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Chapter One  

It was a balmy night in the lonesome October when Sam Winchester met the man with the blue box.  

His loneliness had become commonplace by then. His constant companion, his nineteen-year-old 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 5ŜŀƴΣ ŘƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜǎ ǿŜƛƎƘŜŘ 

heavily on both boys. Sam was a quiet, introspective child who loved books. Though he and Dean were 

ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǊƻŎƪ-and-roll attitude and tendency 

to ignore his deeper feelings and emotions with a swaggering sarcasm and willful ignorance that belied 

his true attitude. Sam loved that Dean took care of him so well, and appreciated the sacrifices he made 

to keep their family, such as it was, together, but sometimes he wished he could talk to his brother 

about deeper issues than whether Sammy Hagar or David Lee Roth was the better Van Halen singer.  

Their father was another story. John Winchester was not a man given to emotional displays, or even to 

affection. He was gruff and no-nonsense, demanding respect and utmost loyalty from both of his sons. 

Life had not been ƪƛƴŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳΩǎ ŘŀŘΣ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŦǘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻȅǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǿŜŜƪǎΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀǎ 

ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀŘ ǉǳŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǊŜǾŜƴƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΩ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ 

away from them forever. Sam loved his dad and knew that his father loved him, but his constant 

disappearing acts were taking a toll on both of the Winchester brothers. He had dropped them off in this 

hick town in the middle of nowhere late last night, promising to return in a couple of days. No matter 

how long he was going tƻ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ άŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŘŀȅǎΦέ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƻ 

hope that his father was telling the truth.  

¢ƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴ {ŀƳΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƻǊƳȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ƭŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳƳƳȅ ƘƻǘŜƭ 

bed, thinking about Dean, his father, and all of the horrible things that had happened to their family. He 

often battled insomnia. Usually a book cured it, but tonight, for some reason, he could not fall asleep. 

His mind was racing too much, thinking too much about things beyond his control. Sam was restless for 

several hours after they finally turned in, though Dean snored comfortably in the other bed, his mouth 

open slightly, with most of the covers kicked to the floor.  

Finally, at three a.m. Sam gave up the struggle to sleep. He threw oƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ōƛƎ 

sweatshirts over his t-shirt and pajama bottoms. He grabbed the room key and tiptoed to the door, 

taking care not to disturb his brother, whose snoring had reached epic proportions.  

The rain had finally stopped, but the air was humid in the slight breeze. The sweatshirt was plenty warm 

in the night air, but Sam had the feeling that the weather was soon to change. He walked aimlessly for a 

few moments, with his hands in his pockets and his head down, his longish hair in his eyes, taking care 

to avoid the puddles in the parking lot.  

Suddenly he stopped and raised his head. There was a subtle difference to the air. It smelled slightly 

metallic, foreign and strange as well as electrified. The hair on his arms began to stand up underneath 
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the long sleeves of the shirt, and he felt himself shiver. He began to think about going back inside when 

the wind picked up, whipping violently at his hair and clothes.  

Then he heard a strange sound. It sounded, he thought absurdly, almost like an engine; albeit a very old 

one that seemed nearly ready to give up the ghost. It wheezed and grinded violently in the sudden wind, 

coughing in and out like a dying elephant. He looked around, puzzled, trying to find the source of the 

sound, but there was nothing there.  

Only suddenly there was. Something tall began to flash slightly in and out of existence, like Princess 

[ŜƛŀΩǎ ƘƻƭƻƎǊŀƳ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ hōƛ ²ŀƴ YŜƴƻōƛ in Star Wars. Sam blinked and rubbed at his eyes, 

convinced he was hallucinating. Finally the object took on a solid existence, stopping with a final whoosh 

and flash of lights.  

Sam stood staring, astonished. It was a wooden box. A blue wooden box, with tiny windows and a big 

ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇΦ Lǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άtƻƭƛŎŜέ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊƛŎƪŜǘȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ 

over. He walked all the way around the object, his mouth hanging open, trying to process the impossible 

thing that had appeared in front of him.  

He ran his hands over the wood, slowly, knocking softly on the door. He tried the handle but it did not 

budge. He stood just looking at it again for another minute or so, wondering if he ought to go and get 

Dean.  

Suddenly the door swung inward. He was so surprised that he took a step backward, just as a tall man 

stepped out of the box, nearly tripping over his own feet. The man was dressed in a frilly white dress 

shirt that looked a bit too small for him and a pair of black trousers, with old-fashioned boots. He was 

broad-shouldered with closely-shorn brown hair that did nothing to hide his unfortunately large ears. He 

was looking down at the ground, but Sam could clearly see his sculpted, prominent nose and full mouth, 

grimacing in pain. He was holding a hand to his side, bent nearly double. He had already lost several 

buttons on his shirt, and the rest were strained near to bursting, nearly revealing his thin body and 

sparsely-haired chest.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƎŀǿǇƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ {ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ŀŎŎŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǾŀƎǳŜƭȅ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘΦ ά9ƛǘƘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƻǊ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΦέ  

After a split-second hesitation, Sam stepped forward to help the man up. The man winced in pain again, 

but his bright blue eyes were kinder than his voice had been as he looked Sam up and down.  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻŦǘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǊƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ άLΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ LΩǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦŦ-ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ  

ά{ƻǳǘƘ 5ŀƪƻǘŀΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΣ ǳƳΣ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΦέ  
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ά{ƻǳǘƘ 5ŀƪƻǘŀΣ ŜƘΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ƎǊƛƴΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊŜƴ ǇŀǊƪƛƴg lot and 

ŘǳƳǇȅ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ {ƻǳǘƘ 5ŀƪƻǘŀΦ 

LǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ōƻǊƛƴƎΣ ƛƴƴƛǘΚέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ All over the universe? Who was this weirdo?  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ƛƴsideτŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ  

{ŀƳ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ άǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ŘŀƴƎŜǊέ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ 

three years old. All of the Winchesters were wary of new people; knowing who to trust had often saved 

their lives. Sam was not quite sure what to do. His first instinct was to help an injured man, but what 

then? He could be a cop or an FBI agent, or worse. Much worse. But what FBI agent showed up in the 

middle of nowhere in a wooden box? What should he do?  

The man just did not seem like he meant Sam any harm. It was not that he did not seem dangerousτ

actually, Sam could certainly imagine this man causing any amount of chaosτbut that he was inherently 

good. There was an authoritative air about him, a superiority, even though he was crippled with pain 

and seemed, oddly, to be uncomfortable in his own skin. There was something about his eyes. They 

were clear and blue, like the sky, but there was a melancholic wisdom in them that seemed to belie his 

middle-aged looks. His eyes looked old somehow, ancient. Even full of pain as they were now, they 

seemed to broil with intense intelligence, like a storm waiting to break. He looked like he could 

command armies with a grin on his face and a twinkle in his eye.  

Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ {ŀƳ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά{ŀƳΣέ he ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΦέ  

άtƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΣ {ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎŜƴƛŀƭƭȅΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ǇŀǘŎƘ 

ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ŀ ōƛǘΚέ  

ά²Ŝ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƛƭŜǎ 

back. I could get my brother and he could drive youτά  

άbƻΣ ƴƻ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊǳŦŦƭȅΦ άIŀǘŜ ΨŜƳΦ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƛŘ ƪƛǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜƭǇΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŀōŘƻƳŜƴΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ {ŀƳ ǘƻ 

start in alarm. There was quite a bit of blood drying on the white shirt.  

A moment later Sam forgot all about the blood as the man pushed the doors of his strange blue box 

ƻǇŜƴ ǿƛŘŜΦ {ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙim 

sprawling on the pavement.  

άhƘ ƳȅτƛǘΩǎτwhat isτhow--ά  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ {ŀƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦέ  
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{ŀƳ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ōŀŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘŜǇΦ ά²Ƙŀt is this 

ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ  

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Σέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳƻǊŜ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ άLǘ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ ΨTime and Relative Dimensions in Space.Ωέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΧǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ  

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Sam stood for a moment, staring at this bizarre stranger and his even weirder box. He blinked, opening 

ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎƛƴƎ ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅΦ άhƪŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ 

move forward.  

άhƪŀȅΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǿƛŘŜƭȅΣ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΦ  

Sam shrugged again. After everything he had seen, had done, a spaceship (a space and time ship, he 

reminded himself) was par for the course.  

IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴΣ ά[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘ 

in Boise. We Ƙƛǘ ŀ ƘŀǊǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ LƳǇŀƭŀΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊΚέ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ  

άbƻΣ ŀ harpyΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ŀ ōƛǊŘΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ  

The man stood ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ {ŀƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ƘŜ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άhƪŀȅΦέ  

{ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǳƴǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ WǳŘƎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜǊƴƻǳǎ ǎǇŀŎŜ 

he was entering, somehow held within the dimensions of this strange blue box, this man was used to 

impossible things. Sam began to realize absently that this man might, maybe, be an alien. He was 

somewhat perturbed at his lack of surprise at this supposition, but then again, if he could believe in 

werewolves and demons, he could certainly believe in aliens.  

άhǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ  

They walked up a ramp and gingerly past a console of some sort, which had more levers and pulleys 

than Sam had ever imagined. There were blinking lights and a slight humming noise. The floor was 

industrial metal, but he could see more lights and wires beneath it. The walls were a sort of green and 

brown, and reminded Sam of coral. The entire room seemed to be pulsating with some sort of strange 

rhythm, almost as if it was alive.  
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The man led Sam down a corridor to a nondescript door. He pushed it open to reveal a large sick bay, 

with several gurneys and metal cabinets on the walls. The man retrieved some odd-looking bottles from 

one of the cupboards as well as a needle and thread, and sat on one of the gurneys.  

!ǎ ƘŜ ǳƴōǳǘǘƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǿΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŎŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŘƛǎƛƴŦŜŎǘŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀŘΚέ  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ  

Sam went to the indicated cabinet and retrieved a disappointingly ordinary bottle of Bactine. He 

grabbed a nearby tub and filled it with soapy water before retrieving a sponge, as well. He walked back 

over and threaded the needle, dousing it liberally with the bottle befƻǊŜ ōŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

wound.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻƴƎŜ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΦ  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀǊŜ ǎƪƛƴΦ άIƻǿ ƻƭŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ  

άCƛŦǘŜŜƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀǎƪΦ  

The man did not say anything more for a few moments, grimacing in pain as Sam cleaned the wound 

and began to sew it up. It was not as bad as Sam had previously thought, though it was filthy. The man 

hissed several more times and bit his lip as Sam threaded the needle through his skin, but did not swear 

or cry out in pain, as Dean often did.  

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅ ōƻƻȊŜΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άaȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘǊƛƴƪǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴΦέ  

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ 

ǿŀǎ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ƻƴōƻŀǊŘΦ CƻǊǘȅ ƻǊ ŦƛŦǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ƳŀȅōŜΦέ  

{ŀƳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǎǇƛǊƛƴΚέ  

άhƘ ƴƻΣ ŀǎǇƛǊƛƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƛǘ Ƙƛǘ Ƴȅ ōƭƻƻŘ ǎǘǊŜŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƭƭ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΦ  

Sam stared at him, wide-ŜȅŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΚέ  

The man looked at Sam with his wide blue eyes. ά¸ŜǎΦ 5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

άbƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀǎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳΚ aŀǊǎΚέ  

άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ aŀǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ {ŀƳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǾŜŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άLΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦΦέ  
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άLǎ ƛǘ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άhƘ ȅŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻƴ ŀ ŘƛǎǘŀƴǘΣ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά{ƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΦέ  

Sam did not ask him any more questions. His whole face had taken on that blank look, and his eyes had 

grown moist. His skin, which had paled the first moment the needle had hit it, seemed whiter still. He 

looked away from Sam and began to pick absently at a thread on the shredded shirt he still held in his 

hands.  

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭ ƘŀǊǇƛŜǎΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΦ  

ά!ƳƻƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ {ŀƳ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƘǳƴǘŜǊǎΦέ  

άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ .ŀƳōƛΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǊƻǿƴΦ  

Sam laugƘŜŘΦ άbƻΦ ²ŜǊŜǿƻƭǾŜǎΣ ƎƘƻǎǘǎΣ ōŀƴǎƘŜŜǎΣ ƛƳǇǎΣ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊǎΦ ±ŀƳǇƛǊŜǎΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ 5ŀŘ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 

ŜȄǘƛƴŎǘΦ {ǘǳŦŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

The man was staring at him with a mixture of pity and awe in his eyes. He frowned, and opened his 

mouth to speak, but Sam cut him off.  

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭȅƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦέ  

άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΚέ  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ LΩƳ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŜǾŜƴΣ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΚέ  

ά5ƻ you ƎŜǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀŎŜΚέ  

{ŀƳΩǎ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƭŜƳƴƭȅΦ ά¸ŜǎΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

{ŀƳ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ōƛǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇΦ ά{ƻ Řƻ LΦ .ǳǘ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘτƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ--and my brother, 

ǘƻƻΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅΣ ŀƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΚέ  

άbƻΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎŀŘƭȅΦ  

Sam waited for him to elaborate, but he did not go on. The atmosphere in the room had somehow 

changed. It was chillier, less welcoming. The man did not seem to want to discuss it any further, so Sam 

changed the subject.  
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ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎΦ aƛƭƭƛƻƴǎΗέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ ά!ƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΦέ  

ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭΦΦΦƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

ά[ƛƪŜ ƳŜΚ hƘΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ƘǳƳŀƴΗ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ŎǊƛǘǘŜǊǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ !ƭƭ 

ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǇŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛȊŜǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ΨŜƳ ŀǊŜ ƳŜǘŀƭΦέ  

{ŀƳ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀōǎƻǊō ǘƘƛǎΦ ά!ǊŜ you ƘǳƳŀƴΚέ  

άbƻǇŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƘǳƳŀƴΦέ  

άIŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

He reached for SaƳΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ IŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƛǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ {ŀƳ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ōŜŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ƘŜ 

moved it to the other side, but Sam still felt the thumping. He frowned, puzzled.  

ά¢ǿƻ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘǿƻ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ άLΩƳ ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΦέ  

ά! ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΦΦΦǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΣέ {ŀƳ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ  

άaŀȅōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ 

ŀǎ ǎǇŀŎŜΦέ  

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άaŜǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ Ŏƻƻƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅŜǎΣ LΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ΨŎƻƻƭΩ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ ά¦ƳΣ /ƘǳǊŎƘƛƭƭΣ {ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜΣ 

Hannibal, Plinyτά  

άtƭƛƴȅ ǘƘŜ 9ƭŘŜǊΣ ƻǊ tƭƛƴȅ ǘƘŜ ¸ƻǳƴƎŜǊΚέ  

ά.ƻǘƘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΗέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŀǘ {ŀƳΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ call 

ƻǳǘ ƴŀƳŜǎΦ άClara Bow, Robert Johnson, Jim Morrisonτά  

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ Jim MorrisonΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎΦ άhƘΣ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜΦέ  

ά¸ǳǇΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻǘƘȅ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά{ŀǿ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƻǊǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²Ƙƛǎƪȅ ƛƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΣ ΩстΣ 

L ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ²ƘƛǎƪȅΚ hƘΣ 5Ŝŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜȄǇƛǊŜΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦέ  

άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΚέ  
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ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ ²Ŝ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŘƻΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άbƻΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƭŀǘ ǘƻƴŜ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƳŀŘŜ {ŀƳ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƪ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ 

questions.  

IŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƛƴƧǳǊȅ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜǿƛƴƎ ƧƻōΦ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣέ {ŀƳ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ άLΩƳ ŘƻƴŜΦέ  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŀƴŘƛǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ōŀŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ IŜ 

took a bandage from amongst the pile of supplies and put it on his wound, as Sam began to clean up.  

άbƻǿ ǘƘŜƴΣ L ƘŀŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦέ  

άhƪŀȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

The man turned to walk out of the room. For a moment he stood at the door, seeming unsure of which 

ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎƳŀŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 

LΩǾŜ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΦέ  

ά.ŜŜƴ ǿƘŜǊŜΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊŀƛƭƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ  

He soon got his answer as the man turned and opened the door to the biggest closet Sam had ever seen. 

His mouth dropped open in astonishment at the sheer size of the thing. It stretched on, back into the 

room farther than he could see. There seemed to be no walls, and no end in sight. It was filled with 

ŦŀōǊƛŎǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǎƛȊŜǎΣ ǎƘŀǇŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻŀǘǎΣ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ǎŎŀǊǾŜǎΣ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ŘǊŜsses, 

thousands of hats, trousers in every color and length, t-shirts with funny, bizarre, and sometimes 

obscene logos on them, military garb, and a strange red robe and headdress that looked like it belonged 

in an episode of Star Trek or something. Never had Sam ever imagined that so many different types of 

clothes could even exist. He stood, gaping, as the strange man roamed from aisle to aisle, looking for 

just the right outfit.  

! ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘΣ άtŜǊŦŜŎǘΗέ ŜŎƘƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ Lǘ took him another couple of 

moments to find the source of the voice. Eventually he stumbled across the man, who was standing in 

front of an enormous full-length mirror, admiring the red sweater and black trousers he had found.  

άLǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘe man said, a finger to his lips. He looked around a moment, then grinned 

widely as his eyes focused on a long black leather jacket. He put it on and admired his reflection for a 

ƭƻƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ άIŀƛǊΩǎ ŀ little ǎƘƻǊǘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭΦ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ the curls were a bit much 
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ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŜŀǊǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ŜƴǎŜƳōƭŜΣ 

and motioned for Sam to follow him.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άLǘΩǎΣ ǳƳΣ ŦƛƴŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘhing else to say.  

On their way out of the cavernous wardrobe the man stopped and picked up a pair of black boots. He 

sat down on a hatbox to put them on his feet, grinning widely again.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŘƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ άbƻǿ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΚέ  

άbƻΣ ǎƛǊΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōŜτά  

άΩ{ƛǊΚΩέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿǊƛƴƪƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΦ .ƭƛƳŜȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ΨǎƛǊΩ ƛƴ 

ŎŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΦ bŜǾŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ  

IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳΩǎ ōƭŀƴƪ ƭƻƻƪΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŀōōƭŜΦ άL told Hannibal those elephants were 

ŀ ōŀŘ ƛŘŜŀΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΚ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻǘΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻŜǎΦ !ƘΣ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΦέ  

Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ {ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άhƘΦ wƛƎƘǘΦ CƻƻŘΚέ  

ά{ƻǊǊȅΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ LŦ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀƪŜǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦΦΦέ  

άLǎ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ  

άbƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άaȅ ŘŀŘΦΦΦέ  

άhƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ {ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΦέ  

άaŀȅōŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ IŜ ǎƘǳŦŦƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǎƘȅƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ǎƛ-umΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

ƴŀƳŜΚέ  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άtŀǊŘƻƴ Ƴȅ ƳŀƴƴŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƭƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅΦ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ IŜ 

extended a hand to Sam to shake.  

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΦΦΦΚέ {ŀƳ ōŜƎŀƴΦ  

άIƳƳΚ hƘΗ bƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ ΨǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦΩ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƭƛƪŜ aŀŘƻƴƴŀΣ IƻƳŜǊΣ /ƘŀǊƻ.ΦΦέ  
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Sam stared at him blankly again. The Doctor was undoubtedly a nice man, but he was certainly the 

strangest person Sam had ever met.  

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ /ƘŀǊƻΗ Ψ/ǳŎƘƛ ŎǳŎƘƛΗΩ !ƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΦ bƻΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀǘ {ŀƳΦ ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ L 

ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ  

Definitely the strangest.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ƻŦŦΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƪƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ 

ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ IŀǾŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƭƛŦŜΣ {ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΦ .Ŝ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎΦέ  

Sam blushed.  

άΩFantasticΣΩέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘΗέ  

With another cheeky grin, he turned around and went back inside his ship. Sam watched as it began to 

blink in and out of existence again, accompanied by the grinding, unearthly engines. As it finally 

disappeared, leaving a whiff of ozone in its wake, he wiped the hair from his eyes and turned to go back 

into the room. He was exhausted at last, and hoped that Dean had finally stopped his infernal snoring.  

Before he reached the door, it swung inward to reveal his brother, clad in a pair of fraying pajama pants, 

yawning sleepily and scratching absently at his sleep-ruffled hair.  

άIŜȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΚ !ƴŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǊǘΚέ  

άL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǿŀƭƪΦέ  

άhƘΦ hƪŀȅΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ 5ŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΦ IŜΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ tomorrow at noon, and expects us 

ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ȅŀǿƴΦ  

{ŀƳ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦέ  

άIǳƘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƎƻƻŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¸ǳǇΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ȅŀǿƴΦ άDƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 

ƎŜǘ ǳǇΦέ  

Sam found himself yawning, as well. He pulled off the bulky sweatshirt and threw it into the corner with 

the rest of their dirty clothes. He got under the covers and settled himself in, positive now that he would 

drift right into sleep.  
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άIŜȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜǇǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǊ 

something. I heard this noise that sounded like a werewolf hacking up a lung. I went to look outside and 

ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ŘǳŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘǳƎŜ ŜŀǊǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀ ōƻȄΦ /ǊŀȊȅΣ ƘǳƘΚ Lǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΦέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ 5ŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΦ άLǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΦέ  
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Chapter Two   

Sam eventually told Dean about the alien in the blue box. He kept it to himself for a while, for no real 

reason other than how bizarre the encounter had been. He thought that Dean might be upset that Sam 

had gone into the TARDIS with the Doctor, a complete stranger, and he was right. After the standard 

lecture, though, Dean wanted to know everything about the encounter. He made Sam tell the story two 

or three times, particularly the part about Jim Morrison. He seemed fascinated and excited by the idea 

of the mysterious man who could fly about in time and space, and maybe even jealous that he had not 

been able to meet him.  

As the weeks passed, the memories of the encounter began to fade. After a while, it was almost as if it 

really had been a dream. The boys decided, mutually, not to tell their father about what happened, for 

fear of a punishment worse than a simple lecture. It was not that John would be upset with them, 

though he would be; it was that they would disappoint him, something that neither of the Winchester 

brothers could ever bear.  

So they kept the Doctor a secret, and did not mention him again, at least aloud, for a very long time. 

Sometimes when a job went particularly awry, Sam would wonder where he was. He had claimed to be 

a Time Lord, someone who could travel through space and timeτǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

was going to happen? Sometimes he found himself wishing that the Doctor would show up in his time 

machine and save them, whisk them away from the monsters and evil in the world, and take them to 

someplace safe. Someplace in the past, when their family had been whole, before the demon had taken 

their mother.  

It was not until after Dean made the deal that Sam thought of actively trying to find the Doctor. Even 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

Dean revealed he was going to Hell in exchange for Sam's life, he could not believe that he had not 

thought of it earlier.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŦƛȄ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ {ŀƳΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ {ŀƳ ōǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ƛƴ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ Iƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜƴ Ǝƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΗέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ǊŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ 5ŀŘ 

taught us never ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘΦέ  

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ IŜƭƭΣ {ŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

Sam frowned. He sunk down further into the passenger seat of the Impala. Suddenly the chili fries they 

had had for dinner that night were not settling well in his stomach.  

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŎǊŀǎƘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ōŜŀǘΦέ  
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A few minutes later they pulled up to a dirty roadside motel. Sam sat in the car while Dean went inside 

the office to get a room. He was vaguely aware of a late-model SUV pulling into the parking space beside 

the Impala, but did not look up to see who emerged from it. Dean came back a moment later with the 

keys and let them into a cramped little room with seaweed-green walls and hideous orange comforters 

on the beds. It was clean, though, at least, and certainly efficient enough for one night. Dean announced 

that he was going to take a shower. Sam decided to go get some ice, grabbing a key off the nightstand 

before he left the room.  

As he walked around the side of the motel, he sighed and ran a hand through his hair, which was greasy 

from a few days on the road. He looked up at the sky. It was a clear night, the stars bright. They seemed 

so far away. He stared upward, wondering if the Doctor was out there, somewhere, and how on Earth 

(or not, as the case might be) he would ever find him. Sam was sure that the strange alien could help 

him. A man who could travel through time and space, had seen and done so many things, known so 

many important peopleτsurely he could find a way to kill the demon that had cursed Dean, or at least a 

way to destroy the deal. Barring that, the Doctor could take Dean away. He could go into the 

spaceshipτthe TARDIS, he recalledτand just never come back. He wondered if there were demons on 

other planets. He hoped not.  

He was so lost in thought that he did not notice that he had reached the vending machines. Shaking 

himself out of his reverie, he filled the bucket with ice and bought some Cokes. He began to make his 

way back to the room, hoping that Dean was finished with the shower. He opened the room door and 

immediately dropped the ice bucket onto the grimy carpet, automatically reaching into the waistband of 

his jeans to raise the gun tucked beneath it.  

ά²Ƙƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ōŜŘΣ ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅ 

through a Maxim magazine.  

ά! ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǿƛŘŜƭȅΦ  

He was broad-shouldered, and had the face of a matinee idol. His brown hair was cut short and he wore 

a long, blue coat over dark trousers and boots. His smile was bright and white, his clear blue eyes full of 

mirth. He reminded Sam a little of Tom Cruiseτhe had the same mega-watt smile and sly sort of charm 

to his features.  

Sam called out for Dean, who was still in the bathroom. The shower was turned off and the door was 

cracked, allowing steam to flow into the front room. Dean was singing, off-key and very loudly, and did 

ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ {ŀƳΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎŀƭƭΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ his head out of the bathroom and yelled, 

ά²ƘŀǘΚ hƘΦέ  

He had seen the mysterious man, still sitting on the bed, grinning even wider at the sight of 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ǿŜǘ 

ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΣ ŎƭŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴ ǇŀƧŀƳŀ ōƻǘǘƻƳǎΦ  



 

14 

 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǇǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄǘŜƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ 

5ŜŀƴΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 5Ŝŀƴ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ Iƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƎǳƴΦ  

ά9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƪƴƻǿǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŀƴǎƛǾŜ ǿŀǾŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά{ŀƳΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƭ ƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ 

ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǘ ƻƴŜΦέ  

5Ŝŀƴ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ ά²ƘƻΩǎ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƴŀƳŜŘ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀǎƪing around 

with all the hunters. I knew your approximate location, of course, but you two move around so much it 

ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇŜōōƭŜ ƻƴ ŀ ōŜŀŎƘΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴǘŜǊǎ ǎŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻǘΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ  

άDeanΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

WŀŎƪ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōƭŀǘŀƴǘƭȅ appraising 5ŜŀƴΩǎ Ŧƛǘ 

body with a lascivious gleam in his eyes.  

Dean blushed instantly, staring at Jack in shock for a moment before going to his duffel bag to retrieve a 

t-ǎƘƛǊǘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ ƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ǝǳƴ ŘƻǿƴΣ {ŀƳΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƳŜŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ ¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ  

Sam frowned, but he tucked the gun back into his jeans. Jack stepped forward and shook his hand, 

smiling.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΣ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ {ŀƳΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛƴƪΦ  

{ŀƳ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΦ ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻǿΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ 

explain who the ƘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǘŜƭ room dressed like a World War Two 

R.A.F. ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΚέ  

άLΩƳ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ w.A.F. captain because I was--still am, technicallyτan R.A.F. ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǘŜƭ ǊƻƻƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎǊǳƛǘ ȅƻǳΦέ  

άwŜŎǊǳƛǘ ǳǎΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ άCƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ w.A.F.Κ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ǇƻƴŘΣ ƳŀƴΦέ  

άbƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎΦ άL ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǎŀƴŎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 

British government to elimiƴŀǘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ  
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ά¢ƘǊŜŀǘǎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŀǘǎΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

{ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǳƴǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ άAlien threats. This might sound hard to believeτά  

άhƘΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΣέ {ŀƳ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΦ  

άτōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǊƛŦǘ ƛn space and time going straight through Cardiff, in Wales, and all sorts of creatures 

ŀƴŘ ǘŜŎƘ Ŧŀƭƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΦ LǘΩǎ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƻŎŎǳǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŀ 

ǎŜŎǊŜǘΦέ  

άhƪŀȅΣ L ōǳȅ ǘƘŀǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ want to recruit us to work over in England? If you 

ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƳŜǎǎŜǎ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦{!Φέ  

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ōŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŦƛƴŜ Ƨƻō ƻŦ ƛǘΣ 

too. Except for that whole ripping open your own rift in the middle of Wyoming thing. Wyoming, now 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ of traveling ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ thereΦέ  

ά¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴΦ ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀt do you mean, we opened a rift? 

That was a 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ DŀǘŜΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά{ŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŀǇƘȅǎƛŎǎ ǿith you boys, so just 

think of HŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜ ƻŦ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΣ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘ-time. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 

easiest way I can explain it. Anyway, you two used the phase disruptor to open the rift, which set free all 

sorts of nasties." 

άΩtƘŀǎŜ ŘƛǎǊǳǇǘƻǊΚΩ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭǘτά  

ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΦ {ŀƳǳŜƭ /ƻƭǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƴǘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƪnowτbut he also knew quite a bit about alien tech. He 

ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘŀǎŜ ŘƛǎǊǳǇǘƻǊ ǘƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōǊŜŀƪ Řƻǿƴ ŜȄǘǊŀǘŜǊǊŜǎǘǊƛŀƭ ƻǊƎŀƴƛŎ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ ƪƛƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ 

demonsτit literally breaks down their molecular structure and reduces their physicality to nothing, 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦέ  

ά²ŀƛǘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƳƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΚ hǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΚ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ 

Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƘǳǊǘǎΦέ IŜ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōŜŘΣ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇƭŜǎΦ  

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ LǘΩǎ 

complex. You're a smart guy, Sam--I know you went to Stanford--ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ƻƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƻǊƪΦέ  

{ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇΦ ά²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ {ŀƳΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƻƻΦ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΚέ  

{ŀƳ ǎŀǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǳǇΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ WŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǇŜƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴτȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ  
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.ŜƘƛƴŘ WŀŎƪΣ 5Ŝŀƴ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ WŀŎƪ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳ ǿŜƭƭΦ IŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƴ 

ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

ά! ŦƛƴŜ Ƨƻō ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴƻǊǘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ-

ŜȅŜŘ ŘŜƳƻƴΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƻǳǊ ŘŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŘȅƛƴƎΚ Iƻǿ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƛŦǘΣ ƻǊ ǿhatever it is, from 

ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎΚέ  

So, Dean, too, had wondered about that. Sam was a little surprised. He had not been entirely sure that 

5Ŝŀƴ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘǳƳƻǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ 

box, even after all these years had passed.  

WŀŎƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ 5ŜŀƴΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΦ ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘτŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƻƻΤ ȅŜǎ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘτthey are fixed points in time. 

They would happen no matter what, even if the Doctor dƛŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǾŜƴŜΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΦέ  

Dean did not look convinced, but Sam had to grudgingly admit that he understood, even if it did not 

quite make sense. He looked over aǘ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ 

ŀƭƛŜƴǎΚέ  

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άIŜ says that you two are very efficient monster huntersΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊȅΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƘŜlp 

ȅƻǳΚέ  

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǇƻǇǎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘΦέ  

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ  

ά5ŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άbƻ ƻƴŜ ŘƛŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ-of-ŦŀŎǘƭȅΦ άIŜ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛble for a lot of what has gone on, so he does 

Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ  

άwŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ {ŀƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ shifted and 

fidgeted on the bed, and because the 1,000-ǿŀǘǘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƘŀŘ ŦŀŘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ǿŀǊτa Time 

Warτin which many planets were destroyed. Countless species became extinct. It was between the 

Time Lords and some aliens called the Daleks. If it ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

enslaved right now. He killed his own people to protect us, all of us. Everybody in this universe, and all of 

ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜǎΦέ  

άIŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ  
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ά¸ŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ƭŜŦǘΦέ  

No wonder he had seemed so distant and sad, Sam thought. He could never have imagined that this was 

ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǊōƻǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ƘŜ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƪƴŜǿ ƎǊŜǿ ŜǾŜƴ 

more, just then. Dean, too, looked chastened. He, of all people, knew what it was like to make a sacrifice 

like this.  

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛƎŜǎǘŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ {ŀƳ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƻ ƘŜ 

thinks highly enough of Dean and me that he ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

ά²ƘȅΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿτά  

άIŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǳŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ 

ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΦέ  

"Now my ƘŜŀŘ ƘǳǊǘǎΣϦ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ WŀŎƪΦ άhƪŀȅΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΥ ƛŦ ǿŜ 

ŀŎŎŜǇǘΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƎŜǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻŦŦΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳΦ IŀƴŘǎƻƳŜƭȅΦ 

Think of it as a nice pay ǊŀƛǎŜΣ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƧŜǎǘȅΩǎ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΦέ  

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ōȅ vǳŜŜƴ ±ƛŎǘƻǊƛŀΣέ WŀŎƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ƛƴƘŜǊƛǘŜŘ ƛƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΣ 

down through the monarchy, ever since. Technically we answer to the prime minister, but Liz loves me, 

ǎƻ L ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ǿŀƴǘΣ ƳƻǎǘƭȅΦέ  

ά[ƛȊΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άvǳŜŜƴ ElizabethΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άhƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ȅŜŀƘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ {ŀƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳŜŘΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜΚέ {ŀƳ ŀsked Jack.  

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜŀ-ǎƘƻƻǘŜǊǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǎŜƴŀƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ 

ǎŜŜƴ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ȅŜǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ  

άhƘΣ ƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƭŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴǘicipation. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻǘΚέ  

άLǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǿŜ ƎƻǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άCƻǊƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǘƎǳƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƛǎǘƻƭǎΤ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ 

ǿƘŀǘ ŀ aƻǊŀ ƭŀǎŜǊ ōƭŀǎǘŜǊ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƻ ƻǊƎŀƴƛŎ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭΚέ  
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5Ŝŀƴ ŦƛŘƎŜǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƪƛŘ ƻƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ŘŀȅΦ άbƻΣ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŎƻƻƭΚέ  

άhƘΣ ƘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ LƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƻƳŀǘƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀȊƻƻƪŀΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

Dean giggled. There was no other word for the gleeful laughter that emerged from his mouth. Sam 

made a mental note to tease him about it later.  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀǿŜǎƻƳŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άDǊƻǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ŀǿŜǎƻƳŜΦέ  

ά5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎτ

bullets made of silver nitrateτά  

άtŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ ǿŜǊŜǿƻƭǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǇŜǎƘƛŦǘŜǊǎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άτa solar gun from the Rexall galaxy that filters a concentrated burst of pure sunlight that blasts 

ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜǎ ǘƻ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳ ŎƻƳŜΣ Ŝǘ ŎŜǘŜǊŀΣ Ŝǘ ŎŜǘŜǊŀΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǳǎΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άaƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ƎǳƴǎΚέ  

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ŎŀǊŘ ǎŎŀƳǎ ŀǊŜ Ǝƻnna last you forever. 

Anyway, there are other perksτά  

άDƛǊƭǎΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ {ŀƳ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƴǘ ǎǘŜŜƭΦ άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΦ IŜ 

ǎŀǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŦǊƛŎƪƛƴΩ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΣ {ŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ōȅǎǘŀƴŘŜǊǎτand some of 

thŜƳ ƘŀǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΦέ  

άLŦ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ƛƴǘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǎŎƛǾƛƻǳǎ ƎǊƛƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

{ŀƳ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά{ƻΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻŦŦŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘ Ƙƛǎ Ŝƭōƻǿǎ ǳǇƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǎ ƘŀǾŜ 

ȅƻǳ ƭƛŀƛǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǘŜŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ ŘŀƳƴ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǊƛƎƘǘτ

ǘƘŜ .ǳǊŜŀǳ ŦƻǊ tŀǊŀƴƻǊƳŀƭ wŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŦŜƴǎŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀƭΚέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǊǳƳƻǊǎΤ ǎƻƳŜ ŎǊŀȊȅΣ ǳƴōŜƭƛŜǾŀōƭŜ ǎǘǳŦŦΦέ  

ά/ƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǊŜŀƭΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŦǘƛŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ 

archives that Torchwood has. Still, you boys would have a thousand times the problems you already do, 

ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƎŜƴǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōƭŀǎǘŜŘ 

ǎŜŎǊŜǘƛǾŜΤ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦέ  

ά[ƛȊΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ ά{ŀȅΣ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘΣ ǿƘȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊican 

ŀŎŎŜƴǘΚέ  

άLΩǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ  
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ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΣ ǘƻƻΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƳŜǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀŎƪΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴŜȄǇƭƛŎŀōƭȅ ǎŀŘΦ  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻτά  

Jack waved a hand ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ {ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ōƻȅǎΚέ  

ά/ŀƴ L ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ 5Ŝŀƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά{ǳǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ  

Jack got up from the bed to walk out the door of the motel room, cell phone in hand, leaving Sam and 

Dean to discuss developments. Sam was apprehensive, though he was inclined to believe that Jack was 

telling the truth. Dean just looked excited.  

ά5ǳŘŜΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΚ ²ŜΩƭƭ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭŜƎƛǘ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŦǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ paid to gank 

ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƭŜŜΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ 5ŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōƛǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇΦ  

άCƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣ {ŀƳΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜΚ LΩƳ 

going to Hell. I might as weƭƭ ŜƴƧƻȅ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦέ  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŀƭΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǇŜǎ ǳǇΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ {ŀƳƳȅΦέ  

ά5ŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΚέ  

άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ 

ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭŜΦέ  

άbƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƴƻǿΦ άbŜǾŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴed to you because of me, Deanτyou made a 

deal to bring me back from death, and there is no way in HellτliterallyτǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ 

Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ bƻ ǿŀȅΦέ  

Dean smiled, but Sam could tell that his brother was only humoring him. Sam was alarmed to realize 

that Dean had given upτhe was entirely resigned to his fate at the end of that year. Dean had always 

ōŜŜƴ ōǊŀǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎǎΦ {ŀƳ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳƻǘƛǾŜ 

ŦƻǊ ŀŎŎŜǇǘƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘƭȅ ǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦŜr might not be simply to look for a way to kill himself 

without actually pulling the trigger.  

This upset Sam more than he could even express. If there was one thing that their father had taught 

them, it was never to give up, never to allow despair to overtake them, to fight, to the death if 
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necessary, not only to help innocent people, but for each other. Sam would be damned, literally, if he 

would stand aside and let Dean commit suicide.  

{ǘƛƭƭΣ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƳǇǘƛƴg. It would solve their monetary 

issues, that was for sure, but beyond that, his offer of an infinite arsenal made Sam nearly as excited as 

Dean was. Sam did not particularly enjoy the job, but if there were ways to make it easier, he was all for 

it.  

Of course, there was also the other thing Jack had mentioned, which was definitely a highlight, at least 

ǘƻ 5ŜŀƴΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪǎΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎƘƛŎƪǎΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŎŀǎŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎaid.  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ hƘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻǘΚ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ LΩƳ ƘƻǘΦέ  

άwƛƛƛƎƘǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǎƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ŘǳŘŜǎΚ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜǎƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά{ƻ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ  

άLǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǎŜƴǎŜΣ {ŀƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

άLǘ ŘƻŜǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘǊǳǎǘǿƻǊǘƘȅΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ Ǌǳƴ ƛǘ ōȅ 

.ƻōōȅ ŦƛǊǎǘΚ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭΦέ  

ά.ƻōōȅ {ƛƴƎŜǊΚέ ŎŀƳŜ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 5ƻȊŜƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ 

He was even going to consult you two on a case a couple of years agoτuntil we retconned him, 

ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ  

άwŜǘŎƻƴΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ŘǊǳƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άLǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭƻǿǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 

ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŀƭǎŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΦέ  

άaŀƴΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΣ ŜƘΣ {ŀƳΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

{ŀƳΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻǇŜƴ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ .ƻōōȅΚ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ die ƛŦ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘΗέ  

άDƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ȅŜŀƘΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

5Ŝŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ {ŀƳ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƪŀȅΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘΚέ  
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ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǳƘτάSam thought about it for a moment. He tried to cover up the smile that was involuntarily 

ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǇ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ōƻȅǎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ƎŀŘƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜǘǎ ȅƻǳΣ ƭƛƪŜΣ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ 

asked, with a snort.  

άL ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ-of-ŦŀŎǘƭȅΦ ά¦ƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛǘΦέ  

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƭŀƴŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭ ƎǊƛƴΦ  

άbƻΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ  

WŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ IŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƘŜƴ {ŀƳ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦΦ ά5Ŝŀƴ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŦƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ǎŜŜƴ Final Destination ƻƴŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ  

ά5ǳŘŜΣ ƛŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǘǊǳŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ŧƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎƻƴŜ 

white.  

{ŀƳ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά{ƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŘŀȅǎΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ {ŀƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά{ǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ōƻǘƘ ōƻȅǎ 

thoughtfully for a momŜƴǘΦ ά[ƻƻƪΣ ƎǳȅǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

! ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƭǳǊǊȅ ƻŦ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘ ŦǳƳŜǎΦ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άIŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

ƳŀƴƛŀŎΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊΣ ŘǳŘŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘŜƭ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǊŜǇŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƎǎΦ  
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Chapter Three   

Sam did not sleep well that night. He tossed and turned, and had awful dreams in which Dean was 

dragged away to Hell, while he stood by doing nothing. Worse, their father stood behind Sam and 

screamed at him, berating him with horrible names, and blamed him for everything. He woke up more 

than once in a cold sweat, only to find Dean sprawled out on the other bed, snoring away, seeming to be 

without a care in the world.  

It was not that he wanted Dean to be afraid, or to suffer terrible dreams. He just wanted him to give a 

damn. Sam did not know how to convey this to his brother without pissing him off. He simply could not 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜΦ IŜ ǎǳǇposed that part of it was certainly denial, but how long could Dean 

continue to cling to that? He needed a reality check, and fast, before it was too late. Sam hoped that the 

mysterious Jack Harkness, with his far-fetched stories and outlandish promises, would be just the jump-

start Dean needed to get his ass in gear and figure out a way to get out of the deal. Otherwiseτwell, 

Sam did not want to think about what would happen otherwise.  

It took them nearly three days to get to Connecticut. The Impala blew a tire near Boise, requiring half a 

day to get it fixed, a day the boys spent in a dingy bar, pilfering wi-fi from somewhere nearby, doing 

almost completely unsuccessful research on Torchwood and the Doctor himself. All they pulled up were 

some schematics for a now-defunct corporation called H.C. Clements and a lot of vague rumors. Sam 

had to admit one thingτWŀŎƪΩǎ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǿŀǎ good at covering their tracks-- very good.  

Eventually they finally arrived at the Bureau for Paranormal Research and Defense, a massive structure 

surrounded by miles of fencing, armed guards, and ferocious-looking dogs. There were no identifying 

marks on the outside of the building; it looked like any typical, nondescript government facility. Sam was 

vaguely relieved at this. He had not exactly expected anything else, but he was relieved all the same.  

An agent named Tom Manning met them at the entrance, after the usual security protocols were 

ŜƴŦƻǊŎŜŘΦ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ 5Ŝŀƴ ōƻǘƘ ǿƻǊŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊǎΩ ǇŀǎǎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŀǇŜƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

confiscated in what they were assured was routine procedure; they would get them back upon exiting 

the building.  

Manning was a typical balding, prissy bureaucrat. He was a nervous man who constantly mopped at his 

shiny, sweating forehead with a pocket handkerchief. He looked disappointed at the sight of Sam and 

Dean, who apparently did not look very impressive. He showed them around the Bureau with an air of 

disdain, as if he could not possibly believe that these two essentially nice-looking young men were in the 

business of eliminating monsters.  

aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜǎΦ {ŀƳΩǎ ƛƴƴŜǊ 

academic drooled at the sight of the rows and rows of ancient books in the B.P.R.D. library. His mouth 

dropped open at the sight of the arsenal of mythical weapons they possessedτthere was a broken 

sword Manning swore was Excaliburτboth Winchesters were disinclined to believe himτand a quiver 
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of arrows that had supposedly belonged to Robin Hood. The thing that snappeŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǊƻǳƴŘΣ 

however, was a glass case enclosing a broken-off old piece of staff that the B.P.R.D. claimed was the 

Spear of Destiny.  

The Spear of Destiny, Manning explained, was supposedly what remained of the spear used to pierce 

the side of Chrisǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ /ǊǳŎƛŦƛȄƛƻƴΦ {ǘŀƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ όŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ǿŀǎΣ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣ 

splashed with dried-brown gore that could certainly be centuries-old blood), the Spear made whoever 

possessed it invincible. Not only invincible, but invulnerable.  

{ŀƳΩǎ Ƴind began to whirl. If Dean could get ahold of that holiest of objects, the demons could not 

touch him, no matter how desperately they tried. Even if it was only a temporary solution, as it was 

likely bound to be, it could still hold them off long enough to allow Dean and Sam to locate the Doctor to 

help them find something more permanent. Of course, they had to get the thing first, which, considering 

the security in this place, would be next to impossible.  

Sam glanced over at his brother as Manning droned on and on about a broken-off old arrow that had 

supposedly slain a dragon 10,000 years ago somewhere in the middle of the earth, whatever that 

meant. Dean, too, was staring at the Spear of Destiny with what could only be interpreted as desire in 

his eyes. For the first time in several days, Sam felt hope flare up in his belly. Perhaps this meant that 

Dean had not quite given up, after all.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳΣ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜΚέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŀƴǎƛǾŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜΣ 

smiling at the boys, smugly.  

ά!ōƻǳǘ ŦǊƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άL ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ  

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ {ŀƳ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ  

άL ŘƛŘΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΚέ  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΣέ {ŀƳ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜǊƴƻǳs structure in which they found 

ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΦ Iƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƳŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊ ƻŦ 5ŜǎǘƛƴȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΗ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΚέ  

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ Ǉŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΚέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ in a castle in France, along with 

ǎƻƳŜ ōǳǎǘŜŘ ƻƭŘ ƎǊŀƛƭΦέ  

άDǊŀƛƭΚ ¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƭƛƪŜ aƻƴǘȅ tȅǘƘƻƴ-I-fart-in-your-general-direction-ǘȅǇŜ DǊŀƛƭΚέ  

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΚέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ  
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Sam and Dean looked up to discover that not only had they stopped walking during their conversation, 

but Manning was also several feet ahead of them, thumping his foot in impatience.  

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƧƻƎƎŜŘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎǎȅ ŀƎŜƴǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ōŜ ŀ 

ǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦέ  

άL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΤ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦέ  

Finally they caught up to Manning and were forced to end their conversation. 

ά!ǎ L ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ B.P.R.D. agent ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ŀǊŜ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ 

ōŜǎǘ ŀƎŜƴǘǎΦ bƻǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŜȄƛǎǘΣ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  

ά²ƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘŀ ŦǊŜŀƪǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜƭōƻǿŜŘ {ŀƳΦ  

άwŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘŀǇŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘŀƳƴ ǘƛƳŜǎΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ 

άIŜ ƎŜǘǎ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŀŘƳƛǘ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΦ LŦ L ǎŜŜ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƎǊŀƛƴȅ ¸ƻǳ¢ǳōŜ 

videoτά  

ά!ǿΣ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀǿŦǳƭƭȅ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǎǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ¢ƻƳΣέ 

came a gruff voice behind them.  

Sam turned around to catch a glimpse of the person who had spoken, but before his eyes caught full 

sight of him, Dean let out a guttural cry and launched himself at the direction of the voice, screaming 

obscenities and snippets of Latin exorcism rituals.  

άWŜǎǳǎΣ 5ŜŀƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜτάSam began, but then he caught sight of the person himself.  

It was a demon. A seven-foot-tall, red, hoofed demon. What Sam could see of it, rolling around on the 

floor with his brother, was heavily muscled and black-haired. It appeared to be holding a massive stone 

in its right hand, and had a goatee. There was something on its head, some sort of gogglesτno, they 

appeared to be horns, only sawed off to nubs. It also had a tail, a thin, pointed thing that whipped out 

behind it as it gripped Dean by the throat in its massive hands.  

ά[Ŝǘ ƘƛƳ ƎƻΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΗέ {ŀƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  

The demon actually rolled his yellow eyes at Sam, and at Dean, who was choking and sputtering in its 

ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΣ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΚέ ƛǘ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ŘŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ 

²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊ Ǝǳȅǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀƳƴ ƪƛŘǎΦέ  

ά9ǊΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ are ǘƘŜ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊǎΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΦ LΩƳ ŀŦraid 

ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ōǊƛŜŦŜŘ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅτά  
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ά.ǊƛŜŦŜŘΚέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά.ǊƛŜŦŜŘ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘΚ ¢ƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ demon working 

ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ  

άhƘ ƧŜŜȊΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άtǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ wŜŘΦέ  

The demon released Dean without another sound, dropping him to the floor like a stone, where he 

gasped for air, clutching at his throat. Sam ran to his brother and helped him to his feet.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇΦ  

It was Captain Harkness, dressed once again in his greatcoat. He looked furious. He furrowed his brow in 

anger as he placed his hands on his hips to survey the scene.  

ά5Ŝ-ŘŜƳƻƴΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŎŀƘƻƻǘǎτwith 

ŘŜƳƻƴǎΦέ  

ά²ƻǿΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨŎŀƘƻƻǘǎΩ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴ ŀ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎ ǘƻƴŜΦ Ϧ{ǳŎƘ ŀƴ ŀǊŎƘŀƛŎ ǿƻǊŘΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦέ  

άWŀŎƪτάSam began.  

ά!ƴŘ L ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀŎŎǳǎŜŘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ΨŎŀƘƻƻǘǎΩ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άwŜŀƭƭȅΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

ǘǊǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƛǾŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ  

ά²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘƻŀǊǎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜƴǘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴΦέ IŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ Ƙurt and betrayed.  

¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛǘǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άLŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΚέ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΦ 

Manning, Jack, it seems like you both ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ IŜƭƭōƻȅΦέ  

He reached the stone thing out to shake the WincƘŜǎǘŜǊǎΩ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ {ŀƳ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ was 

his right hand, somehow. He and Dean both stared at the creature, making no move to accept his 

handshake.  

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ !ƎŜƴǘ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōƻȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ΨǎǇƭŀƛƴƛƴΩ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άDƻŘ ŘŀƳƴ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƻ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎŜǘ ǎƻ ŦƻǳƭŜŘ ǳǇΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L 

Ǝŀƴƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǎǎŜǎΦέ  

άIŀǊŘƭȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƴŘŜǎŎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άhƪŀȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ {ŀƳΣ 5ŜŀƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ IŜƭƭōƻȅΦ 

Hellboy is an agent for the B.P.R.D.Σ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǎΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ {ŀǘŀƴΣ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΣ 

IΦ.ΦΚέ  
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The red demon merely glared at Jack, unanswering.  

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά{ƻΣ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ B.P.R.D. in the fifties as a baby, and was raised by 

ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊΣ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ¢ǊŜǾƻǊ .ǊǳǘǘŜƴƘƻƭƳΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŀƎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ 

ƎƻǘΦ LΩŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ handsτI have ŘƻƴŜΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ  

ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊȅΦ άIŜΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƎǳȅΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ άIŜ ƛǎΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘƛƳ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ ƪƛŘΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ƎǊƻǿƭ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ 

ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƎƭŜŀƳ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘŘȅΩǎ ŜȅŜΣ ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ŎǊŀǇΦέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ  

ά! ƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƻǘΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳŀǘǘŜr-of-ŦŀŎǘƭȅΦ άWƻƘƴ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L Ǝƻ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪΦ ²Ŝ ǘƻƻƪ 

out a Grecian demi-ƎƻŘ ƛƴ {ŀƴ 5ƛŜƎƻΣ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ΩурΦέ  

Sam and Dean stood staring, open-mouthed, at the red face before them.  

IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀōǎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎƻŀǘŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƻugh one. Finally we torched 

ƛǘǎ ŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƛŎƪ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōŜŜǊǎΦ aŀƴΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ŘƻǿƴΦέ  

{ŀƳΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘƛǊƭƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘτhuntedτwith a demon? Sure, Hellboy seemed like 

an amiable guy, with his devil-may-care (literally) attitude, his sawed-off horns, and the stogies Sam saw 

in his trench-Ŏƻŀǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǇŜǘǳŀƭ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊ-hater, the no-mercy, 

no-nonsense, no-questions-asked John Winchester, throwing back a few beers with a seven-foot-tall, 

wise-cracking demon. No way.  

Of course, there was also ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǇǳǘŜ IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ŎƭŀƛƳǎΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ 5ŜŀƴΣ ǘƻƻΣ 

seemed resigned to accepting the truth, even if he did look defensive and hurt. Sam turned to Hellboy 

and reached out his hand.  

ά[ƻƻƪΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŦƻƻǘΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ƛǘΦ aȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ {ŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 5ŜŀƴΦέ  

IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ ǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƛŜƴ ƛƴ {ŀƳΩǎ ŎŀƭƭƻǳǎŜŘ ƎǊƛǇΦ Iƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ 

ǿŜǊŜ ŘǿŀǊŦŜŘ ƛƴ IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇΣ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǳǇ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƳŜƴǘ-like grip. Dean, too, reached out to shake 

hands, looking utterly bewildered by the turn of events.  
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ά[ƻƻƪΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘŜŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ŘŜōǊƛŜŦƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜȄǘΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƳƳǳƴƛǘƛƻƴǎ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ŀƴ ŀƴƎŜƭΚέ  

ά9ǊΣ ƴƻΣ ǳƳτάIŜƭƭōƻȅ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦΦ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ DƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ IΦ.ΦΣ ¢ƻƳΤ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊǎΣ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ  

Sam and Dean fell into step behind Jack. Dean kept glancing back behind them, muttering to himself. As 

they ǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΣ {ŀƳ ƘŜŀǊŘ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀȅΣ άaŀƴƴƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŀǎǎΦ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ 

ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΚέ 

"Don't you take that tone with me!" shouted Manning.  

"Ah, shove your tone. You screwed up, that's all there is to it!" 

wŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅ {ŀƳ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊǳŦŦ ŘŜƳƻƴΦ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ōƭŀƴƪΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ 

ǎǇŀǊƪ ƻŦ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ 5Ŝŀƴ 

would be friendly with, and Sam suspected that Dean realized this, as well. This whole thing was 

damned confusing, but Sam suspected that meeting Hellboy was nothing compared to what they would 

think of the rest of the B.P.R.D. He sighed and focused on catching up with Jack. 

The captain took them to a luxurious suite of rooms on the other side of the facility. Dean practically 

dove into the enormous king-sized bed and settled back into the pillows with a sigh of pure bliss. Sam 

laughed and shook his head as he surveyed the rest of the suite. There was a bathroom in the middle, 

with a huge tub that could fit several people into it--he wondered if Hellboy's size was not an influence 

on the design structure of the entire facility. There were two white sinks in front of a wall-sized mirror, 

upon which several fluffy white towels had been placed. The other side of the bathroom was Sam's 

bedroom, which, in addition to another fabulously large bed, included a 32-inch flat screen TV with VCR 

and DVD player, a closet in which to hang up his clothes, and even a mini-bar in one corner, fully 

stocked. 

"Dude," Dean said, a moment later, as he stuck his head through the bathroom door to Sam's room. 

"They've got Wii. This place is awesome!" 

"Yeah, it is," Sam replied, as he unzipped his duffel bag. All of their luggage had been brought into the 

rooms, including Sam's laptop, which lay open on a fancy chestnut desk in the corner opposite the mini-

bar. "You know what the best part is?" 

"What's that?" Dean asked. 

"Getting our own rooms. If I have to share one more nasty hotel room with you, listening to you 

snore..."  
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"Hey," Dean said, with a frown.  

Sam smiled. He took a balled-up pair of socks from his bag and chucked them at his brother's face. Dean 

narrowly missed getting hit in the eye with the projectile, but Sam could hear him laughing as he went 

back into his own room. 
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Chapter Four   

That night, in the giant B.P.R.D. bed, Sam slept as he had not for months. He was not sure why. Perhaps 

it was merely knowing that here, in this massively-enforced structure, they were safe. Manning had 

informed them, on the tour, that the building had been built with layers of salt inside the bricks and 

mortar, and all of the water used for the project had been blessed by the Pope beforehand, in addition 

to a blessing from a priest during the actual construction of the project. The entire place was a literal 

devil's trap--nothing supernatural could get inside that kind of fortification. It made Sam wonder exactly 

how Hellboy got around all of the charms and incantations, but perhaps he was immune to it all simply 

because he was good. Sam had noticed a crucifix hanging from the demon's belt, so apparently he truly 

was on their side. Consumed with curiosity, before slipping off into sleep he had set up his laptop and 

acquired a wi-fi signal. He discovered that someone had tinkered with his computer a bit, but they had 

only updated all of his virus software and added some RAM. In addition, he had access to all of the 

Bureau's personnel files, so he spent a few minutes getting to know the big red demon's story.  

"--and so Professor Bruttenholm--Broom, they called him--adopted Hellboy. He even called him 'Dad.' 

He's lived in the Bureau's facilities ever since. It used to be in New Mexico, near Area 51, but they 

relocated it here. Professor Broom designed the place himself." 

It was morning. Sam and Dean were eating a massive breakfast at a table in Dean's room. Sam had 

decided to inform his brother about what he had found on the internet, as they feasted on a 

smorgasbord of eggs, homemade pancakes, bacon, sausage, hash browns, toast, bagels, fruit, and more 

juices and drinks than Sam could even identify. It was better than they had eaten in weeks--months, 

probably--and Sam could scarcely keep Dean's attention on his words.  

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣέ {ŀƳ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ 5ŀŘΦ 5ŀŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ anybodyΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ άIŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ƳŜ ƻŦΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ usΦέ  

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ άIŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƎǳȅΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴΦέ  

ά²Ƙƻ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ Ǉŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  

άbƻǘ ƳŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ Ƙƻǿ Ŏƻƻƭ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŜŜƳǎΦέ  

  

"aŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ Dean said, around a mouthful of pancakes and maple syrup. "This is some serious cash 

going on here, too. Who the hell funds this place?" 

"Well, as far as I could tell, it's a part of the FBI. Manning is technically in charge, after the Professor's 

death, but it seems like most of what he does involves trying to babysit Hellboy and keep him out of the 

public eye. He's not doing that great a job, because I found hundreds of YouTube videos, just like he 

said." 
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"Stupid cell phone cameras," Dean muttered, around a bagel slathered in cream cheese.  

"Yeah," Sam agreed. He took a sip of coffee. "The rest of the team is made up of a lot more FBI agents, 

and two other 'paranormal' types, although there appears to be a B.P.R.D. in Germany, as well, and a 

sort of joint Torchwood-Bureau agency in Russia. And that's not counting UNIT, either." 

"What's UNIT?"  

"The Unified Intelligence Task Force. I guess they used to be the 'United Nations Intelligence Task Force' 

but they got into some hairy situations and the UN asked them to remove their affiliation. Anyway," Sam 

paused to take another drink of his coffee. "They're another group located in Britain, though it seems 

like they're much more military-oriented than Torchwood or the B.P.R.D."  

"Mm," Dean said, as he gulped down half a glass of orange juice. After he was finished he said, "So these 

other 'paranormal' people--who are they?"  

Sam did not have time to answer his brother's question, as the very people they had been discussing 

showed up in the door to Dean's room. Hellboy was in the lead, with Captain Jack behind him, followed 

by a lovely, though sullen-looking, dark-haired woman dressed entirely in black. She was about thirty, so 

far as Sam could guess, and though she smiled at Dean and him, she seemed irritated with something. 

Her eyes were dark and hooded, and she bit her lip nervously. Hellboy introduced her as Elizabeth 

Sherman.  

"Call me Liz," she said, as she extended her thin hand to shake first Sam's, and then Dean's. 

"Another Liz," Dean said, with a grin. Everyone looked confused except for Jack, who smiled, and Sam, 

who shook his head. "You don't look very paranormal, if you don't mind me saying. Though you are 

hot." 

"You have no idea," Liz said, with a smile Sam could only describe as wicked. She extended her arm 

toward Dean and snapped her fingers quickly. A blue flame rose out of her fingertips, rolling across her 

palms and over her hand.  

"Wow," Dean said.  

Sam snickered. It was not often that his brother became speechless. Liz smiled again and closed her 

palm, extinguishing the flame in a puff of blue smoke.   

If Dean was speechless on meeting Liz, then he became near-catatonic on sight of the next person who 

came through the door. He was tall, though not as tall as Hellboy, and blue. His face, his bare chest, 

every inch of visible skin on his body was bright blue, streaked with darker spots across his flesh. His 

eyes had no features to them whatsoever--they were entirely black. It was almost as if he was--  

"--a fish," Dean was saying. "You're a fish-man." 
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"I prefer the term 'ichthyo sapien,'" the man said, and Sam was surprised to hear that he had a light, 

musical voice. He was wearing some sort of breathing apparatus around his--yes, those were gills--that 

made his voice sound tinny and far away. He extended a webbed hand to Dean and said, "I am called 

Abraham Sapien, but most people call me 'Abe,' and Hellboy sometimes refers to me as 'Blue.'"  

"Red and Blue," Dean said, with a grin. He peered down at Abe's hand, apparently over his initial shock. 

Abe offered his hand to Sam next. Sam could read no expression in those dark, blank eyes of his, but the 

way Abe started when he touched Sam's hand was unmistakable. 

"Oh," he said, in that lilting voice of his. "You have a powerful psychic ability." 

"A very unwanted ability," Sam said, with disdain.  

"Yes," Abe said. "It seems to originate from a place of darkness."  

Sam and Dean exchanged a glance. "It came from a demon," said Sam. "And I'm not the only one." 

"No," Abe replied, sounding sad. "I can see that. But it's dead, now?" 

"Yes," Dean replied. "That's part of the reason why we're here." 

"Ah yes," Jack interjected. "The rift in Wyoming. Have you ever been to Wyoming, H.B.?"  

Hellboy opened his mouth to speak, but Liz cut him off. "Let's not start that again, okay? He's been going 

about Wyoming all morning, for some reason." 

Jack winked at the Winchesters before moving back toward the door. "Let's go to the briefing room to 

discuss this, shall we?" 

"Do we have to?" Dean muttered, staring longingly at the still-enormous pile of food. 

"Liked the pancakes, did you?" Hellboy asked, with a grin. "They're my favorite, too." 

"How do they get 'em so fluffy? It's like eating air--"  

"Wait until you see dinner," Hellboy said.  

Dean's eyes lit up in pure delight. Everyone laughed, and Hellboy hooked an arm around his neck as they 

headed out the door. Sam walked behind them, his head cocked to one side, taking in the sight of his 

brother buddying it up with a demon. 

"How are you holding up?" Jack asked. 
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"This is all very...surreal," Sam said, with a self-conscious chuckle. "If you had asked me, a week ago, if 

we would be in a secret government facility in Connecticut hanging out with a demon, a pyrokinetic, and 

a fish-man, I'd have told you you were crazy."  

Jack laughed. "You seem to be taking it all in very well. Dean, too." 

"There's not a lot that surprises us anymore, to tell you the truth. I think it helps a lot that you all really 

do feel like the good guys." 

Jack inclined his head sideways at Sam as they walked. "'Feel,'" he said. "So you haven't entirely lost the 

psychic abilities?"  

"Not entirely," Sam admitted. "I thought that by killing Yellow Eyes, it would destroy that stuff, too. 

Apparently not. If anything, it feels a little stronger on meeting Abe." 

"Abe has that effect on people," Jack said. "I gave you a little nudge when I met you, back in that hotel 

room, and you barely reacted. But since you shook Abe's hand, you've been broadcasting all kinds of 

stuff." He shivered.  

"You gave me a nudge?" Sam asked, incredulous. "Does everybody have psychic powers?"  

"No, not everybody," Jack said. "Dean, for one, manifests no psychic ability whatsoever."  

"For which he's damn glad," Sam said. 

"Do I detect a note of jealousy in your voice?" Jack asked, with a grin.  

"Well...yes," Sam admitted. "I would give anything to be normal, to not have to hear all 

this...static...inside my head all the time. It's horrible." 

"That's just because you don't know how to use it," Jack said. "With practice, you could learn to control 

it. Eventually it would be involuntary, like breathing." 

"I'm not sure if I want that," Sam said. "It seems...unnatural." 

"What is natural?" Jack asked, with a casual shrug. He gestured at the group in front of them. "You say 

you can tell that we're all good, right? There are some people who would think we were bad, just from 

looking at us. I mean, Dean tried to beat the bollocks out of Hellboy on first sight of him." 

"'Tried' being the key word," Sam said, with a grin.  

Jack grinned back. "Right. But let me guess, after the initial introductions, you found yourself liking him, 

even trusting him?"  

"Yes," Sam said. 
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"I'm sure a major part of it is his personality, which is quite infectious, I have to admit--" Jack paused, 

chuckling gently at the loud guffaw that issued from Hellboy's mouth at something Dean whispered to 

him. "--but you also just knew inherently that he was trustworthy, didn't you?" 

"I-I suspected it," Sam admitted.  

Jack smiled widely, satisfied at his answer. "You knew it," he said.  

"Okay, so I did," Sam said. "What of it? What did you mean by 'practice?'" 

"Well, there are certain activities you can do to enhance your abilities. Certain mental exercises and 

such. Abe can help you. And the Doctor." 

"The Doctor?" Sam said. "Is he going to be here too? When do we get to see him?"  

"Easy, kid," Jack said. "I have no idea. I know what you know. You see him again eventually, remember? 

That's all." 

"Oh," Sam said, trying not to show how disappointed he was.  

Jack reached over and slapped him on the back. "Chin up, there, Stretch." 

Sam blushed. "Thanks, Jack. For all of this."  

"Don't mention it. And Sam?"  

"Yes?" 

"Dean's going to be okay. Somehow, whether it's the Doctor or something else, you'll figure out a way to 

save him. I know it."  

"I think maybe you're a little too confident in our abilities," Sam said. 

"Nonsense," Jack said. "I know what I'm talking about." 

They arrived at the debriefing room. Manning was already waiting inside, standing behind a long 

meeting table, tapping his leg impatiently again. "Where have you people been? We've been waiting to 

start the meeting since nine, and it's nearly eleven." 

"'We?'" Hellboy said, glancing around. "I don't see anybody but you, Manning. And you were still asleep 

at 9:30; I heard you snoring down the hall.  

"Are you sure it wasn't yourself you were hearing?" Liz asked, dryly. "I don't know how you hear 

anything. You sound like a buzzsaw. ¢Ƙŀƴƪ DƻŘ ŦƻǊ ŜŀǊǇƭǳƎǎΣ ƻǊ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǿƛƴƪΦ" 



 

34 

 

"That sounds familiar," Sam muttered, under his breath, receiving a deadly glare from Dean for his 

troubles.  

"All right, all right," Manning said, his face red. "Let's all calm down and get started." 

Everyone stifled their smiles and sarcastic comments as they each took a seat around the table. Sam 

ended up in between Jack and Dean, with Hellboy on Dean's other side. Manning sat across from Sam, 

with Liz and Abe on either side of him. 

"Now, I assume that introductions have been made, Captain?" Manning said. 

"Of course," Jack replied. 

"Now that you've all gotten to know each other, I thought it was time to acquaint you with the rules of 

this operation," Manning said.  

"Rules? What the hell, Manning?" Hellboy said. He turned to the Winchesters. "Okay, this is how it 

works. Kill stuff. Kill stuff a lot, but try not to make a mess out of it or let yourselves be seen. That's 

about it." 

Dean laughed, but Manning's face took on a deep scowl. "You can't even do that, Red. There is a 

procedure we have to follow, a protocol for everything--"  

"We don't really do protocol," Dean said. "We can keep things quiet, don't worry about that." 

"Oh really?" Manning snorted. "Last I checked, you two were wanted in about four states. That's not 

keeping things quiet." 

"Six states," Dean said. "And those were all huge misunderstandings. Things we couldn't help." 

Manning flipped through a file. "It says here that you two held up a bank, and later broke out of prison--

"  

"There was a shapeshifter in the bank," Sam said. "And a ghost in the prison." 

"Right," Manning said, waving his hand to dismiss them. "All I'm saying is that the B.P.R.D. will not 

tolerate anything like this."  

"What will you do, kick us out?" Dean said, angrily. 

"Retcon," Jack murmured. 

"Retcon? Jesus Christ, Manning," Hellboy said. "Is that really necessary?"  
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"I hope not," Manning said. "Look, I'm just warning you two that we will take all essential precautions to 

ensure that word of this endeavor does not get out. Is that understood?" 

"Yeah," Sam growled. "Clearly." 

The rest of the meeting was much of the same. Manning drilled what seemed like endless rules into 

their heads, frequently ignoring interjections from the rest of the B.P.R.D. team and from Jack, who 

seemed utterly exasperated by the whole thing.  

"He's just blowing smoke out of his ass," Jack said, as they finally emerged from the room, two hours 

later. "If it comes down to it, Torchwood has authority over the Bureau, and we can step in to shut him 

up and leave you guys alone." 

"Can I defect?" Hellboy asked, dryly.  

"You did come from Scotland, didn't you?" Sam asked.  

"You did quite a bit of reading last night, I see," Hellboy said, sounding impressed.  

"That's what he does," Dean said.  

"Sounds like Abe," Hellboy said. "He reads more than anybody I've ever known." 

"You just think everybody else reads a lot because you don't at all," Liz said. 

"What is this, 'Pick on Red Day?'" Hellboy asked, but he was smiling. "I read."  

"TV Guide is not reading," Liz said. "Back me up, here, Abe." 

"You do seem to have significant gaps in your knowledge of literature, Red," Abe said, sounding 

reluctant to poke fun at his friend.  

"Aww, who cares if I haven't read Ulysses," Hellboy muttered, with a scowl.   

"I know, right?" Dean said. "Sometimes Sam jumps all over me because I haven't read something. Well, 

Sam hasn't read On the Road." 

"What!" Hellboy exclaimed. "Really? What's wrong with you?"  

"Nothing!" Sam said. "I just haven't gotten around--" 

Hellboy and Dean laughed. "Kerouac, man," Hellboy said. "Now that's a book." 

"I met him once," Jack announced. "I was in a bar with Allen Ginsburg and he showed up. Outdrank both 

of us, but a hell of a conversationalist." 



 

36 

 

"Sometimes, Jack," Hellboy said. "I don't know whether you're serious, or if you're making it up to 

impress us." 

"Oh, I never make things up," Jack said. "I don't need to." 

"Sounds like it," Sam said, with a grin. "So what do you guys think about our first assignment?" He held 

up the folder Manning had given out to everyone. "This sounds like your standard haunting, to me." 

Dean flipped through the pages. "Yeah, me too. Small town West Virginia, old dark house, blah blah 

blah." 

"Oh, but you missed the part about the lights in the sky and the crop circles in the corn fields," Jack said. 

"That's not part of a normal haunting." 

"Still," said Sam, shrugging. "All that kind of stuff usually tends to be fake. Some stupid kids messing 

around, creating an alien hoax to scare people. I mean, it's West Virginia, what else do they have to do?" 

"That's a good point, Sam, and I hope what you are saying is true," Abe said.  

"Sounds like mass hysteria to me," Liz said. "Everybody hears about aliens and starts imagining anal 

probes and stuff." 

Sam ignored Dean's snicker at the mention of 'anal probes' and asked, "Jack, you're our resident alien 

expert. What do you think this is?"  

"There's only one race I can think of that is actually known for abducting citizens of other planets to do 

experiments on--"  

"Are they creepy little green dudes with big, black bug-eyes?" Dean asked. "No offense, Abe." 

"None taken," Abe said. 

"No," Jack replied. "They're Daleks. But they're all dead." 

"Daleks?" Sam said. "You mentioned them before. You said that the Doctor fought them." 

"He has, more times than even he can probably remember. They're the arch enemies of the Time Lords. 

They don't know any emotions except hate. They only want to exterminate everything in the universe, 

except themselves." Jack shuddered. "Trust me, being killed by a Dalek is not a pleasant way to die." 

Liz hugged her arms across her chest. "Well, it can't be them, right? Because you said they were all 

dead." 

"Right," Jack said. "The Doctor took care of that." 
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"Let's hope so," Hellboy said. "If they're as bad as you make them sound--"  

"They are." 

"--then I don't want to go anywhere near them. And you guys know I don't scare easily." 

A thought occurred to Sam. He turned to Hellboy. "Have you met the Doctor? Any of you?" 

"Not officially," Hellboy said. "I talked to him on the phone once. I was trying to deal with a water sprite 

outside of Dublin, and it was kicking my ass. I called Jack for some help, and he came out to assist me. 

Afterward, when we had killed it, we went to a pub. While Jack was in the john, his cell phone rang. It 

was this crazy guy who rambled on a mile a minute, something about reversing the polarity of 

something or another--it made no sense to me whatsoever. Anyway it became clear that he wasn't 

talking to me, he was talking to somebody else who was there with him, and the phone was in his 

pocket. He didn't have the keyguard on, and it dialed the last number he had called, which was Jack's."  

"So you didn't actually talk to him," Liz said. 

"No," Hellboy admitted.  

"But you've got his number? We can call him?" Sam said, eagerly.  

"Not exactly," Jack said, sounding annoyed. "In his excitement to try and call him back, Hellboy 

accidentally erased the Doctor's phone number. He hasn't ever tried to call me back, so I have no idea 

what it is." 

"Is there someone else you can ask?" Sam asked. "I mean, it seems like he knows a lot of people on 

earth; somebody's got to have his phone number." 

"Even if they do," Jack said, his voice sounding gentle. "I'd rather not. The Doctor doesn't live his life like 

other people, you see. Sometimes things happen to him out of order. We might call and he might have 

no idea who we are." 

"You don't want to chance it? How do you know that the reason I meet him again isn't because you 

called him and asked him to come?" 

"I don't know that," Jack said. "But I don't want to risk something going wrong. One thing different, one 

small change, could alter history. I'm not being paranoid, here. I've seen it happen, and it's not pretty." 

Jack's smile had disappeared. His eyes looked far off, as if he was remembering something he would 

long have liked to forget. 

Sam sighed in exasperation. "I don't understand," he said. 
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"I know you don't," Jack said. "Believe me, I know how badly you want to see the Doctor again. So do I. 

He has that effect on people. But when it happens, it will happen for a reason, Sam. Trust me." 

"I do trust you, Jack, but what about Dean and the--" 

"I'm sorry, Sam," Jack said, placing a hand on Sam's shoulder. "The answer is no." 

Sam nodded in defeat, trying not to show Jack how upset he was. How could Jack understand what they 

were going through? How could he begin to know what it felt like to face the horror of losing his 

brother, forever? Sam knew that Jack was trying to help, but there was an irrational part of his brain 

that wanted nothing more than to lash out at the older man, to try and force him to understand where 

the Winchesters were coming from. He held back, trying to remain hopeful that somehow, someway, 

everything would work out. 

The group broke up soon after that. Hellboy and Liz went back to their room to start packing for the trip. 

Abe and Jack decided to go try and do some more research on their assignment, using the B.P.R.D. 

library computers. Sam intended to go with them, anxious to check out the Bureau's hundreds of 

databases and endless books, but Dean caught his eye and motioned for Sam to accompany him back to 

their rooms. 

"Okay," Dean said, as they entered his bedroom and closed the door. "You've done a great job 

distracting them." 

"What? What are you talking about?" 

"Your little freak-out about the Doctor's phone? That was great. It really put them off the scent." 

"What scent?" Sam asked. "You've lost me, Dean." 

"The Spear, you dumbass. They have no idea that we were eyeing up the Spear of Destiny." 

"Oh," Sam muttered. "Dean, I was serious about calling the Doctor. I wasn't trying to distract them." 

"Of course you weren't trying, but it worked, all the same, didn't it? Okay. I called Bobby while you were 

talking to Jack. It took me a few minutes to explain what's going on, and a few more minutes to get him 

to believe me. But he's in." 

"What do you mean, 'he's in?'" Sam asked. 

"He's going to meet us in West Virginia. We're going to tell them that we can't work without him. He's 

like our special consultant or something. He's gathering all of the info he can find on the Spear of 

Destiny, and we're going to use that information to figure out how to steal it." 
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"I don't know, Dean," Sam said, running a hand through his hair. "This is awfully risky. I mean, you heard 

all that shit Manning said about retcon. If we screw this up--" 

 

"If we screw this up," Dean said. "It's not going to matter that they retcon us. We won't have any clue." 

"And that doesn't scare you?" 

"Of course it scares me! It scares the shit out of me. But I'm just saying that we have nothing to lose." 

"They trust us, though, Dean. They like us. How can we be so dishonest? We're taking advantage of 

them," Sam said. 

"I know. I feel bad about that too. But Sammy, can you see any other alternative? You were completely 

gung-ho about this last night," Dean said. 

Sam sighed. "Yeah, I know," he said. "Things have changed, though, Dean. You have to see that." 

"I do see that." Dean flopped down into the big bed on his back, slowly letting the air out of his lungs. 

"Believe me, Sam, this makes me feel like the biggest asshole in the universe. But I've got to try, you 

know? I just have to." 

It was the conviction in his eyes, the realization that yes, Dean was scared, and he did want to live, that 

finally convinced Sam that it was the right thing to do. Perhaps it was being around these people, so 

helpful and reassuring, people who knew what they did and accepted them for it, people who 

understood what it was like to live in darkness and combat it every day of their lives. Perhaps it was this 

that gave Dean hope, that made him realize that he had to fight this. Whatever the reason, Sam found 

himself filled with more optimism, more light, than he had felt for a very long time. Maybe, just maybe, 

everything was going to be all right. 

It did not mean that Sam did not feel awful for taking advantage of Jack, Hellboy, and the others like 

this. Hopefully they would understand. He had a feeling that Jack might, and probably Hellboy, Abe, and 

Liz. He did not really care what Manning thought of him, but the bureaucratic jerk would make their 

lives miserable if he found out what they had planned. Still, the benefits far outweighed the risks. They 

had to do this, and they had to succeed. There was no other alternative. If they failed--well, Sam did not 

want to think about that. Perhaps retcon was not so scary after all. It was better to forget everything, all 

of it, than to imagine Dean suffering an eternity in Hell.  

It was best not to think of that now. He should focus on the positive, on their new team and its 

assignment. Additionally, there was always the possibility that the Doctor would show up suddenly, out 

of nowhere, and somehow make their intentions to steal the Spear unnecessary. Sam would not depend 

on this, since, after all, the Doctor had not shown up once in the ten years since he had met the Time 

Lord. But there was always hope, and now they at least had a plan. Sam knew that he would sleep easy 

tonight, once again, in the big bed. Not even Dean's snoring, wafting through the open doors of their 

shared bathroom, could stop that. 
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Chapter Five 

Dean still refused to board an airplane, so he and Sam retrieved the Impala from the B.P.R.D. garage and 

took off for West Virginia, early the next morning, after another smorgasbord breakfast. Jack, Hellboy, 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ǳǊŜŀǳΩǎ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ƧŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ 

Sam had to admit he was a little annoyed at Dean for causing such an unnecessary delay, but short of 

knocking his brother out and dragging him on the plane, for which the consequences would be 

decidedly unpleasant, there was not much he could do. 

Besides that, it gave them the opportunity to hook up with Bobby and talk frankly, without worrying 

about what Manning or other potentially dangerous prying ears might over hear. When they arrived in 

the backwater town of Ridley, the older hunter was already waiting for them, at the only bar in town, 

sitting by himself, nursing a beer. 

Were it not for the state-of-the-art laptop and pile of old books placed on the table in front of him, 

Bobby Singer would have had no trouble blending in with the locals. He wore his standard uniform of 

ŦŀŘŜŘ ŦƭŀƴƴŜƭ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǾŜǎǘΣ ƧŜŀƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǘǊǳŎƪŜǊΩǎ ƘŀǘΦ His beard, though trimmed 

short, was a little unkempt. From the way he was rubbing at his neck as he bent over the dusty books, 

{ŀƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ ƴƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǎƛƴŎŜ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŘƛǎŎǊŜŜǘ ǇƘƻƴŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

B.P.R.D. headquarters.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘŀƳƴ ǘƛƳŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǎǇŜǊƛǘȅΣ ǎƭŀƳƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ǾƻƭǳƳŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ 

closed, as Sam and Dean approached. άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ŘǊƛǾŜΦέ  

άIŜȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŜŀƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǊƻǿƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ LƳǇŀƭŀτά 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿŀǾŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƭŀƛŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ L 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƳŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǊΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘΦέ  

Dean opened his mouth to reply, but Sam cut him off before the car discussion went on for an hour. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ .ƻōōȅΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƳŀƴΦ 5Ŝŀƴ 

shrugged and scooted in beside him, apparently ready to get down to business. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊ ƻŦ 5ŜǎǘƛƴȅΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻned in the Bible. It 

ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ŀǇƻŎǊȅǇƘŀƭ ǘŜȄǘǎΣ ǎƻ ƴƻōƻŘȅ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎŀȅ ƛŦ ƛǘǎ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƭŜƎƛǘ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦέ 

ά!ƎŜƴǘ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƛǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

.ƻōōȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά!ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƻōǎŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƛth it. LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŜŘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎǳƭǘΦέ  

ά!ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƭŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅ ƻŦ IŜƭƭōƻȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
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ά{ƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΚέ .ƻōōȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ƳŜŀƴΣ LΩǾŜ ǎeen his name around, heard the storiesτά 

άIŜ ƪƴŜǿ 5ŀŘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Bobby blinked in disbelief. άwŜŀƭƭȅΚ IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƛǘΦέ  

άaŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘǳƴǘŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƧǳŘƎŜ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀǎǎƻŎƛŀǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴτeven if he is a good 

ƎǳȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘΦέ 

.ƻōōȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩ to think about later. !ƴȅǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

Spear. So Longinus pierced the side of Christ, and it was stained with his blood. The Spear was passed 

down through generations, from ruler to ruler. While somebody is in possession of it, they are 

ƛƴǾƛƴŎƛōƭŜΦέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜΚέ  

.ƻōōȅ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ 5Ŝŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴΦ άhƪŀȅΣ aǊΦ Yƴƻǿ-It-All, what you apparently ŘƻƴΩǘ realize is that as 

soon as you give up the Spearτor lose itτyou die. LƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ 5ƻ ƴƻǘ Ǉŀǎǎ DƻΦέ  

Dean chewed on his lip. ά!ƴŘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΚέ .ƻōōȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ dieΣ 5ŜŀƴΦέ 

5Ŝŀƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΚέ  

{ŀƳ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀƎǊŜŜΣ .ƻōōȅΦ aŀȅōŜΣ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊΣ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΧƘƻƭŘ ƻŦŦ Iell long 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴǳǘǎΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƻΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ L ǿƛƭƭΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƎƘΦ άDƻŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ƛǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΦέ  

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ .ƻōōȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Sam retrieved a pile of pages from his laptop bag. άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦŦΦ 

hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƛƳŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜΦέ  
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άaƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻōōy. IŜ ǇŜǊǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

LΩƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜ ŀnd try to come up with a plan of action. ¢Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ 

ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊƪΣ ōƻȅǎΦέ  

ά¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

¢ƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǿƘŜƴ {ŀƳΩǎ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎΦ It was Jack 

Harkness. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ He sounded far away. ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀƎƻΦέ 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ WŀŎƪΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ƳƻǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ .ƻōōȅ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ǳǇ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ ά²Ŝ 

had to make a pit-ǎǘƻǇΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǳǇΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻŀŘŜŘ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƻǿƴΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǘƻ 

arrive at the old farm, which was at the northern end of the small town, and situated down a driveway 

that seemed like nothing more than a giant pothole. Dean swore mightily as the Impala swayed and 

bucked, mumbling about Torchwood paying for a new axle. Finally they made it in one piece, and 

emerged from the car to join Bobby near the front of the house. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛǇǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛƻ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳƘƻǳǎŜΦ άLŦ ƛǘ 

ƛǎƴΩǘ aǊΦ {ƛƴƎŜǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ  

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ WŀŎƪΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ǎƘŜŜǇƛǎƘƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ. ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΧέ 

άLǘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦƛƴŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘτά 

ά5ƻǳŎƘŜōŀƎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

άτōǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ŀ ǎŎǊŀǇŜΣ LΩŘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ .ƻōōȅ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŀƴ ¢ƻƳΦέ  

Bobby extended his hand to Jack. ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ L 

ŀƳΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άaȅ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǇǊŜŎŜŘŜǎ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŀƴΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ōƻȅǎΦέ  

Sam grinned and shook his head as Jack led Bobby forward to introduce him to the rest of the group. 

Sam took the opportunity to survey their surroundings. The driveway flattened out into a large circle of 
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gravel, upon which the B.P.R.D. had parked their vehicles. There was a large trailer with several 

antennae and satellites on the top, along with three or four SUVs. Sam saw Hellboy, who waved, with 

the others, standing in a group to the right of the house. There were several other Bureau lackeys 

milling about, most of them talking on cell phones or fiddling with strange equipment. 

There was a copse of dead trees off to the right of the enormous white farmhouse, as unkempt as the 

dilapidated lawn. A vast cornfield surrounded the house on all sidesτit seemed to stretch on for miles 

in every direction. As he stared at the numerous stalks, he could not help but notice how many of them 

seemed to be crushed or brokenτalmost trampled, really. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŎǊƻǇ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘΣέ !ōŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ He pointed at the corn 

ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƴƎΣ ǿŜōōŜŘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǎȅƳƳŜǘǊƛŎŀƭ ǎƘŀǇŜǎΦ WŀŎƪ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ 

ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΦέ  

ά5ŀƭŜƪ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴΦ άLǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ 

ŀƭǇƘŀōŜǘΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀƴ 

ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΦέ  

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŎƻŘŜΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άtƻǎǎƛōƭȅΦ !ōŜΣ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŜǊƛŀƭ ǇƘƻǘƻǎΣ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀs we get them back. LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦŀȄ ƻǾŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜǎ ƻŦ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳǇŀǊƛǎƻƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ƻōōȅΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀƴŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƻƻΦέ  

άIƻǿ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΚέ .ƻōōȅ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƻ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊΦ 

Nobody answered him, because Hellboy called out to the group from the trailer on the other side of the 

driveway. ά¢ƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

Abe and Bobby walked over to survey the photographs, with Jack on their heels. Liz, standing beside 

Hellboy, turned to the Winchesters. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ  

{ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŘǳŎƪ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ ά[ƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƴƻōƻŘȅΩǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ 

ŀǿƘƛƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘǎτor whateverτƪŜŜǇ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘΣέ [ƛȊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜd over a broken wooden 

chair. 

Sam heard a beep behind him, and turned to see Dean holding his homemade electromagnetic field 

ŘŜǘŜŎǘƻǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  
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άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

A loud crash came from somewhere deeper within the house. Sam, Dean, and Liz pulled out their 

firearms automatically. [ƛȊ ǳƴŎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ŀ ǊŀŘƛƻ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ōŜƭǘΦ άIŜȅ wŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ 

ȅƻǳΦέ  

Hellboy and Jack came crashing through the door, guns drawn. Hellboy was holding the most massive 

revolver Sam had ever seen. It looked like a cannon; Sam was not sure he would even be able to lift the 

thing if he tried. 

άτǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘΣέ [ƛȊ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ άLǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦΩ  

ά²Ŝ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ His tail was flicking back and forth, which Sam took 

to be a sign of annoyance. ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

There was another loud bang. This time Sam could tell that it definitely came from downstairs. He 

exchanged glances with the others, and all five of them took off toward the sound without another 

word. Jack was in the lead, followed closely by Hellboy and Liz, with Sam and Dean in the rear. 

The basement was as black as pitch. It took Jack a moment to light a match. Something ran through the 

darkened space in front of him, startling everyone. Jack fumbled for another match, but before he could 

find one, Hellboy produced a small flashlight he had found in his cavernous pockets. He switched it on 

and swept the length of the room, revealing nothing until he came to the enormous, rusty furnace in the 

corner. A figure was crouched behind it, breathing heavily. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƴƻ ƘŀǊƳΦ ²Ŝ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦέ  

The figure stood up in full view of the flashlight beam. Sam heard Dean gasp. It was a creatureτan alien. 

It was no more than four feet tall, and though it was dressed in some sort of armored suit, it was squat 

and brown, nearly hairless, looking for all the world like a burnt baked potato. 

άhƘ ǎƘƛǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ŀ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŦƛǊŜΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ŀƪŜ ŎƻǾŜǊΗέ WŀŎƪ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ 

Everyone but Hellboy obeyed. Sam crouched behind an old wooden crate and watched, astonished, as 

the big red demon hefted his giant gun and fired at the creature. Lǘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŀǎ IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ƭƻƴŜ 

bullet took out a chunk of the wall behind its head. 
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ά!ƭǿŀȅǎ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ DƻƻŘ {ŀƳŀǊƛǘŀƴΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ again. Do 

ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ŜȄǇŜƴǎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǊƻǳƴŘǎ ŀǊŜΚέ 

The alien let out a guttural cry as it stood back up and leveled off another laser shot, directly at Hellboy. 

Liz screamed, but Hellboy dropped and rolled to the side just before the beam struck the wall behind 

him, pulverizing chunks of brick.  

άbƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻŦŦΗέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άWŀŎƪΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ {ŀƳΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŎƭƻƴŜǎΣ ōǊŜŘ 

only for fiƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊǎΦέ  

άDǊŜŀǘΣ ǎƻ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜ-ǎƘŀǇŜŘ {ǘƻǊƳ ¢ǊƻƻǇŜǊǎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

άΩ9ŀǊǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΗέ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƴŜǿ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ It was low and gravelly, like the 

speaker was chewing on rocks. It could only be ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ 

it was a male.  

ά{ǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά[ƛƪŜ ƘŜƭƭτάIŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ 

WŀŎƪ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜǊƳǎΚέ 

Sam saw the captain, in the meager light, standing up to his full height, in the center of the room, well 

away from the rest of them. There was no sign of Dean, but Sam thought that he too was likely hunched 

down behind some of the old crates and boxes in the basement. Liz was right behind Sam, straining to 

hear WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǾƛǎƛƻƴǎΦ In exchange, I will permit you all to live, and I will leave 

ǘƘƛǎ ǇǳǘǊƛŘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ Ǉŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƴǳƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜƧŜǎǳǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǳǎΚέ 

Hellboy growled.  

άIŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǇƻƛƴǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǇǊƻǳŘ ǊŀŎŜΣ ŀ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ They have few 

ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎŜǎΦέ  

ά{ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ no ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻǳŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ŀƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ but it sounded like he was grinning. When 

ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǾŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜŎƪτά 
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²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΣ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎǇǊŀƴƎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƳƻƴƎ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ōƻȄŜǎ ǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǊŜŘ 

at the Sontaran. At first Sam thought he was shooting wild, but then the bullet struck the wall behind 

the creature, breaking off another piece of brick, which flew forward and bounced off the back of his 

ƴŜŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ άƻƻŦΗέ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƻƴ his face. He did not move again. 

άIƻƭȅ ǎƘƛǘΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

άNice ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎΣ 5ŜŀƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜŦƭŜȄΦέ 

Dean shrugged as the group came together around the Sontaran, though Sam could tell he was eating 

up the praise. άL ƪƴŜǿ when you raised your voice that you could see me moving closer. I just took a 

ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǳƎƭȅ ōǳƎƎŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƪŜǎ ǳǇΦέ  

Hellboy helped Jack lift the creature from the floor. They half-dragged, half-carried him up the rickety 

basement steps, through the house, and back outside. Manning was on his cell phone, near the trailer, 

but he turned around just as they were emerging from the farmhouse. His mouth dropped open. 

άLΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪΣέ Ƙe said into the phone. He snapped it shut and stalked toward the group. Sam 

noticed that his forehead was sweating again.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ thatΚέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

ά!ƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ά! {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜȄŀŎǘΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜΣ ǿŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ !¢ah{ ŎŀǘŀǎǘǊƻǇƘŜΦέ  

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀƳΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ ƳŀƭŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴΚέ  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴƻǊǘΦ IŜ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΩǎ ōƻƻǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎ ŘƛŘ 

it all. They intended to choke the whole world and take it over as a ōǊŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƭƻƴŜǎΦέ 

άDƭŀŘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ LƳǇŀƭŀΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άI ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŘƛŘΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΦ ά¦bL¢ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƎƎƭŜǊǎ 

they left behind. 9ȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΦέ  

ά²ƘȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ [ƛȊΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ƘƛƳΚέ 
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άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣέ !ōŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 

He and Bobby walked up to the others, looking grave. They both held sheets of paper in their hands, 

covered with drawings and scribbled notes.  

ά¸ƻǳǊ ŀƎŜƴǘǎ ŦŀȄŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ŜȄǘǊŀǘŜǊǊŜǎǘǊƛŀƭ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎΣέ !ōŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŀōƭŜ 

to narrow it down fairly quickly, based on the formation of the shapes, their arrangement, numbers, and 

ǎƻ ƻƴΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΚέ [ƛȊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άIŜ ŘƛŘΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΦ άIŜ ƎŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ 

ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦέ  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳτŎŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ He was not sure why, but he was 

beginning to get a bad feeling about this. 

Even without their psychic connection, Sam would have known that Abe was uneasy too. It was all too 

ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƎƛǾŜs it all away. He used the 

circles as his communication device. The lights, the sounds--all were side effects of his contact with a 

fleet off-ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ 

ά²Ŝ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƭƻŀƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ 

off an energy readingτά 

ά¸ƻǳ ǳǎŜŘ ŀƴ 9aC ƳŜǘŜǊΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ Bobby replied. άL ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ As soon as I touched it, the shield went down. I 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ  

WŀŎƪ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άIŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŎŜƭƭǎ ƘŀǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜƳǇǘȅΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΚέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΣ ŜǊΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΚέ 

άhƘΣ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƻƴŜΦ 

Sam looked over at him, puzzled. Jack was pointing in the other direction, away from the group and the 

house, toward the forest. Sam heard Liz gasp just as he turned around to see what had Jack so 

concerned. Standing just at the edge of the woods were five more Sontarans, with laser guns at the 

ready.  

άIǳƳŀƴǎΗ !ƴŘΧyouΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ IŜƭlboy and Abe. 
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ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿƘŀŘŘȅŀ ǿŀƴǘΣ {ǇǳŘΚέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǿǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘ ǘƘŜ DƻƻŘ 

Samaritan on his shoulder.  

άYou are involved in things that do not concern youΣέ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άwŜƭŜŀǎŜ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƳǊŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ 

ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƘŀǊƳŜŘΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ŀƳ L ŘƛǎƛƴŎƭƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ōŜΦ 

WŀŎƪΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǿŀǎ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭΦ IŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎΣ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΣ 

ƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƘŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 

ά²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƛƴŀƴŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΣέ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ƭŜader said. ά{ŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ƻǊ ǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ 

ƴƻ ƳŜǊŎȅΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ so keen ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΩǎ 

threats. άL Ǝƻǘǘŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘȅΦ 5ƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚ Iŀǎ ƘŜ ōŜŜƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǎǇȅƛƴƎΚέ  

άWŀŎƪτά!ōŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΦ 

Before he could finish the thought, the Sontaran leader raised his gun and fired off a blast, which hit Jack 

in the center of his chest. He went down in a heap, without a sound, the smell of his singed clothing and 

flesh seared into {ŀƳΩǎ ƴƻǎǘǊƛƭǎ. 

Liz got to him first. {ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ǎƛŘŜǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ άIŜΩǎ 

ŘŜŀŘΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ŀǎ {ŀƳ kneeled down beside her. άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΦέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

Sam noticed that he was hiding behind Hellboy and felt anger begin to swell in his chest. He clung to the 

emotion, grateful for a distraction from the confusion and grief that threatened to overwhelm him over 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΣ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŘŜƳƛǎŜΦ IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ you ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎΚέ  

άbŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ōŜΦ He stooped to help Liz to her feet. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

{ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ōƭǳŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ǿƛǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άDƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ people 

ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦέ 

Dean motioned to the group. Hellboy gestured to the dozen or so B.P.R.D. lackeys who stood nearby, 

milling about looking confused. Everyone stepped closer to form a closer circle, though Hellboy and Sam 

kept their eyes trained on the advancing Sontarans. 
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άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ōƛƎ 

master plan, and we give him back to his buddies? They could be waiting up there to nuke us, like H.B. 

said earlierΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎǊȅΦ άCǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

their style. L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ƛƴ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƘƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŀǊǊŜǎǘ ƘƛƳ ƻǊ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘτά{ŀƳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΦ 

ά9ƴƻǳƎƘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΗέ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άDƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭƭ ŘƛŜΗΩ 

Suddenly someone groaned. Sam turned from the circle to see Jack Harkness sitting up from the ground, 

inspecting the gaping hole in his shirt. Manning turned stark white at the sight of him, while Liz gasped 

in disbelief and Hellboy broke into a startled grin. Sam felt his heart surge at the sight of the captain 

miraculously, wonderfully alive, though he could not begin to guess how he had survived such a shot. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ȅƻǳ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎƻŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎΗέ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΦ ά.ǳǘτIτȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΗέ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΦ 

άL ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŘǊȅƭȅΣ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ He put out an arm to Dean, who 

ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ άLǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦέ 

άWŀŎƪΣ ȅƻǳτά5Ŝŀƴ ōŜƎŀƴ 

άbƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƴƻǿΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ This is bad, all of it. We need to get this fellow back 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ .ǳǊŜŀǳ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ {ƻǊǊȅ ōƻȅǎΤ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀǘŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦέ  

The leader narrowed his eyes. άCƛƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ CƛǊŜΗέ 

The Sontarans began to shoot. Everyone scattered to hide behind the trailer and cars. Jack and Hellboy 

dragged the still-unconscious alien along with them. Sam and Dean provided sufficient cover fire for 

ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ .ƻōōȅΩǎ /ŀƳŀǊƻΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ 

ά!ƴȅ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎǊŜŀǘƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘΗέ .ƻōōȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ 

now-flat tires with disdain.  

άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴŜΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƭow voice.  

She stood to her full height, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. The look in her eyes was feral, 

and Sam felt a stab of cold dread in his chest. She faced the Sontarans and extended her arms outward. 

άIƻƴŜȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀτάHellboy started. 
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ά5ƻ ƛǘΣ [ƛȊΗέ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ ά/ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊΗέ 

Sam continued to fire at the Sontarans, but his eyes were glued to Liz. She was taking deep breaths, 

squeezing her eyes shut in concentration. Finally she exhaled and threw her head back. Her eyes flew 

open to reveal dark flames, sparkling with the intensity of her power. She extended her arms forward 

and suddenly her entire body was engulfed in flames. 

άWŜǎǳǎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ {ŀƳΦ 

Liz grunted, straining forward, and the fire rushed from her fingertips and out, in a massive ball of heat, 

toward the Sontarans. They screamed and scattered as the flames flew past them to the corn. It ignited 

with a whoosh, and within seconds the entire cornfield was on fire. 

άaȅ DƻŘΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƳǳǘǘŜǊed. His face looked like chalk. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƻΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƻŦŦΦ 

The answer to his question came immediately, as a spaceship burst up from the forest, rocketing into 

the air so quickly that Sam scarcely even saw what it looked like.  

ά²ŀȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ [ƛȊΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ ƎǊƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ŀ ƘǳǊǊȅΦέ  

Bobby pulled out his cell phone to call the fire department. Liz was still aflame, but Hellboy walked up 

beside her and placed a hand on her shoulder. Sam watched as she turned and smiled at H.B., her fire at 

last dimming as she turned and kissed him gently.  

άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴΦ 

{ŀƳ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŦŀŎŜΦ άDƻŘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŘƻǊƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Jack laughed ŀǎ ƘŜ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƭƻŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

the smoke gets any worse. Those clowns will be back to get him, and I want to be long gone before that 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦέ 

He turned to walk away, only to have the barrel of the previously-ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΩǎ ƭŀǎŜǊ ōƭŀǎǘŜǊ 

forced into his cheek. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƴƻǘΣ ƘǳƳŀƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴŀǊƭΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ άLΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘƛǊƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊŀƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳƴ ƻƴ !ōŜΦ 

ά¢Ǌȅ ƛǘΣ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀ ƭƻǿ ƎǊƻǿƭΦ Her flames had been diminishing, but now they flared up 

again, full force. 
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¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǳƴƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άI was bluffing, you idiot. Do you think I would actually leave my transport open to 

others? Only I know the sequence to restart it. Lǘ ƛǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΣ L ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƻΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ  

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛǘǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΦέ  

In a flash, he thrust out his stubby fingers and grabbed Dean by the shirt. Dean swore loudly as the cloth 

ǊƛǇǇŜŘΣ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳƻǾŜΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƛŎŜ ƎǊƛǇ 

and was shoving the laser gun into his cheek. 

άLŦ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƘƛƳΦέ  

άhƪŀȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎƭȅΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŜŀǎȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ȅƻǳΦέ 

{ŀƳΣ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƭŜǾŜƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΦ άbƻ 

ǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƘƛƳ ƎƻΦέ 

ά5ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ {ŀƳƳȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŎƘƻƪŜŘΦ  

ά¦Ƙ-ǳƘΦ CǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άL ŀƎǊŜŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȄǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ Ǝǳƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ His eyes were cold with anger. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƧƻōΦέ  

He flung himself forward at Dean and the Sontaran. Liz and Sam both screamed. Just as Hellboy got his 

ǎǘƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳΣ the Sontaran reached down and hit a button on his belt. Dean, the Sontaran, 

and Hellboy all disappeared in a puff of smoke. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΚέ .ƻōōȅ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΗέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

The entire group took off toward the forest, away from the burning cornfield. They barely made it to the 

edge before a silver sphere burst up from the trees and blasted into the sky with a loud crack, as it broke 

the sound barrier. 

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣέ [ƛȊ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΦ ά5ƛŘ ƘŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 
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They continued to run into the forest. Sam felt his heart pounding in his chest as his panic began to rise. 

Had his brother really been takenτabductedτby an alien? The very thought was ludicrous.  

But that was exactly what had happened. They reached the spot where the ship had been, panting 

heavily from the run. There was a bare, blackened spot on the forest floor where the ship had been 

resting, but beyond that, there was nothing. 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΣέ [ƛȊ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ōȅ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪ 

despair. Sam recognized the look because he was feeling it, himself. He reached out to comfort her, 

stroking her back with his hand. Her clothing was still hot to the touch. 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘΣ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ  

άIƻǿΚέ {ŀƳ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘΦέ  

ά9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŎŀƭƳ ŘƻǿƴΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘΦέ 

Sam whirled aǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎΦέ  

!ōŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀ ǿŜōōŜŘ ǇŀƭƳ ƻƴ {ŀƳΩǎ ōǊƻŀŘ ōŀŎƪΦ άIŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ 

Sam. ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀƭƳƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅΦ Getting angry is not ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ !ōŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ  

!ōŜ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎΦ άLǎƴΩt it? Hellboy may not be my blood, but he is every bit as important to 

me as Dean is to you. Even more so to Liz. I know ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳǇǎŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ 

longer in this alone. We are all afraid, for ourselves and for somebody we love, but doing something 

rash right now is not ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪΦέ  

{ŀƳ ōƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŎƘŀǎǘƛǎŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊΦ 

WŀŎƪ ŎƘŜǿŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ !ōŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŜŘƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŎƻƭŘΣ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ά²Ŝ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ŀǎǎŜǎ ƻƴ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜ ǘƻ 

/ŀǊŘƛŦŦΦέ  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΚέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΚ {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

.ǳǊŜŀǳ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƎǊƻǳǇΣ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳǳƭŀǘŜ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻŦ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΚέ 

ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƎǊƻǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ IǳōΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƭƪ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜǎΦ άLŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ to 

ǘǳǊƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƎƭȅΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŦƛǊŜǇƻǿŜǊ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪǎΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ 

to look at Sam apologetically. ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƛƴ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ  
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{ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ you saidτά 

άL ŘƛŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ǳǎΦέ  
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Chapter Six 

Two hours later they were on a plane to Wales. The entire group was a flurry of activity. Jack spent 

almost the entire flight on his cell phone, alternately barking orders and speaking quietly, gently, to 

someone on the other end. Sam knew he was so horribly agitated and upset because he felt responsible 

for what had happened. There was no way he could have known that the Sontaran would pull that 

stunt, but Sam understood JŀŎƪΩǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ  

For so many years Dean had been the provider, the protector. But ever since the demon had 

condemned him to Hell, Sam had begun to feel like it was his responsibility to care for his older brother. 

When it had first happened, Dean had been reckless and irresponsible, sleeping with dozens of girls and 

drinking himself into a nightly stupor. After a while he cleaned himself up, though he still had not really 

taken it seriously until they had seen the Spear of Destiny. Sam sighed at the thought of their plotting, 

which now seemed utterly insignificant. Dean was in spaceΣ ŦƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǘΚέ [ƛȊ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘƛƴƎ {ŀƳΩǎ ǊŜǾŜǊƛŜΦ 

She was holding up surprisingly well. Abe had informed Sam that she and Hellboy had only been 

together for a short time, but that they had been friends for years. Sam knew it must be agony for her to 

imagine her partner up there in the unknown, even if he was a seven-foot-tall demon who took crap 

from nobody.  

άLΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ 5ŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ άIŜ ƘŀǘŜǎ ŀƛǊǇƭŀƴŜǎΧέ 

ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴ ŀ ŦǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǇŀŎŜǎƘƛǇΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άhƘΣ ŘŜŀǊΦέ  

άIƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƘŜΩǎ ǇǳƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άhƘΣ ƎǊƻǎǎΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

Jack walked up then, and sat down in the seat across from them. He removed his greatcoat and placed it 

on the seat beside him. At some point he had changed his ruined shirt and freshened himself up, but 

Sam still thought he looked absolutely exhausted. He was far more concerned for the welfare of the 

others than for his own.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǘΣ WŀŎƪΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ 

άLΩƳ ƻƪŀȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿŀǾŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ doing all rightΣ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎΦέ  

άL ƪŜŜǇ thinking ǘƘŀǘ wŜŘ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘτά 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ  
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άhƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦ I hope he 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦέ  

ά5Ŝŀƴ ƛǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊτά 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  

His voice was weary, but the conviction in it was unmistakable. Sam felt a rush of gratitude for him. He 

had no idea who Jack was, not really, but he knew without a doubt that he was a good man.  

ά!ƴȅ ƭǳŎƪ ȅŜǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻǘ ȅŜǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƛƎƘƛƴƎΦ άL Ǝƻǘ ahold of Dr. JonesτMarthaΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ L ǿŀǎ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ 

ōŜŜƴ ǇƘƻƴƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ȅŜǘΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ WŀŎƪΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŜ Řƻ ǘƘŜƴΚέ  

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ L ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΣ {ŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ L ƪŜŜǇ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΦέ  

Jack stood up. He reached down anŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ƻƴŎŜΣ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

post at the back of the plane, and to his phone.  

άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭǳƳǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘΣ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǊƪ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ 

weary hand.  

άaŜ ǘƻƻΣέ {ŀƳ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΣ [ƛȊΚέ 

άbƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ been there, you know? ²ŜΩǾŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ 

times. LǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳΣ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ 

completely deǾƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩŘ ŘƛŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘΣ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ  

ά{ǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŘȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΧέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƛȊΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ L ŦŜƭǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǳƭǎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ deadΦ LΩƳ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ 

per cent ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

[ƛȊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άIŜƭƭōƻȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŘŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ .ǊƻƻƳ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ IŜ 

said that Jack looks Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳΦέ  

ά{ƻ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ WŀŎƪ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ  
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άaŀȅōŜ ǎƻΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ŀƎŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƭȅΦ L ƪƴƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳΦ He 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǎǘΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ L ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ  

Sam did not miss the dark look in her eyes. Nor did he ask her to elaborate. He understood what she was 

saying, all too well.  

[ƛȊ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ. I 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΦέ  

Sam stood up and stretched his long limbs, feeling the weariness as he had not for a very long time. He 

knew he would never be able to sleep. He got Liz a blanket, and left her alone to rest. He thought about 

Dean, up there in the spaceship, probably feeling sick and terrified out of his mind. It was enough to 

deter all thoughts of rest. That, and the anticipation of possibly meeting the Doctor again, after all these 

years, was enough to keep him wired, completely unable to even think of sleeping.  

He did not blame Liz, or Bobby, who was passed out across four seats near the front of the plane, for 

trying to get some rest. Even Abe seemed to be dozing, closer to Jack. Manning was nowhere to be seen. 

Jack and Sam were the only ones who spent the entire flight awake.  

When they finally landed in Wales, ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǘŜŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŜŜǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

dark-haired ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΣ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ {ŀƳΩǎ ƻǿƴ ŀƎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛƳƳŀŎǳƭŀǘŜƭȅ ǘŀƛƭƻǊŜŘ dark 

suit, a waistcoat, and black shirt, with a dark tie that looked as if it never left his neck. He looked like a 

well-dressed undertaker.  

άLŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳΣ ǿƘƻ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴŘŜǊŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘ 

flannel shirt and frayed cargo pants.  

άWƻƴŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭƭȅΦ άIƻǿ LΩǾŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ²ŜƭǎƘ ǾƻǿŜƭǎΦέ  

Ianto smiled indulgently. Sam suspected that this was a familiar routine between Jack and the young 

¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ŀƎŜƴǘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ianto ushered everyone to a group of vehicles waiting nearby. As they walked away Sam noticed Jack 

ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǾŜǊȅ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΣ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

captain, it was gentle and soft. It was obvious to Sam that this must have been the person Jack was 

speaking so intimately to on the plane.  

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ aŀǊǘƘŀ ȅŜǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ  

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ¦bL¢Φ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ǿƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘΦέ  

ά5ŀƳƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǎǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  
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Lŀƴǘƻ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άColonel Mace was apparently rather displeased. Martha said he used the words 

ΨƛƎƴƻƳƛƴƛƻǳǎ ǇƻǇƛƴƧŀȅΦΩέ 

άbƛŎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ōǊƻŀŘƭȅΦ IŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIŜȅΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

ǿƻǊǎŜΦέ  

The group loaded into the SUVs, bound for the Torchwood Hub. As they were about to take off, a pretty 

ȅƻǳƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ Ǌŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ {ŀƳΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ WŀŎƪΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǎŜat, motioned to Ianto to 

slow down, and turned around to look at Sam and Bobby, puzzled.  

ά{ŀƳΗ {ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΗέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƘƛŎƪ LǊƛǎƘ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΦ  

Sam stared at him for a moment, before turning to look at the girl through the lightly tinted glass. She 

was about eighteen, with blonde hair and enormous green eyes. She was freckled and quite cute, 

wearing a white t-shirt and a khaki skirt, with her hair pulled back into a ponytail.  

ά¸ŜǎΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άwƻƭƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ƭƻǾŜΤ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōƛǘŜ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƻŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘΚέ  

¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ Ǉƻǳǘ ǿŀǎ ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ ŀŘƻǊŀōƭŜΦ CƻǊ ƻƴŜ ōǊƛŜŦΣ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ {ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ 5Ŝŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

He pushed that thought away and waited for her answer. 

άCƛƴŜΣ ōŜ ŀ ǎŎŀǊŜŘȅ-ŎŀǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŜǿŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

ŎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ ²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ {ŀƳ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

She doubled over in laughter, clutching her sides as the tears flew down her face. Suddenly, her bizarre 

fit was over and she opened her eyes up to stare at him. They had gone completely black. 

ά{ƘƛǘΗέ .ƻōōȅ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ  

He reached down for his bag, fumbling around to find a pouch of rock salt. The girl laughed again, but 

this time there was no mirth in it, just pure venom.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ōŀōȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

She hauled her hand back and punched the window, sending a spider web crack across the surface of 

the glass. She pulled her arm back to strike again, but a shot rang out from the second SUV. Sam whirled 

around to see Abe hanging out the window with a revolver in his webbed hands.  
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The blonde girl hissed and turned to go after the second car. As soon as she had turned, Bobby threw 

himself on top of Sam to hit the power window controls. The window flew down, and Bobby grunted, as 

he let the entire bag of salt fly at the demon. It struck her directly in her freckled face, and she erupted 

in screams, clutching at her eyes.  

άDƻΣ ƎƻΗέ {ŀƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  

Ianto floored it, and the other two SUVs followed close behind. Sam craned his neck back to see the girl 

writhing on the ground in agony. Just before they drove out of sight, a column of black smoke blasted 

ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƛǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƭǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǊƳŀŎΦ 

ά/ƘǊƛǎǘΣέ .ƻōōȅ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘΦ  

Sam patted his shoulder absently, as he concentrated on trying to calm his own galloping heart. His 

brain was spinning, overcome with the bizarreness of the encounter and the adrenaline rush, welcome 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƭŜǘƘŀǊƎƛŎ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΩ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŀǊ-reaching, but how 

had they known he would be in Wales? Did they have something to do with the Sontarans? The thought 

was terrifying. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ƻƪŀȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

punching numbers into his cell phone and bellowing the same question at Abe.  

άIŜ ŘŜŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ōȅ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ  

άLΩŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

Jack snapped his phone shut and whirled around to regard Sam with steel in his blue eyes. άCǊƻƳ ƴƻǿ 

on, you go nowhere by yourself. Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƭŜŀǊΚέ  

άYeah. Jack, I know how to defend myself from demons,έ Sam said, annoyed. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ƛƴŘǳƭƎŜ ƳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ōŀŘΣ {ŀƳΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǎΚέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ōŀŘΣ WŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘτά 

άIƻǿΩŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ƎŀǾŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ 

{ŀƳΩǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƻƳƴƛǎŎƛŜƴǘΦ Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΥ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎǇȅ ƛƴ ¦bL¢Φέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛƻƴΚέ  

άMartha said on the phone that her superiors already knew about our incident before I even called her. 

The only way UNIT could have found out so quickly is if one of us contacted them. Even Manning is not 

ǘƘŀǘ ōƛƎ ŀ ƳƻǊƻƴΦ {ƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ŀǘ ¦bL¢ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎΦέ 
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ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ 

άaƻǎǘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά{ƻ ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƭŜΚέ .ƻōōȅ asked.  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜƭȅ ǘƘŀǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇƘƻƴŜ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ 

around. LŀƴǘƻΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǳǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦέ  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ !{!tΦέ 

Jack flipped open his phone again, but before he could dial a number, it rang. He put it to his ear and 

ǎŀƛŘΣ άIŜȅΣ aŀǊǘƘŀΦ ¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŦƛƴŜΦ /ƘŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ǇƭŀƴΥ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ  

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ. He kept one hand on the steering wheel, driving carefully as he 

ǘŀƭƪŜŘΦ άDǿŜƴΚ aŜŜǘ ŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜτnoτhold on, slow down. WhatΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ aŀǊǘƘŀΣ ŀƭŜǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ bƻōƻŘȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

moment as Ianto listened, his face filled with surprise.  

άhƪŀȅΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇΦ  

άLŀƴǘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳτά 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ DǿŜƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά{ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ IǳōΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƧǳǎǘΧappeared in your 

ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦέ  

άWhatΚέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ   

WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƛǘ ǳǇ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ άhƪŀȅΣ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƴ ǇƭŀƴǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ ά{ŜŜ 

ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ IǳōΣ aŀǊǘƘŀΦέ  

IŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǎƘǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ .ƻōōȅΦ ά¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ  

άL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ out the window at the darkening sky. His stomach was churning with 

excitement. At last, after all these years, he was going to see the Doctor again. For the first time since 

Dean had disappeared, he felt hope bloom in his heart.  
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Chapter Seven 

They ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Iǳō ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƘŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ άǘƻǳǊƛǎǘ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜΦέ Sam was surprised, when 

they entered the building, to see that it actually did contain brochures and postcards featuring famous 

sites and attractions around Wales. His surprise multiplied exponentially as they walked down the 

hidden passage into the Hub proper. The facility was cavernous. It was dark and murky, but there was a 

lived-in feel to the place. Sam found himself drooling over the extensive computer systems, and caught 

Bobby staring longingly in the direction of the library. He wanted to see their archives himself, as well as 

the so-called arsenal Jack had promised to show him and Dean. That afternoon in the hotel room 

seemed like so long ago. 

A pretty dark-haired woman greeted them as they filed into the Hub, one by one. She smiled warmly, 

stepping forward to shake hands with everyone. Her eyes were hazel and large, giving her a wide-eyed, 

innocent look, but the set of her shoulders and her firm handshake led Sam to believe she was tougher 

than she looked.  

άDǿŜƴ /ƻƻǇŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜǊ ²ŜƭǎƘ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ 

Sam. /ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ  

Sam smiled and fell into step behind her. Despite the butterflies in his stomach, it was hard not to notice 

how nicely Gwen filled out the black jeans she was wearing. If all of the women in the United Kingdom 

were this hot, Dean was going to be very upset that he missed the trip.  

¢ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ IǳōΦ Up ahead, 

sitting on a dilapidated sofa, were a man and a woman. He strained forward, biting his lip, to try and 

catch a glimpse of the man, the man he had admired and wondered about, for nearly half his life.  

It was not him. He stood up as Sam got closer, grinning broadly. He was about ten years older than Sam, 

and not quite as tall. He was so thin and his brown pin-striped suit was so form-fitting that he appeared 

taller than he really was. His brown hair, too, added at least an inch to his heightτit was spiky and wild, 

as if he ruffled his fingers through it, rather than combing it. He stood with his hands in his pockets, 

bouncing on the balls of his Converse-clad feet and chewing at his pouting bottom lip, allowing his 

companion to step forward first. 

άIŜƭƭƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŎƻƴǎŜǊǾŀǘƛǾŜƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ƧŜŀƴǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΦ άLΩƳ 5ƻƴƴŀΦ 

You Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ {ŀƳΦέ  

Sam felt himself blushing. He could not say that he did not enjoy the sight of her blue eyes traveling up 

and down his fit body, but he was not used to being so blatantly ogled, not even by Jack. It happened to 

Dean a lot more than it did to him.  Yes, his brother was definitely missing out.  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ 
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άΩaŀΩŀƳΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǿŀǎ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ ά5ƻ L ƭƻƻƪ that ƻƭŘΚέ 

άhƘ ƴƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ άvǳƛŎƪΣ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪΦέ  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΗέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǇǇŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜτȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻǊƎŜƻǳǎΦέ  

The others ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴ Ƴŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƛŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǎŎŀǊŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅΣ 5ƻƴƴŀΦ IŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ  

He kept smiling as he walked up to Sam, but his eyes were full of concern. His tone was wistful when he 

ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά{ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ tall.έ  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ Řƻ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²Ŝ ƳŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ hƴŎŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƳŀƴΦέ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ {ŀƳ 

with unmistakable affection and kindness. Sam looked into his eyes again. They were large and brown, 

but there was a deepness to them, a sense of knowledge and age, that completely belied his youthful 

appearance. Sam had only seen eyes like that once before, so long ago. 

ά5ƻŎΧDoctorΚέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳτbutτƛǎ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƳŜΣ {ŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά²Ŝ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘŜΦ L ŀƳ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ŀƴ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƴŜǿ ƳŀƴΦέ 

άbƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅΣ L ƘƻǇŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǳƴŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƘƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭƭΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ out the word. He grinned smugly, with a sideways shrug of his 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ άbƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅΦέ  

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘǊȅƭȅΦ  

άbƻΣ ƴƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΗ !ǿǿΣ ŎΩƳŜǊŜΦέ  

IŜ ŜƴŎƛǊŎƭŜŘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ōǊƻŀŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƘǳƎΦ 

Sam laughed as he returned the embrace.  

ά.ƭƛƳŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ are ƘǳƎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳǳǎǘΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ƎǊƻǿǘƘ ǎǇǳǊǘΦέ  

άwŜŀƭƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎΦ άLΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ  
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The others laughed. The Doctor rolled his eyes dramatically, but even he was amused. 

{ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ƻōƭƛǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦ ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΚ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ 

L ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ  

 άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ {ŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪŜǇǘ ŀƴ 

eye on ȅƻǳΦέ  

άWŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ά[ƻƻƪΣ L ƪƴƻǿ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ 

Deanτά 

άhƘΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ 5Ŝŀƴ ōŀŎƪΦ That I promise you. As soon as everybodyτall of youτgoes and gets 

some sleep. You all look half-ŘŜŀŘΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ 

what happened to Deanτά 

άSamΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άDƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΦέ IŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ  

As the group broke up, Sam reluctantly retired to the dilapidated couch he had passed earlier. He knew 

he was running on fumes, but he thought he would never get to sleep, since he was still too riled up by 

everything that had happened. He settled himself in, resting his arms behind his head to stare up at the 

ceiling. He was astonished when he suddenly woke up with a start, alerted by an unexpected, high-

pitched cry. Sam looked around for a moment, disoriented, until he remembered where he was. He 

pulled his cell phone out of the pocket of his jeans and was shocked to see that it was after six a.m. He 

had slept nearly eight hours.  

Sam sat up and stretched his long limbs, stiff from reclining in an uncomfortable position. The strange 

sound came again, followed by a muffled swear which he thought came from Ianto. He stood up, 

rubbing the crick out of his neck, and stepped gingerly over Liz, who was asleep in a pile of blankets on 

the floor. He passed Manning, who was conked out in an old recliner, and Gwen, sitting at her desk with 

her head cradled in her hands. There was no sign the others, but Sam thought he heard voices up ahead.  

IŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ 

her chest, looking up at something in the rafters. She was chuckling softly, her eyes filled with mirth. He 

glanced behind her to see the Doctor sitting upright in an office chair. His eyes were closed, so Sam 

figured he must be asleep, despite the awkwardness of his position.  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻ ŦǳƴƴȅΚέ {ŀƳ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ŘƛŘ L ǿŀƪŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ .ǳǘƭŜǊ .ƻȅ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ 

Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦέ  
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άhƛΣέ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǳǇ ŀōƻǾŜΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ άaȅŦŀƴǿȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ pet. She 

is a rift reŦǳƎŜŜΦέ 

Sam looked up to see the young Torchwood agent perched atop what could only be described as a nest. 

Ianto was wearing an apron and rubber gloves over his suit, and was holding a giant shovel in his hand. 

The squawk came again, louder this time. Ianto turned, frowning in annoyance, as a great pointed head 

lifted from the bed of straw behind him.  

άL Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛǎ ǎŎƻƻǇƛƴƎ 

ǇǘŜǊƻŘŀŎǘȅƭ ǎƘƛǘΦέ  

Donna laughed and clapped her hand ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ǎǘƛŦƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ άL ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

.ǳǘ ƴƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǊǳŘŘȅ ŘƛƴƻǎŀǳǊΦ hƴƭȅ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΦέ  

Ianto threw his apron and gloves into a garbage bag and began to descend a ladder on the wall behind 

the nest. The pterodactyl flapped her wings for a moment, turning around slowly in her nest. She 

apparently found a more comfortable position and her head went back down, out of sight.  

{ŀƳ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ  

Donna laughed again, causing the Doctor to stir behind them. Sam turned to see him blinking rapidly, 

looking around for a brief moment before his eyes came to rest on Sam and Donna. He smiled and stood 

up from the chair, yawning.  

ά²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ȅƻǳΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ άLǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΚέ 

άaƻǎǘƭȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘŘŜǊΦ άWŀŎƪΩǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǳƴƪΦ .ƻōōȅ ǿŀǎ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ !ōŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴƪΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ǘŀƴƪΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŀǉǳŀǊƛǳƳ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ IŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ 

ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǇǇŀǊŀǘǳǎ ƘŜ ǿŜŀǊǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǘ ŎƻƭŘΦέ  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ LŀƴǘƻΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƘǊǳƎ ǿŀǎ ƳƛƴƛǎŎǳƭŜΦ άhŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅΦέ IŜ ǎƳiled briefly and walked toward the kitchenette, the 

garbage still in his hands. 

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǳǇΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻΣ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ Ǝƻ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜΦέ  
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{ŀƳ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŘƛŘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ƭƻƻƪΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ L ƳŜŀƴǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ 

ōŀŎƪΦέ 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΧέ 

The Doctor sat back down in his chair, and motioned for Sam and Donna to grab chairs of their own. The 

Doctor sat with his elbows on his knees, leaning forward to regard Sam seriously.  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ {ŀƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƭƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ 

ƭƛƴŜΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΣ {ŀƳΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΣ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ŀƭƭ 

inside my head. I can be at the creation of the Earth, the Bronze Age, World War Five, and the expansion 

of the sunτall at the same time. Hours, minutes, secondsτthose are just measurements to you; they 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀōǎǘǊŀŎǘ ǿŀȅΦ L Ŏŀƴ feel each moment of time, caress each millisecond 

with my fingeǊǎΦ ¢ƛƳŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ōŜƛƴƎΣ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀ ǘŀƴƎƛōƭŜ ǎǘŀǘŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴΦ LǘΩǎ 

ŀƭƛǾŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŦƭǳƛŘΣ ȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴΣ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ŀǎ ƘŜƭƭΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ 5ŜŀƴΚέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ up straighter in his chair.  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƻƳƴƛǎŎƛŜƴǘΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ 

ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴ ŦƭǳȄΣ {ŀƳΦ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ 

predict the weather. There are some events which are fixed points that cannot be changed. I told you 

ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴΥ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘŜǎǘƛƴȅΦέ  

ά{ƻǊǘ ƻŦΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǳǊǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎτI could go back and ensure that 

5ƻƴƴŀ ǿŜŀǊǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǇǳǊǇƭŜΦ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛǊǘƘΦ .ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳ ōŜƛƴƎ ōƻǊƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ prevent it 

ŦǊƻƳ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦέ 

ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ 5Ŝŀƴ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŜǾŜƴǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘƻ 

ŜƴǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ άbƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŎƘŜƳŜǎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ 

Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǿŜ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŀ ŘŜŀƭ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ  

ά¸ŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ IŜƭƭΦέ  
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¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ 5Ŝŀƴ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅŜǎΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ WŀŎƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴǎΚέ  

ά{ƻǊǘ ƻŦΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άIŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōȅ Ƴŀƴȅ ƴŀƳŜǎΦ 5ƛǎΣ IŀŘŜǎΣ ¢ŀǊǘŀǊǳǎτthose are just a few of the human names. Most of 

the universe refers to Hell as the Void, a place of emptiness. Nothingness. The beings that come from 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǾƻƛŘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǘǊŜŘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƴŀƳŜǎΦέ  

5ƻƴƴŀ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΦ άDƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŜǇǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎΦέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƳǎǘƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǊƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǾƛƭŜ ŀŎǘǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻ ƻƴŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΦ L 

haǊŘƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘŜōŀǘŜ ƳŜǘŀǇƘȅǎƛŎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ IŜƭƭ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƛŘΦέ 

άDƻŘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƻƻ ƘŜŀǾȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȄƘŀƭƛƴƎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ǎŎŀǊȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ !ƴȅōƻŘȅ who knows everything about the universe, well, 

ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜτά 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻŘΣέ {ŀƳ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΣ {ǇŀŎŜ aŀƴΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊȅƭȅΦ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άLΩƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ way I can, Sam, but I 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ  

A bell sounded loudly.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά5ƻƻǊōŜƭƭΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴŜǘǘŜ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳ.  
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Sam heard a groan. A moment later, Gwen Cooper walked over, rubbing the back of her head. 

άaƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ  

άWǳǎǘ ōǊŜǿŜŘ ǎƻƳŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀǘŦƻǊƳΦ IŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴǎΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ 

he was ascending slowly toward a hole in the ceiling which seemed to have appeared from nowhere.  

DǿŜƴ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ {ŀƳΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƭƛŦǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ tƭŀǎǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

aƛƭƭŜƴƴƛǳƳ /ŜƴǘǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ  

άIŜ ǇƛƭŦŜǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ¢!w5L{ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

sounded proud.  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

A moment later, Ianto was on his way back down, accompanied by yet another beautiful woman. This 

one was short, with dark hair and skin like milk chocolate, dressed in a smart business suit and carrying a 

small valise. She laughed at something that Ianto said, and the smile went all the way to her lovely 

brown eyes. It was an infectious, genuine smile, and Sam found himself grinning with her.  

ά¦Ƙ-ƻƘΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ŜƭōƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛōǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ {ŀƳΦ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ  

The three of them stood up to greet the new visitor. Ianto followed closely behind the young woman, 

who was only a couple of years older than Sam, as they walked closer. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ  

άaŀǊǘƘŀΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǿǊŀǇ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ōŜŀǊ ƘǳƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

lonƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ {ŀƳΦ ά{ŀƳ ²ƛƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 5ǊΦ 

aŀǊǘƘŀ WƻƴŜǎΦέ  

άtƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΣ {ŀƳΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȄǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΦ  

άIŜΩǎ very ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ōǊƻŀŘƭȅΦ  

Sam glared at her, as he shook MarǘƘŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ 5ƻƴƴŀ 

ŀƴ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎ ƘǳƎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘǊƛŜǎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƻƴŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L Ǝƻǘ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ōȅ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜΦ IŜΩǎ ƛƴ ŀ Ŧƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀll of this. You 

ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŘƛŘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  
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ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Κέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ŧƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀƳΦ  

ά¢ƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ƎƻŜǎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ  

ά{ǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿŀƪŜ ƘƛƳΦέ  

άDƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊƻǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ 

UNIT as quickly ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ  

aŀǊǘƘŀ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΣ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ bƻǿ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻ 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ  

άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά!ōƻǳǘ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ȅ ¢!w5L{Φέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ƛƴ ƛǘΚέ {ŀƳ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ Ŧƛƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ƛǘ 

once or twice as he was growing up, but he never actually thought he would ever get to take a trip in the 

time and space machine.  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΦ 9ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ōǳǎŜǎΦ hƛΦέ  

5ƻƴƴŀ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΦ άbƻ ǿŀȅΦέ  

{ŀƳ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǊȅΦ άLΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ 

.ƻōōȅΣέ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ  

Ten minutes later everybody was awake, and on their way to being sufficiently caffeinated, thanks to 

LŀƴǘƻΣ ǿƘƻ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǘŀǎǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ 

office to begin preparing for the TARDIS trip.  

ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƭƻŀŘŜŘ ǳǇ, ammo-ǿƛǎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ 

ŦƛǊŜŦƛƎƘǘ ǳƴǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘΦέ 

άLΩǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴΦ  

άL ŎŀƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀŎƪΦ ά!ƴŘ ǎƻ Ŏŀƴ [ƛȊΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀnd bad as they think they 

ŀǊŜΦέ  



 

68 

 

The Doctor frowned, but before he could say anything, Abe, his artificial gills comfortably refreshed, 

ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƻƻ 

necessary. StillΣ L ǎŀȅ ǿŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ƭŀǎǘ ǊŜǎƻǊǘΦέ  

The Doctor was somewhat placated, although Sam could tell he was still not happy about the whole 

ǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǘǊƻƻǇǎΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ƴƻǳƴǘ ǳǇΗέ Donna rolled her eyes. The Doctor sniffedΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ ŜǊΣ Ǝƻ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Φέ  

WŀŎƪ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ ά{ƘŜ ƪŜŜǇǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƭƛƴŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƘŜΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ  

άbƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƻŜǎ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊȅƭȅΦ  

Sam was quite amused to see Jack actually blush, and so were Gwen and Martha, who laughed out loud. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ DǿŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ƎǊƛƴΦ  

ά{ŜǘǘƭŜ ŘƻǿƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƳǳǎŜŘΦ άLƴ ŀƭƭ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ 

ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Φ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻΦέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǿƘŜƴ L ƭŜŦǘΦ L 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǎƻ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀǘ ¦bL¢Φέ  

άSomeone there is getting their information a ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ aŀǊǘƘŀΦ 

²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ǇŀǊŀƴƻƛŘΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜΦ .ǳǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻǇŜǊŀǘŜ 

ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛŦƛŜŘ LƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜ ¢ŀǎƪ CƻǊŎŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǇȅΦέ  

Jack tǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊǘΦ YŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŜƭƭǎ ƻƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ 

ŎŀǎŜΦ !ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŎŀƭƭΦέ 

άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΣ ǘƻƻΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ {ŀƳΦ άLΩŘΣ ŜǊΣ like to do some research on 

ǘƘŜǎŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎΦέ  

IŜ ƳŜǘ {ŀƳΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƻ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ {ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΦ {ŀƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ 

agreement, positive that Bobby was going to spend the time alone in the library, investigating the Spear 

of Destiny. Bobby was a good field man, but his strength was in his research skills.  

WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƭŜǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦέ  

He did not suspect a thing. Sam was pleased that Bobby was still following their plans. He knew that his 

friend had brought the B.P.R.D. building plans in his luggage. If anyone could find a weakness in them, it 

was Bobby, who was as tenacious as a bulldog when the need arose. Sam knew that attribute was going 

to come in very handy. His conversation with the Doctor, though it had been a little disconcerting, had 

convinced him more than ever that now was not the time to stop in their quest to prevent Dean from 

going to Hell. They had a hard road ahead of them, so any information Bobby could acquire would be 

infinitely helpful. 
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Chapter Eight  

Sam was delighted to discover, as he walked through the rickety wooden doors, that the TARDIS was 

every bit as strange and wonderful as he remembered. The inside scheme still reminded him of some 

sort of coral. The low electrical hum felt reassuringly familiar and welcoming. He felt a low pulsation, 

almost like a heartbeat. IŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǾƛŜǿƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ōŜƛƴƎΦ It 

was not so hard to believe that the time machine itself was sentient, especially after he saw both Marth 

and Jack pat the wall affectionately as they entered. 

Liz and Bobby had much the same reaction as Sam had, on his first visit. Even Abe, who usually accepted 

most things in stride, seemed a little overcome. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ {ŀƳ asked. 

άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŎ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ǎƻ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŀōŀŎƪΣ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘǊƻōōƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛƻƴΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅΣέ !ōŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά{ƘŜ ƛǎΦ The old girl gets a bit lonely, 

sometimes, with only me for company. {ƘŜΩǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀōƻŀǊŘΦέ  

ά{ƻΧsheΧǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀƳΦ 

άhƘ ȅŜǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǳŘŜǎǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǎΦέ  

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǘǊŀƎƎƭŜǊǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿǊȅ ƎǊƛƴΦ Here I 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǿƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦέ  

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ 

The Doctor positioned everyone around the console to help fly the ship. Sam was instructed to press a 

big green button and pull a lever exactly when the Doctor told him to. He was very pleased to end up 

next to Martha Jones. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƻƻǘƘŜǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘuckling. ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǉƛƭƻǘǎ ƛǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǿŜ 

usually end up flailing about madly and crashing into things. Sometimes we end up at the wrong 

destination entirelyτǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦǳƴΦ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǿŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ǘƻ ōƭŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ 

ŀǿŦǳƭ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΦέ 

SŀƳ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΚέ 
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ά! ōƛǘΣ ȅŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ {ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ bŜǿ 9ŀǊǘƘΣ Ŏŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǎǳƴǎΦέ  

ά²ƻǿΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƴƻǿΚέ 

άL ŀƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΣ {ŀƳΦ {ƻƳŜΧǎƻƳŜ ōŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ ǘƻ 

ƳŜΧŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

She looked down briefly. Sam noticed the ring on her left hand, and felt an odd pang of regret that 

annoyed him. He knew that Martha was way out of his league, and that was not why they were here, 

anyway. 

ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦέ  

Sam followed her gaze over to the subject of their conversation, who was utterly beaming as he 

watched his companions help fly the TARDIS. Wǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƳŀŘŜ {ŀƳ ŦŜŜƭ 

hopeful. He felt an odd sort of pride swell up in his chest that the Doctor, who had known so many 

important people and helped shape so many big events, should deem him worthy of his friendship. 

{ŀƳΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ŏǳǘ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ¦bL¢ ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 

departed Torchwood. Sam felt strange as he stepped out of the TARDIS and onto concrete. The vibration 

was gone from inside his head, and he found himself oddly bereft at its absence. Abe, too, looked a little 

forlorn as he emerged from the ship. 

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŎƭŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΣ ǎƻ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǇ ǘƻ /ƻƭƻnel Mace and let him 

ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

As she unclipped a cell phone from her belt, Sam turned to survey their surroundings. He had never 

been to London before, so he was thrilled to take it all in. He glanced up at the Tower of London, which 

ƘƻǳǎŜŘ ¦bL¢Ωs main headquarters deep beneath its stone foundations, awed at the sight of such an 

historical building. Hopefully after they rescued Dean and Hellboy, Bobby would have some time to see 

it, and to explore the city with them. Sam smiled as he imagined BobbȅΩǎ ƛƴƴŜǊ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŀƴ ŘǊƻƻƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

very thought. 

άhƪŀȅΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘΦ The 

/ƻƭƻƴŜƭ ƛǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ŘƻǿƴΦέ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƻŘŘƭȅ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜŘΦ 

άLǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ aŀǊǘƘŀΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΧǳǇǎŜǘΦέ 

Sam did not miss the minute glance that passed between Jack and the Doctor. ά9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ōŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǘƻŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛŎƪ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦέ  
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They followed Martha to a large nearby trailer, which she explained was the mobile command center. 

The eight of them squeezed into a control room, which was abuzz with activity. There were ten people, 

all dressed in black uniforms and wearing red berets, stationed at various computer terminals, 

engrossed in their work. One of them looked up with a puzzled expression, but said nothing and went 

immediately back to his work. 

aŀǊǘƘŀ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛgh 

ŀƭŜǊǘΣ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ¦bL¢ ǿŀǎ ŀƭŜǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎƻŘŜ ǊŜŘ ƭŀǘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΤ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L ƪƴŜǿ ǳƴǘƛƭ WŀŎƪ 

phoned and asked me to ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

A blonde, balding UNIT officer came through the trailer door just then, and stalked toward Martha. Even 

before she introduced him, Sam knew it was Colonel Mace. He was dressed in a green uniform with 

several metals and insignias attached to his lapel. His bearing was quintessentially military: shoulders 

back, head held high, his stride a quick march. He was accompanied by a tough-looking woman in a 

dress uniform, complete with calf-length skirt and regulation boots. Unlike the colonel, she wore one of 

the red berets, which seemed to suit her, in a strange sort of way. 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ 9Ǌƛǎŀ aŀƎŀƳōƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ŎǊƛǎǇΣ ŘŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ Her feet snapped together as she fired off a 

salute. 

άhƘΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƻŀƴΦ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭȅ ƎǊƛƴΦ 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άbƻǿΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜΦέ IŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀŎŜŘ ŀ 

ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ¦bL¢ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎΦ άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǳǎŜ ŘŀƴŎƛƴg around 

ǘƘŜ ƛǎǎǳŜΦ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΚέ 

άΨhǳǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΩΚέ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ ά!ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǊŜǿ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘΦ ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚ L ōelieve you owe these people an 

ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΦέ  

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŜ ōŜ ŦƻŎǳǎƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜǎ ōŀŎƪΚέ aŀŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ L ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ¦bL¢ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎτhell, for the entire 

ǿƻǊƭŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŀǊƎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΣ ŀŎŎǳǎƛƴƎ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ  
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άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀŎŎǳǎƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ 

been upset recently, and behaving diffŜǊŜƴǘƭȅΦέ  

aŀŎŜ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ aŀǊǘƘŀΣ ǿƘƻ ōƭǳǎƘŜŘΦ ά{ƛǊτά 

άvǳƛŜǘΣέ aŀŎŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ  

aŀǊǘƘŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘǳǊǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΦ 

άLŦ L ƳŀȅΚέ ŀ ǊŜŜŘȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ¢ƻƳ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΦ άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ƛǘ 

ǿŀǎΦέ 

άWŜǎǳǎΣ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΚέ [ƛȊ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΚέ 

Tom Manning stepped closer to the UNIT officers. Sam realized that he had not said much for quite 

some time. Sam suspected he was rather overwhelmed by the turn of events. He had essentially faded 

into the background as the trip progressed, seeming content to let Jack and the others take over. He had 

spent the entire TARDIS trip white as a sheet, clinging to the console as if it might buck him off. It did not 

seem like him at allτhe was a pushy, bossy bastard, and the way he had just shut down seemed 

completely out of character. In fact, Sam realized that the last time Manning had really had anything to 

say had been after they had dragged the unconscious Sontaran out of the old house, right after he had 

hung up his cell phone. 

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

It dawned on the Doctor at exactly the same moment. He whirled around to face Manning, whose lips 

had twisted into a rictus smile, as his eyes went inky black.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ ǎƛƭƭȅ ŀǇŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻ ƻōƭƛǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ 

ȅƻǳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀƛƴǎ ǘƻ ŎǊŀǿƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƻȊŜ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ 

ǿƻǊǘƘƭŜǎǎΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΣέ Liz said, in a quiet voice that scared Sam even more than Manning. He looked into 

her eyes, which were growing an alarming light in them. 

The Manning-ǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ WŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ŦƭŜŜǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǊǊŜǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

comrade, but luckily you morons showed up to prevent it. There were so many wonderful things inside 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ {ƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ǿŀƎŜ ǿŀǊΣ ǘƻ ƛƴŦƭƛŎǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦέ  

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ {ŀƳ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ {ŀƳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜΦέ  
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It was suddenly very hot in the trailer. The UNIT soldiers had begun to look up from their computers, 

feeling the growing tension in the air, as well as the change in temperature. Liz was breathing hard, 

trying to control herself, but she was quickly losing her grip on her power. 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ǎƻ ǾŜǊȅΣ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ  

άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅΣ ȅƻǳ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƎƛǘΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ 

ά{ǳŎƘ ŎƘŜŜƪΗ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎΣ ŘŜŀǊ ƎƛǊƭΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŀŘƳƛǘΦ Hold on to that for as long as you can, for it will 

ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ L Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǘ ŀƴ ŜƴŘΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŀƴΚέ  

¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ ¸ƻǳ 

ǇƻƻǊΣ ŘŜƭǳŘŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƻƻƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜΣ ǿƻǊǘƘƭŜǎǎ ƭƛŦŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦέ  

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ his voice edged with cold anger. άIŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘǎΦέ 

άtǊƻǾŜ ƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻƴŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŀƭ ǎƘǊǳƎǎΦ IŜ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ 

ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŎǘΣ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ōŀƎ of rock salt and pelted it right 

ƛƴǘƻ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƎƻƴȅ ŀƴŘ ōŜƴǘ ŘƻǳōƭŜΦ άDǊŀō ƘƛƳΗέ {ŀƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  

Jack tackled him. Abe and Magambo pulled out their firearms and pointed them in his face. Mace had 

gone stark white with shock.  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳΣ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜΣ ǿƘƻ ǇŜǊǇŜǘǳŀǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŎƘŜƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ 

ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŀƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ L ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜΣέ !ōŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ [ƛȊΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ 

shut and panting with effort.  

The trailer was stifling. The UNIT grunts had all begun to remove their ties, and were whispering in 

ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊΦ {ǿŜŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ōŀƭŘ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ {ŀƳ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ !ōŜ ǿŀǎ 

having trouble breathing in the hot air.  

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  
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She and Martha cleared the way in front of them, so that Jack and Abe could drag Manning out the front 

door. The rest of the group followed close behind them, and Mace ordered the UNIT troops to join them 

outside, weapons at the ready.  

The Manning-demon struggled and cursed, but Jack and Abe were too strong for it. Martha and Donna 

tried to take Liz aside, but she would have none of it.  

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƘŀƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀƳΦ 

The Doctor fished around for a moment and came up with a broken nub of chalk. He handed it to Sam, 

who thanked him, and bent low to the concrete, where he began to draw a circle. He had to press lightly 

not to break the chalk, but he managed to draw all of the appropriate symbols needed for a proper 

5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ ¢ǊŀǇΦ  

άhƪŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘǊƻǿ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ  

The demon hissed and howled, but Jack and Abe manhandled him into the circle before he was able to 

ƭŜŀǾŜ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΣ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀǘǊŜŘΦ  

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣέ [ƛȊ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 5ƻƴƴŀΩǎ ƎǊƛǇΦ άhǊ LΩƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ IŜƭƭΦέ  

άbƻΣ [ƛȊΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘΗέ {ŀƳ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ άaŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŦǊȅ ƘƛƳΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ Ƙƛǎ 

ōƻŘȅΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘΦέ  

She screamed in frustration. A lone flame burst from her back and dissipated in the air. Several of the 

UNIT soldier shouted in fear, but no one moved.  

άbƻǿ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƭŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

The demon spat at him.  

άhƪŀȅΣ ŦƛƴŜΦέ {ŀƳ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƴŜǊ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǊƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƭŀǎƪ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

Without moving his gaze frƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ƘŜ ǳƴǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻƭȅ ǿŀǘŜǊ 

directly into his eyes. 

He howled, but then he began to laugh.  



 

75 

 

Jack gritted his teeth and stepped forward. Taking care not to break the circle, he reached his arm over 

the chalk line and decked the demon in the face. He staggered and tried to step back, out of the circle, 

and screamed in pain again as the charms kept it stuck inside. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣέ ƘŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ  

{ŀƳ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΩǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ŀƴd opened it to the exorcism rituals. 

ά{ŀƳΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ƳƛƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άbƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

He read a few words of the ritual, causing the demon to scream some more. The UNIT soldiers were 

muttering behind him, growing more panicked with each wail of the demon.  

άCƻǊƳ ǊŀƴƪǎΗέ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ άYŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘǎ ǎƘǳǘΦέ  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘǳǊǘǎΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

The demon spat at him again.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŜǾƛƭ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΦέ  

IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƴŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ŎŀǾŜŘ ƛƴΦ ά{ǘƻǇΗ tƭŜŀǎŜΗ hƘΣ ƛǘ 

ƘǳǊǘǎΧLΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƛŘΦέ 

άIŜΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǎǇƛƴŜƭŜǎǎ ǿƻǊƳΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƛǘΣέ !ōŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǊŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊȅƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŦŀŎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǎǎΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άhƘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƻƘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ Ǌƻŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ƛƴ IŜƭƭΗέ 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ Ǌƻŀǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣέ [ƛȊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

{ŀƳ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ŀƴŘ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǊŜΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƻΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΚέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The demon thought about it. He hesitated for an agonizing few moments before apparently coming to a 

ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘǿŀǊƪ {ǘǊŜŜǘΦέ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ {ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΦ άbƻǿ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ 

ƎƻΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ƻǇŜƴΦ 
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ά¸ƻǳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΗέ ǘƘŜ ŘŜmon wailed.  

άL ƭƛŜŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

ά{ŀƳΣ ǿŀƛǘΗέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΚέ 

άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƪƛƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Sam finally reached the end of the exorcism. Manning screamed as a vast column of black smoke flew 

out of his mouth and far off, into the air. He vomited and fell over on the ground. Martha rushed 

forward, motioning to Magambo to help her.  

άDŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΗέ  

A UNIT grunt rushed to the command trailer and retrieved a bottle of water. Martha splashed some into 

aŀƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ He groaned. Magambo and Jack helped her ease him down onto the pavement. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5Ǌƛƴƪ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦέ  

άLǎ ƘŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ŘŜƘȅŘǊŀǘŜŘΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ checked out, just in case. We can 

ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻǿŜǊ ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ [ƛȊΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ 

ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

άbƻǿ ƛǎ not ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜȄƛǎǘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ƛƴ IŜƭƭΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άwƛƎƘǘΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ hƪŀȅΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ŦƻǊƳǳƭŀǘŜ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴΦέ  

In the end, Donna, Martha, and Colonel Mace ended up taking Manning to the nearest hospital while 

the others raced to the TARDIS to go rescue Dean and Hellboy. Mace sent Magambo and five UNIT 

troops. He elected not to go himself, as he had quite a few questions for Manning. 

άIŜΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŦǳƭΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΧέ 

ά¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ 
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Two of the UNIT grunts helped Martha get Manning onto a stretcher. Colonel Mace radioed for an 

ambulance. Once Martha and Donna were situated in the back of the vehicle, the Doctor motioned for 

the others to get back into the TARDIS to leave for the warehouse.  

They arrived at the address the demon had indicated in only a few moments. It was a shipping facility, 

which was apparently closed for the day. The place was entirely dark, and the doors were all locked. 

Sam grunted in frustration as he tried, without success, to jimmy the door.  

ά5ŜŀƴΗέ {ŀƳ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭǳƴƎǎΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

Magambo ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜΦ WŜƴƪƛƴǎΣ ŎƻƳŜ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻƻǊ 

ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ǿŀȅΦέ 

Sam and the UNIT captain stepped back so the Doctor could get to the door. He pulled a strange device 

out of his pocket and aimed it at the lock. It made a strange whirring noise, and popped open with a 

click.  

ά{ƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊΦ bŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōŜŀƳŜŘΣ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ device in the air 

with a flourish. 

[ƛȊ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƛǇǘƻŜǎ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ǿŜƛǊŘΦέ  

ά!ŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀǾŀƎŀƴǘ ōƻǿΦ 

Magambo motioned her troops forward. They went in first to ensure that no one was going to attack 

the group. After a moment, they declared it safe for everyone to enter. 

Liz removed her gun from its holster and stepped through the door. The others followed close behind. 

ά5ƻ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘΚέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜƳƻƴǎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

άLŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣέ Jack ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ DeanΗέ 

άwŜŘΗ wŜŘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ [ƛȊ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ 

For several long moments there was no answer. They advanced through the warehouse, slowly, with 

guns drawn. Magambo and the UNIT troops took the lead, advancing around each corner slowly. 

aŀƎŀƳōƻ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƘŜǊŜΣέ !ōŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎΣ 

webbed fingers spƭŀȅŜŘ ƻǳǘǿŀǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ  
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άHellboyΗέ [ƛȊ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΦ  

Sam winced as that single flame flared up from her back again. He opened his mouth to say something 

to her, but cut himself off when an answering cry came from a nearby room. 

άDƻΣ ƎƻΗέ aŀƎŀƳōƻ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  

! ¦bL¢ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛŦƭŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΗ YŜŜǇ 

ȅƻǳǊΧȅƻǳǊ hand ǿƘŜǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΗέ  

[ƛȊ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ άDŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƛŘƛƻǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘe soldier. She 

roughly pushed him aside and thrust her head through the door. 

Sam was right behind her. The room was dark, so he fumbled around for a light switch. He finally located 

it and hastily flicked it on. Liz was in the corner, bent down next to Hellboy. He was chained to the wall 

by his leg, and was cradling his non-stone left arm, but other than that, he looked none the worse for 

wear.  

άΩ.ƻǳǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇΣέ ƘŜ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻŀǊǎŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ [ƛȊ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ 

άhǿǿΣ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŜŀǎȅΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΦέ  

Sam spun around, the panic rising in his chest as he spotted the body of the Sontaran, splayed out on 

the floor across from Hellboy, with a pool of blood around his head. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎτά 

Hellboy pointed to the opposite corner of the room with his good hand. Dean was prone on the floor, 

facing the wall, unmoving. He too, had a large chain cuffed to his leg. There was more blood around him, 

ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƻŦŦΦ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ 

dead. 
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Chapter Nine 

Sam started walking slowly toward Dean. His legs felt like lead and his brain felt hollow and empty. He 

ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ Ŏŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƴƻǊ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ !ōŜΩǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƘŀƴŘǎ 

grasp him by the arm. He closed his eyes and shook his head in denial, like a little boy. Perhaps if he 

could not see it, it would not be true. 

ά{ŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ He looked up, blinking in confusion, and saw 

the Doctor looking at him with concern in his big brown eyes.  

Abe helped him stand up. άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǊǳǎƘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘ-ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ 

Abe took a step backward, but kept close in case Sam fell again. They reached Dean and bent over his 

body. Sam reached out ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ƎƛƴƎŜǊƭȅΦ Iƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ŘŜŜǇƭȅΣ 

trying to keep a grip on reality. Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. Sam still felt that quiet 

stillness in his mind, a calmly reassuring presence, and knew that Abe and the Doctor were both trying 

to steady him so he would not panic. 

IŜ ǳǎŜŘ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ clinked loudly against the 

ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ōǊǳƛǎŜǎΦ Iƛǎ ƭƛǇ was split, and there 

was a gash on his forehead that looked nasty. Though he knew it was hopeless, Sam placed two fingers 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ  

5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŦƭŜǿ ƻǇŜƴΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ {ŀƳ ǎƻ ōŀŘƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜ Ŧloor. 

Dean sucked in a deep breath and sat up, staring at his brother with confusion. 

ά{ŀƳΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΚέ 

{ŀƳ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ǎƻōΦ άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣ 5ŜŀƴΧέ IŜ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƘǳƎ. 

ά²ƘŀǘΚ hƘΣ WŜǎǳǎΣ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƘǳǊǘǎΦέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ ŀǘ {ŀƳΩǎ ōŀŎƪ briefly before they released each other. 

IŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΣ ǿƛƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƧǳǊȅΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘΚ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΦέ  

ά5ŜŀƴΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘΧέ 

The Doctor stooped down and used the sonic screwdriǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŎƪƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ƭŜƎΦ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 

across the room and did the same for Hellboy, who was having a makeshift splint placed around his 

broken arm by one of the UNIT soldiers. Abe and Sam helped Dean to his feet, and everyone gathered in 

the center of the room. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
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ά²ŜƭƭΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘȅƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳΦ ά²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

spaceship, as you know, and Dean and I tried to overpower the potato-head. He put on a helmet and 

pressed some button that killed all the oxygen in the ship, which knocked us out. We woke up here, 

ŎƘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ǊŀƴǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŀǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 

another demon showed up and told him to go ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƎǳȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ŀƴŘ 

ƘŜ ŦǊŜŀƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŎǊŀȊȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ 

about how the Sontarans would have their revenge, and the other demon just grabbed him by the head 

anŘ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǾŜƴǘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǘ ƘƛƳ ŘŜŀŘΦέ  

ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ƎŜǘ ƘǳǊǘΚέ aŀƎŀƳōƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ άL ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ǿŀǎ ŎƘŀƛƴŜŘ ǳǇΦ IŜ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛƎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ the ground and broke my arm. It must have been some 

ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŘŜƳƻƴΦέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǳŎƘŜōŀƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ 

ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŦǘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘΦέ  

ά! ǿƘƛƭŜΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦέ [ƛȊ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ 

reassuringly. 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΣ ŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΦέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ IŜƭƭōƻȅΦ 

Liz wƛƴŎŜŘΦ άIŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦΧƎƻǘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘΦ IŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

άhƘΣ ŎǊŀǇΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ 

άL ŜȄƻǊŎƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜΩǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ƴƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀΦέ  

ά²ƘƻΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣέ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ aŀƎŀƳōƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŀǎƘ 

ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘΦέ  

άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƻŘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƘŜ ǎǿŀȅŜŘ ǳƴǎǘŜŀŘƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƛŦ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ 

ƴƻǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳΦ άhƪŀȅΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƴƻǘΦέ  

The soldiers finished their survey of the building, which they declared clear. Everyone headed back to 

the TARDIS to return to the UNIT base. Sam felt a thrill once again as they flew across the city, but 
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Hellboy and Dean looked green. He supposed that their previous ride in a spaceship was enough to last 

a lifetime.  

¢ƘŜȅ ƳŜǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ aŀǊǘƘŀΣ 5ƻƴƴŀΣ ŀƴŘ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ aŀŎŜ ƛƴ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜ B.P.R.D. agent was sound 

ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŦƛƴŜΦ aŀǊǘƘŀΩǎ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎƛǎ ƻŦ ŘŜƘȅŘǊŀǘƛƻƴ 

had been correct, and luckily, he had not been injured further. She also determined that Dean did not 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻƴŎǳǎǎƛƻƴΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǘƛǘŎƘŜŘ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ŀǊƳ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜƴΦ 

Martha sent the big red demon downstairs to the emergency room to get it set, and began to suture 

5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ǿƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀƳΦ άaȅ DƻŘΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƘƻǘΦέ  

ά{ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǎƻ hear ȅƻǳΣέ aŀǊǘƘŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ 

5Ŝŀƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άL ƻƴƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ her, the one that usually got girls to 

go home with him. He winced immediately, pressing his fingers to his split lip. Martha merely chuckled 

and went back to her stitches. Dean stared at her in confusion, which caused Sam to have a very hard 

time concealing his smile. 

When everything was finished, they got into the TARDIS to go back to Torchwood. The UNIT doctors 

wanted Manning to stay overnight for observation, so they made plans to pick him up the next day. 

Colonel Mace was still concerned about the Sontarans, who would likely be returning again to find out 

what had become of their comrade, so he and Magambo promised Jack they would be in touch. 

 ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ 

them. Bobby rushed upstairs upon hearing that Dean was okay, and surprised the Winchesters by 

pulling both brothers into a bear hug. He did not speak for several moments, but when he did, his voice 

ǿŀǎ ƘƻŀǊǎŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ DƻŘΦέ  

ά5ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƘƛŎƪ ŦƭƛŎƪ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ {ŀƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

eyes had gone moist. 

Ianto went out to get them all pizza and drinks. Sam was surprised to realize that he was starving. He 

could not remember the last time he had eaten. Luckily Ianto had bought enough food for an army, so 

everyone dove in as if they had not eaten in years. After that they took turns taking showers. Thankfully 

there was plenty of hot water. Sam stood under the water for a long time, allowing the steam to soothe 

his aching muscles.  

When he stepped out, he discovered that most of the others had gone off to sleep. He wandered 

through the Hub in a t-shirt and pajama pants, rubbing a towel through his unruly brown hair. Liz and 

Hellboy were sharing the sofa, while Martha and Donna had arranged blankets on the floor. Gwen had 

gone home to her husband, and Sam thought that the Doctor had gone into the TARDIS, because he was 

nowhere to be found. He assumed that Ianto and Jack had gone to bed, also.  
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He found Dean and Bobby in the library, hunched over a pile of old books. They looked up at his 

ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜΦ άIŜȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ 

άIŜƭƭ ȅŜǎ I still want to do it. IŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ thought about why this all happened, Sam? Those demons 

ǿŜǊŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǳǎΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ [ƻƻƪΣ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ four demons iƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

5Ŝŀƴ ǘƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƻƪ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΣ 

and the one who clocked H.B. and me at the warehouse, plus Bobby told me you guys saw one at the 

airportΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŎƘŜƳŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΚέ  

ά²Ŝ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ²Ŝǎǘ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀ ǘƻ ƭǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜƘƻǿ 

ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎǊǳƛǘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŎŜƴŀǊƛƻ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ȅƻǳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

they got Manning. I think the kidnapping was just a fluke that wound up being a major stroke of luck. 

TƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ 5Ŝŀƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǘ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜƴŜƎŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŀƭΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƪŜ you to Hell. 

Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŜǘ ƳŜΦ hƴŎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊΣ 

ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƳŜΦέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛǘ kills ȅƻǳΚέ  

Dean ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά{ƻΚ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ƛǘΦ IŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ What 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƘŜǊŜτά 

άThis is something I have to do on my own. IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΦέ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ 

{ŀƳ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ά¸ŜǎΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴτά 

άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ {ŀƳƳȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ 

ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ {ŀƳΩǎ ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ whole thing, was very reassuring, considering how Dean had 

been feeling about it ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŀƎƻΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ 
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ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭΦ LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝŀƴƪ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎ ŀǎ L Ǉƻǎsibly can. Are you 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΚέ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƛƎƘƛƴƎΦ  

He sat down at the table with Bobby and Dean to go over the B.P.R.D. building plans and formulate their 

plan of action. After an hour or so, he decided to go up to the kitchen to get some more pizza. He put 

two pieces on a plate and placed it into the microwave, and began to look around for a can of soda. He 

was rummaging in the refrigerator when he heard a sound behind him. He looked up to see the Doctor 

standing at the sink with his arms crossed over his chest. 

άIƛΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜŀǘΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ {ŀƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ 

almost afraid.  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The Doctor rubbed at the back ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƛƴ ƴŜŎƪΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 

ŀǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ hƘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊŘ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ƴŜŜŘ 

ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ 5ŜŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ 

ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƻǿŜǊΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎΦ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ǿŜǊŜΧǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ 

grave. 

άL am apprehensive about this, Doctor, but we need something to fight the demons. What we have been 

ŘƻƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦέ  

The Doctor was silent for a moment, chewing at his lip. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and 

ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ŜŘƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦŜŀǊΦ ά{ŀƳΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻŜǎΣ ϥ.ŀǘǘƭŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΣ ƭŜǎǘ ȅŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦΩ LŦ 5Ŝŀƴ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ {ǇŜŀǊΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ him into a moƴǎǘŜǊΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ bƛŜǘȊǎŎƘŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŦƛƎƘǘ 

ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜΦέ 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎŀŘƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŎƻǳƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǊŀŎŜǎ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ  
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άLΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴǎ ƳŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǉǳƻǘŜ ƛǎΚέ  

άbƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άΩ!ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƎŀȊŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀōȅǎǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŀōȅǎǎ ƎŀȊŜǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳΦΩ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎŀȊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōȅǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƴȅΣ 

Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ  

The Doctor looked sad just then, but even more than that, he looked old. The weight of all his years of 

traveling, of fighting the dark forces of the universe, was present in his eyes. Sam felt sick inside, 

suddenly, that the Doctor might be disappointed in him. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǇ ǳǎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ {ŀƳΥ L fight ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘΦ έ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ 

one more time, and walked out of the kitchen. 

Sam abandoned his pizza, having lost his appetite. He went back downstairs to the library, where he 

found Bobby asleep in a chair. Dean was still staring at the books, but his eyes looked glassy and far 

away.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƭƻǘΦέ 

5Ŝŀƴ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ Ƙƛǘ ƛǘΦ !ǊŜ aŀǊǘƘŀ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΚέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿƘȅΚέ 

άbƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƴǳƎƎƭŜ ǳǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦέ Iƛǎ ƎǊƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƳǳƎΦ ά²ƘŀǘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ 

LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǳǘǘ ƛƴ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΚέ  

άaȅ actionΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƛŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǘǎ ŦƻǊ aŀǊǘƘŀΦέ  

{ŀƳ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΦ άaŀǊǘƘŀΩǎ engagedΣ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀΧǿŜƭƭΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

ƪƛŎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǎǎΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣέ Dean said, sounding as if he might actually enjoy that. 

Dean walked upstairs. Sam spent another few minutes looking over the plans, until his eyes began to 

glaze over. He was exhausted, and felt like he had not slept for a year. He left Bobby there in his chair 

and went upstairs to find a place to sleep, hoping that his rambling thoughts would quiet enough to 

allow him to rest. 
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Chapter Ten 

Sam slipped into a surprisingly restful sleep and got up very late the next day. By the time he awoke, 

everyone was up and hanging around the compound. They had even gone to pick up Manning already. 

The B.P.R.D. agent looked tired and a bit pale but otherwise seemed all right. He was sitting at the table 

in the kitchenette with Liz and Hellboy when Sam approached. 

ά{ŀƳΦ /ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻƴΦέ  

Sam sat down at the table, which was piled high with bagels and fruit. It appeared that Torchwood, or at 

least Ianto, knew how to take care of guests every bit as well as the Bureau did. He poured himself a cup 

of coffee from the carafe aƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΚέ 

άCƛƴŜΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άwŜŀƭƭȅΣ {ŀƳΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ 

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎƛŜǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘτά 

Hellboy snorted. 

άτōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀƪŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛǘΧǿƘƛƭŜ it was in me. I just want you to know, you performed 

ǾŜǊȅ ŀŘƳƛǊŀōƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƎŜƴǘΦ L ŀƳ ǇǊƻǳŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜŘΣ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻ {ŀƳΦ 

Sam shook his hand and smiled. He could feel himself blushing, but he definitely appreciated the 

sentiment, and was glad to see that Manning was an all right guy, after all.  

5Ŝŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΣ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΚ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ 

ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ LΩǾŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ǝƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǎǘƻƭŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊȅƭȅΦ  

9ǾŜƴ 5Ŝŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƻƻΦέ  

The Americans all went to pack up their things. Sam had only brought a duffel bag, so it did not take 

long. Dean had even less. The B.P.R.D. agents did not take very long either, so they were on their way 

fairly quickly, less than an hour after Sam had awakened. 

.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŦǘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜǎΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ WŀŎƪΣέ aŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ŀƎŜƴǘǎΩ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿǊŀǇ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ǳǊŜŀǳΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ LŀƴǘƻΦ  

Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦέ 
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ά/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ōƻǘƘ {ŀƳ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ΦtΦwΦ5Φ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΣ 

including Manning, who blushed. 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

They loaded into the TARDIS again. Their first stop was UNIT, to drop Martha off. Everyone exchanged 

hugs and pleasantries with her, and promises to keep in touch. Sam found himself turning red again 

when Martha gave him a big hug. She was so much shorter that he had to stoop down in order to 

embrace her.  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ {ŀƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƛǇǘƻŜǎ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 

thought his face would catch fire.  

ά!ǿǿΣ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŜΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎ ƎǊƛƴΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƘǳƎΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ ά/ΩƳŜǊŜΣ tǊŜǘǘȅ .ƻȅΦέ  

5Ŝŀƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ 5ƻƴƴŀΩǎ ƘǳƎ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ άhƪŀȅΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΧέ {ƘŜ 

smacked him playfully on the arm. 

άDƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻΣ aŀǊǘƘŀΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŜƴƎŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǊƛƴƎΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ever need us for 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΧέ 

 άLΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŎŀƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 

It took a little longer for the TARDIS to travel back to the United States, but they were still home in a half 

hour or so. ¢ƘŜȅ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƛƴ ¢ƻƳ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ Sam found himself glad to be there. Despite his 

ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƛǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǎƻƛƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ He was a 

little disappointed that they had not been able to enjoy more of the UK, but they had more important 

things to do, right now. 

άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ōŜǎǘ ōŜ ƻŦŦΣ ǘƻƻΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

The Doctor laughed. He reached out to shake hands with Sam, and ended up pulling him into another 

embrace.  

άaŀƴΣ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ǿƘƻ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ ƘǳƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ 

5ƻƴƴŀ ǿƘŀŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƧŜŀƭƻǳǎΦέ 

άhƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŜŀǎƛŜr for you blokes to keep in touch with us if you had a number you 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǎΣέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 



 

87 

 

5Ŝŀƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΤ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊǎΚέ 

Bobby rolled his eyes. Sam had to look away to keep from laughing. Liz and Hellboy also looked amused, 

and even Abe hid his mouth behind his hand.  

ά¢ŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜΣ {ŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƭȅ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƻƻΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŎǊŜǿƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƴƴŀ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ  

The Doctor nodded, but he looked unconvinced. He smiled his broad, toothy grin again, and continued 

with his goodbyes. A few moments later, he and Donna boarded the TARDIS again and took off, with 

that familiar vworp of the ancient engines.  

Dean headed almost immediately for the garage. He was relieved to see that someone had brought the 

Impala back from West Virginia in once piece. They had even washed and waxed it for him. The agency 

ƘŀŘ ŀƭǎƻ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ .ƻōōȅΩǎ Mustang, and had fixed all the bullet holes from the firefight. 

There was not much to do after that. Jack disappeared with Manning into his office to write up the 

massive report they owed from their recent adventures. Hellboy and Liz went to their room to take care 

ƻŦ IŜƭƭōƻȅΩǎ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ŎŀǘǎΣ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŜŀǎǘǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ 

was gone. Abe retreated to his tank to rest his tired gills, exhausted from wearing his breathing 

apparatus for so many days.  

Sam, Dean, and .ƻōōȅ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎȅ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ 

attempt their theft that very night. Bobby was anxious to get home, and Sam thought that if they were 

going to do it, they might as well get it over with as soon as possible. As much as he wanted to help his 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΥ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦέ IŜ 

simply had no idea what was going to happen, and that terrified him. Sam had always been a strategic 

planner, a trait which had come in quite handy when he had been at Stanford, but now it was largely a 

detriment, since his life was usually so chaotic. He knew there was no way he was going to get any rest, 

so he did not even try. He left Bobby and Dean to their plotting and took a long walk around the Bureau, 

losing himself in his tumultuous thoughts.  

The time they had agreed upon came all too quickly. {ŀƳ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ 

apprehension. His stomach was rumbling nervously and he had begun to sweat. Bobby was pale and 

kept chewing on his fingernails. Dean seemed cool as ice, utterly unaffected by what they were about to 

do, but Sam could see fear in his eyes as they sneaked downstairs to the archives.  

They had badges that allowed them access to any part of the building, so the door was not going to be a 

problem. The glass casing that housed the Spear, however, would be an issue. If they smashed it, a 

blaring alarm would go off and instantly alert the entire Bureau. Luckily for them Bobby was a master 

lock-picker, and had brought a massive kit full of tools. There was a camera trained on the object that 

could not be turned off unless they stole into the security center, which was occupied twenty-four hours 

a day. They were just going to have to steal it and make a break for it, and hope that they could make it 
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to the Impala before they were caught. Bobby had used the building plans to calculate a very precise 

escape route through the numerous hallways of the B.P.R.D. 

It was a risky plan, to say the least. They would almost certainly be stopped. {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ 

and he was desperately nervous, unable to bear even thinking about the looks of disappointment that 

would surface on the faces of Hellboy, Jack, and the others when they discovered what the Winchesters 

had done. Still, he had to do it. He had committed himself to helping his brother, and nothing, not even 

the forces of Hell itself, would stop him from trying to save Dean. He would die for him, if he had to, and 

it was this thought that allowed him to steel himself to their task. 

They packed up all of their things to take with them, so they would not have to go back to their rooms 

on the way out. It was difficult going through the corridors of the Bureau lugging around big duffel bags 

and suitcases, but they tried to be as quiet as possible. Sam was certain that the security guards would 

see them on the cameras and apprehend them before they even made it downstairs to the archives 

room, but no one tried to stop them. The entire building was quiet and still. It was well after midnight, 

and as far as they knew everyone had gone to bed. If everything went smoothly, the only problem 

would be getting out of the garage, which also had a twenty-four hour guard. Dean thought they could 

probably smooth-talk him enough to let them out in the middle of the night, but if not, he told Sam that 

he was willing to take the necessary steps to force the man to let them out. Sam did not like the sound 

of that, but he had no choice but to go along with his brothŜǊΩǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ  

The archives room was dark, illuminated only by the display lights in the glass cases. Dean had brought a 

flashlight along, which he clicked on as they entered the room. The Spear of Destiny was near the center 

of the room, past a homunculus enclosed in glass, a Fiji mermaid, and a dusty old bottle of Amontillado. 

{ŀƳΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊΦ It was not that it was particularly awe-inspiring; it was a 

rusty, broken-off old hunk of metal and wood, less than ten inches in length. There was just a feeling 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ {ŀƳΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŦŜŜƭ 

tight. The blood on it was a flaking brown streak, almost unnoticeable. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘΦ  

Bobby took his lock picking kit out of his bag and bent to work. Dean retrieved the large pot he had 

ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƛƴǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǎƘƻǾŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊΩǎ ŎŀǎŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƛǘΣ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ 

giving them a few more precious minutes before their indiscretion was uncovered. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΚέ 5Ŝŀƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ .ƻōōȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ 

five minutes. 

άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ Not just any idjit can 

busǘ ƻǇŜƴ ŀ ƳǳǎŜǳƳ ŎŀǎŜΦέ 

Sam shifted his feet nervously as Bobby gritted his teeth and turned the pick in the lock, moving slowly 

and deliberately. It was another fifteen minutes of agonizing waiting before they finally heard a loud 

click. Bobby opened the display case door, beaming in triumph. He picked up the ceramic pot. 
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άhƪŀȅΣ 5ŜŀƴΣ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳŎƪŜǊ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ {ŀƳΣ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊΦέ  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ  

Dean tensed himself to grab the object. Before he could move, light flooded the room and all three of 

them jumped. Bobby dropped the jar, shattering it into hundreds of pieces. 

άShitΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Sam heard a noise behind them, and turned to see Jack, the Doctor, and Donna standing in the corner of 

the room, in front of the TARDIS.  

άhƘΣ ōƻȅǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

άL ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

5Ŝŀƴ ǿƘƛǊƭŜŘ ƻƴ {ŀƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ told ǘƘŜƳΚέ  

άbƻΣ L ǎǿŜŀǊΦ They knew. L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛs, Dean, not after everything we went through this week. 

L ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ LΩŘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŘƻΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ Iǳō Ƙŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘ ¢±Σ 5ŜŀƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻōƻŘȅ ŜǾŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ conversation at Torchwood, 

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦέ  

ά5ŜŀƴΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ 

ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ  

{ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜΣ ōǳǘ 5Ŝŀƴ Ŧƭŀǘƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻΦέ  

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ [et them help us. ¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŦƭŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻǾŜǊŀƴŀƭȅȊƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ {ŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ 

ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ŎƘŀƴƎŜ Ƴȅ ǎƻŎƪǎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ LΩƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ everybody 

else. L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦέ  

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ ά5ŜŀƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƘŜŀǊ ǳǎ ƻǳǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻΦέ  

ά¸Ŝǎ L ŘƻΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǾƛƴŎƛōƭŜΦ No one will be able to touch me. I could walk 

straight into Hell and destroy every last stinking demon, and not one of them could stop me. I could kick 

[ǳŎƛŦŜǊΩǎ ƻǿƴ ŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦ I could rule IŜƭƭ ƛŦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΗέ 

ά5ŜŀƴΗέ {ŀƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  
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ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘǊǳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ The fear was plainly evident in his voice. ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ 

Dean. You save people. You kill evil creatures. LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 

Ƙǳƴǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΗέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŎŀƭΦ άYou, of all people, should understand. 

Sometimes you have to become what you hate the most, in order to stop the evil from taking over. You 

want to call me a monster? You go ahead, you bastard! ²Ƙŀǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ DƻŘΚ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ 

murderer! You killed your own planŜǘΗ ¸ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΗέ  

άL Řƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǿΣ ǘŜƴǎŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ 

as fear. άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦ I have to live with those deaths on my 

conscience forever. Do you think doing that was easy? I killed my family, my own children, not to save 

myself, but to save the entire universe. /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΚ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

happen, Dean. ¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƛǘΦ The power will overtake you ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ {ŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŜŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ 

ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘŜƭǳŘŜŘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƴƻōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘΦ 

aŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎτeveryone who loves and cares about 

you. ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 

entered the room. άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦέ  

ά5ŜŀƴΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ 

would think of this. John would neverτά 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΗέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ǎǘǊŜŀƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊǳƛǎŜŘ ƭƛǇ 

had split open again, leaving a trail of blood down his chin. άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΗ He 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƻǿŀǊŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘƻƎΦ He would want me to fight to the death, 

ǘƻ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΗέ 

Donna had begun to cry and Sam felt himself growing perilously close to doing so as wellΦ άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ I lost my dad last year, 

too, Dean. I understand how you feel; I really do. L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ you, but I 

ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ I just know it. ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŀƴΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΗέ 

Sam could take no more. IŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƘƻƭǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦέ  

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ {ŀƳΦ 9ƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƳŜΣ ƻǊ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΦέ  

Sam did not have to, because Jack did it for him. Without any sort of noise or warning, he pulled his 

ǊŜǾƻƭǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǘ 5Ŝŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ Ƙŀǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ 

stτά 
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Dean roared, gripping his bleeding shoulder, and launched himself at the Spear of Destiny. He grabbed it 

and pulled it out of its case, cutting himself on the blade. An alarm blared, just as Sam had feared. As 

soon as Dean touched the holy object, his shoulder wound, along with the new cut and the bruises on 

his face, vanished instantly. ¢ƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΩǎ Ǝǳƴ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ  

άhƘΣ DƻŘΣ 5ŜŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΦ  

.ƻōōȅ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ Dean pushed him away, which sent him flying into the air until 

he crashed into the marble floor with a sickening crack, and skidded across the room to land against 

another display case.  

5ƻƴƴŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ άIƛǎ ƭŜƎ ƛǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴΗέ 

άLΩƳ ƻƪŀȅΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ gritted teeth. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦΚέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘτǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΦ IŜ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊ 

in a death-grip. ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘτά 

He did not hear Hellboy creeping up behind him. The demon hit Dean in the back of the head with his 

big stone hand, and he fell to the floor. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅ LΩƳ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ ŀ Ǝǳȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ  

Liz and Abe ran into the room, accompanied by several armed B.P.R.D. agents. Liz gasped at the sight of 

Dean, lying prone on the floor. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ IΦ.ΦΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀŎƪΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƘƛƳΦέ  

Dean sprang back up to his feet, startling them all. His eyes had gone completely black, so much like a 

ŘŜƳƻƴΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ {ŀƳ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ Dean spun around, snarling again, and grabbed Sam by the throat, lifting 

ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ {ŀƳ ƎŀƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊƛǇΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘ ƭƻƻǎŜΦ 

ά5ŜŀƴΗ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΗ CƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣ ƭƻƻƪ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΗέ [ƛȊ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ 

Dean turned and caught a glimpse of his reflection in a glass display case. He screamed in terror and 

dropped Sam to the floor, where he grabbed at his throat and coughed violently. Abe stooped to help 

him to his feet. 

5Ŝŀƴ ƘŜƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻŀƴŜŘΦ άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΗ ¢ƘƛǎτǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ LΩƳ 

supposed to help people. LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘΧL ŘƻƴΩǘΧέ 

He collapsed in a heap, still holding onto the Spear. The Doctor walked up and kneeled beside him. Dean 

ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǿǊŀǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƻō ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ LΩƳ ǎƻ 

ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ  
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{ŀƳ ƪƴŜŜƭŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻŀǊǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ  

άIŜƭǇ ƳŜ ǳǇΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ 5ƻƴƴŀΦ She stooped and let him loop an arm around her shoulders, 

grunting with the effort of picking him up. Jack ran to help support his other side, and he hopped on one 

foot between them to get closer to Dean.  

ά{ome of the literature says that if he gives it up willinglyΣ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŘƛŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘΤ L ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀǿ ƛǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ  

ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀǎƛǎ ƛƴ ǘǊǳǘƘΣέ !ōŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōƭŀŎƪΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ 

this. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƛŦ L ŘƛŜΦ aȅ ƘŜŀŘΧL ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ I feel so powerful. LΩƳ 

ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦέ  

ά5ŜŀƴΧέ {ŀƳ ǊŀǎǇŜŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ {ŀƳƳȅΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ L Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ IŜƭƭΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ŦŀǳƭǘΦέ  

άbƻ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ He did not let go of Dean, but he reached his hand out to touch Sam. ά¸ƻǳ 

two love each other, and the demons have preyed on that. ¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ Ǉƛǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŜŀŎƘ 

otherτeverything, from your father dying to them kidnapping Dean, all of it. 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ 5ŜŀƴΚ ¸ƻǳ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ {ǇŜŀǊ ƻŦ 5ŜǎǘƛƴȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ {ŀƳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ  

²ƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊŜŜ ƘŀƴŘΣ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ {ŀƳΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άL Řƻ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ {ŀƳƳȅΦ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ 5ŀƳƴΣ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪ ŦƭƛŎƪ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ  

ά5ǳŘŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ He stifled a sob. άbŜȄǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŎŀǊŦƛƴƎ ƛŎŜ ŎǊŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ 

wŜŜǎŜ ²ƛǘƘŜǊǎǇƻƻƴ ƳƻǾƛŜǎΦέ 

άIŜƭƭ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

{ŀƳ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ 5ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ  

Dean took a deep breath. He grunted with effort, and managed to unwrap his fingers from around the 

broken-off shaft of the Spear. After another minute he allowed it to fall out of his hands and onto the 

ground. Jack stepped in and kicked it out of the way, and they all held their breath, waiting to see what 

would happen. 

For a moment everything was still and silent, and then Dean made an abrupt choking sound. He fell 

ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜΦ His eyes had lost the inky blackness, 

but now they were half-lidded and unseeing. His head struck the ground as the seizure grew more 

violent, and Sam scrambled to protect him from the marble floor. 
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άIƻƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  

Sam managed to grab Dean and hold him down. Jack held on to his legs while the Doctor kneeled to 

ǇƭŀŎŜ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ skull. He closed his eyes and leaned his head down 

silently. Almost immediately Dean stopped thrashing around and lay still, breathing slowly. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚέ Donna asked. 

άL ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦ He should be awake in a few 

minutes. L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƛǊƳŀǊȅΦέ  

Without a word, Hellboy kneeled down to pick Dean up, ignoring his own broken arm, and carried him 

as if he were a baby. Sam, the Doctor, Liz, Jack, and Donna followed quickly behind. A few minutes later, 

two agents came into the room with a stretcher to take Bobby to the sickbay as well. Abe had another 

agent go and get him a pair of heavy barbecue tongs from the kitchen, and used them to pick up the 

Spear of Destiny. He walked over to a nearby wastebasket and threw it inside. 

άDŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀǘ ¢ƻƳ aŀƴƴƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƭŜǊǘŜŘ ōȅ 

the commotion, clad in his pajamas and looking very confused. Abe walked out of the room, leaving 

Manning to sort out the mess.  

.ƻōōȅΩǎ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎΣ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣ ōǊƻƪŜƴΣ ŀǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛōǎΦ He was asleep, across the room from Dean, 

after being pumped full of pain killers by a Bureau doctor. Sam knew he was damned lucky that Dean 

had not hurt either of them worse, but he did not feel angry. He only felt fear and concern for his 

brother. Sam was terrified that Dean was going to wake up and be overwhelmed with shame and 

remorse. Dean did everything big, including his emotions. Sam knew that his brother would never 

forgive himself for what he had done, for what he had put them all through.  

IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ WŀŎƪΣ ǿƘƻ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ōŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƛǊƳŀǊȅΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

going to ask me, Sam. !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΚέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 

Sam turned to look at her sympathetically. άIŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǳƴŘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 

needs to be strong. IŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ 

ŦƛƎƘǘΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘŎƻƴ ƘƛƳΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ 

ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ 5Ŝŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΚέ 

Sam swallowed. His throat was still raw. άL ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ǘƻƻΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘΗέ 5ƻƴƴŀ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƻ ƭƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘτL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǿŦǳƭΗέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ  
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The Doctor nodded sympathetically. ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ {ŀƳΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ Thanks to all of you. I thinkτL ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ I 

ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΦέ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ IŜƭƭōƻȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Doctor. ά!ƴŘ LΩǾŜ 

learned that there are no absolutes. We make our own destiny, and Dean is the only one who can 

ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƘƛǎΦέ  

The Doctor smiled. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ Ƨǳǎǘ brilliant ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ǊŜǎǘΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ {ŀƳ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ǘƻƻΣέ !ōŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ƻƴƴŀΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

Donna paused to hug Sam before she walked out the door. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΣ {ŀƳΦ But you do what you 

think is best for you and Dean. You call if you need anythingΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳΣ ǘƻƻΣ 5ƻƴƴŀΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƳƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ .ƭƻƻŘȅ ƭƛŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ She grinned 

and hugged him again.  ά.Ŝ ƎƻƻŘτboth of you. DƻŘΣ L ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘŘŀŘΦέ  

Sam laughed quietly as she walked out of the room. He turned to Hellboy and offered his hand.  

άDƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƪƛŘΣέ IŜƭƭōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻΣ ƻƪŀȅΚ The doctor left some painkillers on the 

nightstand there, if he wakes up and needs something.έ 

ά²ƛƭƭ ŘƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎΦ  

ά.ȅŜΣ {ŀƳΣέ [ƛȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ She embraced him briefly, and they walked out of the room. 

!ōŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴŀǘŜƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎŎŀƭȅ forehead. άL Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ȅƻǳǊ 

turmoil, Sam. This is a big decision, but I know you will do what is best for Dean, and for yourself. Good 

ƭǳŎƪΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ !ōŜΦ LΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜǘ ȅƻǳΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

Abe smiled and left Sam alone with the sleeping Dean, Jack, and the Doctor. Jack held out three white 

pills in his palm. ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ .ƻōōȅΣ ǘƻƻΦ Think long and hard about this, Sam. Lǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜŘΦέ  

Sam took the pills and put them in his pocket. ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ WŀŎƪΦ Believe ƳŜΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦέ  

Jack clapped him on the back and walked out of the room, apparently satisfied with his answer. 
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ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ƻŦŦΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ LΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 

likŜ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƪƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ bƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ 

to do, have a great life, Sam Winchester. Be fantastic. FantasticτI do love that word.έ  

IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ {ŀƳΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀƭone with the sleeping Bobby and 

Dean. He sat in a nearby chair and sighed, closing his eyes. He was startled a moment later, when Dean 

woke up and looked around. 

άIŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άIŜȅΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘ ōŀŎƪΦ  

άL ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ !Ƴ L ƻƪŀȅΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ 5ean. !ǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

Dean swallowed and rubbed at his temples. άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ I feel like I have a 

ƧŀŎƪƘŀƳƳŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƪǳƭƭΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ. [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΣ ƻƪŀȅΚέ  

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ IŜȅΣ {ŀƳΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ L ŜǾŜǊ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΣ 5ŜŀƴΦ IŜǊŜΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΤ ƛǘΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ  

Sam handed Dean a single white pill and a glass of water and smiled.  
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Epilogue 

{ŀƳ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ LƳǇŀƭŀΣ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ Dr. Faustus with a flashlight and waiting for Dean 

to finish up with his booty call. It was his second one this week, with yet another bimbo he had picked 

up at the local dive bar. Sam chuckled and shook his head. He might as well let Dean have his fun, he 

thought. At least it would keep his mind off the fact that he was going to Hell in a few months, even if 

only for a little while.  

Iƛǎ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ .ƻōōȅΣ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŀƛŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƭŜƎΦ άIŜȅ 

{ŀƳΦέ  

άIŜȅ .ƻōōȅΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘŎƘŀ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ  

άhƘΣ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƭŘ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƭŘΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻƻƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΚ {ŀƳΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ōǊŜŀƪ 5Ŝŀƴ ŦǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƳƻƴ ŘŜŀƭΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ 

ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƛƴ ƴƻ ōƻƻƪΦέ  

{ŀƳ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ whereΣ .ƻōōȅΚέ  

άYƛŘΣ L ǿƛǎƘ L ƪƴŜǿΦ ¸ƻǳ ōƻȅǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ǉŀck it up. L ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

Sam hung up after Bobby gave him the details. He reluctantly got out of the car and went into the house 

to get Dean, only to end up catching him in flagrante delicto. That was a part of his brother he had never 

wanted to see, and after he finally got Dean out of there and on the road, he threatened to gouge his 

ŜȅŜōŀƭƭǎ ƻǳǘΣ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘΦ  

Dean thanked him for allowing him a night of enjoyment, though he was skeptical when Sam told him it 

ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀ ǿŜŀǊȅ ǎƛƎƘΦέ  

άbƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǳƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ 

άL ŀƳ ƛƴ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘǊƻǾŜΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ .ƻōōȅ Ǝƻǘ ŦƻǊ 

ǳǎΚέ  

ά! ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ƻǊ ǎǿŀǊƳ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴΣ bŜōǊŀǎƪŀΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ƳŀƴΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ DŀǘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǿŜƛǊŘƻ ǎǘƻǊƳ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ 

ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛƎƘǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΚέ 

ά{ŜǾŜƴǘŜŜƴΦέ  
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ά{ŜǾŜƴǘŜŜƴΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŜƛǊŘ Apocalypse Now shit. LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ōǳǇƪƛǎΦ 

²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΚ LǘΩǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜ ǿŀǊΣ L ǿƛǎƘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ ƳŀƴΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ŦƻǊΦέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΦ !ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǳǎΦέ  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣ ǘƻƻΣ {ŀƳƳȅΣέ 5Ŝŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣ ǘƻƻΦέ  

The End 


