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Dean woke up to the sounds of a chair being unceremoniously tipped over and the 
whimpering of a hurt animal. 
 
Fuck, I must've forgotten to lock the door completely last night. How badly was I hurt if 
I forgot that? Dean thought to himself as he crept out of bed, hoping that it was just 
the motel owner’s dog being too inquisitive for its own good, that he'd have to herd 
out of the room. As he stood and looked around the room for the intruder, moving 
slowly so that his injuries from last night would only throb in discontent instead of 
scream in agony. Dean quickly got confused as he couldn't see the motel owner's 
dog or any creature for that matter. 
 
When he hadn't seen anything move for a few minutes and there wasn't any more 
noise, Dean picked his gun up, tucked it into the waistband of his boxers and walked 
over to where the chair had been knocked onto its side. As he bent down to pick the 
chair up, he saw a pair of eyes peer out at him from inside his leather jacket. 
 
Dean carefully crouched down, making sure to not completely corner the creature 
and scare it into attacking him, and tried to coax it out from its hiding place. After all, 
the jacket was not only functional and a piece of protective clothing (soldiers used to 
wear leather armour in the past, so what's the difference between their armour and my 



jacket?), but helped him create the "devilishly handsome rogue" persona that drew in 
oh so many hotties at bars. Naturally, Dean had his priorities set. 
 
When the creature seemed to retreat further into the folds of the jacket rather than 
coming out where Dean could get hold of it, Dean started to get annoyed; the poor 
man had been flung around like a rag doll more than once yesterday and was having 
to play horse whisperer with some mysterious creature, all before he could get 
dressed to go out and get a cup of coffee. The world is a cruel place sometimes. 
 
What are you? Whatever you are, you're really pretty damn small to be hiding that well 
in my jacket. Dean thought as he shifted slightly, trying to work out if he could scoop 
the creature and the jacket up in one go. As he reached out for the jacket he began 
humming quietly and after a few bars of the song, the creature started to slowly 
creep back out of where it had hidden inside Deans' jacket, noticeably calmer than 
when it had been completely hidden. 
 
What Dean saw when the creature's head was visible startled him; it wasn't the 
motel owner's dog or even an overly inquisitive racoon. 
 
It was a lizard. 
 
Well, it was lizard-like. 
 
The more of it that emerged from the confines of Dean's jacket it was evident that it 
wasn't just any lizard. Granted, it was dark green and brown with small scales, and 
despite its size, looked pretty much like a sagebrush lizard that was found all over the 
area, but that was pretty much where the resemblance ended.  
 
No lizard Dean had ever seen had ever had a mouth that resembled your typical 
picture of a dragon or had wings. Nope. Not a single one, and given that he'd lived in 
pretty much every state in the continental US in his twenty five years, he'd seen more 
than a few examples. 
 
Hang on. Large lizard-like creature with a mouth like a DRAGON'S and WINGS? If 
dragons weren't extinct I'd think I'd got a baby dragon here. As Dean was thinking on 
the creature in front of him, it fluttered its wings and dislodged the last of Dean's 
jacket that was covering it, uncovering its tail. 
 
Oh hell, it's a dragon isn't it? A little fucking dragon that doesn't know it's meant to 
have been extinct for over five hundred years. Shit. They are extinct, right? That's what 
all the books say. What the fuck am I gonna do with a baby dragon around? Dean 
continued to think in this vein for a while until he heard the baby ... dragon walk 
across the bare wood floor from under the table to where Dean was kneeling next to 
the up righted chair. When it started, well, whining at him, Dean had a sudden flash 



of something that was him but not him ripping a buck into pieces and feeding it to 
the baby dragon in front of him. Before he'd even registered what he was doing, 
Dean was pulling on clean clothes and walking out of the door to the Impala with the 
thought of 'must get meat, lots of meat' going round his head. 
 
It wasn't until he was putting the key in the ignition of the Impala that Dean realised 
that he had no memory of the last few moments other than an extreme need to get 
out and get meat, no matter where it was from, just get meat. 
 
As he shuddered at the strength of the urge and the many things it implied, Dean 
reasoned to himself that it was the best course of action to follow anyway. If it 
turned out that the dragon was a figment of his imagination or was going to 
somehow kill or injure him, it was safest to get away from where it was, even just for 
a while. On the other hand, if it turned out that the dragon was  ...  good and just 
wanted a safe place to hide out and was somehow begging him for some food in the 
process, well, Dean had had a rather soft geeky spot for dragons ever since Pastor 
Jim had told him about them when he was twelve. There wasn't a book on dragons in 
Jim's collection that Dean hadn't read that winter. 
 
The drive from the motel Dean had been staying in for the last couple of days was 
long and simple enough that his mind started wandering over just what had 
happened the in the previous couple of days to land him with a baby dragon of all 
things using his jacket as some kind of blanket or comforter. 
 
 

~+~ Forty eight hours previously ~+~ 
 
 
It was whilst Dean was drinking the best cup of coffee that he’d had in what was at 
least a month, and waiting for his bacon and pancakes to be served that he realised 
that there was a case in the quiet little backwater town. As he put the latest 
newspaper down and mentally counted up the number and locations of all the cattle 
mutilations he’d read about in the last fortnight and put it together with the number 
of wild predator carcasses found eaten and discarded haphazardly up and down the 
nearby stretch of the Rockies, Dean realised that not only was there most likely a 
case in the area, but that it was a big one at that. Whatever the creature was, he sure 
didn’t want to be under-armed when he came up against it. 
 
“Can I get you anything else, Hun?” The waitress asked him, hips jutted in such a 
manner that made her whole body look edible. 
 
“I’m guessing that you’re not on the menu, right?” Dean said whilst winking at her, 
causing her to blush and hide a giggle behind a hand, whilst she shook her head to 



say 'no' to Dean's suggestive question. He drained the last of the coffee from his cup 
and put it down closer to her. 
  
“Well, as I can’t have you, I’d like a refill on the coffee then.” Dean said flirtatiously. 
  
The still blushing waitress sashayed over to the coffee pot and back again, filling the 
empty cup whilst making sure that Dean got a perfect eyeful of all of her assets, 
silently telling him that he could have her, just not whilst she was at work. 
  
As he savoured the coffee, Dean tried to work out the basics of what he'd need for 
the hunt and compared it to his mental inventory of his kit, and realised that not only 
would he have to do a lot of research, he'd probably have to fork out rather a bit to 
get the items that he didn't have. 
  
I guess I'll be playing pool for the next few nights then, Dean thought as he left a 
generous tip for the waitress and left the diner, heading unerringly for his baby, the 
Impala. 
  

 
Dean spent the rest of the day in the local library, going through all the books that he 
could find on local history, legends and folklore as well as spending a good few hours 
on the lone computer that had internet access, comparing what he'd read in the 
newspaper that morning with the news that Dean had picked up in the last fortnight 
whilst travelling south from Montana, down through Wyoming and Colorado, then 
north west through Utah. With the occurrences being spread out through the four 
states and across multiple counties in all of them, it wasn't surprising that Dean had 
taken so long to realise that he was driving around the edges of a hunt in the Rockies 
of all places, and it wasn't surprising that it was taking him far longer than he'd 
thought to pull up all of the articles that he remembered. 
  
When he ran out of useful books and both the internet connection and the computer 
crashed for the fourth time in as many minutes, Dean was ready to call it a day, 
despite his need for more solid research before he went off to deal with the creature 
once and for all. 
 

 
 



That night was spent in the bar at the north end of town, hustling pool and picking 
the pocket of a particularly sleazy ass that was one attempt at flirting with a taken 
woman away from getting the beat down he deserved. As soon as Dean had 'won' 
enough money to cover the extra ammo and supplies that he thought he might need 
on this hunt, Dean hightailed it out of there. No sense in staying for the brawl that 
was sure to happen when the people he'd been playing against realised that they'd 
been hustled. 
 
At least today wasn't a complete bust. I might not know what I'm dealing with but I 
know roughly where, and I've got enough cash to last a while. Looks like tomorrow's 
going to be hands on recon. Dean thought as he pulled into the motel parking lot. 
 

 
 
The next morning Dean was up and out of his motel room before the sun had crept 
over to his bed, and was appreciating another cup of heavenly coffee in the same 
diner as the last few days. This time the blushing waitress wasn't on shift and instead 
there was a waitress who was probably old enough to be his grandma and was quite 
likely the elderly librarian's sister. When she saw the rough sketch of where Dean 
presumed the creature to be holing up in, in the notes that he was going through, 
she started asking friendly questions about where he was going and why he'd want 
to go there with all the palaver going on with the dead animals. 
  
"Now son, why'd you want to go to a place like that at a time like this? It's not the 
best of season to be going 'round them mountains, especially not with some rabid 
animal attacking others left right and centre." She asked kindly, concern showing in 
her eyes. 
  
"Thanks for your concern ma'am but it's for an article my friends writing. See, he 
writes and I go and take the photos for him. It suits me just fine as I love the outdoors 
and you never want to see the results of him on the business end of a camera! I 
shouldn't be out there long anyway; I just need a few photos to highlight parts of his 
article." Dean smoothly replied with, mixing the sincerity of his tone with the words 
of his lie just the right amount that she'd buy it. 
  
"That's so nice of you to do that for a friend. It's not common to see such a nice man 
as you travel through here these days." At that, Dean had to work hard to hide the 
minute flicker of longing to be the 'nice man' that she thought he was. "If you're 
needing directions from here to your sketch of a map, there isn't anyone around 
these parts as knows them better than my sister and I as our Daddy was one of the 



finest Park Rangers that we've ever had and he made sure we knew what was 
where." The kind old waitress told Dean. 
  
"Why ma'am, I'd be glad of some help from an expert such as yourself. See, I have 
the rough area marked out that I need to get too, but I've never been too good with 
maps out side of towns. Especially when I'm going to somewhere that's not sign 
posted from at least half a state away!" Dean replied with, thinking it'd be a good 
idea to soak up as much free local knowledge as possible whilst he was here, as you 
never know when you'd need it. 
  
He offered her the seat opposite him to keep up the 'nice man' routine and really, 
someone that old should be allowed to sit often if they're still bussing tables at that 
age. 
  
"Well if you can navigate yourself 'round town, I'll just give you directions from the 
edge of town then shall I? Right, you'll want to take the East 300 South out of town; 
turn right onto the South 500 East, it'll become Canyon Road after not long at all. 
Keep following it 'til you get to a cross road with the mountains directly in front of 
you. You'll want to keep going straight on. Follow it about two miles up, not quite to 
the end of the road mind, no doubt you'll see where the current Park Rangers and 
Police have had their cars parked up and then it's about a two, maybe closer to three, 
mile hike directly north of the road to the area in your sketch there. Keep in mind that 
you'll be going through forest and 'round mountains all this time though, so it'll take 
you longer than you think, probably closer to double whatever time you plan on, so 
make sure you allow yourself extra time. You get all that?" The lady asked the last 
part with a gentle tilt of her head and furrow of her brow when she realised that the 
nice young man in front of her hadn't asked her to repeat any of her directions. 
  
"Yes ma'am. My Father was a Marine and taught me to get everything done first time 
as you might not get a second try." Dean replied smoothly, seemingly reading her 
mind, but for someone as used to hustling as him, he'd learned to read expressions 
and body language with a high rate of success a long time ago. "Thank you so much 
for this ma'am, it's very kind of you to help out a total stranger like this." 
  
"Oh it's nothing, anything to keep people safe. Now, can I get you anything else, 
young man?" She asked. When Dean replied in the negative, she got up and went 
back to the kitchen, taking Dean's empty plate with her. 
 

 
 



Anyone in their right mind would have called their friends up and asked for their help 
when faced with a hunt in this large an area and without knowing exactly what it was 
that he was hunting. That's assuming that the person had friends or was in their right 
mind. Dean claimed neither. 
  
Sure there were contacts and acquaintances that he could feel out for some 
information, but most of them saw him as "John's son" or "the eldest Winchester 
kid" and it'd get around to his Dad in next to no time that Dean Winchester couldn't 
last three hunts without calling for help, and there was no way that Dean was going 
to have his Dad, the great John Winchester himself, give him the telephonic 
equivalent of the stink eye for needing bailing out on something as simple as a bit of 
research. 
  
If only this fucker did something more defining than just killing and eating a hell of a 
lotta animals recently, then my job'd be so much freakin' easier. Then again, when's 
anything ever been just plain easy for me? 
  
So far he had managed to narrow the options down to five contenders, barring it 
being a previously unknown spawn of evil; a highly organised pack of Black Dogs 
which he didn't think was particularly likely, a potentially psychotic animal 'shifter, 
the Rockies version of England's Wild Hunt, a night-hunting Griffin, or a rather hungry 
Dragon. Yeah, not very likely in any case, considering that Griffin's don't exist, 
Dragon's have been extinct for at least 500 years, there was no record of there being 
any version of the Wild Hunt anywhere in the area and organised Black Dogs? Yeah, 
right. 
 

 
 
Dean had been to the three different gun stores in town and had just about managed 
to find everything that he needed, or as much as you could get from a non-hunter-
specific store. Then again, the nearest hunter-specific store that he knew of was 
Brady & Linda's place in Tonalea, Arizona, not exactly close to bum-fuck nowhere, 
Utah. 
 
The mountains were all around him and the site where the Police and Park Rangers 
had been parked up was a couple of hundred meters behind him when Dean parked 
and locked the Impala up in a wider section of the road. It wasn't the first time Dean 
had been in a mountainous area or a heavily forested one either, but it was the first 
time in such an area on his own and for a few moments he wished that he had either 
his Dad or Sam with him. It wasn't necessarily for the back-up that they'd be on a 
hunt like this, but just the reminder that there were other people. It was so quiet out 



here in comparison to even a small town such as the one he'd just come from, even 
with the bird calls and the general noises of nature around him, it was a little 
unsettlingly quiet after the noise that he was so used to. 
 
As he shook off the feeling of insignificance that stole over him, Dean tightened the 
straps of the bag over his shoulder and took off north, his rough sketch and a proper 
map both tucked in an inside pocket of his jacket. 
 

 
 
He hadn't been expecting to cross paths with anyone whilst out here, so when Dean 
heard startled sounding voices from just ahead and a little below him, Dean was 
surprised and more than a little cautious. The nature photographer cover wouldn't 
last long if people saw the handgun in his waistband or the arsenal in his bag. 
 
"God dammit, what is this thing Jake? Ain’t nothin' like what you told me we'd be 
huntin' today." A slightly muffled but definitely male voice called out, sharply 
followed by the sounds of bodies hitting rocks and items being dropped. Seconds 
later there was a sound as if the earth itself was growling. 
 
As Dean crept closer another male voice spoke. 
 
"Mike! Mike, we gotta get outta here." The other man, presumably the previously 
mentioned Jake, said in between panting for breath. From the sound of it, he was 
injured and getting weak quickly. 
 
All the time 'Jake' had been talking, Dean had been creeping closer to the source of 
the voices and by the time he could see where they were, both men – for there were 
only two men that he could see – were pretty beaten up and their rifles were the 
other side of the roofless cave that they were in. From the back of the recession in 
the mountain, Dean could hear the creature that the men had come across but 
because of the bushes lining the drop, he couldn't see what they were up against. 
 
Whether it was a perfectly normal creature that they'd accidentally pissed off or 
some form of supernatural creature, he couldn't just leave the two guys to deal with 
it themselves when they were as injured as he could see they were, but that didn't 
mean that Dean was just going to jump in playing the white knight, that was a sure 
fire way to get himself just as beat up as the two guys down there. Dean carefully 
slithered along the top of the drop in search of a spot that he would be able to see 
what he was dealing with from without getting up wind of it and announcing his 
presence. 



 
Before he'd found such a spot, one of the men had managed to pick up his hunting 
rifle and got off a couple of shots at the creature. This didn't seem so good in 
hindsight as the creature trumpeted its anger and lashed out in retaliation. Now Dean 
could see that whatever it was, it wasn't a normal creature and was quite possibly 
what he'd been searching for, as no normal creature that he knew of had a tail like a 
lizard but longer than he was tall, nor had claws that were probably longer than his 
foot. By the time Dean had a suitable position, there was only one man still alive 
down there. The other was spread out over a large area starting at the rock he'd 
been leaning against and ending at the base of a tree. 
 
A tree that was three meters away. 
 
When Dean finally saw just what he was dealing with, he pitied the men for being 
foolish enough to think that they'd be able to fight their way out once they'd 
angered it, for in front of Dean was a creature that everyone thought was extinct; a 
dragon. To be more precise, a nesting dragon whose eggs appeared to be on the 
verge of hatching if their wobbling all over the place in the nest was anything to go 
by. 
 
With the second man not moving other than nearly hyperventilating and currently 
posing no threat to the dragon or her hatching offspring, the dragon ignored him and 
walked back over to the nest, nudging a couple of eggs back into the centre of the 
nest. 
 
He was half tempted to leave the last man to his fate, there was little chance that the 
guy would last the trek back to the Impala let alone the drive from there to the 
nearest hospital, and yet he couldn't just leave the man to die from blood loss. 
Making up his mind to give the man a mercy killing and to try and find out a little 
more about the dragon, coz dude, DRAGONS, Dean slowly slid himself down the drop 
into the roofless cave and quietly stalked over to the now practically unconscious 
man, intending to quickly snap his neck and put him out of his misery. Unfortunately 
for Dean, just as he got within an arm's reach of him, the guy somehow pulled 
himself up onto his knees and started yelling whilst groping around for something. 
 
"YOU FUCKER! He was my best friend. I'll fuckin' kill you for this. Take you with me if I 
have to." As he was yelling, the guy found what he was looking for and swung 
around to face the dragon who was now facing him, her body covering the nest and 
her wings splayed as much as they could be in the space she had to further protect 
her eggs. 
 
What the guy loaded the rifle that he'd grabbed from under his best friend's torso, 
Dean couldn't tell, but when he pulled the trigger, the sound was far different from 
the earlier shots and seemed to cause more damage if the wobbling of the dragon 



was any indication. Perhaps it was because of the closer proximity when he fired or 
whatever it had been loaded with, but this shot seemed to have done what the 
previous attacks hadn't, it had scored a not-quite-direct hit in the region of her eye 
Dean estimated from the amount of damage that could be seen even from where he 
was. 
 
The dragon wasn't just wobbling, Dean realised, she was teetering backwards; with 
the last of her energy as she died, she tried in vain to push herself forwards and away 
from the nest by flapping her wings as much as she could in the confined space and 
flailing out with her front legs, but the power of the impact coupled with her sheer 
mass pushed her backwards and onto the nest. 
 
As her forelimbs flailed and spasmed, the dragon's claws caught her killer across the 
throat and chest, flinging him sideways. Unfortunately for Dean, he was to the side of 
the now-flying man and was knocked to the ground by the impact of the man 
crashing into him. As Dean crashed to the ground, he hit his head just behind his right 
temple on a jagged rock. Before he could properly register what was going on and 
roll the dead man's body off of him, Dean was unconscious and bleeding from 
multiple small cuts and scratches across his face, back and hands. 
 

 
 
What the fuck happened? Dean thought as he groggily woke up, his head throbbing in 
time with his pulse and his back aching like it had been pulverised by a meat 
tenderiser. For a moment he just lay there, trying to make sense of the situation he 
was in and work out what to do. When the stench of recently dead bodies reached 
his nose he rolled out from under the weight that was pinning him down, gagging a 
little. When his brain caught up with his eyes and realised that he'd been pinned 
under a dead body for at least as long as he'd been out of it and lying in a puddle of 
blood that wasn't just the dead man's, he threw up. 
 
As he took deep breaths and crawled away from the body, Dean took stock of where 
he was and quickly deduced that a good three or four hours had gone passed as it 
was now mid-afternoon and would be getting dark soon. Standing up slowly, Dean 
saw the dead dragon and, feeling a pang of shame that he hadn't been able to save 
her as he'd always liked the stories about dragons and had devoured all the 
information on them that he could find, noticed that her blood had run down the 
gentle slope to mix with the blood of the dead man who'd pinned Dean down in 
unconsciousness. At the thought of having lain in a pool of human and dragon blood 
for hours, Dean forcibly pushed down the urge to vomit again and could only hope 
that no one saw him before he could have a shower. 



 
Dean had never let on to this fascination with dragons to Sam or their Dad of course, 
wouldn't want them to think that he was anything less than the perfect big brother, 
son or hunter that they both needed him to be, and being geeky over dragons didn't 
fit into any of those categories, so he had hid it along with everything else that he 
liked or wanted that didn't fit those roles. 
 
Dean was fully upright and looking around for a safe place to climb up the miniature 
cliff face and back onto the path that he'd been on when he'd found the two men 
earlier in the day when he heard it, a slight almost whimpering-chirp coming from 
under the membrane of one of the dragon's wings. As Dean walked over the sound 
got louder and sounded more and more desperate. 
 
It couldn't be, none of the eggs had hatched and she's crushed them all. Dean told 
himself when he thought that maybe it was a baby dragon under there, but when he 
gingerly pulled back the membrane, what was producing the desperate whimpering-
chirp was none other than a baby dragon. Barely bigger than his forearm the baby 
was nudging its mother, obviously wanting her to comfort it or feed it. With a sinking 
feeling, Dean worked out that the baby must have hatched as its mother was dying 
and Dean hadn't noticed as he was busy falling unconscious. Realising that it 
wouldn't last very long at all with no one to look after it, Dean took off his leather 
jacket, carefully wrapped the baby dragon into it and made his way over to a safe 
place to climb the cliff and made his way back to the Impala as quickly and safely as 
he could, blaming his still foggy brain for the insanity in what he was doing. 
 
 

~+~ Present day ~+~ 
 
 
Dean parked the Impala in the small car park at the side of the Mom and Pop store a 
couple of blocks down from the diner of awesome coffee, counted up how much 
money he had left and went in to buy as much meat as he could get his hands on, 
reasoning that anything the baby dragon didn't eat within a day or so, he'd cook up 
on one of those disposable bar-b-q kits for himself. 
 
"Are you new in town? Can't say as I've seen you around here before, son." The man 
at the meat counter asked as he packaged up all of the steaks and joints that Dean 
had asked for. 
 
"No, I'm just passing through, I'm meeting up with some friends tonight for a 
barbecue and they asked me to get in some extra steaks, so here I am, buying as 
much as I can." Dean replied smoothly, picking up the packaged meat. 
 



"Ah say no more, you can never have too many steaks for a proper barbecue." The 
man said with a grin. 
 
"Thanks." With that, Dean took the meat over to the till and handed over all but three 
dollars of his remaining money, smiled at the older woman who served him (probably 
the butcher's wife Dean thought), and went back to the Impala. 
 

 
 
A while later, Dean was back in the motel room and putting the meat away in the 
mini-fridge and wondering just what the hell he's meant to do with a baby dragon - 
how would he hunt and would it be safe to take the dragon with him or leave it in a 
motel? – not to mention what he'd do if his Dad decided to drop in on him 
unannounced as he'd threatened to do from time to time, when he realised that the 
whimpering-chirp or similar sounds that he'd been expecting to hear from the lonely 
dragon, weren't there. Panicking, with visions of dead dragons and eggs being 
carried off by men in armour, Dean whirled around, looking everywhere in the room 
for the baby dragon, getting more and more panicked with every second that went 
passed without finding it. When he eventually found the baby dragon curled up in a 
pile of dirty t-shirts and the duvet that had partially slid off of the bed this morning, 
Dean collapsed on the bed with his head in his hands forcing himself to calm down. 
 
Why the hell was I so fucking scared? It's not like I have any connection to the dragon. 
 
Dean continued to breathe slowly and calm himself, scrubbing his hands back and 
forth over the back of his head as he kept his eyes focussed on the baby dragon, 
refusing to move and have the baby out of his sight for even a second until he was 
totally calm. When he'd calmed down and had hurriedly put the rest of the meat 
away, Dean sat back in the same spot and lost the next half hour or so just watching 
the curled up baby dragon, finding himself grinning lightly when it started twitching 
and moving in its sleep. 
 
Just like Sammy when he was a baby, oh hell, at any age. That kid just can't stay still 
when he's asleep. At the thoughts of Sam, Dean felt his happy calmness slide for a 
moment as he realised that this summer would be the third summer since Sam had 
left for Stanford. It's not that Dean wasn't proud of his baby brother for going to 
college, it was the fact that Sam had never tried to contact Dean after walking out of 
the door when John gave him the ultimatum of family or college and Sam hadn't 
picked them. Dean had left a couple of voicemails over the next week ranging from "I 
don't blame you, you were always brilliant with school stuff" to "just call me 



whenever you need to", but he'd never got a reply, not even a text message telling 
him to leave Sam alone. Nothing. Complete radio silence for three years, and it hurt. 
 
As he nudged the memories of Sam leaving them out of his mind, Dean saw that the 
baby dragon was waking up and went to get a steak out of the fridge for the baby, 
reasoning that everything that he'd ever read said that dragons ate meat and lots of 
it, that the babies probably ate it, just a lot less. 
 
"Come on now, no need to be shy, I've got some food for you." Dean said to the baby 
dragon as he crouched down and put the steak down in front of the baby. The baby 
dragon looked at the meat, up and Dean, and back down at the meat. As if knowing 
what the baby meant, Dean held it up to the dragon's mouth and put enough of it in 
its mouth that it'd taste and smell it and hopefully it's hunger would kick in and do 
the rest. When the baby bit down and couldn't get more than a scraping off of the 
steak Dean realised with blinding clarity that despite having needle-sharp teeth, they 
probably weren't quite strong enough to rip through even a small steak, and given 
that the baby was all of a day old, it would probably have been fed small chunks by its 
mom until it was big enough and strong enough to rip into carcasses of small animals 
itself. Almost face-palming himself, Dean grabbed the knife in his ankle sheathe and 
cut the steak up into bite size chunks for the baby. Once it could pick a piece up on its 
own and fit the whole chunk into its mouth in one go, it descended on the remaining 
chunks with gusto and was soon making pleading noises. 
 
With a chuckle, Dean got another steak and cut it up, hand feeding a piece every now 
and then to the baby dragon. When both steaks had been eaten, the baby dragon 
slowly dropped off to sleep, half on and half off of Deans' lap. Dean gathered it up 
into his arms and stood, taking it to the bathroom and gently cleaned it up, humming 
a song to himself all the while. 
 
Before he knew what was going on, he was wiping his blood stained hands on the 
more-than-useless t-shirt that he'd been wearing yesterday and the baby dragon was 
now curled up on the spare pillow with one of Dean's old t-shirts over its tail and hind 
legs and Dean was gently stroking the dragon's flanks. When he realised that two 
hours had gone passed since he'd first started to feed the baby dragon and it would 
wake up again pretty soon, most likely for another round of feeding then sleeping, 
Dean was shocked, especially as he hadn't actually eaten anything himself other than 
the half pack of M&Ms that had been in the Impala and he hadn't felt the need to eat 
or even stop off for coffee even though he'd been just up the street from the diner 
earlier. Upon realising that, his stomach started to grumble and he suddenly felt 
starving, the only problem was that other than the meat for the dragon and a six 
pack of beer in the mini-fridge, Dean had nothing in the room that he could eat and 
no money to pay for take-out. 
 



Damn it. Guess I'll have to chance the grill in this shit heap to actually work and have one 
of the steaks, though at the rate the baby gets through them, I'll have to ... acquire 
some more soon. So Dean chanced the grill and whilst the steak turned out edible, it 
was a far cry from even the most average of steaks he'd ever had in the multitude of 
diners and similar places that he'd eaten in over the years. Just as he finished choking 
down the steak, the baby dragon woke up and Dean could hear it moving around on 
the bed as he dumped the dirty plate on the side. As he walked over to the bed he 
picked up another couple of steaks, cut them up and put them on the one other plate 
in the room so that the bed wasn't completely gross when he got into it. 
 
When he'd gone through the whole feeding, cleaning and putting down to sleep 
routine, Dean worked out that he had another three, maybe four hours until the 
dragon woke up again and he was determined to get some sleep in before that 
happened, so he shucked off his clothes, gave his teeth a cursory brushing and 
dropped onto the bed, only narrowly missing crushing the sleeping dragon. Sliding 
across the bed in the laziest possible manner, Dean gently shoved the pillow from the 
centre of the bed to its customary place at the head of the bed and rolled up another 
t-shirt to make a sort of barrier in an attempt to stop it from falling off of the bed in 
the night. 
 
When he was sure that the dragon was safe and not about to wake up, he attempted 
to become one with the mattress and fall asleep. Unfortunately, his mind wasn't 
playing the same game. 
 
Great, overnight I've become a fucking single parent with no money to look after my 
'kid' and no way of knowing if I'm doing more harm than good. Fuck this shit. 
 
How did Dad cope with me and Sam? Oh yeah, he didn't, he relied on me too much. 
 
Fuck. 
 
I'm gonna need help with this but everyone I know knows Dad and it'll get back to him 
and there's no way in hell I'm having him tell me to kill an honest-to-God dragon. 
Especially not a baby one. 
 
The more Dean thought on it, the more desperate and panicked he became. He did 
his best to put it out of his mind and put on his game face as knew he'd be needing 
sleep - he wasn't stupid, he'd heard about the sleepless nights of parenthood, seen it 
in TV shows and remembered it vaguely from when Sam was little and had had a bad 
case of the 'flu – and eventually, Dean fell into oblivion. 
 



 
 
Dean woke to the sounds of claws scrabbling for purchase on fabric and a startled 
yelp. 
 
He shot up out of bed and frantically looked round the room with bleary eyes until he 
noticed the baby dragon slowly sliding sideways off of the pillow. He reached over 
and carefully scooped it up, fed and cleaned it again all the time humming snatches 
of songs, but instead of putting the dragon back onto the spare pillow, Dean cradled 
it on his lap and continued to hum, soothing both dragon and himself back to sleep, 
successfully ignoring the vague feeling of unease that still its claws in him. 
 
When Dean next woke up, he realised why a) sleeping upright in bed with a nasty ass 
headboard digging into your back is a bad idea and b) why having what amounted to 
a naked baby sleeping in your lap is not only a bad idea but a very messy and smelly 
one. 
 
"Oh gross. That's just nasty." Dean said whilst simultaneously trying to hold his 
breath in an attempt to stop smelling what was now covering the entirety of the 
front of his boxers. 
 
He carried the dragon to the bathroom at arm’s length whilst shimmying out of the 
boxers and kicking them in the direction of the bin, and proceeded to give it a full 
bath, making mental notes of extra things to buy the second he had enough money 
to. Spare boxers and something that could be fashioned into a diaper for night time 
were currently at the top of that list. 
 
When they were both clean again, the dragon had been fed and Dean had dug out 
and put on one the last pairs of clean boxers that he had, Dean caught himself in the 
dull reflection of the room's window and realised that he had no cuts, scrapes or 
bruises anywhere on him; not on his hands or on his head where he'd hit the rock 
that'd knocked him out nor across his back from the impact of landing on stone with 
the dead weight of a not-small man on top of him. There was nothing "wrong" with 
him from two days ago other than a low grade headache that rolled from one side of 
his head to the other and was probably a result of a minor concussion from the KO, 
and that was just plain weird. 
 
Dismissing it as something to think on in the daylight, Dean put the dozing dragon 
back on the pillow but moved both nightstands to that side of the bed creating an 
extension to the bed in case baby dragon moved about enough in the night to almost 
fall out of bed again. 



 

 
 
The next time Dean woke up, the sun was up, albeit barely, and the dragon was still 
fast asleep. He could feel the knots in his back receding but the headache was still 
there. Nowhere near as bad as a lot that he'd had in the past, so he didn't worry too 
much and gave into the thoughts from last night. 
 
Jim knows about dragons, but he's known Dad since before I was born so he's not an 
option. Caleb, he's ... not the right person. Great guy if I needed guns or knives but info 
on dragons, not so much. Jefferson's never been all that tight with Dad but he's more 
your salt and burn guy, definitely not going to know anything about dragons. I haven't 
heard from Travis in a while, don't know where he is or if he's even around anymore. He 
probably wouldn't talk to Dad, then again, he probably wouldn't see or speak to him 
soon enough to be a problem. Richie and Dad have never met but the guy's not cut out 
to be a hunter and I don't want to encourage him so he's out. Who the hell else is there? 
 
Dean kept thinking about who to feel out, all the while unconsciously keeping half an 
eye on the sleeping dragon, shifting it around gently when it nearly rolled off the side 
again. 
 
Whoever he ended up calling, Dean knew he'd have to move on today, having no 
money to pay for a motel room tended to get you kicked out and your stuff trashed 
and with the amount of meat he'd have to keep on buying coupled with the hustling 
he'd have to do and the number of fake credit cards that would have to be used, it 
would make him far too noticeable and the locals far too suspicious for him to stay in 
any one place for more than a day or so. 
 
When he had fed the dragon the second to last lot of steak that he had, Dean 
decided that he'd try the number that he had for Travis. What he'd do if Travis didn't 
pick up or wasn't able to help him, Dean didn’t want to think about. 
 
As he was packing up the clothes that he was actually taking with him, a certain pair 
of boxers not being among them, Dean dug out his cell phone from the blood 
encrusted pair that he'd been wearing when he'd first encountered the baby dragon 
and its Mom, running through the contacts in there, he was surprised to go passed 
'Singer-emerg.' just above Travis. As he called Travis Dean realised 'Singer-emerg.' 
must be Bobby Singer, and wondered why he hadn't thought of Bobby earlier. 
 
"I'm sorry, but the number you are dialling has been disconnected. Please try another 
number." 



 
"Goddamit." Dean bit out. He stood up from the chair he'd sat down on when he was 
scrolling through his pitifully short contacts list and picked up his bags – one for 
clothes, one for weapons – and walked out to the Impala to stow them in the boot. 
As he came back into the room Dean remembered the spectacular argument 
between his Dad and Bobby that had occurred about eight or nine years ago. He 
didn't know what it had been about, but he could clearly remember how it had 
ended, his Dad being backed down the steps to Bobby's front door with the business 
end of a loaded shotgun inches from his face, the two of them red in the face from 
arguing long and hard about something. Dean had heard both his and Sam's names 
mentioned once or twice but even that didn't really tell him much other than one or 
both of the adults were using him and his brother as pawns in their argument. 
 
With that mental image plastered inside his head, Dean was understandably hesitant 
to use the number that he had for Bobby, even if the man had always seemed like 
family to Dean and had sought him out moments before Dad had dragged him and 
Sam away from Bobby's for the last time, and told him that even though his Daddy 
wasn't welcome at Bobby's, he and Sam were always welcome to call or drop by 
whenever they needed or even just wanted to. 
 
"Well, we've got nowhere else to go have we, Sleepy, so I'd say that counted as an 
emergency, right?" Dean said to the still sleeping dragon. When he saw that the 
dragon had made itself a perfect little dragon-sized dip in the pillow much the same 
way that Sam had when he'd been very little, Dean decided that it'd be easier to just 
carry the whole pillow – and - t-shirt pile complete with dragon on top to the Impala 
instead of attempting to separate it all and risk waking the dragon. 
 
Once the dragon and associated comfy mound was carefully ensconced on the  
passenger seat with Dean's leather jacket in close range ready to cover the dragon up 
temporarily if need be, Dean quickly dropped off the room key to the bored looking 
elderly man in reception, climbed back into the Impala and headed off for Sioux Falls, 
South Dakota. 

 



 
 

Dean drove the last couple of miles to Bobby's place far slower than normal and 
wondering if he was doing the right thing, rather nervous that Bobby was going to 
decide that all of Dean's problems were best solved killing the baby dragon. At that 
thought, Dean felt a cold spike of fear run up his spine that was nothing to do with 
him. 
 
When Dean pulled into the salvage yard in front of Bobby's house he took a few 
moments to assess the place before he got out of the car. Noticing that the place 
hadn't really changed all that much, the individual junkers were different but the 
overall place, not so much. 
 
Dean forcibly removed his right hand from gently stroking the dragon's side where it 
had somehow ended up, and got out of the Impala. Having taken a few minutes to 
move, Bobby had come out to see what was going on. From where Dean was, he 
could see the shotgun in Bobby's hands and could tell the moment that Bobby 
realised just who it was parked up outside his house, as he lowered the gun to his 
side. 
 

 
 



"Boy, you'd better be gettin' your ass up here to say hello in the next minute on I'm 
gonna be thinkin' it ain't you in there." Bobby called out, wondering why now of all 
times Dean Winchester had decided to come and visit. He'd half expected some sort 
of phone call after he'd found out that Sam had left his brother and Dad for college, 
but today, with no call beforehand? Something was up and probably a whole heap 
bigger than Dean would say. 
 
Dean ducked back into his car and fiddled with something on the passenger seat 
before walking over to where Bobby was waiting for him on the porch. 
 
"Hey, Bobby. Long time no see." Dean said with his customary 'no really, I am this 
awesome' grin on, but Bobby could tell it was an act from the way that Dean was 
unconsciously rubbing the back of his neck and wasn't quite meeting Bobby's eyes. 
 
"Hmph, that's one way to say it." Bobby replied, going over to the front door and 
opening it. When Dean didn't move to follow him, Bobby spoke over his shoulder as 
he walked back indoors. 
 
"What're ya waitin' for, an engraved invitation? Get inside, Dean." 
 
With a vaguely sheepish look on his face, Dean walked in to Bobby's house, one quick 
look back to his car as he closed the front door behind himself. 
 

 
 
When they were both inside the house and Bobby had handed Dean a beer, Bobby 
tried to find out what had caused Dean to break the almost decade old silence 
between himself and the Winchester family. 
 
"So, what brings you all the way out here, Dean?" 
 
"I ... I need some information and remembered your mountains of books so I thought 
I'd see if you'd let me look through them." Dean replied, blatantly not telling Bobby 
everything. 
 
Bobby looked long and hard at Dean, seeing the man that he was still becoming 
instead of the too old for his years teenager that he'd been the last time Bobby had 
seen him. 
 
"That might be some of it, but I call bullshit. You didn't break eight or nine years of 
complete silence just to look at some of my old books." Bobby said, watching Dean 



intently for any physical sign or twitch that would give him even a hint as to what was 
going on inside Dean's head. 
 
Dean sat forward on the chair and looked at his hands as if they'd suddenly tell Bobby 
what was going on so Dean wouldn't have to speak, when a god awful warbling 
screech started up outside in the junk yard. The two men were momentarily struck 
still wondering what on earth it could be, but seconds after it started up, 
comprehension dawned on Dean's face and he ran out of Bobby's house as if hell 
hounds were on his trail. Bobby followed albeit a might slower, picking up his 
shotgun as he did so, stopping at the bottom of the steps down from the front porch 
when he saw Dean running to his car, sliding on his knees to a stop at the passenger 
side and flinging the door open in fluid move, desperately lunging into the interior, 
doing ... something that reduced the deafening noise to a pathetic needy-sounding 
whimper. 
 

 
 
Damnit, now what am I gonna do? Dean though as he worked frantically to calm the 
baby dragon down and reassure it that it hadn't been abandoned. He'd never been 
more grateful for the size of the Impala's doors as he was now as they shielded him 
almost completely from Bobby's view so he didn't have to worry about Bobby's 
reaction to the dragon whilst he had a gun in his hand. 
 
"Shush, quieten down. I hadn't left you for good. Aw, c'mon, quieten down will ya." 
Dean murmured to the baby dragon, continuing in this vein until the only sound the 
baby dragon was making was a needy-sounding whimper. 
 
"There, that's better. I knew you could do it." Dean said with a small grin. He changed 
from leaning over the passenger seat to sitting against the side of the Impala with his 
left leg bent and the baby dragon clinging to his t-shirt, tail partly wrapped around 
Dean's waist, its head on Dean's chest, the pillow abandoned in the car but Dean's 
leather jacket falling out of the car and onto Deans left shoulder. 
 
"You got whatever it was sorted, Dean?" Bobby called when Dean hadn't moved 
away from his car when the noise had stopped. 
 
"Yeah, it's all good." Dean said loudly, careful to not distress the very clingy baby 
dragon anymore than necessary by shouting. 
 
He was so engrossed in keeping calm in order to keep the dragon calm that Dean 
didn't hear Bobby walk over and lean on the still open door of the Impala. 



 
"Is that what I think it is?" Bobby asked. 
 
Startled, Dean looked up at Bobby and back down to the most definitely awake 
dragon that was now covering most of his chest. 
 
"If you're thinking it's Godzilla I'd say you're wrong. More like Minizilla if you ask me." 
Dean quipped. 
 
"'Course, Minizilla, how didn't I guess that? And here I was thinking you had a young 
dragon using you as a bed." Bobby replied dryly. 
 
The next couple of minutes were spent in a tense silence; Bobby waiting for Dean to 
admit that he had an honest to God dragon sitting in his lap and Dean waiting for 
Bobby to ask him what the hell he was doing looking after a creature when he should 
have killed it when he first saw it. 
 
Dean broke first. 
 
"It's partly my fault the baby's mother died, so I couldn't just leave it all alone to die 
of starvation or something, and no one ever said that all dragons were evil, or any 
dragons. They just went around killing 'em without bothering to check if they were 
good or not." Dean said defiantly, rambling a little towards the end of his initial 
outburst. All the time that he'd been talking he'd kept his eyes on the baby dragon, 
smiling at it to disguise his sudden anger, afraid to look at Bobby and see the 
condemnation on his face that Dean was sure would be there. 
 
Neither of them spoke for a while. 
 
When the breeze blowing in through the gate to Bobby's salvage yard was cold 
enough to cause the hairs on Dean's arms to stand up and the sun had dipped low 
enough to cast monstrous shadows across the junked cars and empty oil cans, Bobby 
came to a decision and straightened up. 
 
"You'll be wantin' dinner and I dare say that little one'll be wantin' to be fed as well. 
Grab your stuff and drag your ass back inside." Bobby said. With that he went back 
inside and rummaged around in the kitchen to make a dinner for two instead of just 
himself like normal. 
 
Dean waited a couple of minutes to make sure Bobby wasn't going to change his 
mind and then went about carefully rearranging the baby dragon so that he could 
carry it, his jacket and his gear without dropping anything. 
 



 
 
Bobby heard when Dean finally came back inside, but didn't say anything 
immediately, not wanting to spook the apparently extra wary version of Dean that 
was now in the den. 
 
After setting the potatoes to cook and checking on the rest of the food, Bobby 
walked over to where Dean was and passed him a small stack of books. 
 
"What'm I meant to do with these?" Dean asked, not looking at them properly. 
 
"Read 'em, you idjit." Bobby replied. "They're on dragon's." 
 
"Uh, thanks. I don't suppose you've got 'raising dragons: 101' or 'dragon raising for 
dummies' around here somewhere, do ya?" Dean asked jokingly. 
 
"Nah, the store was fresh outta them when I went in, said there wasn't much cause 
for them these days, what with dragon's being extinct and all." 
 
"Yeah, show's what they know." 
 

 
 
Over the next couple of days they fell into a routine where Bobby left Dean to look 
after the baby dragon, but made sure there was always some form of meat around 
for it to eat (though after the incident with the fish, the meat left out never included 
fish again), Dean helped Bobby out around the salvage yard whilst the dragon slept 
and they both looked through books that were about dragons in an attempt to find 
out anything useful about dragons and raising one. 
 
Almost a week after Dean had turned up on Bobby's doorstep, they'd come to the 
conclusion that Dean can't have been the only person to have come into contact with 
a surviving, non-extinct dragon; that there had to be someone in their combined 
contacts who knew something that would help or someone who would know more 
than they did. 
 



"There's no point calling up Aiden, he's been out of the hunt since he lost a leg to a 
black dog, and Kaylee's been out of contact for so long no one knows if she's still 
alive." Bobby told Dean after going through one set of contacts. 
 
"Well there's no one I know who's of any use that won't bring my Dad into it within 
seconds other than you, so, got anymore lists of people we can check through?" 
Dean asked. 
 
"Gimme a minute to find the right notebook and I'll see." 
 
"If your house wasn't more books than space you'd be able to find your stuff 
quicker." 
 
"Yeah right, and without these books more than a few hunters, including your whole 
family, would be permanently out of the picture." 
 
"Oh, um, 'k then." 
 
"Uh huh! Here we go." Bobby exclaimed. "Hmm ... well he's not exactly a hunter but 
there's a guy, Tomas Heath, who might be able to help you. He's a 'sensitive', not one 
of these phony psychics but knows far more than any normal person could and 
knows a lot more people on the edges of the hunting world than actual hunters, so 
he might know someone or something useful." 
 
"Good, what's his number?" 
 
With that, Bobby passed the notebook over and went to the cupboard under the 
window and pulled out yet another battered notebook and started flipping through 
that one. A few minutes later Bobby handed him another notebook, though it was in 
better condition that the last one, with a couple of numbers in it that he thought 
might be useful. 
 
Leon Anderson, David no-last-name, Vikki Wilson, Bert Carter, Cheri Swartz and Zoe 
Sinclair, welcome to Winchester-land, the rides are fucked up and what you think you 
know will probably turn out to be wrong. 
 
"That last one, Zoe Sinclair, she's a bit rough round the edges but tends to work the 
more bizarre hunts so she might've come across something or someone useful over 
the years. Don't let her youth make you think she's not good, she's been a hunter 
almost as long as you have." 
 
"Alright then, another hunter with an oh – so - tragic past-" Dean started to say when 
he was cut off by Bobby. 
 



"Ain't no need to be givin' me lip like that, Dean. I don't have to be helping you out, 
remember." 
 
"Yeah, sorry Bobby." 
 
"So you should be." 
 
They worked in a mostly comfortable silence for another half hour or so, punctuated 
by the sound of dusty old pages turning, books and other miscellaneous object being 
moved and the sounds of birds and other wildlife outside filtering in through the 
open window. When the quiet started to continue on too long, the baby dragon who 
had been curled up around Dean's left foot for the last hour, having yet another 
snooze, decided everyone was being too boring and used its claws to climb up 
Dean's jean clad leg and onto his lap, demanding attention. With a roll of his eyes and 
a soft grin, Dean scratched behind its eye ridges and stroked it, giving it the attention 
it craved, humming snatches of songs to it. 
 
The quiet continued for a while until Bobby found a napkin with something written 
on it, scrunched up at the back of a drawer. 
 
"Goddamnit, how could I forget that?!" Bobby exclaimed. 
 
"What?" 
 
"The Roadhouse, a bar for hunters, a kinda safe haven for hunters between hunts, 
owned and run by Ellen Harvelle. She keeps an eye out for hunts and passes them 
onto the hunters more specialised in those areas, it's just possible that she might 
know someone who'd know more." 
 
"How didn't I know about this place before now? Dad never said anything about a 
hang-out for hunters." Dean said, pissed at the implied 'because you're not good 
enough for our club' vibe. 
 
"That, I don't know, but don't get your knickers in a twist over it, Princess. You've got 
bigger problems at the moment." 
 
"Yeah, yeah, I get it." 
 
Both men were quiet again for a while as they each searched through their separate 
books for anything trustworthy in the couple of dozen books on dragons that Bobby 
owned. 
 
"Huh, I wonder ... Bobby, you remember what I said about my injuries not being there 
when I woke up after finding Minizilla and the whole acting strange about MiniZ 



sometimes? Well I think I might've found a reason." Dean said, pushing the tome he 
was flicking through over to the older man. 
 
Bobby read through the paragraph that Dean had his finger on and then re-read the 
whole section to make sure he hadn't missed anything and slowly nodded in 
agreement. 
 
"If what this says is true, and from the sounds of it, it looks as reliable as most 
sources I trust, it looks like some of the blood of your young 'uns mother must've 
seeped into your cuts whilst you were knocked out and somehow your body's 
absorbed it and taken on a few minor traits, the fast healing being one of them. I 
wouldn't put it passed the dragon's to have some sort of… genetic memory which is 
how you've vaguely known what to do for the little 'un so far, their blood in yours 
and all." Bobby said. 
 
At that, Dean's eyebrows rose so high they became one with his hairline and his eyes 
widened so much they looked like they belonged on one of the comic book 
characters that he used to read when he was much younger. 
 
"So what, I'm part fuckin' dragon now?" Dean exclaimed, the look of shock not 
having left his face yet. 
 
"Well, I suppose in the smallest way, you could say that. Probably less than half a 
percent, unless there're any extra changes you've noticed and not mentioned." 
 
"Like, what, wings growing outta my back? Don't ya think I'd have noticed if 
something like that'd happened to me?" 
 
"No need to get rude with me, Dean. I'm just saying, it could be something small that 
you didn't notice straight off, something that, at the time, seemed normal or 
insignificant enough to ignore." 
 
"Huh. Got a real mild headache that hasn't gone away since I got knocked out, just 
thought it was left over from a mild concussion or somethin' like that, but that might 
be … something." 
 
"Nothin' else, just a persistent headache?" Bobby asked as he jotted that down on a 
spare piece of paper that he'd magically made appear whilst he'd been talking with 
Dean. 
 
"Nothin' I can think of." 
 
"Might be nothin' but it can't help to have everything noted down in case it becomes 
more important later. You going to do anything with those numbers I gave you?" 



Bobby said, changing tracks when it became obvious that Dean was still hung up on 
the 'might be part dragon now' thought. 
 
"What? Oh, yeah, sure. I'll go do that now then." Dean replied, the shocked look 
sliding off his face to be replaced by a look of cold determination as he pulled his cell 
phone out and dialled the first number that Bobby had given him. 
 

 
 
"Leon, Zoe and Vikki were a bust, no answer when I called them; Vikki doesn't have 
voicemail and Leon's is full so I couldn't leave a message. I guess I can try him again 
tomorrow. Managed to get through to the rest of them but the only one that 
thought they had anything useful was that 'sensitive', Tomas. He said he's going to 
look into a few ideas that he has and that I should swing by in two, maybe three 
days." Dean said to Bobby who was in the kitchen preparing dinner, as he dropped 
onto the couch and picked up the beer that Bobby had placed on the table for him 
part way into the phone calls. 
 
"Uh huh, what about Ellen?" 
 
"I thought that I'd do that one in person, just drive down and ask her and anyone in 
the place whilst I'm there." Dean said, a certain amount of defiance creeping into his 
voice and posture as he spoke. 
 
"Just don't go insultin' anyone or their mothers, and you'll be ok." 
 
"When've I ever insulted someone who didn't deserve it?" Dean asked. 
 
"Do I have to even answer that?" Bobby replied, one eyebrow raised in heavy 
sarcasm. "Now get in here and take your baby dragon outta my way or we'll be 
having a side order of dragon with this chilli." 
 

 
 
Dean walked from the few steps from the side of the Impala to the door of the 
Roadhouse, took a deep breath, opened the front door and walked in, game face on 
and ready to take on anything he could think of that could get thrown at him. 
 



"You're a little early, we don't get properly set up and going 'til the sun's going 
down." A brunette woman said from behind the bar. 
 
I guess that'd be Ellen, Bobby said her daughter was about Sam's age so it's not her. 
 
She was older, more John's age than Deans', but Dean could appreciate that she was 
still a good looking woman. A little worn around the edges, but if she was all that 
Bobby had said that she was, then it was a testament to the level of respect that she 
commanded from the hunters that frequented the place that she wasn't completely 
worn out. 
 
"I didn't know information kept a timetable." Dean said as he sat on a barstool. 
 
"It depends on the information, if it's something I don't know then you won't have a 
chance of finding it out 'til we get busy, later." She replied. 
 
Dean nodded his head in acknowledgement and they shared a moment of quiet 
whilst the woman, presumably Ellen, put glasses away and refilled the bowls of 
pretzels and peanuts along the bar. 
 
"So, can I get you anything? We might not be busy but we're still open." She asked. 
 
"Sure, I'll have a beer." 
 
Seconds later an open bottle of beer was placed on the bar in front of Dean and the 
woman had stopped putting things away and was looking at Dean as if she was a cop 
assessing a criminal. 
 
"I don't reckon I've seen you around here before, but you look familiar. What did you 
say your name was?" She asked. 
 
"I didn't say, but it's Dean Winchester, and I'm guessing that you're Ellen Harvelle." 
Dean replied. 
 
"Winchester? No wonder." She muttered to herself, an eyebrow rising slightly when 
she heard Dean's last name. "Yeah, I'm her." 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
By the time the sun had set and the Roadhouse was as packed as it was going to get 
for the night, Dean had not only been introduced to Ellen's daughter, Jo (under 
Ellen's watchful eye and Dean didn't miss the "touch her and lose your dick" glare 
that was directed his way when he started flirting with her), but also to Ash, and 
wasn't that just a weird meeting! Despite the oddness of the ex-MIT student, Dean 
found Ash ok to shoot the shit with whilst he kept an eye out for hunters who might 
have the kind of knowledge that he was after. 
 
At least the man knows what proper music is, Dean thought to himself when the two 
of them discussed the awesomeness of Lynyrd Skynyrd, Led Zeppelin and other rock 
bands after Dean had remarked that Ash looked like a Skynyrd roadie. 
 
When people started leaving, presumably for their motel rooms, Dean was started to 
think that he'd have to come back another night, but was saved from that when the 
front door opened and a newcomer entered. She was dressed in the female version 
of 'hunter generic', jeans that had the odd questionable stain at the hem, a tank top 
that had seen better days and a heavy duty leather jacket with creases and stains 
from everyday use and not from a fashion designer that she was currently taking off 
and sliding onto the stool to her right. All in all she looked just as much a part of the 
Roadhouse as all the rest of the patrons, if you just looked at her clothes. If you saw 
her face clearly and looked long enough to imagine her in fancy clothes and make up, 
you'd be mistaken for thinking she was an actress researching a role, but the way she 



held herself and the ease with which she carried her gun, any competent hunter 
would know that she was the real deal. 
 
Dean overheard someone say "Hey Zoe, been a while since you've been 'round these 
parts" and her say something in recognition as she walked passed them, and watched 
her order a beer and slide onto a barstool at the opposite end of the bar from Dean. 
When she'd had half her beer and hadn't yet got anything out that looked like it was 
to do with a hunt she was working, Dean ordered two more beers from Jo, patted 
Ash on the shoulder and mumbled something about seeing him later, and went over 
to Zoe, hoping she was who Bobby had mentioned earlier. 
 
"Hey, I couldn't help but hear someone call you Zoe, now you wouldn't happen to be 
Zoe Sinclair would you?" Dean asked as he slid a beer over to Zoe with a friendly 
smile. 
 
"It depends on who's asking." She replied smoothly, an eyebrow raised at the free 
beer. "Don't go thinking this'll buy your way into my panties now, cowboy." 
 
At that Dean barked out a short laugh. 
 
"Playing hard to get, huh?" Dean said, mock-flirting with her as he could tell straight 
off that whilst the sex would be awesome, it wouldn't be worth the hassle and if he 
was honest with himself, he was already feeling antsy being away from the baby 
dragon for so long. 
 
"My name's Dean. I've gotta say that I've been called a lotta things but cowboy's not 
usually one of them." Dean replied. 
 
The rest of the night they got to know each other over a few more beers, doing their 
best to outdo each other with the weird hunts and normal hunts that had weird 
things happen in them. When she heard some of the exploits the two young hunters 
at her bar said they'd done Ellen shook her head and smiled a little to herself. In 
between the boasting and one upping each other, Dean managed to slide in enough 
half questions and comments that by the time Ellen told them to beat it or help 
sweep up, Dean was pretty certain that he had managed to glean as much 
information about dragons from Zoe as was possible without outright asking her to 
spill the beans on a supposedly extinct species. 
 
 

~+~ Two days later ~+~ 
 
 



"Tomas, it's Dean, I'm a couple of hours out from your town, do I need to slow down 
and take in the sights or is it ok to come straight to you?" Dean asked the man on the 
other end of the phone call. 
 
"Sure, come straight here man, unless you want to take in the sights, that is." Tomas 
replied in a friendly and slightly teasing tone. 
 
"Cool, should be there about two then." Dean said before flipping his cell phone shut 
and dropping it onto his lap. 
 
The road was straight, wide and empty for the next dozen miles or so, so Dean had 
no compunctions about looking away from the road for a few seconds to check on 
the baby dragon, the baby dragon whose head was swaying in time to Led Zeppelin's 
'Kashmir' as it poked its head up high enough to look out of the passenger side 
window. 
 
"So long as he doesn't do that when we get into town, it's ok." Dean mumbled to 
himself and looked back at the road, turning the tape deck up a little higher. 
 

 
 
One hour and forty eight minutes later saw Dean standing on the doorstep of a 
house that had seen better days but was in better shape than it could be judging by 
its neighbours. As he rang the bell, Dean hurriedly checked that no one could see 
Angus who was carefully wrapped up in Dean's leather jacket and that he wasn't 
getting squished. 
 
The front door opened to reveal a multi-racial man about the same height as him, 
strong, and broad shouldered with a friendly smile. 
 
"You must be Dean, I'm Tom. Come on in." 
 
As Dean was led into a well used den that was obviously far more used than most of 
the rest of the house and he and Tomas exchanged pleasantries, Dean noticed that 
Tomas never once came closer than an arms length away from him. Guessing that it 
was something to do with being what Bobby had termed 'sensitive', Dean tried to 
think nothing of it. 
 
"Coffee?" Tom asked as Dean sat down on the couch. 
 



"Please. Uh black, no sugar." Dean added when Tom stayed looking his way and 
raised an eyebrow at him. 
 
"Sure. I'll be back in a minute." 
 
As sure as his word, Tom was back with two steaming mugs of coffee in just a few 
minutes. 
 
"So what really brought me to your attention and you all the way out to my humble 
little palace?" Tom asked the friendly smile from earlier still evident at the edges of 
his mouth and in his eyes. 
 
"Well you know the … incident just under a week ago that I mentioned on the 
phone? Well, it's kinda more complicated than I maybe let on." Taking a deep breath 
and looking Tom straight in the eyes, Dean continued. "What do you know about 
dragons?" 
 
At that, Tom's left eyebrow rose considerably and he took a large mouthful of coffee 
before putting his mug down on the table in between the two sofas that they 
occupied. 
 
"As I understand it, they were hunted to extinction around about five hundred years 
or so ago, give or take a handful of decades depending on whose accounts you read 
and how well you trust translations." Tom replied. "But as that's what everyone 
knows, I'm not sure where you're going with this." 
 
"What would you say if I could not only tell you that I'd seen and touched real 
dragons, but that one thought I was, well," at this point, Dean's head dropped a little 
in embarrassment and he rubbed at the back of his neck, "if one thought that I was 
its parent?" 
 
"If I couldn't sense your sincerity and the truth of your words from the moment you 
started speaking, I'd say you had one too many hits from the bong and should go and 
sleep it off, but seeing as I know you're telling the truth, or what you believe to be 
the truth, I… don't know what to say really." 
 
"If I showed you a living, breathing dragon, then would you really believe me?" Dean 
asked. 
 
"I suppose I'd have to." 
 
With Tom's words running through Dean's head, Dean turned to the carefully placed 
lump that was his jacket and its concealed content, Dean began to gently unfold the 
jacket and pick up the baby dragon. When it was sitting in his lap, practically purring 



at the attention it was getting, scratches behind its eye ridges, stroking down its 
flanks, Dean turned to face Tom and burst out laughing at the look of complete 
astonishment on Tom's face. 
 
"Is that …" Tom trailed off, not really believing his eyes at the sight of a baby dragon 
on the lap of a hunter, in his living room. 
 
"Yup, this here is a baby dragon, and it thinks I'm its parent. Unfortunately, as 
dragons are supposed to be extinct, I can't exactly go and drop this baby here off at 
the nearest dragon reserve and let someone else or another dragon look after it now, 
can I?" Dean said, still amused at the look on Tom's face, but worried that Tom 
wouldn't be able to help him. 
 
"Reserve … or an area that only a few know about. Yes. Of course!" With that 
random outburst, Tom stood and pulled a notebook off of the top of a pile of CDs, 
put it on the table and then went off to another room. Moments later he came back 
with a small map and a rather worn out book. 
 
"If you can read any of this book, it might help, but I haven't been able to read more 
than a sentence or two in it since I got it, just never quite got around to getting rid of 
it. It's supposed to be a firsthand account of an encounter with a dragon in the mid 
nineteen forties." Tom said as he put the battered looking book on the arm of the 
couch next to Dean. "The map's a rough outline of the general area the person was in 
when they were supposed to have had this encounter." Tom put the map on top of 
the worn out book. 
 
"Thanks, and the notebook?" Dean asked. 
 
Tom flipped through the notebook until he found a page decorated with dream 
catchers of different sizes and designs with a name and number in the middle of it. 
 
"This woman, Rebecca Pike, might know more, though I think her last name's 
different now. I heard she got married two or three years back. She told me that her 
Grandma always told her that her family was friendly with, and had protected, a 
creature of great power for many generations. Who knows, it could be a dragon." 
Tom told Dean as he copied out the name and number on to a fresh piece of paper 
for Dean. 
 
"That's great dude, thanks. Let's hope this chick knows what to do with a baby 
dragon." Dean said. 
 
As Dean shifted to pick up the battered book and map, the baby dragon pitched a fit, 
screeching and clawing Dean through his t-shirt. 
 



"Ow! What the - oh." Dean exclaimed. He soon realised that his shifting had 
accidentally squished the very tip of the baby dragon's tail, causing him to lash out. 
 
"Sorry." Dean said to the baby dragon. 
 

 
 
Dean had finished the 'feed, clean, then put down to sleep' routine with the baby 
dragon for what felt like the millionth time; and was now helping Bobby with a car, 
pulling apart and flushing the fuel injection system for a beat up old Camero before 
putting it back in working order. 
 
"Did Tomas manage to dig up anything useful?" Bobby asked as he fiddled around 
with something under the hood of a truck that'd seen better days. 
 
"Sort of. He said that there's a chick; I think he said her names was Rebecca, 
something ...  Anyway, she’s up in Cougar, Washington. He said she might know a bit 
more about dragons, and that her info would probably be more up to date. Or at 
least more recent than what your books say; and something that Zoe mentioned at 
the Roadhouse fits with that." Dean replied, his whole demeanour showing that right 
now, at this moment in time, he was completely at ease with the world. 
 
"You got a number for this woman?" Bobby enquired. 
 
"Yeah. Tom gave me her address as well and I think this is the kinda thing that would 
be best done face to face; even if she does try to run me outta town and kill Angus." 
Dean answered. 
 
"Angus?" Bobby questioned with a look of confusion on his face. 
 
"Yeah, after the singer from AC/DC. Figured the little guy needed a name, seeing as 
he's been around so long, and women love naming things. And I'm not gonna give 
this Rebecca chick a chance to try and name him anything froofy." Dean said, a 
disgusted look on his face at the imagined 'froofy' names that some faceless woman 
might try and force on to his baby dragon. 
 
"Right, Angus." Bobby replied, shaking his head a little at Dean's reasoning. 
 
"So I figured that I'd finish up here, and go into town to pick up some supplies; 
y'know, some meat, maybe some more meat and perhaps a little meat. Then 
tomorrow morning me and Angus'll make our way up to Cougar, see if this Rebecca 



can help out." Dean said, focussing his attention on making the cars parts obey his 
will. 
 
"Makes sense. I mean, I know you actually care about … Angus, but it'd be best for 
him if you could find his own kind to look after him and it's not like you can live your 
life properly with him around. In fact, you're doing what not only any decent person 
should do, but what a decent parent should, and making sure that your 'kid' gets just 
what he needs. Not necessarily gonna be what he wants, mind, but he needs to be 
with other dragons. Assuming of course he isn't the last of a supposedly extinct 
race." Bobby said, closing the hood of the truck with a sigh and walking over to Dean. 
 
"I'm gonna go and do that translation work for ol' Doug Granger but if anyone comes 
in, feel free to do their job yourself. It's not like you've got any money to buy those 
supplies you were talking about getting, anyway." With that, Bobby wiped his hands 
on a rag that was tucked into his belt loop and walked off back to his house. 
 

 
 
With a couple of people having come by for new tires, fan belts and oil changes the 
previous day, Dean had had enough money to stock up on meat for Angus and Bobby 
had lent him a cooler so the meat wouldn't spoil on the journey. Dean's bag was 
packed up and Angus was happily chirruping away to himself on the armchair when 
Dean called up the stairs to Bobby. 
 
"Bobby, I'm all packed up so we're gonna head out. I'll call and let you know how it all 
goes down." 
 
"You bet your ass you will. And don't even think that you're gonna get away with 
leaving it another eight or nine years with complete radio silence before you drop by 
again." Came Bobby's reply, filtering down the stairs from wherever Bobby was 
rooting out yet another artefact or book that was needed for such and such a job 
that so and so needed help on. 
 
"Nah, not that long. I'll be seeing ya." And with that Dean picked Angus and his bag 
up and walked off to the Impala. Moments later you could clearly hear "Wherever I 
May Roam" blasting out of the Impala's open windows. 
 

 



 
Late evening saw Dean and Angus staying somewhere slightly less skeezy than 
normal. The motel boasted a "mini fridge in every room" which Dean thought was 
highly useful, considering the amount of meat that he was lugging around. He was 
currently hoping it hadn't already spoiled in the trunk of the Impala as they travelled 
all day. 
 
After the last feed and clean of the day (before the ones at the ungodly hours of the 
night and morning came along anyway), Dean found himself wondering whether 
calling Rebecca before turning up on her doorstep would have been a better idea 
than just appearing unannounced on her doorstep tomorrow. Figuring that if he 
called ahead and she thought he was crazy, there was a likelihood that she'd make 
sure that she was out or have the police in to take him away; but if he just turned up, 
there'd be no chance of the police option and he could wait until he could see that 
she was alone and show her Angus to make her believe him. 
 
He just hoped she didn't believe in violence. 
 

 
 
Dean pulled up at the address that Tom had given him and carefully covered the 
snoozing form of Angus with his jacket, feeling rather glad that today was very sunny 
so it would seem perfectly normal to leave his jacket behind in the car. Likening the 
action of asking this unknown woman for help to the removal of a band aid, Dean got 
out of the Impala and strode over to the front door of 1763 Johnston Drive, and 
knocked on the door, hoping like hell that Rebecca Chase was in and that her car was 
just in the garage to the side of the house. 
 
"Can I help you?" A woman on average height and obvious Native American 
hereditary asked Dean. 
 
"I hope so. My name's Dean and my friend Tomas Heath said that a Rebecca Pike 
lived here and that she'd be able to help me out." Dean said, projecting calmness and 
sincerity with a carefully charming grin. 
 
"Well I haven't been Rebecca Pike for a good few years, it's Chase now, and I haven't 
spoken to Tomas in a long time, I'm not sure what I'll be able to do to help you. What 
is it you need help on?" She asked. 
 
"It's, well, I'm not sure how to say it. It's not exactly your normal type of problem. He 
said you might have learned a few things from your Grandma that'd be relevant, stuff 



about the local area and its … alternative past." Dean replied, hoping she'd get the 
hint that it's not exactly the sort of thing you discuss on the doorstep, and invite him 
in so he didn't draw the neighbour's attention and make this any more awkward than 
it already was. 
 
Dean could see when she put his hints together and realised what he was on about 
from the way that her eyes widened and she quickly glanced around to check if 
anyone was close enough to listen in. 
 
"Oh, right. Sure, come in. I should have some of Grandma Rain's old journals and 
maps. They might be useful. I'll do my best to answer what I can of your questions, 
but I'm afraid she didn't tell me all that much before she passed." Rebecca said, 
standing to the side of the door to let Dean pass her. 
 
"All the information I need is probably in those journals you mentioned, so I wouldn't 
worry if I were you." Dean replied, upping the charm just a little to ease Rebecca's 
mind. 
 
"Rebecca, who's at the door?" A male voice called out from further into the house. 
 
"Just a guy asking after Grandma Rain's old journals, you know the ones." Rebecca 
called back. 
 
"And he couldn't call ahead? What if we were busy." The male voice now filled with 
muted anger. 
 
Rebecca guided Dean into a study slash office type room, gesturing at a chair for 
Dean to sit in whilst she went to close the only window in the room. As she got a 
couple of boxes from the bottom of a cupboard, a man with long brown hair, 
piercing blue eyes and a 'don't fuck with me or my family' attitude walked in. Dean 
guessed that the man was a good four or five inches shorter than him and a handful 
of years older, but he wouldn't want to chance getting into a fight with him as he 
looked like the muscle that he had was because he could and would fight, not from 
pumping iron in a gym somewhere. 
 
"Hi, my name's Dean. I'm sorry for barging in like this but I was told that Rebecca's 
Grandma Rain's old journals are just what I need to finish up a job I'm working up 
here. As soon as I've got all the info I need I'll be outta here and outta your hair, no 
need to worry about me." Dean said, doing his level best to reassure the guy in the 
doorway that he was no threat to him or his family. 
 
"You be sure to do that now." Came the tersely polite response from the husband. 
 



"That was my husband, Daniel. You don't need to worry about him, he's like that with 
most people he doesn't know, it's not personal or anything." Rebecca said when 
Daniel had left the room, presumably to go back to their child as Dean could hear the 
high pitched giggling of a young child come from the back of the house a few 
moments later. 
 
"Sounds like he's good with your kid, even if he is kind of an ass to adults." Dean said 
with a smile to take the sting out of the insult. Rebecca laughed and grinned as she 
replied. 
 
Yeah, he's amazing with Leanne. He's the only one she has to have read to her at 
night. Someone else can do it and then she'll just holler for her Daddy until he comes 
in, tells her a story, tucks her in and kisses her forehead." 
 
"A Daddy's girl then." 
 
The next few minutes were quiet and only punctuated by the sounds of Rebecca 
checking the cupboards for more boxes and Dean flicking through the journals and 
sheets of paper in the boxes, trying to work out what order they were in, if they were 
even in any sort of order at all. When Rebecca had pulled out everything that she 
could remember as having gone with her Grandma Rain's notebooks she stood up 
and walked out of the room, stopping in the doorway to speak to Dean again. 
 
"I've got some housework that I need to get on with, so I'll be around if you need 
anything, just shout for me if you do, ok?" 
 
"That's fine, I don't want to intrude on you anymore than I have done. If I'm in your 
way I could just take these with me to the library and bring them back in a day or 
two?" 
 
"You're no problem, Grandma passed her knowledge on thinking that someone 
would want it someday so I'm happy to let you use them for whatever job it is that 
you're working on, but they're some of the few things of hers that I was allowed to 
keep when she passed, so if it's not an inconvenience to you, I'd rather that they 
stayed here. You can copy out whatever you want, but I'd really prefer the original 
books to stay in the house." Rebecca said, biting her lip at the last part. 
 
"Of course, they're your heirlooms. I'll do my best to be as quick as I can and take up 
as little of your time as possible." Dean replied, charm turned on and up rather high. 
 
With a smile Rebecca nodded and walked out of the room only to return seconds 
later. 
 
"I meant to ask if I can get you anything. Coffee, water, juice?" 



 
"Coffee would be great, thanks." This was accompanied by a friendly smile. 
 
"Sure." With that Rebecca finally managed to make her way to the kitchen and 
pacified Daniel's worries about having a stranger in the house with them. 
 

 
 
Dean spent all day reading and cross referencing the journals and the book that Tom 
had given him, and all he had to show at the end of the day was one extra sentence 
deciphered in Tom's book, a head full of random facts about the area courtesy of 
Grandma Rain that he wasn't sure would ever be of use, and a very cranky baby 
dragon. Angus wasn't amused at having been left alone for most of the day, even if 
Dean had snuck out every couple of hours to feed and change him. By the time Dean 
got back to his motel room, Angus was in a real state, part angry at having been 
'abandoned' and part scared that he wasn't good enough to keep his parent around. 
 
"What am I gonna do with you, huh?" Dean said, more to himself than anything, but 
Angus warbled and chirruped as if he was following the conversation and trying to 
give Dean some sound advice. 
 

 
 
Dean was still wondering what to do with Angus when he got to Rebecca's the next 
day, and ended up smuggling him in wrapped up in the leather jacket again with the 
admonishment to stay quiet. Dean just hoped that Angus really did understand him 
as well as he'd seemed to last night. Luckily when Rebecca let him in, she told him 
that Daniel was out with Leanne and that she wasn't expected to go and pick them 
up late afternoon. 
 
Operation 'Keep Angus Out Of Sight' was going well until Rebecca came into the 
study and helped Dean out for a while, inadvertently nudging the leather jacket when 
she pulled a chair out to sit on. Angus wailed in pain and shock, Rebecca gave a small 
cry in shock and Dean fell out of his chair to the ground and started muttering 
nonsense to Angus who was now whimpering and trying to get out of the jacket so 
that he could be petted properly by Dean. 
 



"What in heaven's name have you got in there, Dean?" Rebecca asked, her voice all 
high pitched and breathy as she struggled to keep her composure. Dean continued 
muttering nonsense to Angus, calming him down and opening the jacket up a little 
more. 
 
"Dean, tell me what you've got hidden in there. Tell me what you brought in to my 
house, the house that my daughter lives in." The longer Dean didn't answer, the 
louder and angrier Rebecca got. Just as it looked like Rebecca was going to drag 
Dean out of the house by his ear if she had to, Dean scooped up the jacket and its 
contents and sat back on the chair, gesturing at Rebecca to do the same. 
 
"It's complicated and you probably won't believe me, not that I'd blame you, the 
freaky side of nature doesn't lend itself to people believing that it's true." Dean said, 
rubbing a hand over his eyes as he tried to think of a way to explain Angus' existence 
to her and coming up with bupkiss. Even though Rebecca was part of a family who 
had guarded land that hopefully contained an adult dragon, she didn't seem to 
believe anything that Grandma Rain had told her or had noted down in any of her 
many journals. Then again, if she knew Tomas and from what Dean had seen, had at 
one point been on very friendly terms with him, then maybe she would understand 
what Dean had to tell her? 
 
"Try me." 
 
"Don't say I didn't warn you that this might be a bit hard to believe." At that, Rebecca 
raised an eyebrow, crossed her arms in front of her chest and gave Dean her best 
'you can't faze me' look. 
 
"Try not to interrupt me and this might all get done quicker than I hope, 'k?" Rebecca 
nodded curtly and Dean continued. "So, I don't know about all of the stuff 
mentioned in your Grandma's notebooks, haven't read all of them yet anyway, but 
the area that your family's supposed to protect and the creature that's supposed to 
be living there? Well I believe that part of it all to be true and that the creature's a 
surviving dragon." 
 
"A dragon?! They all died out hundreds of years ago, they were hunted to extinction 
like the Dodo." 
 
"I thought we agreed on no interruptions? That's what all of our history books tell us, 
but who writes them, Rebecca? The winners of the war or the ones who ended up in 
power, that's who. Anyway, that's not what we're talking about now anyway. There 
are… creatures and other shit out there that people think are legends or don't exist, 
but they <i>do</i>, trust me on that, it's kinda my job to hunt down anything that 
hurts people, and I'm pretty certain that somehow, a bunch of the dragons managed 
to hide themselves away when they were being hunted way back when and they've 



survived, probably because some of them had families like yours who helped to 
protect them. Along with all of the things that go bump in the night, dragons exist." 
 
Before Rebecca could say anything, Angus crawled out of the jacket, onto Dean's lap 
and chirruped up at him as if asking Dean what he'd done wrong to be kept under the 
jacket now that the pretty lady knew he existed. 
 
"Dean, how, why is there what looks like a baby dragon on your lap?" Rebecca asked 
with that calm tone that you use when you're seconds away from having a nervous 
breakdown. 
 
"Uh, this is Angus, he kinda thinks that I'm his parent." 
 
At Dean's announcement Rebecca's eyes widened so much that Dean thought they 
might just fall out of her head, and then she leant forward so that her elbows rested 
on her knees, rested her head in her hands and breathed deeply. For the next few 
moments, all that could be heard in the study was the combined breathing of its 
three occupants. After a few minutes passed and Rebecca didn't look like she was 
about to surface from whatever exercises she was doing to calm herself, Dean 
started to read a journal that he'd only got part way through the day before, putting 
it down to take notes occasionally, all the while keeping up a soothing rhythm of 
petting to keep Angus calm. 
 
By the time that Rebecca had not-freaked out enough to rejoin civilisation, Dean had 
finished reading the first journal he had picked up and was a handful of pages in to 
the next one. 
 
"He's real?" Rebecca asked in a small voice, trying to hide the childlike wonder that 
she felt at seeing what she really hoped was an honest to god dragon in her study. 
 
"Yeah, come here, you can stroke him. He doesn't bite, well, he hasn't yet and I don't 
see why he would bite you." 
 
Rebecca reached out a hand hesitantly and very gently stroked a finger down Angus' 
left forearm, silently gasping when Angus leaned into the touch and seemed to give a 
draconic smile at the extra attention. 
 
"So, you think that the reason that Grandma Rain was so insistent that her 
information about the area around Mount St. Helen's got written down properly was 
because there's a dragon living there?" She asked as she kept the main focus of her 
attention on Angus and slowly started stroking him more, smiling like a child who's 
got the new puppy to like them. 
 



"That's about the size of it. I'm kinda counting on it being true in fact. As much as 
Angus is awesome and I don’t' want to get rid of him, I don't think I'm the best 
person to have as a parent, no matter what species the child is." As Dean spoke he 
realised just how deep his feelings for Angus were, and they weren't just because of 
the dragon's blood that had mixed with him. The part of him that was more father 
than brother to Sam had taken Angus on board wholeheartedly and was telling him 
that it didn't matter what he wanted, all that mattered was that Angus was alright; 
that it didn't matter that his heart was going to shatter leaving Angus behind with a 
stranger, even if that stranger was more family to Angus than Dean could ever, truly, 
be. 
 
Rebecca blinked and looked up at Dean and then back to Angus, almost said 
something, stopped and gathered herself together again so she was once again a 
fully functioning adult. 
 
"Huh. Ok, so what've you found out so far?" She asked, and for a moment Dean could 
have sworn that he saw Sam by his side, asking him what the next hunt was so he 
knew what to look up 'to stop you’re asses being handed to you', but Sam wasn't 
there, he was in Stanford a good couple of states away and it was just that the 
matter of fact tone in which Rebecca asked that was so similar to Sam's and as such, 
familiar. 
 
For the next few hours they talked over what Dean had already found, what Rebecca 
could remember her Grandma telling her and calling out odd bits that might or might 
not be useful from the journal they were currently reading. When Angus started 
getting testy and needed to be fed, Dean went and got the cool box of meat and fed 
him by hand, making sure to not drop anything on the carpet and to keep it to the 
area that Rebecca had kindly covered with old newspapers, and the next time Angus 
needed feeding Rebecca carefully fed him, marvelling at how much such a small 
creature could eat. 
 
"You would have thought I'd have got used to it, what with having Leanne and 
feeding her every couple of hours." 
 
Somewhere along the line they grabbed a bite to eat for lunch, but other than that, 
neither of them left the room for anything other than bathroom breaks. There was a 
bunch of pages that they wanted to photocopy and a couple of drawings that they 
wanted to blow up to see the details properly and they got placed in a pile by the 
door so that they could be taken to the public library later when Rebecca went to 
pick up Daniel and Leanne. 
 



 
 
"How do you plan on carrying Angus around with you whilst we're traipsing through 
a forest?" Rebecca asked the next morning as they were plotting points on 
photocopies of hand-drawn maps and cross referencing those points with the small 
amount of translated information that they had managed to glean from the book 
that Tomas had given Dean. 
 
"Oh shit. I, hadn't thought of that." Dean said, biting his lip and pulling his mouth into 
a parody of a grin as he realised that whilst he may have thought ahead enough to 
realise that leaving Angus behind, even if it would be with his own kind, would hurt, 
badly, he hadn't thought ahead about the details of doing so. 
 
Dammit, I'm usually better than that. This whole situation has fucked with my baseline. 
Dean thought to himself as he ran ideas through his head. 
 
Rebecca took pity on him and voiced her idea. 
 
"I used to carry Leanne around in those baby carriers when she was very little and I 
should still have at least one tucked away somewhere. I was thinking that with a little 
modification, a hole for his tail for instance, that it might be the easiest way to carry 
Angus. You'd have your hands free and both you and he would know where each 
other were all the time." 
 
"That, is a freakin' wonderful idea." Dean said, his smile lighting up his whole face and 
for a moment Rebecca wondered what it would be like if they'd met and she wasn't 
married. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

The next day they drove up to the nearest point on their map for the area that the 
creature hopefully lived in as early as was possible without causing an argument 
between Rebecca and Daniel (please God let it be a dragon that lives there and not a 
harpy or something shitty like that, Dean thought as he parked the Impala and put 
Angus in to the modified baby carrier). 
 
They took turns carrying Angus (though Dean had him for the majority of the time as 
Angus got testy at being strapped to Rebecca for too long) as they traipsed through 
the forest around the base of Mount. St. Helen's within the area that they'd defined 
yesterday. When one o'clock came and went, they were a little disheartened, but 
consoled themselves with the fact that it was a rather large area that they had to 
search through, even after double checking markers on the map with the information 
in the journals. When three o'clock rolled around, they were dejected and a little 
confused as to how they could have missed all the markers that they should have 
passed by now, and when it started to rain at almost five o'clock, they were just plain 
pissed off as they'd not found anything that even remotely fitted what they should 



have seen and had had to turn back before they had covered even half of the area 
that they had mapped out. 
 
"Well that was a total fucking waste of time." Dean exclaimed when they were all 
back in the Impala. 
 
"Hey don't blame me, we were both working off of my Grandma's notes and they 
were all written down from repeated hearings of stories told to her by her Mom and 
Grandma. I told you a lot of the information that we'd be needing had probably been 
lost over time and in translating orally told information into written information." 
Rebecca retorted as she strapped herself in to her seat and crossed her arms across 
her chest, glaring slightly at Dean. 
 
"Yeah, well, doesn't change the fact that today was basically a washout." 
 
"If you look at it positively, at least we know where the creature that we're thinking 
and hoping is a dragon isn't." 
 
"I guess. It's just so freakin' frustrating." With that, Dean put the Impala into first 
gear and drove off, heading back to Cougar and Rebecca's house, not looking 
forward to the continued cool reception he'd be receiving from Daniel. In fact he was 
pretty certain that it'd be pretty damned frosty by now, what with borrowing his wife 
for researching her Grandma's ramblings and going off with her for an entire day at 
the drop of the hat and coming back from said day trip with the knowledge that he'll 
have to 'borrow' her again for at least another days trip out to a remote area. 
 
Great, just what I need, a jealous husband who has no idea that I have no interest in his 
wife other than the information she has and who could probably take me if his muscle 
mass is anything to go by. Just what I fucking need. 
 
After dinner and the continuously non-hostile but nowhere near friendly attitude 
from Daniel, Dean was all too pleased to get back to the study and go over the 
journals and their notes again, checking and rechecking the marks that they'd made 
on various maps to compare old place names with current locations and all the hints 
and clues scattered throughout the recollections. 
 
At almost ten o'clock, Rebecca walked in and told Dean that she'd got about half an 
hour that she could help him in, but it'd probably be best all around if he went back 
to his motel room very soon to sleep as that's what she'd be doing soon anyway, 
today having been more tiring than she'd expected. 
 
They agreed to Dean coming over again tomorrow at about ten thirty to try and work 
out where they'd gone wrong and Dean left with a couple of the photocopies of the 



maps and their notes to continue looking over tonight, frustrated that they'd failed 
after all the effort that they'd already put in. 
 

 
 
After almost a further five hours of re-reading the journals and double checking maps 
and reference points, Rebecca suddenly jumped up with a big assed grin on her face. 
 
"I've done it!" She exclaimed. 
 
"Done what?" Dean asked. 
 
"Worked out where we went wrong. See, when I photocopied the map, I missed of 
the compass in the corner, so I couldn't tell where North was, so when we were 
plotting all the reference points, I was plotting them in the wrong place. See, if you 
take what we dug out of the journals and draw them like this," with that, Rebecca 
drew the general outline on a fresh map with the Northings marked on it clearly, 
"you get the right area, which is north east of Mount. St. Helens', not west of it." She 
told Dean. 
 
"Well would you look at that!" Dean remarked. 
 
"At least we know our research wasn't wrong, just your photocopying skills and my 
drawing skills." Dean continued with. 
 
"Yeah, and now we know where we should go and look tomorrow." Rebecca said, 
excitement evident in her eyes. 
 

 
 
The next day couldn't come soon enough. They'd agreed to meet at Rebecca's as 
early as they could both manage, and Dean knew that it'd be a long day, which was 
why he was trying to get a decent night's sleep, but between the feeding and 
cleaning of Angus and the excitement that was thrumming through him, he found it 
difficult to get more than half an hour's continuous sleep. 
 
The second that it was early enough to get Angus and himself in to the Impala and on 
the road to meet Rebecca, Dean was all over it. It didn't matter that he had to go 



really slowly or take the long and scenic route to make sure he didn't get there so 
ridiculously early that Leanne hadn't been picked up by her Aunt yet, and thus give 
Daniel another reason to be pissed at him, because Dean just knew that today he'd 
be doing the right thing, giving Angus the life he should have always had, and also 
the prospect of potentially meeting a real life, adult dragon who wasn't fighting for 
their life was making him as giddy as a school kid on the way to a school trip to a 
chocolate factory. 
 
When Dean pulled up, it was to see Rebecca casually leaning on the door frame with 
a backpack at her feet. When she noticed the Impala she called something into the 
house, closed the door behind her and walked out to the sidewalk, ready to hop into 
the Impala and get on the road. 
 
"Excited?" Dean asked as he drove away from Rebecca's house and out of town. 
 
"Of course! Now I know that the map we've got is right, we're gonna be meeting a 
real life, honest to god dragon!" She exclaimed. "Not that Angus isn't that, it's just 
that he's so tiny it's hard to believe sometimes." She hurried to add, as if Angus could 
understand her and would take offence to the implication that he wasn't a real 
dragon. 
 

 
 
They had been walking for a couple of hours and the contraption that Dean carried 
Angus in was proving to be more comfortable than he'd thought it would be, when 
the earth shook. 
 
Thinking for a moment that the volcano that was Mount. St. Helen's was thinking of 
erupting, Dean could be forgiven for momentarily panicking, though when he found 
out a bit later just what had caused the gut wrenching, earth shaking shudder, he 
was still slightly panicked. 
 
A few minutes later the trees and bushes parted to show what should have been an 
empty clearing. Instead, it was full. 
 
Full of the body of an adult dragon that is. 
 
It would seem that they hadn't found the dragon that Rebecca's family had known 
about for generations, but that it had found them. 
 



More than a little nervous to find themselves looking up at such a powerful and, well, 
huge creature such as the dragon in front of them caused both Dean and Rebecca to 
momentarily be reminded of their own mortality and worry about becoming lunch 
for it. 
 
"Humanss, why do you carry young of my sspeciess with you?" Asked the dragon in a 
deep and slightly hissing voice. 
 
"Meep." Rebecca whimpered. 
 
"I found Angus, the young one next to its mother who was dead as well as its 
brothers and sisters who were also dead. I have looked after it since then, doing my 
best to keep it healthy and happy. All the while I've been trying to find one of your 
species, a dragon, to look after it as I know I'm not the best qualified for the job." 
Dean replied, unsure of where the courage to talk so much in front of something as 
scary as this full grown dragon who easily dwarfed Angus' Mom, had come from. 
 
"You protected the youngling?" 
 
"Yes sir. I've done the best that I could until now but I don't think I would be able to 
look after him properly for much longer and thought that he should be back with his 
own kind. I was kind of hoping that you would be able to take him in and raise him, or 
would know where I could take him to be looked after properly." Dean said, looking 
the dragon straight in the face with all of the courage he could gather, praying that 
the dragon didn't decide to munch on him as an afternoon snack. 
 
"Let me ssee the youngling properly." 
 
Dean untied the altered carrying pouch with Rebecca's help, and gently cradled 
Angus to his chest as he walked closer to the big dragon and gently placed Angus on 
the ground in front of him. At first, Angus was confused as to what was going on, but 
if Dean ever needed proof that dragons were highly intelligent and were aware of 
things going on around them, then Angus' reaction to Dean leaving him there and 
taking a few steps back would be all the evidence that he would need. 
 
There was less than three paces between them but Angus swung his head between 
the big dragon in front of him, Dean behind him, chirruped and growled something to 
the dragon and started screeching when Dean took another step back, and 
practically launched himself at Dean, his claws gripping onto Dean's jean clad legs 
whilst his tail wrapped itself around Dean's ankles and his eyes screwed shut as if to 
keep tears from falling. 
 
The adult dragon spoke in low gentle tones in what Dean and Rebecca presumed to 
be the dragon's native language, but Angus seemed to ignore whatever was being 



said and just clung harder to Dean's jeans. Dean carefully removed Angus' claws from 
his jeans (paying extra care to a couple of the ones on his left leg that had found their 
way in to his calves and would later sting like a bitch when the adrenaline in his 
system faded) and brought Angus up to his chest, cradling him gently and stroked his 
flanks. As soon as he was settled, Angus spread his wings out to cover Dean's chest 
and curled his head into Dean's shoulder and neck. 
 
"Human, the youngling iss sstrong for one sso young. You sseem to have taken care 
of him very well. It will be an honour to place him with a family to live with." The 
adult dragon said to Dean with more than a hint of admiration in its voice. 
 
"Well, I did my best with him." Dean said with his trademark cocksure grin in place. As 
he spoke he rubbed the back of his neck, betraying his nervousness to anyone who 
knew him well enough. 
 
"True enough, but if he iss to be united with a new family, you must passss him over 
to me. The otherss will not tolerate a human amongsst them." 
 
The whole purpose of finding another dragon had been to get it, or hopefully them, 
to look after Angus and to take him in. Dean knew this and was really very happy that 
Angus would grow up with adoptive brothers and sisters and the dragon equivalent 
of the white picket fence lifestyle (or so Dean imagined), but he hadn’t prepared 
himself for how he would feel when the time came to leave the little dragon in 
someone else’s care and walk away. He told himself that it was for Angus’ own good 
and that he was being selfish to want it any other way, but that didn’t stop the pain 
that erupted in his chest as he carefully pulled Angus out of his clinging and 
protective position around Dean’s chest and placed him on the grass in between the 
older dragon and himself. 
 
Dean forced all comparisons between his leaving Angus behind and Sam leaving for 
Stanford to the back of his mind and knelt down in front of the piteously wailing 
dragon. 
 
"Angus, dude, you’ve got to calm down." For the next few minutes no one spoke and 
all that could be heard from Dean was a stream of soothing sounds that slowly 
calmed Angus down enough for Dean to continue speaking. As he spoke he hoped 
that somehow Angus would remember and understand what he was telling him. 
 
"You’ve got to stay here coz you know that I can’t look after you properly. Not as 
well as a real dragon could. If I can, I'll come back and visit. I don't suppose it'll be all 
that often but I'll do my best. I ... I can't, won't just forget about you. You're family 
and I don't forget family, no matter how much they wish I would. So, don't worry if 
you don't see me for a while, I'll always be thinking of you and I will be back, just, just 
not that often, 'k?" 



 
Before Dean could ramble any more or shed the tears that were threatening to fall, 
he gently pushed Angus in the elder dragon's direction and stood up. He and the 
elder dragon shared a silent yet meaningful look as Angus walked slowly over to the 
elder dragon who was speaking in the low rumbles of their native tongue. The last 
Dean saw of Angus for a long time was him being carefully shepherded along by the 
elder dragon through the trees. Just as the trees were about to engulf Angus 
completely, he swung his head around and chirruped happily at Dean as if to tell him 
that everything was alright and not to worry about him. 
 

 
 
Both the hike back to the Impala and the drive back to Rebecca's house were done in 
virtual silence, only speaking to warn each other of a treacherous piece of ground or 
to pass directions on to the other. When they were finally back at Rebecca's which 
seemed to take both no time at all and far too long, in Dean's mind, Dean pulled up 
outside her house but let the engine idle instead of turning it off. 
 
"I guess you're not coming in for a drink then." Rebecca said as she reached over for 
the door handle. 
 
"Nah, I'd better head off. There's always another hunt to do and someone to bail out 
of whatever mess they've got themselves into. 
 
"I bet. Well, if you're ever in the area, feel free to stop by. Don't let Daniel's 
intimidation tactics stop you from visiting a friend." With that, Rebecca got out of the 
Impala and walked to her front door, ringing the bell to get Daniel to open it for her. 
When the door opened, Leanne ran out giggling happily about something she'd just 
done. Dean took in the scene and the ghost of a smile flitted across his face. 
 
Putting the Impala into gear, Dean revved the engine, drawing the attention of all of 
the Chase's, and pulled away, determinedly not looking back at them, even though 
he knew Leanne was waving 'goodbye' to him. 
 

 
 
He stopped for the night at the first motel that he found outside of Cougar and 
collapsed on the bed after turning the TV on and calling for the biggest pepperoni 



pizza he could afford. When the ad break finished and he could make out the 
distinctive roaring of Godzilla Dean hurriedly changed the channel to one of the 
documentary channels – something on Ancient Egypt and mummies he thought – 
something decidedly not related to dragons and their kind in any way shape or form. 
 
Dean spent the rest of the evening determinedly not doing, saying, thinking or 
watching anything remotely connected to dragons until he realised that Bobby 
deserved to know that Angus was safe and with his own kind for good now. 
 
Tomorrow. I'll call him tomorrow, it'll be soon enough. 
 
And with that thought, Dean finished off the pizza and fell asleep. 
 

 
 
The next morning, Dean slept in as late as he could without having to pay for an extra 
night and took his sweet time getting washed, dressed and packed up. Once he'd had 
a late breakfast at a randomly placed Denny's, and sitting on the hood of the Impala 
whilst still parked up in the car park down the side of the diner, Dean called Bobby. 
 
"Hey, umm, we, uh, Rebecca and me that is, found a safe place for Angus. Turns out 
that there is a dr-extended member of his family living at the base of Mount St. 
Helens and well, he took Angus under his wing, so to speak, for a few days." Dean 
said, trying not to say anything to raise suspicions of the other patrons whilst 
affecting an indifferent tone to mask the feeling of loss over handing Angus over to 
the elder dragon. It felt unsettlingly similar to how it felt to see Sam walk out for 
Stanford and not call him. Luckily, Bobby still knew Dean well enough, despite the 
almost decade of no contact, to read between the lines and realise that Dean was 
hurting but did not want to discuss it. 
 
"That's all good then. Might have a hunt if you want to get back in the game. Not 
sure what it is, but whatever it is, it's sure upsetting the locals. Police think it's just 
some kids with too much time on their hands, but I don't know of many kids who'd 
be able to draw an accurate set of Altheysian sigils and carry out a ritual that looks 
like something really black from what I can get of the reports." Bobby replied, hoping 
that this was the right thing to do to get Dean to pull himself out of a funk. 
 
"Sounds like my kinda thing. Where's it happening?" Dean asked, all business. 
 



"In Baker City, Oregon, just off the 84. Something's happened to a Miss N. Morgan 
and the town's looking to the Sheriff for answers he can't give them." Bobby told 
Dean. 
 
"Got it. Looks like I'm back in the game with an interesting one. I'll be seeing ya." 
Bobby could hear the grin in Dean's voice as he spoke, and almost missed the quiet 
"thanks Bobby" that Dean muttered just before he hung up. 
 
"You too kid." 
 

~ THE END ~ 
 

 


