinching inside at the sight of the blood on his arm from where he’d cut himself but 

before she dealt with that she wanted to make sure Sam was okay. She was sure but she thought 

Dean gave her the evils as she moved to stand in front of Sam, looking ridiculously short as she 

reached up and touched his cheeks making him look down at her.  

“Take a moment, I understand but you’ve only got as long as it takes me to look after your brother’s 

wound before I’m coming in to check on you, babe.” She gave him a smile and let him go into the 

bathroom. At least she could relax that the moose couldn’t fit through the tiny window in there. She 

turned back to Dean. “Right, you are Dean, I’m Buffy. We’ve got a lot to talk about but that wound 

needs to be looked at. You sit, I play nurse and you make one joke about me being a dirty little nurse 

and I put salt in that wound.” She smiled sweetly. “Okay?” She didn’t give him a chance to reply 

before she was kneeling in front of him, gently taking his arm to look at it. “How long have you been 

out?” She looked up at him and there was genuine empathy in her eyes. “I didn’t function for my 

first week…”  

"Of course, Sammy." Dean readily replied. He knew this had to be beyond a lot for his brother to 

take in. He glared at the back of Buffy’s head as she stepped in between them. Why didn’t she just 

leave so he could hug his brother, and get back to the way things used to be? He watched the petite 



blonde touch his brother’s cheek, and heard the way she spoke to him. Babe? They must be an item, 

he decided. Besides being a royal pain in the ass, he couldn’t fault Sam’s taste. 

Dean watched Sam as he shuffled in to the bathroom, now seeming to be afraid to look at Dean. He 

rolled his eyes as Buffy approached him. Any refusal of her help was cut off as she knelt in front of 

him, tenderly taking his arm. "You sure do love to give orders, Lady." He snarked, flinching as she 

spoke next.  

"About a week or so." he murmured softly. "I didn’t know you’d been in the pit as well. How long did 

it take for you to find that weak spot between here and there?" 

“I was born to give orders. I’m a slayer.” She assumed he’d know what that meant, his brother and 

father had. She was as tender as she could be as she cleaned his wound and began to dress it. “I 

didn’t fight my way out. I wish I had..” She was ashamed to say that she had already given up, she’d 

been ready to sell her soul, she had in part already started to hand it over by her actions when she’d 

been raised up. “They pulled me out, the angels.” She felt terrible, like she’d been favoured or 

something, and she felt worse about what she was going to say next. Buffy turned her eyes from his 

arm to find his eyes. “They raised me up like they did your father, and left me with him to nurse me 

back to health until I was able to start hunting with your brother.” She kept her eyes on his though 

she wanted so badly to look away. She felt horrible being the one to tell him this but she couldn’t 

exactly hide it… 

Dean rolled his eyes. "Of course you are. Well, sister, your flying ninja crap ain’t gonna cut it now 

that I’m back. You can pack your bags and go back to your watcher." The hunter was curious as the 

slayer told him she hadn’t fought her way out. His jaw clenched as did his fist as she explained what 

happened. “Let me get this straight.” He said in a deathly quiet voice. "The angels shagged ass down 

to hell in order to rescue you, then thought you needed a baby sitter so they made a return trip to 

raise my dad? What? Just so you can hunt with my brother?" That fucking stung Dean. He knew Buffy 

wasn’t lying. He didn’t know how, but he knew. He didn’t let her finish treating his cut before he 

pulled his arm away and backed up. "So you’re the chosen one twice over, and I’m some damn 

schmuck they were alright with letting stew in the pit?" 

Buffy flinched with Dean’s anger but she knew he was justified in it. “Your Dad was here before I 

was…” She said in a quiet voice, moving back away from him. She didn’t move up off the floor 

though, just sat there hands in her lap holding the remains of the dressing, eyes on the carpet as 

Dean accused her. “I don’t know how it works, how long you have to be there before the angels act.” 

Buffy had been down there for a year of the time up here, it seemed like several lifetimes she had 

been down there, that she had suffered. She didn’t look up at him, she couldn’t. His accusation’s 

hurt.  

“They didn’t shag ass down to get me. They left me there long enough for me to give up, they left 

me there to suffer more than I could bear.” Her voice was quiet, almost broken sounding as memory 

flooded her. “You think I don’t wish I could save everyone down there, you think I didn’t once ask for 

to be swapped out for you knowing you were down there and what it meant to your brother and 

father. I don’t know why they didn’t help you, maybe because they didn’t need to, maybe because 

you’re stronger than all of us.” She had no idea, she was rambling. “Maybe I should go, let you have 

time with your brother. He’s missed you so much.” She stood and didn’t look back moving to the 



small bedroom off by the kitchenette where she had been sleeping. Sam had the bed in the studio 

area of the motel room but they didn’t share a room. They weren’t together like that.  

Dean was angry, but he quieted down. He knew he was misdirecting his anger right now. The 

slayer’s words helped him put things in to perspective. A little. He ran a hand through his hair as he 

took a shaky breath. "He was here first." he mumbled. "Did he mention looking for me? Down there, 

that is." He let out a mirthless laugh. “Of course not. He didn’t even know I was down there. He 

couldn’t have.” Slowly the order of events straightened themselves out in Dean’s mind. 

Numbly, he moved over to sit on the lumpy mattress, atop the only bed in the room. "Maybe they 

knew I didn’t deserve to get rescued from the pit. Hell, I bet they’d be shocked that I even got out." 

He scrubbed a tired hand over his face. "And you’ve been watching over Sammy while I was gone?" 

Dean asked, ignoring her suggestion that she leave. He turned to watch her retreating to another 

room as he asked her, wondering what was inside that room, but too emotionally and physically 

tired to get up and find out. 

Buffy sighed as she reached the door, she had it open but she didn’t step beyond the threshold into 

the room, instead she turned and leaned against the painted wood to face Dean again. “ From what I 

know your Dad railed against everyone once he found out you were down there, he tried to make 

deals to go back. He even threatened to kill himself but he couldn’t do that to Sammy. The boy was 

broken enough, and yeah, I’ve been doing my best to look out for him and him for me. I’ve never 

been you as a partner and I’ve always known that.” She glanced to the bathroom knowing that Sam 

was probably listening in on them. She wondered if it was easier for him to let her do all this talking, 

she wouldn’t begrudge him that. 

“And you can knock off the shit about you deserving to be down there and stuck there. From all I 

know about you that’s poppy cock.” She snorted a bit as she heard Giles in her with that turn of 

phrase. “No one deserves to be down there that has an ounce of goodness in their heart.” She 

scrubbed a hand over her face, she’d struggled with the human touch since she’d been back, she had 

never exactly been good at even in the past. She remember trying to talk with one of her “arch 

enemies” once when he was going to shoot himself, she’d been awkward with a terrible bedside 

manner then too. “Neither of deserved…that….” She didn’t need details, they both knew what they 

went through down there. He’d at least had the power and strength to get out of it. 

Dean listened as Buffy spoke. That sounded like his father. After all, he was the one who made the 

deal first, in order to save his life. "Where is my dad now? Why couldn’t he be the one to look after 

Sam? No offense to you. I’m sure you did as well as anyone could, but blood should take care of 

blood." 

He flinched slightly, memories flooding his mind. He did what he could to keep them at bay, which 

usually meant drinking until he fell in to a dreamless slumber. He was stone cold sober right now, 

and this slayer was definitely helping dredge up his dear old memories from hell. "Maybe I did, 

maybe I didn’t. I just feel like I fought my way to get out of there for no reason. Sammy would have 

healed in time, and you all seem to be doing Jim Dandy without me." 

“Jim Dandy. Oh knock it off.” Buffy hissed out a breath. “Your Dad, well I think maybe he put me 

with Sammy to try and help both of us. Two lost souls and all that, and I don’t know what he’s up to. 



Something with the angels. I don’t want to know honestly. Those guys scare me almost as much as 

the fangers do. “ Buffy pinched the bridge of her nose. This was going from bad to worse in record 

time. “You think Sammy doesn’t want you back. You think he doesn’t miss you and need you every 

god damn day. You think he’s not listening right now and didn’t just hear you, you…you…” Buffy 

threw her hands up and growled. “What do you want me to say, Dean, tell me what you want to 

hear from me right now because I sure as heck seem to be saying the wrong things. God, you’re as 

bad as Angel.” She turned and threw herself face first onto her bed. She couldn’t do this. How could 

she make Dean feel better when she couldn’t even make herself feel better? She knew John had 

given her to Sammy to give her something to do. So she didn’t…do something stupid again. But she 

wasn’t going to tell Dean that, wasn’t like he gave a damn, it was all about him and she couldn’t 

blame him for that. He’d been through hell, he was bound to be bitter and upset. Weren’t they all?  

Dean’s temper was a hair trigger right now, and he exploded. "I don’t fucking know!" The hunter 

yelled at the slayer. "I don’t fucking know anything right now. All I do know is that I don’t know which 

end is up anymore. I’m drowning in a sea of ‘What The Fuck’? I’m sorry that I can’t just hop on board, 

and that I’m being a selfish prick right now, making it all about me, but it is what it is." He sagged, his 

rant taking a lot out of him. "I think Sammy would have been a lot better of if I’d never dragged him 

back in to this mess. I wish he would have gotten out of it while I was in the pit." He said quietly. 

He watched Buffy closely. "So, my dad is doing some top secret stuff for the angels?" He asked the 

slayer. "And these dudes are… scary? The winged harp players are scary?" He didn’t ask her what 

she’d meant about him being as bad as Angel, figuring she meant one of the angels with a 

particularly unoriginal name. 

Buffy just took his rant. He needed to get it out and it wasn’t like she hadn’t set it off. “Yeah, scary. 

Some of them freak me out as much as the demons.” She admitted, rolling on to her back to stare at 

the ceiling. Her fingers raked through her hair, nails glancing her scalp almost painfully but at least 

she felt something, right? “I still don’t even know that they’re the good guys and I don’t trust them.” 

Eventually she moved up on her elbows to look back through the door at Dean. 

“I know that this is hard for you and I wish I could say that it’s going to get better. But I suck at pep 

talks and I’ve never been good at lying. Giles could attest to that. We’ll he would…” She sighed and 

then just blurted out. “I’m not going to come in the way of your family. I know I’m the outsider, you 

don’t need to worry.” She sunk back down to look skyward again, she just…she wasn’t good with 

people and feelings anymore.  

Dean frowned as he watched Buffy. "Let me get this straight. I just found out that angels are in fact 

real, and oh yeah, they’re shady as all fuck, too?" He let out a deep sigh as she looked back at him, 

her emerald green eyes reflecting the dim light from the motel room. “I should have figured that, 

knowing my family’s luck.” 

He snorted softly. “At least you’re not a liar.” Dean mumbled, relieved about that. He could handle a 

lot of things, but a liar wasn’t one of them. He thought that was hypocritical of himself, seeing as his 

job made him lie every damn day, but he was who he was. He tilted his head as he watched her. 

"What about your family? The have to be missing you. Or at least some friend?" Dean wondered if 

this Giles person, most likely her watcher was near by, just waiting to fetch her when she wasn’t 

needed anymore. 



“They think I’m dead and it’s better for them to think that. I’m not the same Buffy. Even before I got 

to down, I wasn’t the Buffy they wanted or needed, so now…” Buffy shrugged. “Your Dad is right, it’s 

better for them to think I’m resting in peace, up in heaven with a harp of my own, or something.” 

Heaven hadn’t been like that at all but that was something else she just couldn’t talk about either. 

“They all think I’m gone and this time they’ve all moved on. They’re better off, and they come first.” 

Buffy sighed and ran her hand over her face again. “You should go see Sammy, he’s probably dying 

to hug you or whatever brothers do.” Thinking about the ones she’d lost made her even more 

melancholy, it wasn’t like she hadn’t lost some of them before she died as it was. Angelus…the name 

made her heart ache. But she was used to him being gone…the others…Willow, Xander, Dawn, Giles, 

especially, it still hurt but it was the right thing for them. And if she could do the right thing for 

someone’s sake then she would.  

Dean frowned as Buffy spoke. If Buffy had family out there, or folks that were like family, why would 

his father think they’d be better off without her? John Winchester had changed a lot since the last 

time Dean had seen him. He was sure he had as well. Time, and being in Hell will do that to you. He 

suddenly felt like shit. Here he was with his brother, and Buffy had no one. Well, besides his brother 

as well. "I’m sorry." he muttered before moving over to the bathroom door. 

Dean knocked on the bathroom door before trying the handle. The door was unlocked, so he 

stepped right on in. “Sammy,” Dean said, looking at his brother. Sam didn’t say anything back, he 

just took two giant strides towards Dean and grabbed in in to a bear hug. Dean wrapped his arms 

around his brother, aware that Sam was shaking as he cried. “I’m here, Sammy. I’m here.” Dean 

murmured, trying to rock his big moose of a brother. 

Buffy could hear the two of them in there as they talked, well as Dean talked. He was the one who 

had been through hell and yet, he was the big brother and so he was there for Sam who needed him. 

Buffy understood, she was the big sister and though Dawn hadn’t truly been there the whole time it 

didn’t matter. Buffy was the big sister, she got it. 

Quietly she slipped out of the room and gave them some time together, she went down the road 

and got take out and the biggest pie she could find. Sammy used to go on about it every time they 

had pie. Dean and pie were about as close as Dean and his car. Like Willow and magic, like Spike and 

that god damn Buffy bot. She got beer and she got bourbon, enough that they could all get drunk 

enough to ease the emotions tonight, and there would be a whole mess of those. Giles would be so 

disappointed in her if he knew how much she drank now, she could see him taking off his glasses, 

polishing them as he turned that look on her. The one that was worse than any lecture.  

She planned to sneak in and set things up but the boys were back in the main room as she came in, 

loaded up with her purchases. “Little help? I’m just a helpless female here.” She heard Sam snort but 

he was soon lifting the beer out of her hands.  

Eventually Sam calmed down enough to finally speak. "I tried to get you out of there, you know." the 

teary eyed moose of a man finally said. Dean had managed to get the two of them back to the main 

bedroom, and they sat side by side on the lumpy mattress. 



"I know you did, Sammy." The older hunter murmured, assuring his baby brother. He knew it was 

true, too. There would be no way that if the roles had been reversed, he wouldn’t have stopped until 

he got Sammy topside again. 

Sam took a ragged breath, looking away before he focused on Dean again. "What was it like, Dean?" 

"Man, you don’t even want to know." Dean said in a sharper tone than he had meant. It was his turn 

to sigh, and he put on a cocky grin. "It’s like Florida, but with less bad drivers, and no mixed drinks." 

He said, trying to make a joke. 

Sam stared at him for a moment before chuckling slightly. “I supposed you’re not going to tell me 

what it was like, huh?” 

Dean shrugged slightly. "Not right now at least. It’s too soon, Sammy." He muttered quietly, hoping 

his brother wouldn’t push. 

Sensing his mood, Sam didn’t push. He just patted Dean’s shoulder twice. "I’m glad you’re back, 

Man." 

"So am I." Dean replied, just as the door opened. He stood up as Buffy came in, laden down with 

food and drink. Dean stood as Buffy spoke and Sam snorted. "I’ll give you a hand." The older hunter 

said as he strode over. 

Dean relieved Buffy of half of the stuff as Sam took the other half. Placing the packages on the table 

by the wall, Dean turned to Buffy. "Can I talk to you in private?" He turned to look at Sam who’d also 

put the things he’d taken from Buffy down on the table. “You good with that, Sammy? It’ll only be a 

minute or two.” 

Buffy looked at Dean, eyes blinking rapidly. A talk in private usually meant she’d done something 

wrong, or someone had to be killed or have some act of magic forced upon them…usually Xander. 

“Um, yeah sure.”  

Her eyes darted to Sam who was unpacking the food and grabbing plates, he didn’t look worried so 

she tried to not let her active imagination get the better of her. She did wonder what they had 

discussed in her absence, had Sam complained about her? Had something else happened? There 

was her imagination again. Always leaping to the worst conclusion. She put her purse down on the 

couch and gestured for Dean to follow her into her bedroom, closing the door behind them for the 

privacy he had requested. 

"What’s wrong?" She turned to face him as she sat on the edge of the bed, flicking her fingernails 

against each other, an annoying new nervous habit she’d picked up.  

Sam nodded at Dean as he unpacked the food. “Yeah, Man. Don’t take too long, though. I might end 

up eating your pie.” He teased his brother as he took the pie box out of the bag. 

"Oh, that’s just cruel, little brother." Dean muttered before following Buffy. He sighed as she turned 

to face him. The slayer looked worried. Who wouldn’t, what with someone asking to speak in 

private? That generally didn’t bode well for the tone of the conversation. 



"I wanted to thank you for keeping Sam alive. He means the world to me, so I thank you for that." He 

sighed deeply. "Also, it seems like we’ll be a hunting trio now, huh? I just want you to know as a 

fellow… survivor, I’ll try not to give you shit, alright?" He snorted. "Just know, I drive the Impala, and I 

get to pick the music." Dean added, grinning to show that he was teasing her… sort of. 

"You’re welcome, and he’s not exactly not kicking ass to keep himself alive. He’s saved my keister 

more than once." Buffy smiled, relieved that this wasn’t some attack or intervention type deal. He 

kept on talking and Buffy just kind of stared at him for a moment, she registered his words as she 

took note of a few marks and scars that lined his throat and what she could see of his chest in that T-

shirt, signs of the hunt. "Wait, you want me to stick around? I figured now that you were back my 

feet would be hitting the payment, maybe back to John to work under him again…" She got a mental 

image at that and had to blink it away as that was not at all what she meant. "Try not to give me 

shit? From all I know about you isn’t that like a signature move for you? You don’t need to do me 

any favours though, I don’t want to be treated like I’m weak and broken and can’t be treated like 

anyone else, in fact you treat me like that and it’ll be more than shit you get from me." She smiled to 

try and lessen the word’s impact, though she did in part mean it. She let the comment about him 

driving and the music pass, they’d negotiate that soon enough if she was staying. 

Dean smiled, pride evident in his eyes. "I know Sammy can kick some ass. He’s the best of the best. 

That last year, though, while we waited for my deal to come due? The boy was a wreck. I can’t 

imagine how he felt when it happened." The hunter crossed his arms over his chest, feeling 

somewhat uncomfortable with the way the slayer was observing him. It was like she was trying to 

see down to his soul. Dean flinched as she mentioned working with his father again. He let that slide, 

though. It would do no good to act like a jealous brat who wanted daddy’s attention. He shrugged 

slightly. "I figured you’d want to stick around. Was I wrong about that? If you and Sam saved each 

others’ asses while I was gone, I can’t see why that needs to stop, even with me back." Dean wasn’t a 

fool. Things would be cramped with a third person in the Impala, especially a female. He was sure it 

could work, though. More importantly, he felt like it had to work out. He couldn’t explain why, he 

just had a gut feeling about that. Dean quirked a brow at Buffy. "You want me to treat you like I treat 

everyone else? Suit yourself sister." He smiled back at her, letting her know he’d be more than happy 

to give her as much shit as he gives Sammy. 

"I’d like to stick around, I just figured…three’s company, you know." Buffy replied. It would take 

some getting used to, she’d only just started getting used to this life with Sammy and now things 

were changing again. She realised something as she looked at Dean and realised how much like his 

father he looked. "John doesn’t know you’re back does he?" Buffy’s lips curled into a frown as she 

thought about how awkward that conversation might be. "Do you want to call him? Or should be 

just surprise him?" She’d pay good money to see the great John Winchester lost for words, or Bobby 

for that matter.  

Buffy pushed up off the bed again and went to the door. “Should we have this conversation with 

Sammy, before he starts assuming Hell is like prison and there is a reason you took the first blonde 

you could find out back for some private time.” She snorted, she hadn’t even let anyone touch her in 

the most innocent of ways when she’d returned. She’d shied like a wild horse if anyone came close 

after what she’d endured down there.  



"Funny, I always heard three is a crowd. Unless you live in one of the Roper’s apartment building." 

Dean commented. He shrugged slightly. "I’d guess not." The hunter admitted. He thought for a 

moment, biting his lip. "I think surprising him might not end too well for us, well, me that is. I think 

we should call the old man up." 

Dean stared blankly at Buffy as she stood up, momentarily not getting what she meant. Then he 

snorted as he moved to pass her. “Oh sugar, Sammy knows you’re not my type.” He winked at her as 

he opened the door, and went back to where Sammy was. 

"Damn, Is this a feast, or is this a feast?" Dean muttered as he looked at the spread Buffy had 

brought them back. 

Buffy grumbled under her breath that she’d made an idiot of herself, wasn’t exactly her first time or 

anything but she still grumbled anyway like a petulant child. She’d meant three was a crowd not 

company but it seemed her mother watching that show had corrupted her mind. A shadow of 

sadness passed over her face as Buffy thought about her late mother, flashing back to the day she’d 

found her on the couch. She pushed it away again and focused back on the boys and the food. 

"I’ll have you know that you wouldn’t be my type first so I win." Her retort made little sense but 

Buffy was sure she’d have a better comeback come two am. 

"Yeah he doesn’t have fangs." Sammy teased and Buffy groaned.  

"Just hush you." She waggled a finger at Sammy as she slipped into a seat at the table snagging a 

wonton. She was going to need to have a serious workout in the morning with the amount of food 

she’d purchased, but she did that anyway every morning. Giles would be so proud.  

Dean frowned as he watched sadness flit over Buffy’s face. He had a brief internal debate on 

whether or not he should ask her about it. He came down on the side of no, on account that he 

wasn’t Sammy, and he didn’t do that feelings crap well at all. 

Dean snorted. "I’ll have you know I’m everyone’s type. Besides, I said it first, so I win." The hunter 

retorted, a smug smirk on his face. 

Dean’s eyebrows rose at Sam’s teasing comment. "You kill ‘em after you have your way with ‘em? Is 

that in the slayer handbook?" He teased as he sat down. Dean reached for a paper plate and loaded 

it up with food, his stomach in violent agreement that he needed to chow down. 

Buffy had nearly drained her first bottle of beer before she replied to Dean. “It wasn’t in the slayer 

handbook, in case it kind of went against it, but he had a soul…” She trailed off, Dean was never 

likely to understand what it had been between her and Angel, the way Sammy talked it didn’t sound 

like Dean was the kind of guy who believed in love. The term Manwhore had been raised by more 

than one person, he’d never understand why Buffy had done what she had done. Not that it 

mattered, whatever she felt for Angel he had his new life now and was probably happy, or as happy 

as he was allowed to be.  

"It was a one time deal." She got a bit shifty at that, though she hadn’t loved the last vampire in her 

life. They had still…knocked boots so to speak. It didn’t all matter anyway, she wasn’t going to be 

knocking boots with anyone, she just couldn’t imagine wanting anyone or being wanted. Who wants 



the little girl with blood on their soul and hell in her veins? No one would ever understand what it 

was to be her and she couldn’t just jump into bed with someone, she’d never been able to. Her 

heart and emotions always wanted in on that train.  

Dean shoveled food in to his mouth like it was going out of style. He snorted as Buffy spoke. "He had 

a soul? That sounds like a loud of crap. Eh, People are supposed to have souls, but have of them are 

crazier than any demon I’ve ever encountered." The hunter mumbled through a mouth full of food. 

He hadn’t thought that the slayer had once been a love struck woman, but apparently she had been. 

He only hoped she wasn’t the type to squee over puppies and babies. 

"Hey, you don’t need to defend your lifestyle choices to me. I’ve made more than my share of 

questionable choices when it came to bed partners. Especially that waitress in Tampa." Dean 

shuddered as he remembered the rash she had given him. 

Buffy just listened quietly as Sam proceeded to tease Dean with what she imagined was every 

woman he’d slept with…the list…it was long. Buffy felt almost prudish that she could count her sex 

partners on her hands.  

"So, uh, before we crack open the bourbon should we be ringing you guys Dad?" She interrupted as 

Sam started to get a little graphic which was bound to set her cheeks a blazing. She pushed her 

empty plate away and burped, quickly covering her mouth as she turned red. "Opps, excuse me." 

Dean fought the urge to squirm as Sam listed every conquest Dean had had. That he’d known about 

anyway. Normally he’d be bragging, adding in details that he either made up, or that were too good 

to pass up telling his baby brother. Having Buffy there made him a bit uneasy about it, though. The 

hunter hid it well with his usual cocky swagger. 

Dean frowned as he turned to Buffy, contemplating her question. "Yeah, I say we give him a call 

before we all start slurring our words." He knew they had to get the call over with. As much as he 

wanted to see his father again, hell, to even just hear his voice, he knew John Winchester would give 

him the third degree. It’s what Dean would have done. The hunter laughed and swatted Buffy on the 

back as she burped. "Next time try to say a word when you burp. Sam can curse me out, all in burps." 

"Sure" Buffy burped the word back at Dean and dissolved into giggles. Two beers and she was 

giggling. She’d always been a cheap drunk. Though thankfully this beer wasn’t going to lead to a 

repeat performance from grunt Buffy. She managed to reign her giggles back in though, the look 

Dean was giving her wasn’t helping though.  

Sam chuckled and pulled out his phone. “So giggling Gertz, Dean, how do we think this conversation 

should go down?” 

Buffy shrugged, she wasn’t sure at all. If it had been Giles she would have planned it in great detail to 

provide the biggest reaction, but Daddy Winchester wasn’t Giles. Not by a long shot.  

Dean watched Buffy as she burped the world ‘Sure’ at him. He chuckled and made a silly face at her. 

“See? You’re learning! You’ll be burping out ‘Go Fuck Yourself’ in no time at all.” The hunter glanced 

at the two empty beer bottles in front of the slayer as she giggled. It appeared to not take much to 

make their small companion tipsy. 



Dean snorted as Buffy shrugged. "You’re a great help." He snarked, tossing a balled up napkin at her. 

“I think you should make the call, Buffy. My dad might not believe that Sammy was thorough enough 

in finding out that I was really me. He’ll believe you since you have no emotional attachment to me. 

Just tel him how things went down, and hand the phone to me.” 

"Gee, thanks." Buffy sighed but she could see the logic in it. She gave Dean a look as Sammy leaned 

over and slipped the phone into her hand. "And am I likely to be telling you to go…fudge yourself 

often?"  

Buffy slipped out of her chair needing to stand for this phone call. She ended up standing behind 

Dean’s chair since she was going to be passing the phone down to him shortly. her hand resting 

against the back of his chair. She made the call and lifted the phone to her ear, her heart deciding it 

needed to skip faster and make her more nervous about this. 

"John, hey, it’s me." She smiled some as he greeted her. "We’re fine, it went off with only a few 

hitches. Yeah Sammy is in once piece." She listened for a few moments as he started talking. "John, 

hey whoa, can you let me talk for a moment, hun? Look, we had one big hitch that I need to talk to 

you about. There was…he was…uh, look, a guy showed up and attacked me, he thought I was 

hurting Sam…no John, I’m fine honestly. You know me…no John, wait. I’m trying to tell you that your 

son is back. It was Dean…it is Dean. We’ve done every test. It’s him." Buffy blinked at the sudden 

sound on the phone. "John…John are you crying?"  

Dean shrugged slightly. “Most likely, knowing me. Remember, you are the one that wanted me to 

give you no special treatment.” The hunter reminded the slayer. 

He shared a look with Sam as Buffy went to go get the phone. The Winchester brothers hadn’t lost 

their ability to converse without any words. Dean was relieved by that. It came in handy while 

working cases. 

Dean listened as Buffy spoke to his father on the phone, straining his hearing to hear his father’s side 

of the conversation. He whipped his head around so fast, he winced at the pain in his neck. John 

Winchester was crying? He glanced back at Sam, and mouthed 'What the hell?' as his younger 

brother gave him a helpless shrug. Dean turned back to Buffy, and motioned for her to give him the 

phone. 

 “Clearing your throat. Right. Whatever you say there, Sugar.” Buffy snorted as John got his 

composure back, she was probably going to get hell from him at some point for the fact she’d just 

insinuated to his son’s he was crying. She didn’t get the macho thing, well she did in some ways. She 

knew what it was to hide what you were feeling but it wasn’t for the reason of seeming tougher. 

Boys were in fact allowed to cry and show emotion.   

Buffy handed the phone over to Dean and squeezed his shoulder before she stepped away from him, 

snagging another beer and the bourbon before dropping down on the little couch in the room, 

figuring that this was between Sam, Dean and their Dad, she was just sort of a third…or fourth kind 

of wheel.  

Dean snorted as Buffy clearly gave his father a hard time. He imagined John would have smacked 

him or Sam upside the head if either of them had teased him like that. 



He flinched slightly as Buffy squeezed his shoulder. Dean took the phone from her and mouthed 

'Thank you' to her. "Hey, Dad. Yes, it’s me. I’m… well, I’m alive and kicking. I want to see you, too. 

When can we meet up? Oh.. you’re busy until the end of the months. No, I get it, angel stuff. Buffy 

and Sam filled me in. We’ll stay in contact? Sweet. Here’s Sam." He handed the phone over to Sam as 

he stood up, deciding to get some fresh air. 

Buffy could not believe what she was hearing, she wasn’t surprised but she couldn’t believe it either. 

John had gone from being an emotional father to an emotionless hunter in the blink of an eye and 

that had to suck the big one for Dean. She watched him leave as Sam took the phone. She could see 

Dean’s body language, you could basically see the guy shutting down. She waited a few minutes and 

then sighed, grabbing the bourbon bottle and following him outside.  

“Here.” It was all she said as she handed the bottle over to Dean. She figured he wouldn’t want to 

talk but the boozy booze helped, she knew that, and he looked like he could use a little comfort of 

the liquid kind.  

Dean shut the door quietly behind him as he went outside. As soon as he was out there, he 

stretched, letting out a yawn as he did so. He hadn’t been sleeping much. Well, as little as he could 

get by with, really. During the day, he could block out the memories, but at night? The dreams were 

vicious. He found himself self-medicating more and more just to get some peace when he did sleep. 

Right now, the hunter stared unseeingly at the dirty parking lot, lost in thought. Had he really 

expected any different from John Winchester? He loved his father, but sometimes the man could be 

a cold bastard. Dean often wondered if he’d imagined his father being kind before that fateful night. 

The thought of it alone was enough to bring back the memories of the fire. Dean could have sworn 

he could smell the sickly burning scent of burning flesh, and feel the warmth of the fire years later, 

and far away from the location of where it had happened. 

Dean snapped out of his thoughts as he heard the door open and close again. He was about to ask 

Sammy what their father had said to him, when he heard Buffy’s voice. From the corner of his eye, 

the hunter noticed the slayer move to stand next to him, offering him the bottle of bourbon as she 

did so. 

"Thanks," Dean gruffly replied before putting the bottle to his lips. He took a drink of the amber 

liquid, feeling the familiar burn as it slid down his throat. A long moment passed with Dean still 

staring out at the parking lot, Buffy silent by his side. “He’s a damn good hunter, you know.” He 

didn’t know why he always felt the knee jerk reaction to defend his father, but he did. Old habits 

died hard, and his old man did go to Hell just to save his life. 

"Hey, I didn’t say anything." Buffy held her hands up in mock surrender. "He seems like a good 

hunter." She leaned against the outside of the room feeling the rough texture of the bricks through 

the thin cotton of her t-shirt. It was a bit cooler out here now than it had been when she’d gone on 

the dinner run. She rubbed her hands over her arms and it took her a moment to realise it wasn’t 

just because of the cold.  

She blinked as the bottle suddenly appeared in her line of sight, she’d zoned out and had no idea if 

Dean had said anything more or not. She took the bottle and let the bourbon run down her throat as 

she tipped her head and bottle back before swallowing. She pulled a face, she would never get used 



to having spirits neat. “Sorry I went space cadet on you.” She gave him a half smile and made a 

sound that was suspiciously like a snort. She had no idea what to say, she just knew, as a fellow 

vacationer in the hell dimensions she wanted to, well, help. Which was kind of foolish, it wasn’t like 

anyone was really able to help her. Not with the big stuff, not with the stuff on the inside.  

"I know you didn’t. It’s just.. Uh.. a reflex is all." Dean muttered before taking another swig of the 

bourbon. The alcohol helped warm him up some as a slight breeze blew through the dirty parking 

lot. Dean turned to Buffy, frowning as he saw she was wearing such a thin t-shirt. A girl that petite 

must be chilly. He offered her the bottle of bourbon, having to sort of wave it under her nose until 

she took it. 

"It’s alright. I think I’ve been a fellow cadet lately." The hunter stepped back so he could lean on the 

wall next to the slayer. "It’s weird being back. I know that’s the understatement of the year, but it is. 

Things are… different than I thought they’d be while I was hacking and slashing my way out of hell." 

He sighed softly, sure Buffy didn’t know what he was talking about. Talking about feelings was Sam’s 

thing, and Dean was sure he wasn’t making much sense now that he was trying. 

"I thought the world would have stopped, just a little bit without me, that everyone would be 

waiting for me, there would be celebrations and hugs. Lots of hugs. I thought everyone would be 

lining up to hug me, the girl who returned again. The girl who came back from hell, the girl who 

clawed her way out of the ground again. But the world kept moving on and no one was waiting." 

Buffy replied, bottle still resting against her lips as if she would take another drink. She’d never 

admitted that to anyone. She wasn’t sure why she was admitting it to Dean now. Maybe because he 

might in some small way understand. 

A couple wandered down the footpath across the road, not even noticing Dean and Buffy across for 

them and it seemed a perfect example of how the world was. “They don’t know, they don’t know 

any of it and they’d fall apart if they knew.” Since she’d become the slayer Buffy had been meant to 

just accept all the darkness in the world, the vampires, the demons, the men with delusions of 

power, the boys with questionable moral decisions, all of it. She’d been a kid and meant to deal with 

it and not fall apart, now she knew even more about the darkness and again she was meant to just 

keep fighting, save the world while no one knew, no one said thank you and no one really cared if 

she lived or died doing it. The Scooby Gang had always cared but even they had done what they had 

to do and now they lived happy lives without the patrols and constant danger. Buffy was happy for 

them but it didn’t make it any easier for her.  

Dean listened to Buffy, a look of empathy on his face. “I never expected that.” he admitted quietly. “I 

sort of expected to just be able to slip back in to my old role. You know, the wise cracking, pie loving 

bad ass with a bitchin’ ride.” He sighed softly, and shrugged. "I expected things to go back to normal 

when I went and got Sam from Stanford too, and it really didn’t play out that way. You’d think I 

would have learned my lesson, eh?" 

Dean glanced at the couple and then back at Buffy. "They can’t know." The hunter agreed with the 

slayer. "Most of these poor schmucks would ruin their pants if they knew. The other schmucks? 

They’d go out and do something stupid. Get themselves killed." Dean’s mind flashed to Randall. Poor 

Randall, and his belief in the Mandroid. He’d done such good leg work too, only to get shot down. 



Dean shook his head as if trying to rid himself of the memory. "I don’t envy the schmucks, though. I 

tell ya. Ignorance is not bliss." 

"Guess I shot that horse in the face for you, sorry." Buffy finally took that drink and pulled another 

almost comical face as it burned on the way down before handing the bottle back to Dean. "Learning 

a lesson, hmmm, I think according to Giles I was meant to do that, not sure I ever did. Mustn’t have 

if I ended up dead again." This time she really did snort her laughter, it wasn’t really laughter just a 

sudden noise to accompany her words. 

She looked over at the couple again as they disappeared around the corner down the road and out 

of sight and soon enough out of memory. “I don’t know, I think sometimes I might have actually 

managed at least a few weeks of happiness in a row if I was living in ignorance. I guess it just wasn’t 

on the cards for you or me, we didn’t pick the life… it was given to us without a returns card.”  

Dean snorted. "Don’t give yourself that much credit. I’m sure reality is the one that shot that in the 

face." It was meant to be a joke, but the hunter was sure his words had come out harsher than he’d 

meant them to. He watched her make a face again as she drank the bourbon. If things had been 

different, he might have been laughing at her by now. Instead he just shrugged. “I suppose you also 

wouldn’t be working with the infamous Winchester brothers either.” 

"I used to think that way, but I found out, being like one of those schmucks? It ain’t what it’s cracked 

up to be. I’d rather know what’s out there, and be prepared than live in ignorance." Dean didn’t want 

to dwell on the fact that he probably thought that way due to the fact that his normal life had ended 

with that house fire in Lawrence, Kansas. 

"I’m just so honoured that a little nothing like a slayer could work with you two buttheads." Buffy let 

out a little giggle at that, she couldn’t help the cartoon picture of butt heads in her head and she 

could imagine the giggles it would give Xander. They had been friends for so long now, she kept 

going to tell him and Willow things, only they weren’t there.  

"I tried to leave it all behind but it doesn’t work that way. Once a slayer, always a slayer." She 

glanced at the door as it opened and a head popped out.  

"Do I smell or something?" 

"You reek Sammy, you smell of BO and VampO." Buffy gave him a smile and pushed off the wall, 

stumbling a bit as the bourbon she’d had confused her feet as to how they were meant to work. 

"Everything okay with your Dad?" 

"Yeah, he’s got a job for us. But we can talk about that tomorrow. Tonight we could just celebrate 

having Chinese, or anything else of any importance that might have happened today." Sam grinned 

and it made Buffy’s smile grow, he had one of those infectious smiles that you just couldn’t not smile 

when around.  

"Damn right you’re honored." Dean said smugly. "People have been lining up to work with us 

Buttheads. No one knows how to turn an impending apocalypse in to a three ring circus full of drama 

like the Winchester brothers can." 



Dean nodded. "Ain’t that the truth? I honestly wouldn’t know what to do with myself if I tried to go 

all Regular Joe. I’ve been on the road since I was four. My dad raised Sammy and me to be warriors. 

It’s all I know. Sammy, on the other hand.." 

He stopped when he heard the door open up. He snorted and pretended to sniff his brother. "Wow, 

VampO does not mix well with your usual moose musk, my brother." Dean teased him. 

He nodded, not surprised that John would have a job for them already. No rest for the wicked, after 

all. 

Dean found himself grinning as his baby brother did. “I think Chinese food is all the reason we need 

to celebrate. Let’s go inside before we have a slayercicle on our hands.” 

“Slayercicle?” Buffy grinned as she got ushered inside dropping down onto the couch once she was 

there and snagging the bottle back from Dean’s hands. She wanted to ask Sam what the job was, it 

would give her something to think on for the night, but Sam had made his decision and she’d respect 

that he wanted to just enjoy having his brother back for a few minutes without work coming in to it.  

“So I get the impression I should be showering?” Sam sat down on the edge of the bed closest to the 

couch and Buffy offered him the bottle as he leaned over and grabbed a glass off the table.  

“Well, only if you want snuggles.” Buffy winked as he took the bottle from her. They closest they’d 

ever come to snuggling was Sam holding her through a break down. “You need to be quicker, see I 

didn’t get anything on me and I took out twice as many as you.” She teased the man who sometimes 

felt like he was twice her tiny height. She had the advantage that she was designed to fight 

vampires, when it came to the other nasties Sam could often outshine her. “Well other than this 

blood.” She pointed down to her shirt where her lip had dripped on it. “But that wasn’t a vampire, 

that was from a big idiot.” She half laughed and shot a look at Dean. He wasn’t getting away with 

punching her that easily.  

"Yeah, A frozen slayer. Though, I reckon we’d have to shove a stick up your ass to make you a 

slayercicle." Dean mused as he ushered her and Sam back in to the motel room. He wouldn’t have 

either one of them getting colds and whining about it on his watch. 

Dean snorted as Sam grabbed the bottle from Buffy. "You are a bio-hazard right now, little brother." 

He teased his moose of a brother. He quirked an eyebrow, unsure if the slayer was just teasing about 

the cuddles or not. He figured either way, it wasn’t his business, unless she hurt him. 

Dean rolled his eyes as Buffy called him out of punching her. He wasn’t even sorry. At the time, it 

appeared she was going after Sam, so he had did what he had to do. "Seems to me like you owe me a 

thank you, Sugar. You know, for alerting you to the fact that you’re getting a bit rusty when it comes 

to telling danger is coming right at ya." 

“No one is sticking a stick up my bottom!” Buffy’s eyes went wide and she kicked out a foot in Dean’s 

direction as Sam headed for the bathroom tugging off his t-shirt. “And I am not rusty, I was 

distracted by saving your baby brother’s backside again.” She tucked her legs underneath her. Truth 

was she was rusty and she knew it, she was working out the kinks though, training hard every 

morning. Giles would be so proud. 



“What about you, you were nearly killed my a 5 foot nothing little blonde girl. Now that’s rusty.” She 

poked her tongue out at him as she picked up the bourbon bottle and held it out to Dean.  

Dean actually laughed as he dodged Buffy’s kick. “We gotta save that for your birthday then?” The 

hunter teased the slayer, waiting for her to try to kick him again. He turned to watch Sam head 

towards the bathroom. "Don’t use up all the hot water, Sasquatch." He snorted as Sam just flipped 

him off before closing the bathroom door. “That’s my boy.” 

Dean took the bottle from Buffy, watching her legs for a sneak kick. "I had that under control. I was 

lulling you in to a false sense of security. Making you think you had the upper hand, but I had a plan." 

Dean assured her before taking a swig of bourbon.  

“Were you planning to put your plan into motion before you passed out because you were heading 

down that path, babe.” Buffy teased, she felt bad though, she had honestly been close to killing him, 

if Sam hadn’t shown up. She shook her head at that thought, how upset Sam would have been, Dean 

fighting his way back to his baby brother only to have her kill him. It was an upsetting thought. Then 

again most of hers were. 

“For the record, I would have felt bad after I killed you.” 

Dean snorted. "I so had you played. You believed I was about to pass out? Damn, I’m a good actor." 

Dean bluffed with all the swagger he could manage. The truth was, she almost at least made him 

pass out, and that scared Dean. He really needed to get back to basics. Hone his hunting skills before 

he really did get his ass killed, and sent back to hell. 

Dean rolled his eyes. "Bad enough to forgo the Chinese food feast, or just bad enough to listen to 

Taylor Swift?" 

“Liar.” Buffy pulled out a cushion from behind her and threw it at Dean almost knocking the bottle 

from his hand. “And I’m not going to listen to Taylor Swift for you. I’m more of an indie rock girl. 

Taylor would be worse than being back in hell.” Buffy snorted. “But I would have forgone dinner. 

Bottle…” She held out her hand for the bottle from Dean, listening to the sound of the running water 

in the bathroom. “I shouldn’t go too hard on this should I if I want to be okay for training in the 

morning…” It was a hard balance to help herself sleep and not be a train wreck in the morning. Hung 

over Buffy was a grumpy bum.  

Dean grunted as the flying pillow made contact with him. The hunter stumbled, but didn’t drop the 

bourbon. "It’s the truth." He snorted at the slayer. "Indie Rock?" Dean asked incredulously? Nothing 

beat Metallica and AC/DC as far as he was concerned. "So, Twiggy wouldn’t eat. That doesn’t seem 

like it would be different from your usual routine." He commented as he handed her the bottle, 

shrugging slightly. "I tend to run hard until I vomit. That usually helps a lot. That and staying 

hydrated." 

“I’ll have a glass of water and two aspirin as I fall into bed, it helps a lot.” Buffy replied before taking 

a long drink, her comical face making a reappearance and she appeared to be breathing fire. “And I 

do eat, I couldn’t survive if I ate like a super model. I skip even one meal and I’m more than likely 

passing out during my training sessions.” She leaned over and poked Dean in the knee. “So there, 



Deany bear.” She blinked. “I have no idea where that came from but it rhymed…” She looked at him, 

at the look on his face and started giggling, managing to spill bourbon down her chin.  

"Try Vitamin B12 and a ton of water. Sammy should have some." Dean chuckled at the face Buffy 

made as she drank the bourbon down. She was nothing if not entertaining. "Sounds like you eat 

more than my brother." The hunter commented, giving the slayer an odd look when she poked his 

knee. "That didn’t rhyme, and I think you should be cut off." He chuckled as she spilled bourbon 

down her chin. "Someone’s got a hole in their chin!" Dean teased as he grabbed the bottle from 

Buffy. He put it to his lips and tilted his head back, taking a long swig of the stuff. 

** 

“Bear and there do so rhyme.” Buffy frowned growing confused. “Don’t they? They do in my head. 

There bear there bear there bear there bear….now they just both sound weird.” She looked down at 

her hand, it was empty, had it been empty before? She looked around and saw Dean drinking with a 

smile on his lips. She gasped and stabbed a finger in the air. “You stole it, you stole it right out of my 

hands. Thief!”  

The door opened behind her and she heard Sam chuckling. She turned to find him in a towel and she 

might have stared one or two seconds too long before she looked away and covered her eyes. 

“Forgot my clean clothes.” He explained. “And don’t poke the air like that, Buffy, you might kill a 

fairy.” 

“Fairies are not real, and if they were I reckon they’d be as mean as a vermicious knid. Mmm 

snozberries.” Buffy made a happy noise as if she even knew what a snozberry tasted like.  

Dean snorted at Buffy. "You got me there, Shakespeare. You’re still drunk, though." The hunter 

swallowed the bourbon and chuckled at the slayer as she wildly pointed in his general direction. 

“Thief? I rescued the bourbon from ending up all over your shirt. It’s a crime to waste mediocre 

hooch, slayer.” 

Dean didn’t miss the way Buffy gaped at Sam in his towel. The hunter thought it might take some 

time to work out what had taken place between those two while he was in the deep fryer. "You 

always do, Sammy. You would have made a terrible boy scout." 

Sam snorted at Dean after chastising Buffy about potential fairy homicide. "I’d be a better boy scout 

than you, Dude. Your idea of camping provisions extends to a giant bag of peanut M&Ms." 

Dean just shrugged. "It came in handy." He turned and laughed at Buffy. "You are drunker than I 

thought you were." He put the bottle of bourbon on the table and walked over to Buffy, patting her 

on the shoulder. "Let’s get you to bed. Sleep it off. Yeah?" 

“To bed, Watson.” Buffy pointed to the bedroom, stood up and then fell straight back down onto the 

couch again. “Who put that wall there.” 

Sam and Dean exchanged a look regarding her invisible wall. “Don’t look at me, man I don’t know. 

She’s drunker than she has been since we started hunting.” Sam pulled his t-shirt on and then 

tugged on some sweats before tossing the towel aside.  



“You’re drunk.” The little blonde pointed her finger at Sam accusingly. “And tall. Too tall. Is the air 

thin up there giant boy. How do your girls even kiss you without being on stilts.” Buffy blinked as she 

started to go a little crosseyed and slide sideways across the couch. “Who put something in my 

drink?”  She felt arms come around her as she slid and then lift her into the air. 

“Dude, she doesn’t….” Sam stopped as Buffy didn’t even flinch to be picked up by his brother. 

“Guess she’s too drunk to mind right now.” Sam shrugged, it was either that or because Dean had 

been where Buffy had she didn’t mind touching. She’d nearly broken his wrist once when he’d 

placed his hand on the small of her back to push her forward.  

Dean glanced at Sam, giving him a questioning look as Buffy continued to show just how drunk she 

was. "Really? Gee, I wonder what caused such a change in her drinking behavior." He pondered out 

loud, sounding very sarcastic. He always had such an interesting effect on people, and he guessed 

Buffy was no exception. 

He snorted at her question to Sam, guessing that answered his question about them after all. "They 

levitate." The hunter cracked wise, getting a dirty look from Sam. He simply shrugged in reply, as if 

to say 'She asked'. 

"That’s it. Bed with you." Dean muttered as he picked Buffy up. He looked at Sam, and shrugged. 

“She is pretty out of it.” The hunter looked down at the lithe slayer in his arms. She was busy making 

faces at him, and pushing the buttons on an imaginary phone. "Oh yes, she is. I’ll dump her in bed 

and be out in a moment." 

"I’m flying!" Buffy drunkenly slurred before letting out a girlish giggle. Dean snorted as she did so. 

"Uh Huh. Just like a fairy." 

“Or a wangdoodle.” Buffy giggled as Dean laid her out on the bed. She looked up at him and grinned. 

“I’m glad Sammy has his Deany bear back. He’ll smile more now, I just now it.” She rolled over and 

snuggled against the closest thing she could find which happened to be one of her shoes.  

Sam stood in the doorway and looked over at her. “You’d never know she was the slayer when she’s 

like this, hell she isn’t exactly what I’d been expecting from what I’d read about them.”  

“I’m the nice slayer. Faith is mean, she tries to kill everyone. Bad slayer.” Buffy mumbled. “My teddy 

bear smells.” 

"A wang what now?" Dean asked as he placed Buffy on the bed. The hunter didn’t know if the slayer 

was picturing a flying penis. He didn’t want to know, actually. He watched her roll on to her side, 

automatically cuddling up to one of her shoes. 

Dean snorted, and shrugged. "Right? Then again I didn’t know what I was expecting. The Terminator 

crossed with Wonder Woman, maybe?" He made a face as he said that. Great, now he was picturing 

Arnold Schwarzenegger in Wonder Woman’s costume. 

"Faith?" Dean asked, looking from Buffy to Sam. "Isn’t there just one slayer?" He snorted at the 

slayer. "Maybe that’s because teddy is a sneaker." 



“A new slayer comes on when the old one dies. The first time Buffy died, Faith got called up. Sounds 

like she went over to the dark side of the force.” Sam explained. “Think we should swap out her shoe 

for something more cuddly or let her stink herself to sleep.” 

“I can hear you Sammy Bammy. You sound like something off The Flintstones. Sam Sam Bam Bam.” 

Buffy giggled and yawned. “My teddy isn’t sneaky. Toys aren’t sneaky.” She could hear Sam 

chuckling at her, or maybe it was Dean, they were brothers they probably sounded the same.  

Dean listened, and nodded. "So this Faith chick douched out like Anakin Skywalker then?" He tilted 

his head as he watched Buffy cuddle the sneaker like her life depended on it. "She might fall asleep 

faster with that sneaker there…" 

Dean glanced at Sam, and rolled his eyes. The slayer was drunk as a skunk. "Your teddy bear is a 

sneaker. Let me fix that." The hunter moved over to Buffy, gently taking the sneaker out of her 

grasp. As he searched for something to give her to snuggle, the slayer grabbed hold of his arm. "Um, 

Can you let go of me?" Dean asked, trying to tug his arm out of her grasp. Even drunk she was 

freaking strong! "A little help, Sam?" 

Sam looked over at his big brother and couldn’t help but smirk. “I’m good.” He didn’t move away 

from the door frame as Buffy manhandled his brother’s arm until Dean was on his knees beside her. 

“I’d get comfy, bro. You could be there for a while.” Sam finally moved out of the door way but to go 

backout of the room in search of his phone to take a photo of this. 

“Why is teddy yanking on Buffy? Bad teddy. Be nice.” Buffy was half asleep and in a little fantasy 

world that involved giant teddy bears in a Willy Wonka factory. “You aren’t allowed another 

everlasting gobstopper, you’ll never sleep, you silly bear.” She mumbled tugging teddy closer.  

Dean glared at Sam. "Some help you are, man." He winced as Buffy tugged him hard enough so that 

he was on one knee. "Just help me, assbutt." The hunter growled at his brother. "What are you 

doing?" Dean asked, giving Sam a bitch face that would rival his own. 

"I’m not a Teddy." Dean grumbled, still trying to tug out of her grasp. "Everlasting gobstoppers?" The 

hunter asked, the half asleep slayer, confusing the hell out of him. Was he Willy Wonka or Charlie to 

her. Dean let out a great big oomph as Buffy gave him another big tug. He could have sworn he 

heard his shoulder pop as she pulled him on to the bed, automatically cuddling him close. "Help…" 

“Say cheese.” Sam grinned back in the room as he snapped a couple of photos. “The camera loves 

you.”  

“No pictures please I’m famished.” Buffy grunted and rolled taking Dean with her half way across the 

bed before her eyes flew open as his weight hit her. She threw him off her. “Oh my god, what are 

you doing?” She yelled before promptly collapsing back down on the bed with a loud sigh. “Go away 

I’m sleeping.” 

Sam chuckled and helped his brother up off the floor. “I think that’s our cue. You okay, man?”  

Dean gave Sam a wicked glare as he took the pictures. He was so going to get is baby brother back 

for this. 



The hunter grunted as the slayer rolled over, tugging him with her. His own wide eyed gaze met 

hers. Dean grunted as Buffy tossed him off, his ass hitting the floor. "I was trying to save you from a 

stinky sneaker!" 

Dean watched in amazement as Buffy collapsed back on the bed as if nothing had happened. He let 

Sam help him up, and nodded as soon as he was up. “Good idea, and I’m fine.”  

Dean shoved his baby brother out of the room, casting one last glance at Buffy before he closed the 

door behind him. “That was.. something.” He muttered. 

“I’d be flattered, you’re the first guy she’s gotten into her bed.” Sam laughed and tucked his phone 

safely away in the pocket as they left the snoring slayer. “We should turn in too, busy day tomorrow. 

It’s good to have you back man.”  Sam patted his brother on the shoulder. “I’ll take care of breakfast 

in the morning, she’s going to want something greasy.”  

Dean snickers and swatted the back of Sam’s head. "Uh Huh. I’m king of the freaking world, Sammy." 

He glanced at the closed door, and nodded. "Good idea. You’re such a grown up now." Dean cleared 

his throat, and nodded. "Yeah, Thanks, man. I’m just itching to go on a hunt. Get my feet back in the 

stirrups again." The older hunter quirked a brow at his brother. "You’re cooking? Since when?" 

Sam chuckled. “I’m not cooking. I’m buying. Things haven’t changed that much, man.” Sam dropped 

down onto his bed still hearing the drunken snores of the slayer even with the door shut. He wanted 

to ask his brother so many questions but he knew from dealing with Buffy that he couldn’t, if Dean 

wanted to talk he would. “So what do you think of our plus one?”  

Dean wiped his brow in an exaggerated show of his relief. "Good, because if you did cook, I’d think I 

taken a wrong turn at Albuquerque and ended up in Bizarro World." He glanced a the closed 

bedroom door, sort of impressed with how loud the slayer could snore. She cut logs more 

impressively than Paul Bunyan! He shrugged as he turned back to Sam. "The jury is still out on that 

one. Is she a pain in the ass? You can tell me now since she’s not awake to kick your ass over it." 

“She’s good people. “ Sam replied, leaning back on the bed, arm resting over his forehead. “She 

pushes herself, like she’s constantly got something to prove and someone is coming after her. You 

should see her train, she’s like a ninja monk, man.” Sam chuckled. He’d never trained with a girl 

before and Buffy pushed him, hell he’d never really trained, not like she did. He worked out but this, 

this was something else and he knew she’d want Dean to as well. “She’s broken though, not going to 

lie, you’re going to have to deal with a crying woman. Sometimes, sometimes she can’t be strong 

anymore and she breaks.” Sam glanced over at his brother not sure how he’d take that, but Sam got 

it. The slayer had been through a lot and Sam was certain he’d probably not be together at all.  

Dean grimaced as he looked over that his brother. "So, she’s Batman in a bra, and she has crying 

jags?" He stood up from the chair he’d been sitting on and began to pace. "Does she train a lot, and 

does she cry a lot?" He sighed deeply, and scrubbed a hand over his tired face. "I’m not cut out to 

deal with that, Sammy. You? You’re fine with all the caring, and sharing stuff. I just freeze up. I don’t 

think a pat on the back, and a ‘Walk it off’ are going to fly with her." 

“She trains a lot, she doesn’t cry a lot. Sometimes it just happens. She seems to dislike it herself so 

you’ll have that in common with her.” Sam snorted. “Want me to kick her to the curb so you don’t 



have to deal with a few sniffles?” Sam rolled his eyes. “You know what to do when it counts, you’re 

not some ice prince.” Sam leaned his hand up. “Will you stop pacing already.”  

Dean rubbed his neck, shaking his head. "Come on man, I’m not going to ask you to kick her to the 

curb. I’m not training with her. Nuh Uh. I get by just fine with what Dad taught us, thank you very 

much." He was digging his heels in and being stubborn, but come on man! He just got back from hell, 

a week ago. There was no way he was going to bust his ass trying to train with a slayer. The older 

hunter rolled his eyes. "With you, I know. Not with some ninja chick." 

“You know if I was a hardass like Dad I’d just ride on out of here and leave you two for forced 

bonding.” Sam chuckled and then pulled his shirt over his head. “I’m going to get some sleep. I’m 

beat.” He shot a grin at his brother. “I won’t make you do anything, you can just watch as we train 

then, but man, I don’t regret the shit she’s teaching me. I’m getting faster, not as fast as her with her 

super human mad slayer skills but still. It’s going to keep me alive longer and that’s all I’m out for.” 

He got under the covers. “Night, bro. Don’t get into any trouble before I wake up, okay?” Truth was 

Sam was a little worried he’d go to sleep and Dean would be gone but honestly he couldn’t keep his 

eyes open much longer.  

Dean snorted. "Uh Huh, Sure you would, Samantha." He bristled at Sam being so damn reasonable. 

"She’s changed everything then, hasn’t she?" The older hunter grumbled on his breath. He knew 

now that things wouldn’t be the same as they were before. Gone were the days of Sam and him 

doing there thing, and being slobs. He sighed softly. "I make no promises" Dean muttered. He 

watched his younger brother get comfortable in bed, and eventually fell asleep. As soon as he did, 

Dean went to sit on the crappy little rocking chair right outside the motel room door. The slight chill 

would keep him awake. He wasn’t drunk enough not to dream tonight, and he really couldn’t handle 

it if he did. 

** 

It was after ten by the time Buffy rose, her mouth felt like she’d been eating wool and her head 

pounded. She stepped out of her room and reacted not unlike Angelus might have. “It burns.” She 

hissed and covered her face at the sudden bright light. Sam had the curtains all open. “You’re evil, 

Sammy, you hate me.” She flopped down into a chair and felt a cold glass being pressed into her 

hand. Closer observation revealed it to be a glass of juice, little beads of condensation running down 

the outside of it. “I take it back, you do love me.” She looked up expecting to see Sam and found 

herself looking into Dean’s face instead. Memory tugged at the edge of her mind. She scrunched up 

her face. “Oh no, please tell me I didn’t try to make you my teddy bear?”  

Dean spent the night staring at the parking lot, trying not to think. When the sun rose, he decided to 

head in to the convenience store near the motel. He picked up one of those energy drinks for Buffy, 

and some aspirins as well. It was a few hours after he’d gotten back that Sam woke up.  

"Hey, Kiddo. How’s your head?" Dean asked, speaking quietly. 

Sam blinked and rubbed his eyes. "Not too bad. I don’t think I drank as much as you two fish did. Is 

she up?" 

Dean snorted and shook his head. "Did you expect her to be?" 



Sam snorted well. "I suppose not. I guess I should shower and get us some greasy hangover food. At 

least for Buffy’s sake." 

Dean nodded, and patted his shoulder as he passed. "You’re a good man, Sammy." 

While Sam showered Dean checked online to see if there were any other potential cases for them, 

besides the one that their father had for them. 

Dean tossed Sammy the keys to the Impala as he headed out. "And Sammy…" 

Sam turned and grinned at him. "I know, crash the Impala and I kill you. Also get pie if they have 

any." 

Dean shrugged. "Yeah, That’s about it." 

Dean wasn’t alone long when he heard Buffy stirring. Just to be an ass, he got up and opened all the 

curtains. To lessen the dick move, he also poured her a glass of that sports drink and placed the 

orange colored beverage on the table. 

Dean stifled a chuckle as Buffy did her best vampire impression, and called him Sammy. He supposed 

she was used to just same being around. He frowned anyway. 

"You did, but then you kicked my ass out of bed. Also? Only I call him Sammy." 

“Oh lord.” Buffy buried her face in her hands. “I’m sorry, I was drunk. I can’t believe I did that to 

you.” She peeked out from behind her fingers at him and blinked. “I…I didn’t know it was a problem 

me calling him Sammy, I just sort of started doing it. I didn’t know it was a personal thing.” She 

turned slightly in her seat away from Dean, lifting the drink to her lips. She felt twice as bad now, 

first for making a right fool of herself last night and now she’d clearly crossed some line she hadn’t 

even know existed. Things were not starting well with Dean, maybe it was going to be better if she 

left the boys to it. She wasn’t here to step on toes and be an unwelcome pain in the backside.  

Dean shrugged slightly. "I’m sure I’ve done worse when I was drunk." He paused for a moment. 

"When I’m sober, too." He sighed as she turned away slightly. “I…I’m sorry. I’m a dick. If Sammy 

doesn’t mind that you call him that as well, then I shouldn’t either.” He bit his lip as he thought. He 

was fucking awful at his. He had a bad feeling that Sam would have to be present in order to buffer 

him so he didn’t alienate Buffy every time they spoke. 

“Nah, it’s cool. Just didn’t know.” Buffy tried to just brush it off and drink the energy drink hoping it 

might make her feel a bit better. She jumped as the door swung open and Sam strode in, he stopped 

and she guessed he sensed the tension. 

“Am I interrupting something?” 

“Nah, your brother was just making me a bit more knowledgeable. I’m still pretty new to this hunter 

business and how things work.” She slipped out of her seat and went to help Sam with the food. 

“What you get?”  

"It’s not a big deal." Dean mumbled, feeling like an ass. Buffy had been through hell, literally, just 

like had. Why was he still being an asshole to her? He just wasn’t good around people. He could fake 



it when he needed to get information out of witnesses, and he used to be able to fake it in order to 

get laid. He found his ability to fake it was rusty right now. 

Dean looked up as Sam came in, feeling somewhat guilty. "Yeah, We were just talking, Sammy." He 

got up as well, and took the other bag from Sam. Looking in his and in the one Buffy had, he 

frowned. "No pie?" 

Sam winked at Buffy before drawing another bag from out the back of his jacket and handed it to 

Dean. “I wouldn’t leave you hanging, man.” He handed it to his brother and Buffy laughed taking a 

seat at the table. 

“So Sam, you said last night we had a new job?” Anything to not get all awkward with Dean again 

and take her mind off her hangover.  

“Poltergeist in Sunnyvale. Latest thing seems to be a murder suicide.” 

“Wait, back up.” Buffy started choking on her bagel. “S..su…Sunnyvale, as in Sunnydale’s sister city?”  

“Uh, yeah.” Sam looked away from Buffy. “Is that going to be a problem.” 

“No, of course not.” Buffy set her bagel down suddenly not feeling hungry at all.  

Dean grinned like a toddler as Sam handed him the bag. He looked inside, and sure enough, there 

was a slice of pie. "I knew I could count on you, Baby Brother." 

The hunter sat down as Sam explained where the case was. Dean frowned at Buffy’s reaction. 

“Sunnyvale, Sunnydale, Either of those places mean anything to you?” 

Sam cleared his throat as he sat down as well. "Yeah, Buffy lived in Sunnydale.." He trailed off, 

hoping Dean would get it. 

"OH!" Dean said, getting it right away. "We can pawn this one off on… maybe Garth, if you’d like." He 

wanted to make up for being an asshole earlier. 

“No, it’s fine. I can do this.” She wasn’t sure how much of a lie that was but she wanted to at least 

try to pretend she could, maybe fake it until she made it. And they were close but not that close, no 

one ever had reason to go over to Sunnyvale. Why would they? Sunnyvale was big enough and self-

sufficient enough. Besides Willow wasn’t even there, she was off with her new coven, trying to keep 

a control on herself, keep all that bad Willow at bay. Xander…well Xander would never leave. “No, 

it’ll be cool. I’m down for that.” Buffy cringed a bit about how she sounded saying that but she tried 

to stay upbeat. 

“So, what’s this poltergeist doing, what’s its deal? I’ve never faced one before.”  

Dean was impressed. He’d given the slayer the option to not have to face being so close to home 

again, and she turned that down. He knew she was physically tough, but this earned her instant 

respect from him. “Alright. We’ll shag ass there as soon as you’re feeling more or less human.” The 

hunter said to the slayer. "It shouldn’t be too long a drive from here." 



Sam took a sip of his coffee before answering Buffy. “Well, as you may or may not know, a 

poltergeist is a ghost that’s stayed long passed it’s welcome, and has become something really nasty 

and vengeful. Some of them can work their influence over people. Right now this one is causing some 

folks to kill their loved ones. We need to get over there, and interview people to find out how. Then 

we might be able to find out who the poltergeist is and how to stop it.” 

“Can you imagine the guilt?” Buffy shuddered imagining waking up from being under the influence 

of a supernatural being to find that you’d killed someone you love. How would you ever live with 

that? Worse yet they’d be punished by the system for it. “I feel like crap but I’m good to drive, I’m 

not a puker. Guess I’m not driving today though.” Buffy’s eyes darted over to Dean as he drank his 

coffee recalling his words yesterday. Honestly Sam did most of the driving, Buffy had never driven 

much so she was used to playing passenger and she trusted Sam behind the wheel, he knew 

defensive driving. She didn’t. She’d have to see if she trusted Dean behind the wheel.  

Sam looked uncomfortable as he looked at his coffee cup, staring at the label as if it would reveal the 

mysteries of the universe to him. "Yeah. It’s got to suck." 

Dean frowned as he glanced at Sam. “Hopefully they can work passed it, and realize that it wasn’t 

their fault.” He said, hoping Sam would get the hint. 

Dean nodded. “Good. I’d hate to have to make you walk for puking on Baby. As soon as we’re done 

here we can hit the road. Sound good to you both?” 

Buffy looked between the brother’s. She had just stepped on some kind of landmine that no one had 

warned her about. Sam had gone pale and as he looked into his coffee cup. She had no idea what 

was eating him up and she felt very bad that she didn’t.  

“I’m going to shower.” Buffy popped the last of her bagel into her mouth and finished it off before 

moving around to stand behind Sam. She put her hand on his shoulder and kissed his cheek. 

“Whatever it is, I’m sorry I upset you.” He patted her hand but didn’t look up. Buffy looked over at 

Dean and mouthed sorry before heading for her room to get clean clothes to change into in the 

bathroom. She would not be walking around in a towel like Sam had.  

Sam smiled at Buffy as she put her hand on his arm. There’s no way she could have known that her 

comment would bring up memories for him of when Meg possessed him. He’s never told the slayer 

how he’d been possessed and almost killed Dean and Bobby. It hadn’t been his fault, he knew that. It 

didn’t stop him from feeling guilty about it, though. 

"It’s alright, Buff. Enjoy your shower." Sam said as he looked up from his coffee cup, giving her a 

small smile. 

Dean watched Buffy and Sam, and smiled slightly at the slayer as well. "No worries" he mouthed 

back. He could tell his baby brother probably left out the time when Meg wore him as a moose meat 

suit. 

Dean waited for Buffy to be in the bathroom, the shower going before he looked at Sam. "You still 

beating that dead horse, Sammy? It wasn’t your fault, and besides, we’ve got these snazzy tattoos to 

prevent it from happening again." 



Sam nodded at Dean, and shrugged slightly. "I get it, man. I really do, I just can’t help feeling guilty, 

ya know?" 

Dean nodded somberly. "I get it, man. I really do." 

Buffy was more or less human as she emerged from the bathroom, towel in one hand moving 

through her long hair, other hand tugging down her tank top. The boys seemed to be all packed up. 

“I took the liberty.” Sam gestured toward the door and Buffy saw her own gear all together. He 

seemed back to his old self again and she wondered what nerve she had hit but she wouldn’t ask. 

Maybe once she knew Dean better she could ask him so she knew what to not talk about it again.  

“You get the backseat.” Sam threw her special pillow at her and gestured to the door. Buffy didn’t 

travel with much, none of them did. Just the essentials, but that pillow, it was her little luxury, Giles 

had given it to her one year for her birthday. It had magnets in it to help boost her slayer 

recuperation powers and it smelled permanently of lavender and the scent helped her sleep. She felt 

like she was allowed one or two little luxuries for the life they led.  

“I never realised you wanted me in the backseat, Sammy.” Buffy winked, tucking the pillow between 

her legs before she tied her hair back, grabbing it again before heading for the door, scooping up her 

duffel as she passed.  

“Who said it’s not where my brother wants you.” Sam teased back as he pushed by her to unlock the 

impala. She was struck again by how very tall he was, and how very tiny she was by comparison.  

Dean snorted at Sam and Buffy as they bantered. “Dude, I’m right here.” He groused playfully. 

Sam chuckled as he opened the Impala door for Buffy, and shifted the passenger’s seat forward to 

she could climb in to the back. “Yeah, I know. Why do you think I said it?” The moose replied with a 

grin. 

The older hunter snorted again as he held his hand out for the keys. "You’re a real comedian, ya 

know that?" 

"Yeah, I do." Sam replied as he tossed the keys to Dean before fixing the passenger’s side seat and 

getting in. 

Dean just shook his head as he got behind the wheel. As soon as he started the car up, he turned the 

radio on, grinning as Back In Black started playing. "It’s good to be back." 

Buffy leaned forward as Dean pulled out of the car park. “You did that on purpose, that song?” She 

looked at Sam who nodded and grinned. “That’s really goofy and cute. I approve.” She grinned and 

leaned back, falling asleep almost instantly. 

She awoke to the sounds of a beast devouring something, and smell of burger. She opened her eyes 

to find Sam holding a bag in front of her face. She swiped it realising that the sound was Dean eating 

and he had another two burgers lined up. “Hungry or something?” Buffy looked around then as she 

tugged some fries from her bag. They were parked up on the side of the road, she had clearly been 

asleep for a while. She knew where they were. Not far from here was the turn off. One way led to 



Sunnydale, the other to Sunnyvale. Oh how she wanted to be able to go home. But she couldn’t. 

John was right, her return would only cause confusion and pain for everyone involved. She wasn’t 

there Buffy anymore.  

Dean shook his head as he looked at Sam and Buffy. “How could I? It’s the radio. I’m just cool like 

Fonzie. You know minus the jumping the shark bit. Alright, I’m cooler.” The hunter shrugged as he 

drove out of the parking lot, humming along with radio. 

He drove in comfortable silence for a few hours, Buffy sleeping soundly in the backseat, and Sam 

pouring over some paperwork in his lap. He only pulled over at a roadside diner when his stomach 

began to vigorously demand attention. 

Dean was happily eating his cheeseburger when Sam noticed Buffy stir in the backseat. He chuckled 

as the slayer took the bag from him. "Yeah, Dean has a special relationship with cheeseburgers. And 

pie. And this car…" 

Dean shrugged, his mouth full of food. “I like good stuff!” 

Sam made a bitch face at Dean. “Dude, chew and swallow before you speak.” He turned back to 

Buffy. “We aren’t too far from Sunnyvale. We should be there in about half an hour or so. You okay 

to do this?” The younger hunter asked, his gaze traveling over the slayer’s face as she nibbled on her 

fries. 

"That sounds kind of kinky, is it like an American Pie kind of thing?" Buffy asked as she shoveled 

more fries into her mouth. She almost forgot how to swallow when Sam asked her if she could do 

this. Truth was she had no idea. "I’ll be right as rain. As opposed to left as rain. Who thinks up these 

sayings?" Buffy snorted a laugh and she started unwrapping her burger. 

"Buffy Summers always asking the hard questions." Sam chuckled. "Do you have pictures of your 

friends, Buffy, I mean if we know who you should be avoiding it will make it easier for us to you 

know, help you avoid them without you even knowing." 

"Uh, yeah." Buffy out her burger back down, red onion hanging from between her like before she 

flicked it in with her tongue, chewing and swallowing as she tugged her phone from her jeans. She 

thought it was sweet that Sam would think like that, them being able to intercept and run 

interference so she wouldn’t even notice or know the others were there would make it so much 

easier. She licked sauce off her lips as she scrolled through the gallery and then handed the phone 

over the seat to Sam. "I downloaded some photos, you know, so I could at least remember what 

they looked like. The goofy guy, that’s Xander, the two girls are Willow and Tara and then the one 

standing is Anya. Then my watcher Giles is with my sister Dawn…." Her voice caught in her throat 

and she had to clear it. She missed them, she couldn’t pretend she didn’t. 

Dean actually looked scandalized at Buffy’s question. "Do I look like a pie fucker?" The hunter asked 

irritably. He glanced at the slayer and his brother before putting a hand up. "Don’t answer that. 

Either of you." He listened to Buffy ramble on, thinking that this was probably her defense 

mechanism. Prattle on about nonsense instead of thinking about what was really on her mind. Dean 

could understand that. He pretty much did the same himself. 



Dean snagged the phone from Sam, and looked at the pictures. "That Tara chick looks familiar. 

Doesn’t she, Sam?" 

Sam took the phone back from Dean, and studied the picture of with Willow and Tara in it. “Huh. She 

sort of does.” 

Sam turned back to Buffy as he heard her mention her sister. "Hey, We can drop you off somewhere 

and come back for you. I can’t imagine how difficult this would be for you. If I was near Dean, and 

couldn’t see him? I’d probably go crazy." 

Dean cleared his throat, and nodded. “He would.” After getting a dirty look from the moose, he 

shrugged. “I’d be the same way. We’d understand, Slayer. Just say the word, and we’ll find a motel 

for you to lay low in.” 

“If you don’t want me to come along you can just say, I already offered to step back and let you hunt 

together. I said I’ll be fine.” Buffy didn’t know if they were honestly worried for her wellbeing or if 

they just wanted her out of the way. She was paranoid enough to think it was the later, they were a 

team, brothers, and she was just the substitute that had been brought in, now Dean was back truth 

was she wasn’t really needed. “So if you want me out of the way and in a motel just find one and 

dump me there.” 

“Hey, back it up, Buffy. We aren’t saying that.” Sam knew what it was, she was upset by being so 

close to home but she wanted to be strong and not show it. She was like that, she was tough but she 

was still soft on the inside, she just rarely let anyone in there.  

“Why does Tara look familiar?” Buffy said changing the subject.  

Dean stared at Buffy as she spoke. Apparently they’d gone too far with asking her once again if she 

wanted to sit this one out. He should have known better. The older hunter thought that the slayer 

had shown considerably restraint. If it had been him, he probably would have been throwing 

punches. 

Relieved that Buffy seemed to want to change the subject, Dean obliged her. He shrugged slightly, 

glancing at the phone in Sam’s hand. “She looks like someone we knew. Lenore?” He asked the 

question to Sam, wondering if he’d gotten the vampire’s name right. 

Sam nodded at Dean. “Lenore. Yeah. Except Lenore had darker hair… and fangs.” They say everyone 

has a twin out there somewhere.” 

Dean polished off his second burger, belching when he was done. Once he stowed his trash in the 

fast food bag, he started the car up. "Sunnyvale, here we come." 

“Not sure I want to think about there being another one of me out there. One of me seems enough 

for the world to handle.” Buffy snorted a laugh as she slipped her rubbish into the bag, Dean sticking 

them to the chairs as he accelerated with force back onto the road, gravel flying out behind the car 

as it sped off and straight by the Sunnydale turn off. 

Buffy’s stomach lurched almost painfully as they went on by it. That had been her world, her life, but 

it was done. Just as her life as a normal girl had ended, so had her life as the slayer in Sunnydale the 



minute she’d fallen to hell. The moment she’d started screaming. Her eyes squeezed tight shut, her 

heart starting to beat faster in her chest as the memories of those first moments in hell hit her. The 

pain. She pressed her lips together as the colour drained from her face and she fought to swallow 

back the pained whimper that threatened to roll up her throat. She wished she could have a witch 

take these memories from her, like Willow had done to Tara…but she couldn’t she had to live with 

them. She wouldn’t cheat. This was who she was now, this was who she had become.  

"I know what you mean. The world couldn’t handle have two hot ass Dean Winchesters around." 

Dean murmured as he drove. 

Sam rolled his eyes. "I have no idea how I fit in the front of this car with you and your ego." 

The two brothers bantered until they’d made it passed the Sunnydale turn off, and were headed 

towards Sunnyvale. Dean frowned when he looked in the rear view mirror at Buffy. She looked as if 

she was having a flashback from her time in Hell. Without any warning, Dean pulled off the side of 

the road. He nodded his head at Sam, who glanced at Buffy, frowning with worry as he did. Dean got 

out of the car, and pushed the driver’s side seat down so he could scoot in to the backseat with the 

slayer. The older hunter didn’t know how he was going to bring the slayer back to the present and 

out of her nightmare. Without thinking, he pulled her close to him, cradling her against him in the 

cramped space of the backseat. 

"You’re not there anymore. You’re back. You’re back, and they can’t hurt you anymore." Dean 

crooned softly as he held her. He had no explanation to even give himself as to why he did that. All 

Dean knew was that it felt right; his instincts had told him to do it. 

 

Buffy let out a moan and it made Sam shudder. He hated her being like this, he hated that he never 

knew just what was the right thing to do. She’d blackened his eye one night when he’d gotten too 

close to her. He opened his mouth to warn his brother as his arms went around the slayer but she 

just moaned. He scrubbed a hand over his face and slid out of the car, around to the driver’s seat. He 

was of the opinion they should get her to the motel. Dean would just have to deal with him driving. 

The hooks…the hooks had been the worst. Tearing flesh, lodging into muscle, scraping over bone. 

Buffy trembled, feeling them again, white hot as they slid in, hooking in, making her scream. You’re 

not there anymore. She could hear his voice. He broke through the image and she tried to find the 

voice, tried to follow it. She felt something holding her and she was about to try and break free 

before she realised what was going on. She tensed but she didn’t lash out. Slowly she opened her 

eyes and found herself looking into up Dean’s eyes as he looked down at her with eyes full of 

compassion. She had expected the arms to be Sam’s, he had comforted her before, and well…he was 

fonder of her than Dean appeared to be. “Sometimes…sometimes it feels like they’ll never stop 

hurting me.” 

Dean watched as Buffy slowly opened her eyes. Recognition filled them as she stiffened in his 

embrace. The hunter was half expecting her to lash out and pop him one. "I know." Dean murmured 

sympathetically. "It feels that way for me, too. I remember it all in such great detail. We’re not there 

anymore, though. We need to anchor each other here. You keep my head straight, and I keep your 

head straight. Deal?" 



Sam watched Buffy and Dean. He noticed his friend stiffen in his brother’s arms, hoping a fight 

wouldn’t break out in the back seat. "I’m driving us to a motel." He said softly, hoping to not get any 

argument from either. 

Dean glanced at Sam before looking at Buffy. “It’s up to you slayer. Do you want to sit this out, or 

would you like to stay busy? I know it helps me to keep going. I can’t make that choice for you, but 

whichever you decide, I’ll respect it. Just keep in mind, that if you do decide to come with, keep your 

head in the game. Neither one of us is going to get the moose killed, or his hair messed up. Got it?” 

“Deal.” Buffy looked up at Dean surprised by this side of him given the way it had felt like he wasn’t 

happy that she even existed half the time. Except when she produced pie. She looked over at Sam 

and raised an eyebrow. “That motel better just be the base for us. I said I was going to hunt.” 

“Sure, motel for all of us to work out of while we do this case.” Sam replied, but Buffy knew that it 

perhaps had not been exactly that. To sit in a motel, by herself while they hunted would leave her in 

a worse state than if she hunted, she was a slayer, when she kicked into work mode the rest of her 

problems got stuffed behind a wall, might not be the best in the long run but it made her efficient 

and good at her job. 

“I won’t spaz out, I won’t get anyone killed but I promise nothing about messing up his hair. It’s just 

asking to be messed up on a regular basis. She leaned across Dean and ruffled Sam’s hair before 

leaning back and finding herself awfully close to Dean, she wasn’t used to being close to people 

anymore. She kept everyone at arm’s length but, somehow, Dean right there didn’t agitate her in 

the same way, didn’t leave her wanting to scramble back and throw a force field around herself. 

Acting on instinct and perhaps a hint of the old Buffy, she pressed her lips to his cheek softly and 

briefly. “Thank you.” It was all she said before turning her face from his, looking out the front 

window as they drove into Sunnyvale. The welcome sign was even the same as Sunnydale. So similar 

and yet so different. She took a deep breath and straightened her back, set her shoulders back. Time 

to get her head in the game.  

"Good," Dean said, nodding. He didn’t let go of Buffy, didn’t even think of letting her go, actually. 

The hunter knew that the slayer would need a physical connection to keep her focused right now. 

Sam tried to duck away as Buffy messed up his hair. “Hey, I’ve got great hair. I’ve been told before.” 

He said while chuckling. It was great to see Buffy able to joke after one her episodes. He’d never 

seen her do that before Dean got back from Hell. He wondered if they’d be able to help each other 

heal. He hoped they would be able to. 

Dean chuckled at Sam. “Hey, I’ll pay you to cut that moose’s hair if you can.” The older hunter said to 

the slayer.” Dean blinked and might have actually blushed as Buffy placed a quick kiss on his cheek. 

“No problem.” He muttered before staring out the window. He watched as they passed the 

Welcome To Sunnyvale sign. “Hopefully the motel we pick has decent WiFi.” 

“You could hold him down and I’ll cut it?” Buffy smiled, though it didn’t light her eyes up the way it 

might have at any other time.  

“No one is cutting my hair. And when have I ever found a place without wifi?” Sam glanced in the 

rear view mirror at the two with a grin. It was an odd site to see, his brother, back after all this time 



and he was in the backseat of the impala with his arms around the slayer. They were both looking 

out the window in opposite directions and his brow curled wondering what had happened, what 

he’d missed with his eyes on the road.  

Dean grinned and nodded. He was sure his hadn’t reached his eyes, just as Buffy’s hadn’t. “Now 

that’s a plan. He’ll be looking like a real boy in no time at all.” 

"Not yet, Samantha, but we will." The older hunter teased his brother.  He snorted and shrugged. 

“Fair enough, but there’s always a first time for everything.” 

Dean and Buffy lapsed in to a comfortable silence in the backseat, each one staring out their own 

window. Dean rubbed Buffy’s arm softly without even realizing what he was doing. The hunter broke 

the silence by humming 'Hey Jude' under his breath, finding it soothing as it reminded him of his 

mother. 

It didn’t take long to get checked into the motel that Sam selected, and Sam wore a smug little grin 

that it had wifi as they unpacked the car and went inside. Buffy was aware that Dean was keeping 

nearby to her and she was grateful, she knew he was doing it to keep her tethered in the here and 

now.  

Sam was first to get his laptop out, Buffy knew he was the researcher, far more than her. It had been 

the same with the scoobies. Buffy had never been the best at the research side of things, she was 

happy to leave that to Giles, Willow especially. Buffy took a seat on the couch, staring off into space 

for a few minutes before she felt Dean settle on the arm beside her, his hand on her shoulder pulling 

her back to the moment. “So, is this ghostie located in one place or is it striking all over the place?” 

She asked after clearing her throat. 

“It doesn’t appear to be located around one location, so it’s possible it’s anchored to a thing rather 

than a place.” Sam replied. “But Dad didn’t give us a huge amount of information to go on, so we’re 

going to have to get out there and work out what’s going on. Find out if it’s happened before, that 

kind of thing.” 

Dean made sure to stick to Buffy like white on rice. He was starting to feel responsible for the slayer. 

Not unlike how he felt responsible for Sam. They were a team now, after all. When he noticed her 

staring off in to space, he sat down next to her, putting a comforting hand on her shoulder. 

The older hunter nodded as his brother explained. "Hopefully we can find the common denominator 

among the incidents. It could be a person who may have the object, or the object itself." 

"That’s about right." Sam confirmed, glancing up from his laptop. "I’m just going to search the local 

data bases, using this super fast WiFi that happens to come with the room I found for us." 

Dean snorted and rolled his eyes. "He always likes to brag when he’s right. It happens so 

infrequently, he has to enjoy it when he can." 

“Don’t listen to him, Buff. He has always been a kind of ventriloquist, his lips still move when he’s 

talking out his ass.”  Sam snorted shooting a look at his brother and Buffy couldn’t help but laugh. 



“If I had a chalk board I could do one of those, is it ven diagrams, or some kind of Giles happy kind of 

diagrams that has all the factors and what overlaps. I think I wasn’t listening when Giles did his 

happy diagram speech. But it might be a good idea, map out all the factors of each victim, each 

possessed type victim and their lives and see which points go ding ding ding we have a winner.” 

Buffy rambled not even noticing that she was leaning in toward Dean. If she’d realised she probably 

would have pulled back but something was making her comfortable around the Hunter after less 

than a day which was several shades of odd. “Since we’ve been driving all day and it’s after dark I 

vote we don’t go chasing ghosts. I’d be fine with vampires and all the various kinds of demons I’m 

used to, but poltergeists not so much. I say we research as much as we can from the room tonight, 

and eat pizza, cheesy cheesy pizza goodness, with lots of cheese. Yeah?” 

Dean snorted. “I think Sammy Boy has me confused with himself. I hope you haven’t given him 

Mexican food. He’s like a gremlin, only he gets really gassy instead.” 

Sam snorted at Dean and rolled his eyes. He turned to Buffy and listened. "We have our own system. 

We tend to put all the reports together on a board and look for similarities, find the pattern amongst 

the victims." 

As Buffy mentioned pizza, Dean’s stomach gurgled loudly. "My stomach is definitely on board." The 

older hunter chuckled as his hand moved from the slayer’s shoulder and down her arm. "So, I have 

to ask. Would it be a problem for you if we got cheese on the pizza?" 

 

Sam looked on curiously watching Dean and Buffy’s body language and the way that Dean was so 

casually touching Buffy. If he hadn’t known better he would have imagined they were an item 

because of it. It was the darndest thing. “Pizza it is. I’ll go grab it.” Truth be told he wanted to give 

Buffy a moment without him around in case Dean could be more helpful to her about her little hell 

vision.  

Buffy nudged Dean gently with her fingertip in his knee. “Smartass.” Then she looked to Sam. “Make 

sure you get it with cheese, with extra cheese, and lots of cheese. You know what I like.” 

“Yes ma’am. I know which one you like.” Sam saluted. “And I know, I know, Dean, if I see pie on my 

travels, bring you pie.” He picked his wallet up from the table slipping into his back pocket, his cell 

phone sliding into the front. “I’ll be back shortly.” 

Dean gave Sam the thumbs up with his free hand. "You’re a good boy, Sammy. Remember, it’s 

pumpkin pie season already, so…" The older hunter trail off as he grinned at his brother. 

Dean snorted as Buffy nudged his knee. "Well, I am smart, and I do have an ass, so you’re two for 

two, slayer." He teased her, his hand moving up and down her arm, finger drawing random patterns. 

Dean sat with Buffy as Sam left the room. “You know, I’m half expecting him to come back with a 

block of cheese.” The hunter joked, actually enjoying being this close to the slayer. He hadn’t 

imagined he’d want to get that close to anyone who wasn’t Sam. Especially so soon from busting out 

of Hell. He supposed it was their shared experience that made him so comfortable around her. 

 



“Unless it’s a melted cheesy block, I have no interest.” Buffy laughed. “Besides the melty tastes 

better on something than just by itself.” She glanced sideways at Dean, she was aware of his touch, 

he was drawing spirals on her back now that he was sitting next to her. She liked it and that was 

strange since she didn’t like to be touched, and no one had touched her this, well, intimately since 

she’d returned. It was innocent enough but it was still intimate, not the way that two strangers 

generally touched. Buffy found herself leaning in against him again without thinking about it, her 

head resting against his shoulder. She didn’t even think about it, she just did it. 

It was actually nice, nice to be close to someone, close to someone who wasn’t going to attack and 

hurt, someone who knew what it was to experience what they had experienced, someone who 

didn’t offer hollow pity and promises that it would be okay, because it wouldn’t exactly. Sure she 

would deal with it in time, but things would never go back to how they had been and Buffy would 

never be the slayer she had been once. Dean understood that, maybe even better than John did 

because John was…well he was busy with his calling and cause and though he’d tried to be there for 

Buffy, he’d soon enough palmed her off to Sam to deal with. “He’s a good kid your brother.” 

"Mm.." Dean murmured. "I like cheese on burgers. It helps keep the bacon in place." The hunter 

found it soothing to let his fingers wander over the slayer’s back. Her very presence was soothing to 

him as well. Without even thinking about it, he placed a kiss on the top of her head as she rested it 

on his shoulder. It just felt like the right thing to do. 

"He really is." Dean replied, pride evident in his voice. "He’s twice the hunter I am. He’s even better 

than my dad. If you tell either one of them I said that, I’ll have to pinch you until it annoys you a lot."  

Sam was able to pick up pizza with extra, extra cheese, beer, and pumpkin pie. He managed to get 

them all in to the motel, surprised to see Buffy and Dean sitting just as he had left them. 

"A little help here?" He asked, looking at them. 

Dean snapped out of it first. "Of course. Wouldn’t want Samantha to break a nail." He removed his 

hand from Buffy’s back and stood up, grabbing the beer and pie from his brother. "Pumpkin!" 

 

“Your secret is safe with me.” Buffy let out a little sigh when Dean kissed her head. This was strange 

but nice, definitely nice. She startled a bit like a doe when Sam walked in but hoped Dean’s 

movement covered it and Sam didn’t act like he’d noticed. 

Buffy snagged the pizza inhaling the scent with a groan. “I smell cheesy goodness.” She moved to the 

table setting the boxes down. “So I’ve got my dinner, what are you two having?”  

“You’re a funny girl, slayer, real funny.” Sam took a seat at the table, moving his laptop over to the 

bed nearby so it wouldn’t get pizza topped. He pushed out a chair. “Sit your ass down.”  

“Sir, yes, sir.” Buffy saluted sitting down on the chair which put her between the two boys, looking 

up as Dean set their beers down. 



"Good. You’re like my little lock box. Keeping my secrets." He smiled slightly as the slayer sighed. He 

took that as a good sign as she continued to rest her head against his shoulder. Dean noticed Buffy 

startle and gently rubbed her back before he stood up to help his moose of a brother. 

Dean snorted at Sam and Buffy. "You eat all the pizza, and I get all the pie." He stuck his tongue out 

at the slayer as he sat down as well. "Ass kiss." He teased her, as she did what Sam said. 

"Tease all you want, Dean, but if you eat all the pie, all the beer is mine." Sam commented, grinning 

at his brother. 

Dean playfully scowled at Sam and Buffy. “It would appear that we all need to share…” 

 

Buffy nearly choked on her drink. “You want me to do what? I don’t think there is enough beer or pie 

or cheesy goodness in the world to get my lips anywhere near your ass.” Buffy teased, already 

reaching for a slice of pizza. “I’ll share. I’m happy to share it all with you boys tonight.” She looked 

confused as Dean started choking on his beer and Sam hollered with laughter. “What?” She looked 

between them blankly.  

“That sounds like one of Dean’s porns.” Sam winked at her hoping she’d take it good naturedly 

enough, but they were both men, where did she expect their minds to go. He reached over and 

patted her head.  

“Oh my, oh my god.” Buffy literally facepalmed as she caught up with what they’d both thought 

based on her innocent comment. “Is that what you two spent all your time doing? Watching porn on 

the motel TVs?” 

“Nope, not together, we’re close but that’s crossing the line.” Sam chuckled. “Eat your pizza before 

that cheesy goodness ends up giving you a cheesy lap.” Sam suggested gently, Buffy was still looking 

horrified and if she kept holding the pizza like that right in front of her mouth all the toppings were 

going south.  

Dean made a snorting noise. “You’d be honored to kiss this fine ass.” He joked with a cocky grin on 

his face. The older hunter let out a cackle of a laugh as Sam explained to Buffy how dirty what she 

said had sounded. He scowled at the slayer, and shook his head. “The first rule about watching porn 

is, you don’t talk about watching porn… or watch it with another dude in the room.” 

Dean eagerly grabbed a slice of pizza and took a bite of it. Immediately he dropped the slice of pizza 

back in the box. "I burth mah tongue…" he grumbled before grabbing his beer and taking a giant 

swig. 

Sam laughed at Dean,and pointed, his own slice of pizza mere inches from his mouth. "Every single 

time!" He turned to Buffy, and snickered. "Dean never learned to wait until his pizza cooled down." 

"I guess I missed the porn rules, or I just tuned Xander out when he talked about them." Buffy 

snorted, she honestly couldn’t remember them ever talking about porn, maybe they just weren’t 

that type of group or they just talked shop too much. 



Buffy ate her pizza watching the two brother’s banter and give each other shit as they ate, Dean 

seeming to get over his burnt tongue pretty quickly. Once she’d had enough pizza Buffy decided to 

be a brat. She wasn’t sure why, but she was curious to gauge Dean on a few things. She slipped from 

her seat and went to the pie, quickly grabbing it, winking as Sam who was already chortling as Buffy 

rushed for her little room off the main one ready to lock the door and take Dean’s preshus hostage.  

"Well, this should be amusing." Sam grinned at his brother who was only just looking up from his 

pizza and beer to watch the theft take place. "Slayer versus hunter, taking all bets now, who will 

prevail. Will the pie be lost in this epic struggle, will Dean eat it off the floor…again." Sam was glad to 

see this, see the slayer giggling. He would never have picked it but it looked like Dean was a good 

effect on the slayer and her issues, he could only hope it would work both ways, he could only 

imagine what was going on in his brother’s head after fighting his way free.  

Dean snorted. "I’m sure your friend Xander would have loved it if his chick friends watched porn with 

him." The hunter mused before eating his pizza. Damn was it good, and he didn’t even burn his 

tongue again. He gave Sam shit, and got it back just as good as he gave it as he ate. Hearing Sam 

chortle, Dean looked up. 

"Pie! Where are you going with my preshus pie?" He demanded, standing up as he narrowed his eyes 

at the slayer. 

Sam snickered. "I think she’s going to eat all the pie, Bro." He said with a straight face. He knew Buffy 

was just messing with his brother. It was nice to see her in a teasing mood. 

"The Hell she is." Dean grunted as he stalked over to the bedroom door. Trying the handle, he found 

it was locked. "Slayer, Open the door!" All he got was a giggle in response. Scowling, Dean got an 

idea. 

"Where are you going?" Sam asked him as he watched his brother head towards the front door. 

"You’ll see." Dean cryptically muttered. Leaving the motel room, he crept around the side of the 

building. They’d gotten a room on the first floor at the end of the hallway, so the bedroom had a 

window as well as the main area. Dean looked in, seeing Buffy holding the pie as she watched the 

bedroom door. Smirking, Dean quietly jimmied the window open, and began crawling in. "Here’s 

Johnny!" 

"I’ll drop it." Buffy held the pie out like she was about to upend it onto the floor, her eyes never left 

the door. He might have thought he was quiet but she was the slayer. He wasn’t going to surprise 

her twice, especially not when she had already assessed the possible options. Window or door, 

either could be jimmied open, it wasn’t like these doors were designed to really keep people out. 

Especially not if kids could lock themselves in the other room.  

Buffy looked away from the door then hearing Sam still laughing on the other side of the door. “You 

think I’m bluffing?” She curled an eyebrow up, her mouth twisted in an amused smirk as Dean hit 

the floor.  



Dean’s eyes widened and he silently cursed himself as she addressed him without even turning 

around. Of course she’d heard him. Damn slayers with their uppity fancy heightened senses and 

what not. His mouth opened and closed several times as she threatened to drop the pie. 

"You wouldn’t.." He growled quietly, his eyes on the slayer. As the hunter watched her, he tried to 

stealthily continue his climb in to the window. Unfortunately, he was paying more attention to the 

pie than what he was doing, and ended up falling on the floor with a thud. "Son of a Bitch." 

Sam chuckled as he walked over to the closed door, listening in on the shenanigans going on behind 

it.“I think she’s serious, Dude.” He called out to Dean, still chuckling. 

Dean scowled at the door and then at Buffy as he stood up. "Just put the pie down, nice and slow, 

and nobody has to get hurt." 

"I’m Buffy not bluffy." Buffy grinned and let the pie start to slide before she recaught it again 

watching the look of sheer panic on Dean’s face. "You might want to have 911 ready to go on your 

phone, Sammy. I think your brother is about to stroke out. And not in the porn watching way."  

Buffy moved around so the bed was between her and Dean, twisting the pie back and forth as if she 

was about to dump it. “You think you can hurt me, that’s so cute.” She teased more, her mind 

flicking to her next course of action, she was thinking of going back to the door, unlocking it and 

letting Sammy have a play. Piggy in the middle. Not that they’d throw the pie exactly… but Dean 

didn’t have to know that. She was trying to think too, was there any food she’d go like this for, she 

really couldn’t think of anything. In the past she’d have done the dance for her cell phone though.  

"Ha Ha Ha. You’re a funny one, aren’t you?" Dean asked Buffy, tempted to tackle her for the pie. It 

would probably just hit the ground if he did though, so he opted against that plan. 

"Dean, It’s just pie!" Sam teased Dean from the other side of the door, chuckling at Buffy’s 

description. He’d never met anyone who loved pie as much as his big brother did. It was both 

amusing and disturbing, actually. 

"Not helping!" Dean called out to Sam before he smirked at Buffy. "Oh, I can hurt a whole lot of 

things bigger than you." That came out with an edge, one the hunter hadn’t expected. He shook his 

head, and held his hand out. “Just give me the pie.” 

"Open the door and move slowly out to the table and I’ll think about it." Buffy grinned, thoroughly 

amused by the way he was right up until he got an edge to his voice and she knew that she might 

have just found the line. He was still just fresh out of hell. She gave him a friendly smile then. "You 

get plates, and Sam can get the cream. You did get cream, right, Sammy?" You couldn’t have 

pumpkin pie without lashings of whipped cream, preferably with far too much icing sugar in it. 

Though that would put Buffy into sugar overload, and she’d be worse than she was now. Worse than 

drunk Buffy. 

"I’m not a heathen. Of course I did." Sam replied already moving to get what was needed instead of 

waiting for the door to be opened.  

"You okay?" Buffy asked in a quieter voice. "I wasn’t going to drop it, not after, well not after how 

good you’ve been to me today."  



Dean’s jaw unclenched. Up until that moment, he hadn’t even realized that his jaw had tightened. 

The hunter nodded his headed jerkily. “Yeah, I can get the plates.” The moment he’d spoken about 

being able to hurt things bigger than her, he’d gotten a flashback from Hell. Not of a particular 

event, but of a feeling; the demented joy he’d taken in hacking his way through the hordes of Hell. 

Sam watched closely as Dean opened the door, noticing a swift change in the mood in the room. His 

brother seemed tense and the slayer seemed to be trying to calm his mood. “You… alright, Man?” 

Dean nodded his head at Sam. “I’m fine.” He turned to Buffy as she spoke. "I will be, and I know you 

wouldn’t have. I just… overreacted is all. I’m sorry." He passed her by in order to head in to the small 

kitchen and fetch the paper plates the motel staff had provided them with. 

'It's okay.” Buffy moved to set the pie down on the table knowing she'd taken it too far, as Dean 

came over and set the plates down she slipped her hand into his, she didn't t look at him, not even 

acknowledging in any other way that she'd done it. She simply squeezed it because it felt like the 

right thing to do letting go before they sat down again. She let her knee rest against his so he'd have 

that contact, know she was there just like he had been.  

"So, we’ve got five victims and three of us, how do we want to do this?" Sam asked assuming the 

two would welcome the change to talking about work. 

Dean laced his fingers through Buffy’s and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. "Thank you," the hunter 

mumbled softly. Dean sat next to Buffy as Sam served them up some pie. He felt her knee against 

his, and calmed down. He looked up when Sam spoke. "How did you guys do it while I was gone? Did 

you split up, or do all the research together?" He was curious to see if Sam and Buffy had come up 

with a system that worked for them. 

"It depended on the case." Sam replied. “I think with this one we can split up the cases, do our 

interviews separately, and meet back at the motel. Does that work for you Buffy? Dean?” 

"What he means is mostly we stuck together because I was still learning. I’m not ashamed that you 

had to hold my hand for me to do it with you." Buffy watched as Sam’s lips twitched as he tried to 

keep a straight face. She rolled her eyes at him. "If you guys trust me on my own now I’m good with 

that, I used to patrol and follow leads on my own before…"  

Sure she’d be a lot nervous but she wasn’t going to slow things down because she had issues. She 

didn’t,t want to be babies and she didn’t want to be a problem so if splitting up like an episode of 

Scooby doo or a movie would get the job done then she’d man up. Or rather slayer up. 

Dean looked between Sam and Buffy as the slayer spoke. "Then it’s settled. We’ll give you one of the 

names and what happened to the victim, and you can dig up some clues. Sammy and I will each take 

two. Deal?" 

Sam glanced at Buffy as Dean was speaking. "Sounds good to me." He opened his laptop to retrieve 

the list of names he’d gathered for easy reference. "I’ve got names, places, and witness IDs, thanks 

to the news stories I looked up." 



"Are you sure you want to take on two? I mean, you only just…got back" Buffy didn’t want Dean 

taking on more than he could handle with this, just because she was having issues. She had a silly 

urge to put her hand on him as she asked be comforting…or something.  

Sam just kept bringing up the information on his laptop, mentally sorting through it to see who 

would be best suited. “I think you should take the young girl, Buffy, you know the female bonding 

thing. Not sure she’ll talk to either of us.” 

Buffy almost giggled. “Sound logic though you are forgetting the whole fact that boys as cute as you 

both really aren’t going to have any trouble getting girls to talk.” Honestly she wasn’t sure at all what 

special thing she brought to this side of things, sure she could dust a vampire without breaking a 

sweat, but this, all this was still new and strange and just a little disconcerting. Not feelings Buffy 

really enjoyed. 

Dean nodded confidently at Buffy. "Yeah, I’ll be fine." He said, looking her in the eyes. He had to get 

back to the way things had been. Being back, hunting, it was like riding a bike, right? He’d fall back in 

to the old rhythm of things, and he’d be fine. He had to be. 

Dean snorted at Buffy. "True, but some girls get shy around us. Especially around me." He said 

smugly. "I’m sure whoever you have to talk to would prefer talking to you than getting a sore neck 

looking up at that one." The hunter added, jabbing his thumb in Sam’s direction. 

Sam rolled his eyes at Dean before speaking to Buffy. "He’s just jealous that I make him look 

short."He murmured, dodging a balled up piece of paper that Dean tossed his way. 

Dean snorted at his brother. "Uh Huh. Sure I’m jealous of you, Sasquatch. Now, shut yer pie hole and 

give me the names of the victims I’m looking in to." 

 


