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Chapter 1: Carry on, carry on, as if nothing really matters

Being pregnant is worse than being possessed, because possession doesn’t include morning sickness.



THEN:

[May 2013 - Men of Letters Bunker - Outside with no keys]

I stood in front of the door to the Winchesters’ secret bunker. One of the select few who knew the location, I was also privy to the location of the lock that would allow me access. The boys had given it to me in case I ran into trouble and needed a place to lie low. Well, the time came and I needed to hide out for a while. There was a particular demon on my tail and disappearing into the bunker for a few days would throw him off the scent. The various sigils and marks of protection would ensure I couldn’t be tracked and it would keep any prying spooks out.

The tumbler on the door was old and rusted shut, but it was just for show. The actual locking mechanism was behind a curtain of ivy on the wall next to the door, and you had to use lock picks to get it to move at all. I pulled my kit out and applied the tension bar to the bottom of the keyway. Dean taught me to pick from the top of the keyway but I found the bottom easier, especially since the lock here was higher than the standard doorknob. Inserting my pick, I felt for the pins one by one, four in all. The first pin was a decoy, deceptively easy to catch at first but the other pins wouldn’t fall into place if the first one was already set. The second pin was easy to overset, so save that one for second to last. Pins three and four were less tricky, likely because they were towards the back. I pushed the tension bar with my thumb and gently eased my pick up on the third pin. It set without any trouble. Next the fourth pin, also set without any trouble. This was too easy, the boys had better hope nobody snooping around is halfway decent with a set of lock picks or they’ll be raided by the next roving band of teenagers.

I approached the second pin with caution, pushing it upwards even more slowly than I had the third and fourth. It appeared to set and I let go of the breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. Last but not least, the first pin, and being the last pin to set there was a bit of extra tension on it. I had to apply more pressure than I would have preferred to get it to move at all, but I was rewarded with the telltale click of the keyway turning under the pressure of my tension bar.

As the door swung open, I stuffed my picks in the pocket of my jeans and grabbed my bag. Closing the door behind me, I slipped inside. I heard voices coming from the library, where they spent most of their time researching cases and lore, it sounded like the boys were home. Not that it mattered, they told me I could crash in the bunker whether they were here or not. I made my way down the hall until I found a small bedroom that looked unoccupied and threw my stuff on the bed before heading into the library myself.

“Hello boys,” I said in the doorway. They both looked up.

“Kate! Glad to see you,” said Sam, smiling.

“Yeah, come have a beer,” Dean put a bottle to his lips and took a swig.

I looked at my watch. “It’s…nine in the morning.”

“So? That hasn’t stopped you before.”

God, I hate that Dean knew about my old habits. We’d gotten drunk together one too many times for me to be embarrassed, it was well past that into utter humiliation. I pulled up a chair at the end of the table so I could face both of the boys.

“What are you up to in our neck of the woods?” Sam asked.

“Some demon won’t stop hounding me, I can’t seem to shake him loose so I thought I could hide out here for a few days.”

“Oh yeah, Sammy just restocked the kitchen and I filled up the beer fridge.”

Sam and I both looked over at Dean.

“I expected that look from Sam, Kate, but from you?” he said, feigning like he took a shot to the heart. “That just hits me right here.”

“Stop being so dramatic,” I said, “It’s not a good look for you.”

“Then what is a good look for me?” Dean took another swig from his beer bottle.

“Three piece suit, Windsor knot in the tie, and whiskey on the rocks.” I said.

Dean grinned behind his bottle then put it on the table in front of him. “Well, I can do one of those and it’s not the monkey suit.”

“Dean, we agreed: no hard liquor before lunch,” said Sam as Dean was about to get out of his chair.

“I know.” Dean looked offended. “I was going to offer our guest some coffee.”

Yes, please.

“I would love some coffee.” I said. “Is it back in the kitchen? I can grab it myself.”

“I need to make a fresh pot. But you can come with me.”

Once inside the kitchen, Dean closed the door and stood with his back to it, facing me. I was standing next to one of the prep tables. The bunker at one point had housed more than a dozen hunters and the original architects had included a commercial kitchen. This was probably my favorite part of the bunker, my first legit job was as a server in a restaurant and I just never got the romanticism of the kitchen out of my system. Dean looked at me with his sharp green eyes and a slow smile spread across his face.

“Are you really here because of a demon?” He asked, walking slowly over to me.

“Yes, though I admit,” I added. “The thought of seeing you again definitely influenced my decision to lay low here instead of a seedy motel.”

He was close enough to touch now, but I resisted, trying to keep my body language cool and composed. I didn’t want him to know what I was really feeling, which was actual feelings towards him. Hunters didn’t have love lives, especially not with other hunters. That was a recipe for disaster.

“I can’t say much for the room service here,” Dean said. “But the staff is very, very…”

He moved closer, I could feel the heat coming off his skin, it electrified the air between us and gave me goosebumps.

“Accommodating,” he finished.

I licked my lips and drew a breath, for the second time in less than an hour I’d forgotten to breathe. If I kept this up, the demon wouldn’t need to kill me, I’ll forget to breathe on my own. Dean slid a hand behind my head to the nape of my neck and I let out an inadvertent sigh as I melted into his touch. He pulled me towards him but he didn’t need to do it very hard, I could have been knocked over with a feather.



Twisted sheets. Lopsided pillows. Legs, arms, and heat. I smiled, basking in the comfort of my bed and Dean’s arms. He dozed lightly with me snuggled up next to him, listening to the rhythmic beat of his heart and breath. I playfully traced a finger along his stomach and the hem of the wrinkled undershirt he’d neglected to take off. Once we’d gotten into my room, he was almost in a frenzy, nearly ripping my clothes from my body and barely remembering his own.

As I teased the hem of his shirt higher, his hand caught mine in a tight grip that didn’t loosen until I squeaked.

“Ow!”

“Sorry,” he said and pulled my hand to his face, brushing my knuckles with his lips.

I smirked and gave his cheek a light tap.

“Jerk.”

After another few moments of sweet, blissful quiet, I propped my head up on my hand and asked a question that had been knocking around in my head for a while.

“Dean?”

“Hmm?”

“Why do we always use my room?”

He opened his eyes and held my gaze.

“Haven’t we used mine?”

I shook my head.

“Nope. I don’t even remember seeing your room.”

“Must have been one of my other girlfriends then,” he closed his eyes, then opened one to peek out and see if I would take the bait.

Two could play that game.

I leaned in and let out a long slow breath on his neck, I could feel the fine hairs start standing up, and slowly trailed small kisses from his collar bone up to his ear. I heard his breath catch. Good.

“I bet if I called your other girlfriends, they’d tell me you use their rooms too.”

I had slipped my hand beneath his undershirt and started trailing up from his stomach when he opened his eyes again.

“The truth is, Kate, I never had a room. Not, my own room where I could keep my stuff and nobody would touch it.”

Of course, John never stayed long in the same place. Most hunters didn’t. They couldn’t, it was too dangerous.

“It’s not that I don’t want you or anybody else in there,” Dean continued, “but, I don’t know, it feels like standing in front of a crowd but I’m the one in their underwear.”

I smiled.

“I get it.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, it’s the first time you’ve ever had a truly private space and letting anybody just traipse through there would cheapen it.”

He gave me a squeeze.

“You’re pretty great, Kate.”

“I know.”

I fell asleep to the sound of his laugh ringing in my ears.

I woke up the next morning alone. There was a note with Dean’s trademark scrawling across it on the side table next to a cup of still-steaming coffee.

Gone hunting, back in a few days.

-D

At least I got a little bit of private time with him before he left. Last night would have to last me for a little while, there was no telling if I’d still be here by the time the boys got back.




Chapter 2: Bad Moon Rising

[August 2013 - 4 Months Pregnant - Cheap Motel Room - No Magic FingersTM, sorry Dean]

My period had been late before, I was sure this time wouldn’t be any different. The stress of being pursued by a demon was more than enough to delay my period like it had before. The tender breasts were new though. As was the nausea and weird cramps. I’d get cramps with my period but these were different, lower, and my abdomen felt almost…heavy? It had been four months since my last period and even stalked-by-a-demon stress wouldn’t delay it that long. I bought the cheapest test available at the pharmacy, which wasn’t actually all that cheap, and went back to my motel to use it. This was a weird time for penis envy to show up but it did, I think it would have been easier to pee on the stick if I had a dick to manually aim. I managed to soak it for three Mississippis like the instructions said. Now, just for the laying flat step and the waiting five minutes step.

There’s no way I could be pregnant. Dean was always so good about protection and there hadn’t been anybody else since my last trip to the bunker. I wasn’t on the pill or anything, since I couldn’t get to a doctor regularly enough for a prescription every three months, but maybe it was time to see about having the old tubes tied. Kids and this life do not go together under the best circumstances. I couldn’t even bring myself to think of the worst circumstances. I watched the line of moisture soak its way across the test window. The control line came into view quickly, saturated with a red pigment. Why couldn’t it be a fun color like orange or purple? It’s always blue or red in the commercials.

Nothing yet for the test line, but it’s only been two minutes. I should wait the full five just to be sure.

Three minutes. There it was, a second saturated red line. I’m pregnant.

“Shit!” I screamed aloud.

My motel neighbor bangs on the shared wall.

“Keep it down in there!”

He doesn’t sound happy either.

God, what the hell am I supposed to do now? Fat chance of getting an abortion in this political climate. Anywhere remotely close is going to be booked solid and even clinics further away will be taking in patients from neighboring states that banned it. Maybe I can get the abortion pill through the mail, but I’ll need to be someplace long enough and stable enough to actually get mail. Then there’s Dean.

What the hell am I supposed to tell him? “Hey, uh, I know you have daddy issues but guess what, here’s your chance to screw up another generation”? No way. After the situation with Lisa and Ben, he swore off any chance of having a family of his own. That was a late-night binge-drinking revelation, he wouldn’t have mentioned it at all sober. I switched to water before I was too drunk to forget and he let it slip. He’d been happy, yes, but there was a constant fear of something finding him and hurting them. He couldn’t truly settle into family life.

I pulled the covers down and got into bed. Curling up in a ball with a pillow hugged to my chest. This is bullshit, I shouldn’t have to bear this burden alone. There were two of us there that night, I shouldn’t have to be the only one doing all of the mental and emotional heavy lifting. Tears stung my eyes but refused to fall.

I guess I’m going back to the bunker.



Everything was quiet when I crept into the bunker. I noticed Baby, Dean’s ‘67 Impala, in the garage after I threw my stuff into “my” room, which meant the boys were close by. Suddenly there was a crash that sounded like it came from the basement. Nothing good ever happened in the basement. That was where all the hardcore demon, angel, and leviathan hunting gear was. Not to mention the cell.

Taking a deep breath, I forced my legs to carry me down to the basement to investigate. If it wasn’t the boys, someone or something was in the bunker and needed to be dealt with. Once on the stairway going down, I heard muffled voices that definitely sounded like Sam and Dean arguing. At least I wouldn’t have to deal with an intruder. The sound of my footsteps must have reached them because Sam called out, “Who’s there?”

He sounded exhausted.

“It’s me.” I answered, coming around the curve of the stairs into view.

Only Sam was visible. Where was Dean? I’d heard his voice.

“Now’s not really a good time Kate,” he said, running his hand through his hair.

As if that had ever worked to get rid of me before. I walked over to where Sam was standing outside the cell, peered in, and gasped when I saw Dean tied to a chair in the middle of a devil’s trap. His eyes were all black, the telltale sign of possession.

“Shit, Sam,” I cried in disbelief, “How long has he been possessed?”

“I don’t know.”

“Months,” came the raspy, metallic voice of the demon. “So good to see you again Kate!”

Sam and I turned to look in the cell at the same time. The demon started laughing viciously.

“I thought you guys–” I started to ask about their tattoos which were supposed to prevent demonic possession.

“We did,” Sam sighed. “But apparently, Dean’s was damaged and one decided to sneak in.”

“I had you all fooled for so long,” more rasping laughter, “and it looks like I left you a little present Kate.”

Sam’s hands tightened into fists.

“The bastard won’t tell me when he first took over Dean’s body. I don’t even know if Dean is awake in there, if he’s aware of anything that’s going on. Kate? Kate!”

I ran back down the hall, the bile rising in my throat, hot and bitter. I barely made it to the nearest bathroom before I puked my guts out. I only hoped that Demon Dean couldn’t hear me, I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. I heard Sam’s voice but it was coming from really far away. My vision was tunneling and I was quickly swallowed by the darkness.

Throbbing on the side of my head was the first thing I noticed when I came to, followed immediately by a sharp stab of pain in the same area. Something cold and wet was lying next to me. I opened my eyes and realized I was in my bed, in my room. The wet thing next to me was a bag of partially melted ice and its sweat had left a large, dark puddle on the pillow. Gingerly, I felt the side of my head that was throbbing, sure enough there was a big goose egg of a knot there. I must have fainted and hit my head on the way down, but why—shit.

Me pregnant and Dean possessed for an unknown length of time.

Could he have been possessed that night or was the demon lying?

I need to find out, this was one situation that won’t get better with a “wait and see” approach.

I found Sam in the library alternating between several books of ancient lore and his laptop. He looked up when he heard me.

“Oh I thought you might be Dean. How’s your head?” He asked.

“I’ve had better days.” I said, sitting down across from him. “You thought I might be Dean, did you exorcise the demon?”

“Yeah, I got the son of a bitch with an old Muslim exorcism.”

“I didn’t know the Muslims had exorcisms.”

“Yeah, it’s part of a practice called Ruqya, the one that worked on Dean was called al-ruqya al-sharʿiyya.”

“Since when can you speak Arabic?”

Sam avoided my eyes at this question. I had a realization.

“You used Google Translate didn’t you?”

He nodded sheepishly. I leaned back into my chair, crossing my arms over my chest and staring off into space to contemplate. Sam went back to pouring over the tomes.

“Sam,” I said finally, breaking the silence I’m sure he was enjoying before I woke up. “What would happen if,”

God, how do I even say this?

“If what?” He asked when I didn’t finish my question.

Biting my lip, I looked up at him and took a deep breath. “If someone possessed by a demon…fathered a child?”

Sam’s expression dropped and his eyes widened. “Are you?”

Swallowing, I nodded. “I am, unfortunately. I’m pregnant and…it’s Dean’s.”

Sam stood up and began to pace.

“Will you say something?” I asked.

“It won’t be a nephilim, he wasn’t possessed by an angel, but Cambion doesn’t make sense either, not after Nebraska.”

“That’s reassuring, thanks.” I said sarcastically.

Sam looked at me and sat back down. “Sorry, I—it’s a lot to process.”

“How do you think I feel? I came here after I found out because I’m not going to handle this alone.”

“You mean, you want to keep it?” He asked.

I shook my head. “No. Maybe. I don’t know, but I meant I don’t want to go through any of this,” I gestured between the two of us and around the room. “By myself. First, we need to figure out when exactly that demon ‘snuck in’ to Dean.”

It was Sam’s turn to take a deep breath. “Right, when was, uh, when did you two…”

“The last time I was here, a few months ago.”

“Ok, that’s something. And he seemed normal to you?”

I shrugged. “I didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary but I also don’t make a habit of dousing my partners with holy water beforehand either.”

Sam made a noise that sounded like it was part chuckle and part snort.

“I didn’t use to do it either until it bit me in the ass.”

I rolled my eyes. It’s not that I’m not interested in hearing about Sam’s run in with a demon in the bedroom, but I really wanted to get my own situation sorted first before I hear about anyone else’s.

“Is Dean sleeping?” I asked, bringing the topic back around to the matter at hand.

“Yeah, at least I think so. After the demon was exorcised, Dean passed out too. I had a hell of a time getting you both into your beds.”

“Thanks for that, by the way.” I said, blushing.

“Come on, I wasn’t going to leave you there. And now that I know you’re…you’re…”

“Pregnant. Don’t worry Sam, you can’t catch it by talking about it.”




Chapter 3: Dazed and Confused

[August 2013 - 4 Months Pregnant - Bunker Library - Learning and lurking]

I checked in on Dean a couple hours later, still passed out–and snoring–halfway off his bed. He seemed none the worse for wear other than the exhaustion. I decided to leave him a bottle of aspirin and a beer on his nightstand–repayment for the mug of coffee he left me.

Sam had pulled a whole different set of books from the library shelves while I was setting up Dean’s wake-up present. Some of these books had grotesque pictures of demons popping out of women’s chests or pregnant women being tortured by townspeople.

“This isn’t going to make me anxious at all,” I said, more sarcastically than I really meant.

Sam grimaced. “Sorry, I thought the sooner we know what we’re dealing with, the better.”

“Yeah but couldn’t you have started with something more traditional? Like ‘What to Expect When You’re Expecting a Demon’?”

He smiled, “You know, I looked for that one but the bunker library didn’t have a single copy.”

I toyed with the edges of a book and flipped aimlessly through the pages, my eyes refusing to focus on them.

“How are you feeling?” Sam asked after a moment.

“I feel mostly normal, just random bouts of nausea that always come at the least convenient times.”

He perked up at this and reached into his pocket.

“Here,” he handed me a few hard candies, “I found a whole jar in the kitchen, they’re ginger, which helps with the queasiness.”

I cocked my head, took the candies, and popped one in my mouth. It had a strong ginger flavor but was not unpleasant. My stomach did seem more at ease than it had been these last few weeks.

“How did you know that? Did you read it in one of these books?” I asked.

He shook his head and avoided my eyes.

“No, I, uh, read it somewhere else.”

“Sam…”

“It was an Internet forum for pregnant women. I asked what was good for nausea, they said ginger, and I remembered seeing those in the kitchen.”

“You asked? As in, you created an account in order to post on the forum rather than looking to see if anybody else had already asked?”

Sam’s blush deepened and he held one of the larger books up to cover his face.

“It says here that angels and humans can have offspring, but we don’t know the implications—“

I reached over and pulled the book down so I could see his face.

“Sam, that is the sweetest, nicest thing anyone has done for me in a long time,” I kissed him on the cheek, “Thank you.”

“I think I might still be possessed,” said a familiar voice from the hall.

Dean strode into view, still in his jeans and undershirt.

“Because I swear I just heard you say that Sam is sweet and nice.”

Sam laughed and I ran over to Dean, throwing my arms around his neck. He hugged me back, his arms low around my hips.

“I’m so glad you’re ok,” I whispered in his ear.

“Me too.” He whispered back. Clearing his throat, he said to both me and Sam, “How long was I out for?”

“Out as in asleep or out as in possessed?” Sam asked.

“Yes.”

Dean pulled out a chair and sat down at the table, pulling the beer I’d left for him out of his pocket and cracking it open.

“Well, you’ve been asleep for like twelve hours,” I said, “Give or take thirty minutes.”

“I was hoping you could help with the possession timeline,” Sam said, “What’s the last thing you remember?”

“I have flashes of being possessed, but the bastard had me blocked out for most of it. I think it happened right after the striga, in Atlanta.”

Both my eyes and Sam’s widened, that was farther back than either of us had thought.

“Dean, that was five months ago.” Sam said.

“Shit, what’d I miss? Anything good?” Dean asked, taking a long draw on his beer. “Did he kill anybody while he was using me like a meat suit?”

“Not exactly,” I started.

Dean caught the hesitation in my voice and put his beer down.

“What is it, Kate? What happened while I was out?”

Sam shot a glance over to me.

“Rip it off like a band-aid.” I said under my breath and bit my lip.

I kept my eyes in my lap, unable to bring myself to say it.

He deserved a few more seconds of peace before I turned his world upside down.

Dean looked at me, his head cocked to one side, thoughtfully. He got up from his chair, which had been on the other side of the table, and sat down next to me. He took my hands in his, the warmth of his skin against mine sent shivers down my spine. All these years and he still managed to give me goosebumps.

“Hey, whatever it is, we can figure it out.” He said gently.

“I was here three months ago.”

“While I was possessed?”

I nodded, “But I didn’t know it then, and neither did Sam. You were acting normal, nothing seemed off.”

“Sorry I missed seeing you,” Dean smirked, trying to ease the tension.

“That’s the thing,” I said, “You didn’t miss me, at least, your body didn’t.”

“Did that son of a bitch lay a hand—my hand—on you?” His voice rose as he started to get to his feet. I put my hands on his arms and stopped him.

“No, nothing like that. Dean,”

I took a deep breath and reached into the pocket of my jeans, pulled out the pregnancy test, and put it on the table in front of Dean.

“Is that…?” He asked, picking it up and looking at the window.

The two red lines. Two little lines that changed everything in three minutes. His forehead wrinkled.

“You’re pregnant? Who–who’s the father?”

Dean looked up at me and I might be mistaken but I thought I detected pain in his tone and his eyes. I swallowed a lump that had been forming in my throat.

“You. At least, biologically, you.” I said.

“That asshole used me…for sex?”

Sam shrugged.

“We don’t know what his intentions were,” He looked at me. “But, based on the timeline, the last time Kate was here, you were possessed.”

“And we…?”

Dean looked at me and pointed his finger back and forth between us.

I nodded.

He grinned for a split second only to drop it again just as fast and stand abruptly, starting to pace the room. He fidgeted while he paced, he rubbed his chin and ran his hand through his hair. His eyes looked unfocused like they were seeing past this room and into someplace else.

“You’re not going to keep it are you?” He asked. “A nephilim would kill you, but that wasn’t an angel so we shouldn’t have to worry about that. Who was that kid in Nebraska we ran into? The one Cas tried to–”

Dean sliced his thumb across his throat.

“I had the same thought.” Sam said. “Jesse, the Cambion. I need to dig up our notes, his mom was possessed I think though, there was no father.”

“Either way, I don’t know what to do, Dean,” I said, tears welling up in my eyes. “I’ve faced down strigas, werewolves, vampires, and every other kind of nasty monster but I’ve never been this scared in my life.”

Seeing my tears flipped some kind of switch in Dean and he was immediately back to his normal demeanor. He pulled the chair next to me even closer and sat down before pulling me in for a hug. I felt safe with his arms wrapped around me, and even his small strokes on my back were soothing. The sobs came freely now that the dam was broken.

“Hey, it’s ok, shh,” He said quietly as he rubbed my back.

I could feel his breath on my neck, its warmth was comforting.

“We’ll figure it out, ok? We’ve been in worse scrapes than this.”

“We don’t have much time to figure it out Dean, not if the plan is to get an abortion. That’s a small window that’s already closing fast.”

“Well you just found out right, and you were here a couple months ago so that’s not so far along—”

I shook my head.

“No, the count starts from the beginning of my last period. Technically, I was sixteen weeks pregnant yesterday.”

He blinked.

“But you weren’t even pregnant before your period. They had to have taken that into consideration when they put these bans into place.”

I laughed, too hard.

“Oh Dean, that’s more naive than Cas. You think the dusty old farts in congress have either a basic concept of how women’s bodies work or a desire to learn beyond their 1950’s education?”

“Yeah that’s a good point.”

We were both quiet for a few minutes. I was lost in thought, I don’t know what was on Dean’s mind but at least his facial expressions made me think he was equally concerned. The more I thought, however, the more anxious I became. Sam left to go make breakfast and I absentmindedly flipped through one of the books he’d left on the table, but it was about Nordic myths and legends. Dean was looking through an ancient-looking version of the King James Bible which was even more impossible to read than recent versions.




Chapter 4: Under Pressure

[August 2013 - 4 Months Pregnant - Bunker Library, still - Old vases make good barf buckets]

I closed Sam’s book with a slam that was a bit harder than I’d meant to and Dean looked over at me.

“I can’t do this!” I cried, thoroughly frustrated. “Nothing in here talks about demon-fathered babies. There’s no ‘Cambion Parents’ support group. I’m alone in this.”

“You don’t have to do it alone,” Dean said, “Sam and I are here and we’re not going anywhere.”

“For now,” I sniped back, unable to control my tone any longer apparently.

“What about when some banshee starts killing off high school kids? Or another harvest god wants their annual offering? Are you guys just going to quit hunting and help me raise a kid who may or may not grow up with demonic powers?”

I was being unreasonable and I knew it, but for some reason I couldn’t stop myself from saying the anxious part out loud. I wiped away the tears with the back of my hand.

“I’m sorry,” I said, sniffling, “I just, I didn’t know where else to go.”

“You don’t have to apologize to me, ever,” Dean smiled and wiped the last tear from my cheek with his thumb, “We’ll dig through the archives and figure out what we’re dealing with. Hopefully, it’s nothing at all.”

“Nothing? Are you prepared to raise a baby? Because I’m definitely not. The best case scenario is that we wind up with another mouth to feed, a tiny, vulnerable one. The worst case scenario…”

I let my voice trail off. I didn’t want to think about the worst case.

“Let’s cross that bridge when we come to it, maybe Cas will have some info on this.”

Suddenly the smell of bacon wafted into the room. Out of nowhere, my stomach flipped over inside me, and I grabbed the container closest to me and puked. This vase was probably a hundred years old, at least, and now it was my barf bucket. Sam walked in carrying a plate piled high with eggs and bacon. I retched in the vase again as Dean stood and shoved Sam out of the room.

“The smell, Sam, don’t bring that back in here!” he cried.

I started crying again, hugging the large vase to my chest and resting my forehead on the lip of it. Dean came back and pulled a bandana out of his pocket, handing it to me as he stood next to my chair. I took it and wiped my mouth.

“I can’t do this, Dean,” I sobbed, “Give me ghosts or demons, hell give me leviathans, anything that I can fight. I can’t do this.”

“I’m not gonna lie and say this will be easy,” he said, rubbing my back again, “But I’ll be right here with you, and so will Sam.”

“You gonna handle this morning sickness for me then?” I asked, more sarcastically than I truly meant. Dean took it in stride.

“I swear that if I could, I would take it for you. Come on, let’s get back to these books and see what we can find.”

“But the vase…” I released it from my chest and looked down. That was a mistake. I squeezed my eyes shut and turned my head away before the smell hit my nose. I felt the weight lift out of my hands as Dean took it.

“Don’t worry about the vase,” he said, “See if you can find anything in the books.”

I dutifully opened the book closest to me and flipped through the pages. This one seemed to be about South American folklore, a lot of the names looked Portuguese. Since I can’t speak Portuguese, I closed it and chose another from the stack. This one was printed in English, but the dialect was old, and the spelling was inconsistent. It reminded me of reading Chaucer in high school.

“Sorry, Kate,” Sam came back in, empty-handed this time, “I didn’t realize.”

“That’s ok, neither did I,” I said. “It just came over me.”

“Any luck?”

“Not so far, I wish we could just use Google, but I already tried that before I got here.”

Dean reappeared, the vase looked shiny and slick in his hands. He put it back on the pedestal I had pulled it from and sat at the table across from me and Sam. I closed the English book and pushed it away from me.

“What about Cas?” I asked. “He’s got healing powers, maybe he can just–”

I waved my hands over my stomach “--this whole situation away.”

Sam and Dean looked at each other, a whole conversation passing silently between them. Dean cleared his throat.

“I tried calling Cas,” he said, “No answer.”

“And even if he did answer,” Sam continued, “there’s a very real chance you could wind up collateral damage if he finds out it’s a possible Cambion.”

I sighed. So much for that idea.

“There is one other option,” I said slowly, “Going out of state.”

Both boys looked up at me and I could tell from the look in their eyes, they had been thinking the same thing.

“Unless, the demon will be expecting that,” Sam said. “It gave Dean up way too easy, a Google translated exorcism shouldn’t have worked on the first try. What did it say to you, Kate? Before you went upstairs?”

I rubbed my eyes. My memory of the interaction was still a little fuzzy from passing out.

“‘It looks like I left you a little present, Kate.’”

The boys looked at each other.

“The bastard knew what he was doing,” Dean growled.

“Or he could sense something about her,” Sam suggested.

“I could change my appearance and use a fake name.”

“Or they find you and keep you god-knows-where until…”

Dean didn’t finish that thought when he saw my eyes widen.

“Isn’t there a pill option? That you can get in the mail?” Sam asked.

I shook my head. “I’m too far along for it or I would have tried that.”

Dean looked hurt, he tried to hide it but I saw his face before he turned away.

I sighed, again, “I would have told you, Dean, at some point.”

“I know,” he said, “In another time, I would’ve been really happy to have a baby with you.”

That line nearly broke me. Fourteen words that so succinctly summed up a hunter’s life.

“We should call Jody,” Sam said, and both Dean and I looked at him.

“Jody Mills?”

“Yeah, I mean, she’s a hunter and a sheriff–”

“And she’s a woman.” I finished.

Sam shrugged, “Well, yeah. If anything, she’ll probably know options.”

“I don’t like it,” said Dean, “If more people know that increases the risk of word getting out in the pit of a freaky new Cambion.”

I saw the worry in his eyes and squeezed his hand.

“Anything we do has risk,” I said, “calling Jody is on the lower end.”

Dean nodded and Sam got up to leave the room with his phone. Running a hand through his hair, Dean stood and paced. His energy frantic. It was calming for me, in a weird way, I’d be the one pacing right now if I was doing this alone. Outsourcing some of the anxiety legitimately helped.

“Dean, Jody will have ideas,” I tried calm his mind.

He kept pacing. It was his turn to freak out. As long as it was only one of us freaking out at a time, we might be able to manage this.

“You can’t know that. If Professor Google over there couldn’t find anything, what is Jody going to know? I need to go for a drive.”

Before he could head for the door, I stood up and grabbed his wrist. His muscles were tight, he was very much on-edge.

“Something else is bothering you,” I said, “What is it?”

Dean took a breath then hung his head and turned back to me. The tension in his forearm melted and he let it go slack.

“Nothing, I’m just worried about the risk.”

“We could find someone…unofficial to terminate the pregnancy–”

“No.”

“What?” I stared at him. “You just said–”

“I mean, I won’t let you do some back alley procedure either. Those are risky even under good circumstances, who knows what it would be like with this?”

I backed up into my chair, pulling him by the wrist down into his own.

“Worrying about the future just makes the present miserable. Let’s focus on what we can do right now. How do you eat an elephant?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Med-rare with A1?”

I playfully punched his arm.

“No, one bite at a time. There’s a thousand books here, one of them has to have some information we can use, and if not, Sam will get ideas from Jody.”

“It’s gonna be a minute before we get that,” Sam said, appearing in the doorway. “I didn’t want to say anything over the phone so I asked her to come here. She’s a couple days out.”

“But she’s coming?” Dean asked.

Sam nodded, “Yeah, she’s coming.”

He relaxed at that and looked at me.

“One bite at a time?”

“One bite at a time.”



Several days later, we were all at the table, surrounded by even more books from the Men of Letters library, when Jody arrived. The boys got up to hug her, I didn’t know her as well, we’d only run into each other in passing. I knew her reputation, obviously, and the boys vouching for her was more than enough.

“Kate, right?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Come here,” she opened her arms and I leaned in for a hug, “It’s good to have another woman in the room.”

She stiffened and pulled away from me, looking towards the table. It wasn’t the books that caught her gaze, it was my plate of stale crackers and can of ginger ale. Jody looked from the plate to me. An unspoken question written across her face. I nodded.

“You better sit down,” I said.

After Jody was settled at the table, with a cold soda courtesy of Sam, the mood was grim.

“I take it you didn’t bring me here just to say you’re pregnant,” she said, “There’s something else, something from our line of work.”

Dean gave a half smile and scratched his chin.

“Right as always, Jody. It’s mine and,” he looked at me, “I was possessed when it happened.”

Jody sat still for a long moment, the information processing.

“How–”

Dean pulled the neck of his shirt down to reveal the damaged tattoo.

“Ah. So, what do you want to do?”

“Open to ideas,” I said, “I’m too far gone for the pill.”

Jody pulled out her phone.

“No signal. Sam, what’s the Wi-Fi password?”

Sam’s face flushed.

“Sam?”

“It’s ‘dean winchester cries his way through sex’, all lowercase, no spaces.”

Jody squinted at him in disapproval, but I noticed she typed it in anyway.

“How many weeks are you Kate?” she asked, keeping her eyes on her phone as she scrolled.

“Sixteen, yesterday.”

“Yeah, definitely too late for the pills. I’m looking at out-of-state options since you’re into your second trimester.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes, each of us working our own little piece. Sam was buried in books on demons, Dean was anxiously over-cleaning one of his guns, and I was trying very hard not to puke. After a little while of copying things down off her phone, Jody tore off a piece of paper with some phone numbers.

“Here, these are some of the clinics in a four-hundred-mile radius. You call half and I’ll call the other half, we need to see what their waitlists look like.”

Right. Only a few clinics nationwide took patients after twelve weeks, of course there would be waiting lists.

“Hi, I’m calling about my daughter,” I heard Jody say as she walked away, “she’s sixteen weeks, about how long until we can get an appointment?”

Dean’s hands stopped moving when he heard the word “daughter” and he shot me a smile. Jody was good people.

The clinics on my list turned out to be a bust, none of them actually took second trimester patients. As Jody worked through her list in the other room, I tried to focus on research but Dean was making it difficult. He’d moved on from anxiously cleaning his gun to anxiously attempting to anticipate my every need. This included not letting me carry anything. If I stood up to replace a book on the shelf, he was there taking it from my hands to put it back. If I shifted my weight in my chair, he’d bring over a cushion and fluff it before sticking it behind me. The final straw was when he insisted on holding a cup for me while I attempted to take a sip.

“Dean stop!” I slammed down the book I’d been reading on the table.

He looked at me like I’d just kicked his puppy.

“I’m sorry for yelling,” I said, pinching the bridge of my nose and taking a deep breath. “I am frustrated because I feel inadequate and incompetent when you take things from me or do things for me without asking if that’s what I need.”

“I’m just trying to—“

“I know you’re trying, I need you to just ask me before you try. You trust me to have your six when we’re on a hunt, can you trust me on what I can or can’t do?”

His face softened. I knew comparing it to a hunt would help. That’s all these boys know from how John raised them. Unlearning his traumatized Boomer coping mechanisms would be a long road for both of them.

“Yeah,” Dean slid his arms around my waist, “I trust you on both counts.”




Chapter 5: Should I Stay or Should I Go

[August 2013 - 4 Months Pregnant - Library and Garage - Sitting in Baby talking about babies]

“This sucks!” I said, throwing myself down in a chair. “Everywhere remotely driving distance is booked until I’m too far along.”

“We can try farther out and look at flights,” Jody suggested.

“No,” Dean put the gun down, “That demon knows your face, which means all the other demons know your face. Getting on a tin can 30,000 feet in the air would make you a sitting duck.”

Dean’s voice cracked as he finished speaking. I knew him well enough to know there was more to this objection than his fear of flying. My anxiety paused watching his flare up. I guess we both had similar instincts towards each other. It was his turn to freak out now, fair play.

“Hey,” I stood up and put my hand on his shoulder, “Let’s take a walk.”

He looked at Sam and Jody, who nodded, before getting to his feet. We walked out of the library and headed for the garage. Being near the Impala would put him at ease. There was a tense silence, broken only by the echoes of our footsteps against the cold stone walls.

“This isn’t just about flying,” I said once the others were out of earshot, “What’s going on?”

“Nothing, I meant what I said.”

He shoved his hands in his pockets and kept his eyes on the floor. More echoes of footsteps. When we reached the garage, I asked the question that had been gnawing at me.

“Dean, did you want me to try and keep it? Is this some sort of alpha male, ‘gotta protect my legacy’ thing?”

“What? No!” He stopped and looked over at the Impala.

“Then what? It’s too late for the pill, you don’t want me flying out of state, you don’t want me to have it done in a back alley, and we can’t call Cas. It sure seems like you’ve eliminated most of the options I have right now.”

Dean still wouldn’t look me in the eye. He looked everywhere else except at me. I had one last card to play, luckily it was an Ace. I pulled him over to the Impala and opened the passenger side door, slipping into the front seat.

“Get in,” I ordered.

Reluctantly, he climbed into the driver’s seat and closed the door behind him. The Impala was the one place he felt safe enough to let his guard down. She was as good as armor or a ghost-proof room for letting emotional guards down. I sat in silence and waited. It was Dean’s turn to do the work.

“The truth is,” he said, finally, “I do want you to keep it but not for the reason you think.”

I reached out and took his hand in mine as he let out a long breath.

“It’s just that…I can’t risk losing you, Kate.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat and ignore the stinging tears that started to well up.

“I–I didn’t realize,” I said.

“I’ve lost too many women in my life already, I’m not going to lose you too. At least, in here, I can keep you safe in a way that’s not possible out there. The bunker’s the safest place in the world.”

He pointed in the general direction of the outside world.

“Dean, pregnancy isn’t inherently safe, especially without adequate medical care. Plus, we don’t know what this pregnancy is going to do to me, or what a birth would even look like,” I shifted closer to him on the bench seat, “Hell, Christian lore says demons are fallen angels, there’s a good chance I get a bunch of weird symptoms my body can’t handle.”

“No, I can’t accept that. So far you’ve been pretty normal and your morning sickness should ease soon.”

I looked into his eyes, his brow creased with worry and lack of sleep.

“How do you know that?” I asked.

“I might have read a few things while you were asleep.”

“You…read? That’s usually Sam’s job.”

“Yeah well, he was eyeball deep in demon lore so I pulled up some baby lore.”

I laughed, genuinely, for the first time in several days. Baby lore. Classic. He smiled too.

“What do you want to do, Kate?”

I sighed and pulled away, looking out the window at the rest of the garage.

“It would be a lie to say I never wanted kids, but this isn’t exactly the picket fence scenario I pictured.”

“Nobody knows better than me and Sam that this life ain’t for kids,” he rubbed the back of his neck, then snaked his fingers through mine, “I will support you 100% through whatever you want to do.”

I looked into those sweet green eyes. I knew he wanted to mean that.

“I meant what I said earlier too, Dean, about hunting.”

Dean blinked and cocked his head. I took a deep breath, contemplating the right way to phrase what I needed him to hear.

“I’m not a damsel who needs saving, am I?”

He smiled, “Nah, you’ve probably saved my ass more times than I’ve saved yours.”

“Exactly. When we’re on a hunt, we’re a team, we’re equal partners, yeah?”

“Kate, what are you getting at?”

“No,” I sniffled, “I’m saying that I don’t want to stop hunting if we keep this baby. Equal partners in hunting and parenting.”

He looked at me intently.

“I don’t know how,” he admitted after a long moment, “but I’m willing to try.”

I leaned my head against his shoulder and we sat in silence for a few minutes before I turned to look into the back seat.

“What are you looking at?”

“Trying to see if a car seat would even fit back there.”

“So, we’re doing this?” He asked.

Tears spilled down my cheeks.

“Yeah, I think we’re doing this.”

Dean pulled me into a hug, it was long and deep. The kind of hug that made the rest of the world melt away and problems seem manageable.

We came back into the great room holding hands. Jody smiled when she saw us and pulled the phone away from her ear.

“What’s that look?” she asked.

“I’m not gonna get an abortion,” I said, looking at Dean. “We’re gonna try and keep it.”

Jody put her phone down and came over to give me a hug.

“You sure?” she whispered.

“Yeah,” I whispered back, “I’m sure.”

“Ok.”

She moved on to hug Dean next, who took it awkwardly and pulled away the second she released him.

“Any luck Sam?” I asked as I moved towards my chair at the table again.

“Not yet, but there’s whole stacks in the library I haven’t had the chance to look through.”

“Now that we have a direction, we need a plan.” Jody said, coming back to her seat. “I’ve delivered babies in emergencies, but those were human births. If and when this baby does something non-human, I’ll be out of my depth more than I already am.”

“What are you saying, I need some sort of supernatural midwife?”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

“Did you have someone in mind?” Dean pulled his chair closer to mine.

“Rowena.”

“No.” Dean stood and immediately started pacing.

“Dean, she’s over two hundred years old, she’s seen just about everything.”

Jody had a point.

“Jody can cover the human side, medicines and supplies,” Sam said, “Rowena could cover the magic side.”

They both had a point.

“No way,” Dean crossed his arms stubbornly. “That witch doesn’t do anything out of the goodness of her heart. What favor is she gonna ask for in return? Oh AND–” he held up a finger and pointed it at no one in particular, “You all seem to have forgotten that she was Queen of Hell at one point too, she’s in league with the demons. Hell, she probably plays golf with the one who wore and discarded me like a cheap suit. Or the one that was after Kate!”

I hadn’t considered that.

“Ok, look,” I said, loud enough to be heard over any objections, “It’s not ideal, in fact, it’s pretty far from ideal but so is my current situation.”

Dean still looked resigned, so I continued.

“I already can’t see a regular doctor, can’t have a regular midwife help with the delivery. We can at least talk to Rowena and see what she knows. We don’t have to commit to giving her anything.”

Dean relaxed a little.

“Fine, but I’m gonna complain the whole time.”

I leaned my knee into his.

“I expected nothing less.”




Chapter 6: Welcome to My Nightmare

[September 2013 - 5 Months Pregnant - Kate’s Bedroom - Salt circles can’t keep bad dreams away]

A knock sounded at the door.

“Kate?” whispered a voice. “Kate, are you ok?”

I sat up with a start, the nightmare had returned. Hunted and stalked relentlessly by that demon. No matter how far I ran, or how well I hid, he always found me. My door opened and Dean poked his head in, the light from my reading lamp only fell on half of his face but I could still make out the concern in his eyes.

“No,” I said. “I don’t think I’ve been ok for a while. Stay with me a minute?”

Dean smiled softly and came into the room, only clad in black boxers and an undershirt. He’d forgotten his robe in his haste to check on me, he must have heard me shout. Due to an abundance of dirty laundry on the only chair in the room, Dean sat himself down at the foot of the bed as I pulled my legs in close under the covers.

“The nightmare again?” He asked.

“Yeah. Another variation.”

Tears welled up in my eyes, I tried to blink them away but each one insisted on slowly trickling down my cheek. Despite the dim light, Dean caught the trail of tears on my skin and moved to sit next to me, side by side. He wrapped his arm around my shoulders and I immediately leaned into him, the tears flowing freely now.

“It’s ok,” He whispered into my hair. “I’m here, I’ve got you.”

“No matter how hard I try, I just can’t shake him.” I sobbed. “No matter how much time goes by, I can still feel him, I can still feel his anger. I’m still afraid of him.”

Dean stroked my back gently, not trying to logic me out of my feelings, just sitting there with me in them. He was holding space for them instead of trying to “fix” them. Something changed him. It was me who broke the silence when, previously, he would have been chattering nonstop to brainstorm solutions I didn’t need.

“What happened?” I finally asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Since we decided to keep the baby, you’ve been acting funny, what happened?”

His body stiffened ever so subtly.

“Nothing. I don’t know what you mean.”

I shook my head.

“No, something happened, you’re different.”

He tried one more time to protest, looking at his hands, flipping them over.

“Nope, still the same old me.”

“You know how this pregnancy amped up my sense of smell and touch?”

“Yeah?”

“My other senses are amped up too,” I leaned my face closer to his, brushing his lips with mine.

“Is that so?”

“It is,” I gently planted a peck on his cheek, “which means I can tell you're bullshitting me right now.”

He laughed. I hadn’t heard him laugh since before the possession, it was really good to hear.

“This is hard for me to talk about,” he said, “because I don’t want to mess this up.”

“Mess what up? Being a dad?”

“Yeah, that, and us.”

I blinked.

“Us? You’re worried about us?”

He looked down at his hands again, fidgeting with a hangnail.

“I was on a roll getting through the baby lore. That led to toddler lore, then general parenting lore–anyway, I found this relationship book–why are you looking at me like that?”

“What did you think that book was going to be about?” I asked, knowing full well the topic because I put that book on the shelf ages ago.

“Hey, I knew it was gonna be some mushy girl stuff, but I figured ‘Kate’s a girl, she probably likes that stuff’ so I read it. I was right, it’s got some hippy crap in there, but I liked the part about the birds.”

I wrinkled my nose, “Birds?”

“Yeah, connection birds. If your partner says ‘hey, look at these birds’, even if you don’t care about birds, you go look to show your partner you care about them.”

He paused and I held my breath. He had the basic idea of the book, there would be time to get the rest.

“I want to be the partner you deserve, Kate,” Dean took one of my hands in his, “I swore to myself that if I ever got lucky enough for a second chance after Lisa and Ben, I wouldn’t take it for granted.”

I put a hand on his cheek and pulled his face to mine, giving him a long kiss. When our lips parted, I kept my forehead pressed against his.

“Dean Winchester, you are full of surprises.”

“Are you ready for one more?”

I pulled back and raised my eyebrows.

“You can top baby and relationship lore?”

He grinned sheepishly.

“Well, I was thinking maybe it’s about time we shared a bedroom. It’ll be easier for me to get up with the baby that way.”

It was a good thing I was already pregnant because that statement alone made me want to jump him and get pregnant again.

“Sounds like a plan,” I yawned, “for tomorrow.”

Dean placed a kiss on my forehead and stood up, heading for my door.

“Besides,” I said, “I’m not in a rush to invade your space, I know how much having your own room means to you.”

He stopped midway through the door and turned to look at me.

“I never told you that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Yes, you did.”

He looked down the hall then came back inside, closing the door behind him.

“No, I only ever told Sam that.”

The atmosphere in the room had changed. There was a tension I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I sat up again.

“We were here, in my bed, and you told me that you never had your own room growing up and–”

I froze.

“Kate?”

“That was the night I got pregnant. The demon wearing you said those things.”

“Son of a bitch! He was just digging around in my head throwing out personal stuff? What were you doing when he brought it up?”

I blinked, trying to hold back tears that had just started stinging again.

“I don’t remember exactly, I think I asked you–him–why we always used my room.”

“And he just throws out that I need my own space?”

Dean’s voice was getting louder now, he crossed his arms over his chest.

“No, he joked about other girlfriends or something first.”

“This doesn’t make any sense, Kate,” he said, “why would he go rooting around in my memories?”

“Hey,” I cried, straightening up, “stop yelling at me, I’m not the bad guy here. I didn’t ask him to share your emotional baggage. I was just trying to be flirty–”

I froze, again, as another realization hit me.

“What?” Dean snapped, though I caught a wince when he did it. I suspect it came out sharper than he meant it to.

“I was playing with your—his—shirt. He left it on. You never leave it on.”

He cocked his head.

“So?”

“Dean, he didn’t want me to see the damaged tattoo. I think,” I swallowed hard, “I think the demon got me pregnant on purpose.”

Dean didn’t say anything. He just stared off into space as his chest started heaving. The green eyes that had been sweet just a few minutes ago were flat and far away. Without another word, he turned and left my room, headed for the garage. I sighed. So much for those connection birds.




Chapter 7: Paint It, Black

[September 2013 - 5 Months Pregnant - Bunker Kitchen - Satisfying pregnancy cravings]

I was standing in the kitchen the first time I felt it. A sharp, stabbing pain deep in my abdomen. It came on quick and was gone just as fast. My knuckles gripped the edge of the counter, white and shaking. The bell peppers I’d been slicing lay neglected on the cutting board. No other pain followed. As I let my breath out slowly, Dean walked in with a bag of groceries. Well, his version of groceries.

“I got all the classics: chips, pretzels, peanut butter, and,” he turned to me with a sly smile, “every pregnant lady’s favorite combo, pickles and ice cream.”

One look at my face was enough to register something was off. I didn’t have time to play it off. He looked from my face to my death grip on the counter.

“Kate, what’s the matter?”

“I, I don’t know. I just got this sharp pain and—“

Suddenly I felt a gush, like standing up on my period, and I could feel a dampness seeping through my pants.

“Kate?”

Dean crossed the kitchen and started to check me over. He felt my wrist with one hand and my forehead with the other.

“You don’t feel like you have a temperature, but your pulse is racing. How about you lie down for a few minutes?”

I shook my head, “I need to go to the bathroom.”

He swallowed and bit his lip, but he knew better than to argue with a pregnant woman who needed to pee.

“Ok, bathroom then bed?”

“Deal.”

Dean held himself together the whole way to the bathroom. He kept his face neutral and his hand steady on the small of my back. Ever the strong soldier. As soon as the door closed behind me though, I heard the heavy soles of his boots pacing the floor.

I pulled my jeans to my ankles and sat down to evaluate the situation. Sure enough, there was blood all over my underwear and soaking through to my jeans. Bright red blood, like Day Two of my period, not like the old brown stuff from Day Five.

After I cleaned up as best I could, I stood and was about to zip my jeans when I noticed it. A black line across my stomach. Moving to the mirror for a better look, I lifted my shirt and gasped. A series of inky lines crisscrossed my skin below my waist. They didn’t pulse, which was good because I might have thrown up if they did, but they were warmer than the skin around them. I didn’t need Sam to check the online mommy forums, this wasn’t a normal pregnancy symptom. This was something…else.

“Are you ok?” Dean asked, the tone of his voice rising in parallel with his anxiety.

He must have heard me gasp. I zipped my jeans then ran the water to wash my hands.

“I’m spotting,” I called, trying to keep my own voice even, “it’s normal this early but I need to change my pants.”

Dean straightened up the second the bathroom door opened. I pretended I hadn’t caught him in the middle of wearing a hole in the floor.

“You have spots?”

It was my turn to smile.

“No, spotting is bleeding but like, I dunno, spots of it.”

That explanation didn’t help. Color drained from his face and he put his hands on my shoulders.

“You’re bleeding? How much? Can we do something? Do you need a tampon? Are you losing the baby? We have to get you into bed.”

This was exactly why I didn’t mention the black veins. Normal pregnancy stuff already freaked him out, demonic pregnancy stuff would send him into a tail-spin of anxiety and his over-protection would kick into overdrive.

“Hey,” I put my hands to his face, “take a breath. I’m bleeding a normal, expected amount for this stage of pregnancy. It doesn’t mean I’m miscarrying. I don’t know about tampons, we can Google that after I have some clean clothes on.”

It turned out that tampons are a no-go for spotting during pregnancy, but clean and comfy sweats are a must-have. I sighed as I leaned back against a stack of pillows, no more pain so far, maybe my jeans were finally just a little too tight.

“Hey, this says you might taste metal,” Dean said, reading from one of several pregnancy books I’d stashed on my nightstand. “Do you taste metal?”

“Now that you mention it…”

He swung his head around to look at me. I met his gaze.

“Trust I seek and I find in you, Every day for us something new. Open mind for a different view, And nothing else matters.”

“Very funny.”

“I thought so.”

Before he had a chance to reply, we heard footsteps in the hall and a knock sounded on my door.

“Kate? I’ve got something you might want to try.”

“Come on in, Jody.”

She entered with a small box in her hand.

“Oh good, Dean, you’ll like this. And you’re already in bed, perfect.”

“What have you got?” I asked.

Jody handed me the box and Dean looked over at the picture on the front.

“It looks like a Fisher Price tape recorder with a microphone,” he said.

“Well, it is related to sound, it’s a fetal Doppler. Kate, can you lean back and lift your shirt for me?”

I gave her the box back and lifted my shirt, tucking it under my bra, careful not to let the waistband of my pants reveal the black veins. No reason to get anybody else worried just yet. Jody deftly opened the box, pulled out a small tube and squirted some cold gel on my stomach.

“Ah! That’s freezing!”

“Sorry, I forgot, I’ll warm it up next time.”

Jody flipped the Doppler on and put the small wand against my skin. The handheld part of the device made a scratching sound as she moved the wand around. Dean cocked an eyebrow and looked at me. I put a finger to my lips so he wouldn’t say anything while Jody listened intently.

“Almost got it..there!”

The room filled with a steady whooshing sound coming from the Doppler.

“120, exactly where it should be,” said Jody, smiling.

“Exactly where what should be?” Dean asked.

“The sound you’re hearing is your baby’s heartbeat. It’s 120 beats per minute and it sounds perfect.”

Dean blinked and then just sat motionless. A light breeze would have blown him over.

Instead, I reached out and took his hand in mine. My touch seemed to bring him back to reality. He squeezed my hand, mustering up a small smile to go with it.

Our baby’s heartbeat.

Jody left to give us a few minutes alone. After I wiped my stomach down with a towel from my hamper, I looked over at Dean. He still hadn’t moved from his previous position. Those green eyes looked like they were a million miles away.

“Dean,” I reached out my hand again, “can you say something? Please?”

He blinked. Then he blinked again, and again, and he didn’t stop blinking. Then he was on his feet, alternating rubbing the back of his neck or his chin with his hand. It wasn’t until he started muttering under his breath that I really started to worry.

“This is insane. This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done. What do I know about being a dad? I’m gonna hand the kid a .22 before he can walk. I can’t do this, I’m just gonna screw a kid up—“

“Hey, med-rare with A1, remember?”

I stood to try and stop his pacing, but before I could take a step, another pain tore through me and I felt a gush again. My hands shot to my stomach as I doubled over with a groan. My knees buckled and I would have hit the floor if Dean hadn’t caught me in time. The warmth of his arms around me was soothing, melting the pain away almost as quickly as it had come. I leaned into his shoulder and breathed deeply. The heat from his body bled into mine, radiating down towards my stomach. Each breath cleared the pain from my memory just a little bit more. Yup, this was a totally normal pregnancy symptom. What other surprises lay in store for me?

“Kate?” Dean’s voice was so quiet I barely heard it, that worried me more than the pacing.

“I’m ok, I think. Good thing I put that pad on or I’d need more clean underwear.”

“Do you want help getting into bed?”

He asked first. He didn’t assume.

“Yes,” I said as I wrapped my arms around his for support.

After I sat back against the headboard, I patted the spot next to me and Dean gladly took the offer. I leaned my head against his shoulder and he gently kissed the top of my head.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“For what?”

“Trying. Oh!”

I felt a familiar fluttering and quickly pulled his hand to my stomach. I’d been trying for weeks to have him feel the baby with no success. Maybe now I was far enough along. The fluttering stopped as soon as I moved, but I held my breath and kept his hand on the spot where I’d felt it. Heat radiated from his hand into my belly. A second later, the fluttering came back. Stronger. More insistent.

“Whoa, is that the baby?” he asked.

I smiled, “Yes, he’s saying ‘hi daddy.’”

Dean swiped a hand across his eyes.

“Someone is cutting some strong onions,” he joked.

“Sorry, I had a craving for raw onions last night.”

We sat there together for a long moment, a family of three.




Chapter 8: Fever

[November 2013 - 7 Months Pregnant - Bunker Kitchen - Yes, again, Kate’s always hungry ok??]

I had a craving for scrambled eggs. Neither my body nor the demon baby it was growing seemed to care that it was midnight. They wanted scrambled eggs. The hot pan sizzled gently as I poured the beaten eggs in. Chopped green onions and cheese came next, filling the kitchen with a savory aroma. The hair on my arms rose as the air pressure changed ever so slightly and I whirled around. Dean jumped back into the hall in surprise.

“Jesus!” he cried, “How the hell did you know I was here?”

I shrugged. “My senses are all out of whack, some are weaker and some are stronger.”

He took a couple more steps into the kitchen and leaned against the prep table where I’d left the bowls of cheese and bacon.

“Can you hand me those?” I asked, pointing.

Dean looked down at the bowls then back up at me with a sly smile.

“Maybe, what’ll you give me for them? Some of those eggs?”

I bit my lip and walked slowly over to him. Taking my time before squaring up just inches away from him. Dean kept his hands on the edge of the prep table, but I could tell his resolve to hold this pose was fading, quickly. His breath started coming faster, though he was making an effort to slow it. I ran one finger up his arm, feeling goosebumps raise on his skin as I went.

“Dean, I love you and I’ll give you anything you want,” I whispered, my lips hovering just above his, “Except a portion of my food.”

As I started to turn, Dean caught my elbow and pulled me into him. I half fell against him as he wrapped his arms around me, one hand cradling the back of my neck as he kissed me.

When I finally pulled away, he let his hand linger in my hair and grinned.

“I have been dying to do that.”

“I have been wondering what took you so long.”

We stared at each other for a long moment before the spell was broken by a deeper sizzling sound and the smell of smoke.

“Son of a bitch!” I cried.

Dean laughed and finally handed me the bowls.

As I tried to head back to the stove, my vision blurred and my legs felt heavy–like I was walking through gravy.

“Kate?”

Dean’s voice sounded muffled, far away.

I tried to blink my vision back into clarity but all that really did was make it even harder to focus my eyes. When the room started to spin, I dropped the bowls, which shattered as they hit the floor, and I reached my hands out towards Dean. He was at my side in an instant, wrapping an arm around my waist and steadying me against him.

“Easy,” his voice was low and soothing, “I’ve got you.”

In one swift motion, he leaned down and scooped my legs into his other arm, lifting me as though I weighed no more than a bag of rock salt. The spin of the room was starting to slow, but not fast enough. I buried my face into his shoulder just to make it stop. Dean carried me out to an armchair just outside the kitchen and gently set me down.

“Don’t worry about the mess,” he said, “I’ll get it.”

I nodded, closing my eyes and leaning into the tall back. The leather was stiff from decades of disuse, but the firm padding provided the right amount of support.

By the time Dean was finished cleaning up the shattered bowls, my vision returned to normal and the room was firmly back in place. My stomach, on the other hand, was doing flips. My appetite was gone, the thought of food repulsed me.

“You doing all right?”

I looked up. Dean held out a can of ginger ale and I took it greedily.

“Yeah, thanks. I don’t know what that was. I just got dizzy out of nowhere.”

“It’s late, how about I walk you back to your room?”

I cracked open the soda and took a long sip. “Thanks for this,” I said, motioning with the can, “Nothing else tastes this good.”

“Sammy stocked up after you decided to stay.”

Dean offered me a hand up and I took it. I was steady on my feet again, but I kept my hand in his. He didn’t try to pull away either.

At the door to my bedroom, Dean finally released my hand and leaned against the frame.

“You sure you’re ok?”

“Yeah, I’m gonna sleep so hard after this.”

He smiled but there was something else beneath the surface, something sad.

“All right, you know where to find me if you need anything.”

“I know.”

“I mean anything, drink, snack, booty call…”

“Good night Dean.”

He leaned in to give me a peck on the cheek then turned and left without another word. Those connection birds seemed to be working.

The next morning, I woke up on the floor of my room. The last thing I remembered was needing to use the bathroom, but I had no memory of getting up or whether I’d actually gone. I didn’t have to go now, so I must have only been half awake when I got up.

“Kate?” Dean knocked at the door.

“I’m coming,” I said, “I need to get dressed.”

“Kate?”

He knocked harder.

“I’m coming!” I called louder.

The door swung open and Dean peered inside, his eyes widened when they got to me.

“Hey!” I yelled.

“Kate!”

He rushed past me and knelt on the floor. It was only then that I noticed my own, unconscious body on the floor. What the hell…

“No, no, no! Don’t do this to me, Kate,” Dean was pleading as he turned me over, placing two fingers on my neck, looking for a pulse. My head lolled in the crook of his arm, hair splayed out behind me.

Dean breathed a sigh of relief and sat back on his heels.

“Dean?”

“In here Sam!”

The note of concern in Dean’s voice sped up Sam’s steps in the hall.

“What’s wrong?”

He gasped as he looked into my room.

“I don’t know, she’s not waking up and her skin feels like it’s on fire,” said Dean, “I think she’s sick or something.”

“Let’s get her up off the floor at least.”

“Yeah, good idea.”

Dean lifted her—me—in his arms and stood. Sam pulled back the covers on my bed before Dean lay me down in it.

“So you guys definitely can’t hear me then?” I asked. They didn’t move, just stood there looking at my unconscious body. I sighed. At least I wasn’t dead.

“I’ll go grab Jody,” said Sam.

Dean nodded before knocking my laundry off the chair and dragging it next to my bed. He started to adjust my t-shirt and pull the covers up around me, when he froze. I froze too, unsure why he was staring at his hand. He rubbed his fingers together then looked back down at me, gingerly separating my t-shirt and the waist of my pants a few inches to expose my stomach. Even though he couldn’t see me, I froze. I knew I should have told him about this sooner.

He rubbed at my skin, removing a layer of concealer and revealing the spider-web of black veins criss-crossed over my lower abdomen. They’d gotten worse. I still hadn’t told anybody because Dean was already over protective of me to cover for his own anxiety.

“Kate, Why didn’t…” his voice cracked.

I could see tears starting to pool in the corners of his eyes, he tried to blink them back. He sat there for a long moment before tugging my shirt back down and pulling the covers over me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, despite the fact that I knew he couldn’t hear me. “I wanted to tell you.”

“You knew if you told me about this, I would freak and suffocate you more than I already am.”

“Suffocate isn’t the word I’d use, but…”

“I’m sorry.”

“What?”

Just then, Sam returned with Jody. Dean quickly wiped his eyes on his shirt sleeve before turning to meet them. Jody made quick work of checking my pulse and temperature.

“103,” she sounded worried, “and her pulse is really rapid.”

“What’s that mean?” Dean asked.

“It suggests an infection of some kind, but from what? Did she say anything to you about how she felt?”

“She had a dizzy spell yesterday, dropped a couple bowls in the kitchen so I helped her to bed. She didn’t say anything else.”

Jody stood and marched out of the room. The boys stood there in shock for a second before rushing after her. I followed them all, almost jogging to keep up.

“I can get antibiotics but my contact who doesn’t ask questions is a couple days out,” Jody said over her shoulder, “Keep her cool and comfortable as best you can until I get back. If she wakes up you can give her Tylenol.”

“Roger that.”

Dean was always better when he had a clear objective. Jody reached for her coat, which was under Dean’s favorite leather jacket, and knocked something out of his pocket as she lifted. She bent down and I snuck over to her, even though I knew she couldn’t see me.

A small velvet box sat in her open palm. My ghostly heart skipped a beat and I covered my open mouth with my hand. He took it, a sheepish look on his face, like a kid who’d been caught raiding a cookie jar.

“Dean, is this what I think it is?”

He nodded as he shoved the box into his jeans pocket. Jody smiled and cupped his cheek with her free hand.

“You guys are great together, get what joy you can out of this life sweetheart.”

Dean stood for a moment, watching Jody leave, and my heart broke for him. I felt bad for giving him a hard time about not saying “I love you” back. He didn’t have to say it, he lived it. Now, here he is with a ring and I can’t make my voice audible to him or show him how I feel. Dean turned and jumped, as if he’d just noticed Sam standing there. He pointed one finger at his younger brother.

“If you say one word–”

Sam put his hands up in surrender, then pretended to lock his mouth shut and throw away the key. Dean nodded, satisfied, and headed back to my room.

Dean resumed his watch from the chair by my bed. Stroking my face with the back of his hand, he also tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear.

“Hang on Kate, we’re gonna get you fixed up.”




Chapter 9: Heat of The Moment

[November 2013 - 7 Months Pregnant - Bunker DIY Sauna - Bedside manner hits different when sweaty]

Dean didn’t sleep for three days. I know that because, as a spirit or whatever I was, I didn’t need to sleep. Dean definitely needed to, but he refused. He also refused to shave or eat anything. Kept telling Sam he wasn’t hungry and he would “just wait for Jody to get back.” Finally, on day four, Sam tricked him into the shower fully clothed so that he would have to finish and dry off. That led to Dean sitting on his bed to put socks on, which led to him lying down, “just for a minute”, which led to him snoring in under sixty seconds.

I sat, as much as a ghost can sit, with him while he slept. It was the least I could do considering his seventy-two hour vigil at my bedside. His jeans lay in a heap on the floor and I could see the slightest bulge where the ring box was hidden in the front pocket. There was a stack of books on the nightstand next to his bed, which was odd considering usually his preferred “reading” material was skin mags. I tilted my head to read the spines and smiled to myself. Parenting books. Dean was reading parenting books. Or, at least he’d stacked them next to his bed with the intention of reading them.

I went to get a closer look and found that one of the books was lying open on his bed, partially hidden under his body. There were highlighted lines and notes in the margin. I’d recognize that chicken-scratch anywhere, he was actually reading and annotating these books. Baby lore indeed. He was recreating John’s old journal, but with research about human infants instead of medieval spirits. Dean never mentioned any of this to me, Sam, or Jody. He was doing this by himself, in the privacy of his bedroom. He didn’t want anybody else to know.

There’s an old superstition, across multiple centuries and cultures, that saying the thing you want out loud will “jinx” it and then it won’t come true. I know this is what Dean’s doing with the books because I’m doing the same thing, with baby clothes. I haven’t been able to bring myself to look at baby clothes or toys or even diapers because I’m terrified that saying or showing I actually want this will break the spell. Something will happen and I’ll lose the baby or the pregnancy will kill me. Except, something is happening to me right now, even though I hadn’t told Dean or anybody else about the box of onesies under my bed.

Dean snored loudly and shifted in bed. I smiled and caressed his face, my hand going straight through him. He smiled in his sleep though, so I allowed myself the hope that on some level he felt my presence. I leaned down next to his face and blew a kiss.

“I love you,” I whispered.

He didn’t respond, with words or actions, he just snored on.

That’s ok, he doesn’t have to say it back, his three-day experiment in sleep deprivation at my bedside says it for him.

A few hours later, Dean awoke with a start. He hurriedly threw on his jeans and rushed out the door towards my room. Jody had arrived during his nap and was just hanging a clear IV bag from a nail in the wall when Dean burst into the room. She smiled at him.

“Sam said you finally got some sleep,” she said, probing the veins in my arm with two gloved fingers.

“I didn’t mean to, it just happened,” he pulled his chair right up behind Jody, his knees in the back of her calves, “How is she?”

Jody turned and stared him down. Dean understood and scooted the chair backwards.

“She’s not going to get better by you starving yourself, Dean. Put the mask on your own face before helping others.”

“Right.”

Jody found a vein and got the IV all hooked up. She looked at her work with a satisfied smile as she taped up the port so it wouldn’t get pulled by accident.

“That’s the best stick I’ve ever done, I’m sorry you’re not awake to appreciate it Kate.”

“‘Put the mask on your own face before helping others’”, Dean repeated to himself once Jody left the room, “That’s what you were talking about in the Impala, wasn’t it, Kate?”

He looked at my stomach and his hand, now free of concealer.

“You hid this from me. You were managing me again. After everything we’ve talked about, the minute things went sideways, I jumped right back into old habits. My dad always told me, ‘protect Sammy’, but the only way he knew how to protect us was with a gun and holy water. That's all I know too.”

He picked up my hand and pressed his lips to the back of it before holding my palm to his cheek.

“I’m going to try harder, I promise.”

After Jody’s reprimand, Dean got a little better about letting Sam take a shift sitting with me. I didn’t have a relief in the spirit world so I stuck by Dean’s side wherever he went (except the bathroom). Without any way of confirming he could feel my presence, I decided that even if there was an off-chance he could feel me, it was worth it.

The antibiotics weren’t having any effect and Dean’s stability was nearing its breaking point. He was taking shorter and shorter breaks from my bedside. When we came back into my room after his last break, he lost his shit when he saw what Sam was reading.

“Are you freaking kidding me Sam? The sparkly vampires? It’s not even real lore.”

Sam looked unapologetic.

“All lore was ‘new’ at some point, get this,” he flipped to a specific page in the last book of the series, “The main character gets pregnant with a human vampire hybrid. The baby is draining the life out of her—“

“This is not helping,” Dean said through gritted teeth.

“Ok, the TL;DR version is they gave the mom what a vampire baby would need and she got better.”

“So, the human drank blood?”

“Exactly.”

Dean shifted his weight and leaned his back against the cool stone wall.

“How does this help Kate? She’s not awake enough to drink anything.”

“She’s not pregnant with a vampire baby anyway, it’s a demon hybrid. What do demons need?”

“A steady supply of assholes to possess?”

Sam snapped the book closed.

“Think about where they come from.”

“Yeah, Hell, so what?”

“What do Hell and Kate’s fever have in common?”

Dean shrugged.

“Hellfire. Heat.”

Dean looked at Sam and I swear I could see the lightbulb go off above his head.

“You think the demon baby is the cause of Kate’s fever? It was too cold, so it–it cranked up her internal thermostat?”

Sam’s turn to shrug.

“The antibiotics didn’t work, any attempts we’ve made to cool her have spiked her temperature higher.”

“So, we fight fire with fire…”

Dean turned on his heel and practically ran down the hall, I had to run to keep up.

“Where are you going?” Sam called.

“Hardware store, I have an idea.”

The boys got to work when Dean got back. PVC piping, heavy plastic, tarps, and duct tape. They built a large frame out of the PVC and covered it with the plastic and tarps, holding everything together with duct tape.

With every rip of the tape or slice of a box cutter through the plastic, the boys’ vision became clear: a giant plastic box. They were building it in the infirmary, which sort of made sense given this was a Dean idea for me, but I couldn’t fathom what they were doing. It was getting hard to think clearly. My body hadn’t eaten in days, Dean had managed to get some drops of water into me using a washcloth but I would surely need actual water soon.

It wasn’t until Sam left and came back with two massive space heaters that everything clicked. They were building a hot box. The narrow camping cot that Dean set up inside was clearly meant for me, and there was a chair, small table, and an old desk lamp. Jody had found a humidifier somewhere and added that to the box, giving off a mist that made the whole thing seem like a sauna.

Dean wouldn’t let anybody else carry me to the infirmary. He gingerly lifted my body, one arm behind my back and one under my knees, and my head lolled against his shoulder.

“Don’t worry, Kate, I got you,” he whispered.

“I know,” I answered.

Once inside the makeshift sauna, I started to lose all track of time. My vision was getting hazy and I found I didn’t have the energy to follow Dean around anymore. It was much easier to exist in one place. Dean wasn’t in much better shape either. Every time my breathing changed or lagged he watched me like a hawk for ten minutes before going back to his stack of baby lore.

“I’m trying to hold on, Dean,” I cried, sinking to the floor, “But it’s getting hard.”

The last thing I saw before the blackness consumed me was Dean kneeling over me, wiping sweat from my forehead with a damp cloth. Then my vision flickered out like a dying candle.




Chapter 10: Hot Blooded

[November 2013 - 7 Months Pregnant - Bunker DIY Sauna - I’m at Soup]

My eyelids felt like they were made of lead. It took every ounce of strength I had to pry them open. I was on a cot, in a plastic serial-killer room, and in the corner a shape that smelled a lot like Dean’s body wash was moving.

“Dean?”

It barely came out as a whisper. My voice was hoarse and dry from disuse, I didn’t have time to wonder if he heard me, Dean was at my side in an instant.

“Hey,” he stroked my hair and took my hand in his, “welcome back, Dubs.”

“Why am I wet?”

“That’s what she said.”

I closed my eyes and smiled weakly.

“I need to get some water in you,” he said, “do you think you can sit up?”

“If you help me.”

He lifted my hands and put them around his neck, I held on as best I could as he pulled me to a sitting position. After he slipped some pillows at my back, I collapsed backwards into them, only slightly more elevated than I had been a minute ago.

“God, I’m so tired,” I croaked, “I want to sleep.”

“I know, you can sleep after you drink some water and keep some food down.”

I thought I was nodding, but in reality I really just bobbed my head a little. Every movement took so much effort.

Dean held a cup to my lips and I took too much too fast and coughed.

“Sorry, Kate,” he wiped my chin with a damp cloth.

I opened my eyes and saw the damp cloth turned out to be his undershirt. Then I noticed something else. He was dressed only in his boxers and glistened with sweat.

“Where are your clothes? Where am I?”

“Sam found some obscure lore about human hybrid pregnancies and his hunch turned out to be right.”

After successfully taking and swallowing a sip of water, I looked at him.

“That didn’t answer any of my questions.”

“You’re in our homemade sauna and my clothes are outside because it’s boiling in here.”

I could feel the heat but it wasn’t oppressive, it was comforting actually. Weird.

“If you don’t have naturally occurring hellfire for your demon baby, store bought is fine.”

Ah.

“How long have I been out?”

“Almost five days,” he gave me another sip of water, “do you remember anything?”

“I remember being woozy and lightheaded before bed, it’s a black void after that.”

Dean switched the water cup for a mug of steaming broth. He blew on it before putting it to my lips. I sipped carefully. Beef broth, my favorite. He remembered. Then I sipped greedily.

“Hey, easy there!”

He pulled it away and I pouted.

“We need to make sure you can keep it down, this is the first time in five days you’ve had any calories.”

“It tastes good, can you not blow on it?”

Dean cocked his head, “Sure?”

As he offered me another sip, I inhaled the steam. As I swallowed the heat radiated down my throat and through the rest of my body. It felt so good. I didn’t think drinking broth could feel this amazing. Dean watched me with cautious curiosity, only allowing me a few sips at a time.

There was a rustling of plastic and a flap of the plastic lifted to reveal Sam, a stack of books under his arm.

“Kate!”

I leaned back against the pillows and smiled.

“Hi Sam.”



The longer I stayed in the sauna, the stronger I felt. Even the black veins I’d kept hidden from the boys began receding. Thank goodness I wouldn’t have to fess up to those, Dean would have been out of his mind with worry if he knew. I’d kept liquids down for twelve hours before Dean or Jody let me have anything solid. After that, I felt strong enough for short trips out of the sauna, like to the bathroom. I’d been on a bedpan before that, much to my embarrassment. Neither Jody, nor Dean nor Sam ever confirmed who was changing it so I assumed they all had at some point.

The kitchen was the only other place I felt comfortable, and even then, only with the oven on full blast with the door open. Dean refused to leave me in there by myself, despite the ribbons of sweat I could see under his shirt. Still, I spent most of my day in the sauna where not only did my body refuse to sweat but clearly enjoyed the heat. Store-bought hellfire indeed.

Dean had set up a folding card table in the sauna and both boys frequently came to sit with me. We played all sorts of card games, but our favorite was Uno using a worn deck that Sam had found hidden behind a couple books in the library. Both boys would strip down to their boxers before coming inside my “room”, to save on laundry, for the weirdest “strip” card game I’d ever played.

“Dean, you can’t just put a Draw 4 down on Kate’s Draw 4,” Sam cried.

“House rules, Sammy, don’t be sad you didn’t save your Draw 4. Now draw your 8 cards so Kate can go,” Dean chided playfully.

It was in this state of the boys’ undress that the “door” flap opened suddenly to reveal Rowena. Standing in a halo of light from the infirmary overheads, she was dressed in a skintight black pencil skirt with an equally tight red turtleneck.

“Oh boys, you didn’t have to get dressed up on my account,” she purred.

Sam immediately blushed and avoided Rowena’s eyes. Dean leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms.

“I want it on the record that I’m opposed to this plan,” he said.

“And what, exactly, am I here for–”

Rowena stared at me.

“Oh I see. Well, that explains it.”

She walked over to me and motioned that I stand up, which I did. Though I hid my newly popped stomach under baggy sweats and a hoodie, she immediately pressed her hand against my belly. I felt a strange power surge from me to her, my skin felt hot and tingled. Taking a step back without thinking, I broke the connection and the sensation stopped.

“Kate?” Dean shot out of his chair, his muscles tightened, ready to spring to my defense.

“I’m ok,” I put my hands to my stomach, “that was weird.”

“How far are you?” Rowena asked.

There was no point in denying anything.

“Seven months.”

She nodded and, seemingly for the first time, noticed the temperature inside the DIY sauna.

“So that’s how you managed to get this far. I’d be impressed if it weren’t so…crude.”

“Hang on,” I said, “‘That explains it’? ‘Explains’ what?”

“The signal dear,” Rowena said, as if that answered everything with perfect clarity.

The boys and I stared at her in complete bewilderment. Rowena put her hands on her hips.

“I forgot how much hand-holding you children need for the simplest things. Is there somewhere else we can go to talk? Somewhere,” she looked at the plastic walls, “less cramped?”

Dean started a fire in the library and pulled a highback chair over to it for me. I wrapped myself up in the largest blanket we could find and sat down still feeling a chilly twinge but it was manageable. The others sat nearby, though outside of the ring of heat coming off the fireplace, except Dean whose chair was as close to mine as possible without actually being in my lap.

“I already didn’t want to call you, Rowena, so start explaining before I decide this was the worst idea,” he said.

“A normal human soul,” she started, looking at her nails as if she was explaining that the sky was blue, “gives off an energy, not unlike a candle, that those of us who are attuned can detect. Your baby, my dear, is a lighthouse. And instead of keeping ships away from the shore, it’s calling them to it.”

I felt Dean tense next to me, I put a hand on his arm.

“Is there anything we can do to dim the signal?” I asked.

“Or turn it off?” Dean added.

“Aye, there are a few tricks that would help.”

“Do you know anything about Cambions?” Sam asked, impatient.

“Oh, that’s what we’re having?” Rowena crooned and leaned forward to rub my stomach, but Dean batted her hand away.

“Specifically, the delivery,” I added, “What can we expect during the delivery and…what would it take to convince you to assist?”

Rowena leaned back in her chair and steepled her fingers. She was silent for a moment before leaning forward again.

“You’ve already countered the part that kills most Cambion would-be-mothers, the fever, the delivery should be no trouble. What you really need is to dim the beacon. I can shield it, but it will cost me physically. My payment will be two-fold.”

“Here we go,” Dean muttered, “let’s hear it.”

She gave him a stern look out the side of her eye and glanced back to me.

“First, I request the placenta and umbilical cord after birth.”

“What? Gross!” Dean exclaimed.

“Can you give us a minute?” I asked.

Rowena nodded and walked over to the other side of the library.

“Dean,” I said under my breath, “It’s medical waste, she’d honestly be doing us a favor by taking it.”

“I don’t like it,” he said, “she’ll want to use it in a spell or god knows what else.”

“She can dehumidify it and put the powder in capsules for all I care.”

Sam snorted. Dean looked confused.

“What kind of magic is that?”

“The suburban mom-fluencer kind,” I said.

Dean’s eyes grew wide.

“Gross.”

“Deal!” I said to Rowena and she headed back over. “What’s your second request?”

“To be the child’s godmother. He will need proper instruction when his powers begin to manifest and I want to be his only teacher.”

I hesitated on this one. I didn’t want our child to only have one source of information about their powers. Dean held up one finger to Rowena and gave a sarcastic smile.

“One more minute please,” he said.

She stepped back to the other side of the library, picking up the book she’d been flipping through before.

“I actually don’t totally hate this one,” Dean said.

Sam and I looked at him in surprise.

“Why not? You hate Rowena,” Sam said, “You want to give her a reason to hang out with us for years?”

“Yeah, I’m with Sam!”

Dean looked at Sam then me.

“Right on all counts, but if Rowena is interested in the safety of our baby, even if it’s for her own selfish reasons, that puts her on our side more than it puts her against us.”

I smiled. Pride welled up in me realizing how much Dean was actually planning for the long game. He didn’t use to plan more than a week in advance, now he was thinking in terms of years.

“What if I added some information to sweeten the pot?” Rowena called over from her book.

We all looked over at her.

“Depends on the information,” Dean said, “What you got?”

She closed the book with a snap and sauntered back to her chair.

“The demon who possessed you, Dean, intentionally impregnated Katherine. His name is Kenneth.”

“We already knew he got me pregnant on purpose,” I said.

“But did you know that Kenneth’s the demon that was hunting you, Kate? He’s planning to return and claim his offspring.”

Blood rushed from my face and the cold twinge grew stronger. I stared at Rowena without blinking, well, through Rowena was a better description. Dean’s voice came through muffled.

“Over my dead body,” he said, “Rowena, you have a deal.”




Chapter 11: Thank God it’s Christmas

[Late December 2013 - 8.5 Months Pregnant - Bunker Kitchen - It’s the Great Bunker Bake Off Charlie Brown!]

On nights I couldn’t sleep, I went to the kitchen for a snack. That was most nights. It’s tough to sleep when you’re nearly nine months pregnant and carrying around a watermelon strapped to your abdomen. Between the heartburn and the bowling ball crushing your internal organs, there are no comfortable positions. Christmas Eve–though I guess technically Christmas morning–was no different. Except, when I woke up, Dean wasn’t lying in bed next to me. His side was cold, it had clearly been a while since he’d gotten up and I hadn’t even noticed. What I did notice was how badly I needed to use the bathroom. Again.

A faint echo of Metallica carried down the stone walls and through our bedroom door as I came out of the bathroom. So Dean was in the kitchen. Metallica was his baking music. Lynyrd Skynyrd was his barbeque music. And, strangely, he saved Asia for making his own pasta. I never asked about that one. I slipped into my fleece robe and tip-toed down the hallway. I liked catching him in the kitchen and he didn’t know I was watching.

Sure enough, there he was, covered head to toe in flour and, I think, fruit compote of some kind. It looked like blood though. While he was facing the door working on the island, the hallway lights were off and he was concentrating on assembling a pie crust. Slowly, I approached so my movement wouldn’t catch his eye. Dean’s laser-like focus, usually reserved for sweeping and clearing a room full of spooks, was honed in on an intricate lattice pattern. He bit his tongue as he gingerly wove the strips of dough–hand rolled of course–between each other. I saw a single bead of sweat trace its way from his hairline and down his temple, dusted with a thin layer of flour. Likely from swiping away the last bead of sweat.

He straightened when he finished the lattice, putting his hands on his hips and smiling as he admired his work. I smiled too. It was an incredible feeling to see him proud of something that didn’t involve guns or rock salt. There was a bittersweet element too, because he should have been able to do this sooner. He should have been able to do this with his parents.

“Come look at this, Kate,” he said.

I blinked then waddled over to the island opposite him.

“How’d you know I was watching?” I asked, leaning over to peer at his pie.

Cherry. Perfect crimped edges. It could have been on the cover of a magazine.

“The air pressure changed when you opened the bedroom door to come out.”

“Really?”

“No, I heard you in the bathroom.”

He flashed me a big grin and I flicked a piece of dough at him as I laughed. One of the kitchen timers started going off and Dean’s eyes widened. He frantically looked for the oven mitts under pieces of parchment paper and pie pans. Giving up, he grabbed the towel that had been slung over his shoulder and pulled open the oven door. The aroma of baked fruit and butter wafted through the air on sweet plumes of heat. Dean quickly grabbed a blueberry pie and placed it on the stove before going back for a strawberry rhubarb. He kicked the oven door shut with his leg and it slammed just as Nothing Else Matters finished.

“How many pies are you making?”

I scraped my finger around the edge of the cherry compote bowl and licked it slowly, savoring the flavor. Tart at first but then it had a subtle sweetness underneath. Just like Dean.

“Well, the cherry needs to go in next and I take requests,” he said, throwing the towel back over his shoulder, leaning on the island, and holding my gaze.

“Teach me?”

It was his turn to blink. The surprise didn’t last long, the impish grin returned.

“Gladly.”

Dean grabbed my favorite stool from the corner and placed it next to where he’d been standing for the lattice work. He kept a light hand on my elbow to steady me as I sat down and adjusted my position. I’m not even sure he realized he was doing it.

“Now first,” he said, rubbing his hands together, “you gotta decide what crust you want to use.”

“What are my options?”

“I’m glad you asked.”

Dean pulled over three bowls with different contents. He took my hand in his, placed a small dough ball in my open palm, and closed my fingers around it.

“This is a shortcrust. See how it feels in your hand, soft but a little crumbly?”

I nodded.

“It gives you a sturdy base. It’s good for tarts or anything that might get mushy in the middle. Believe me, I’d rather arm wrestle a Jefferson Starship than eat a pie with a soggy bottom. Next–”

He switched out the shortcrust in my hand for a different, more smooth ball of dough. Taking my hand again, he lifted it to the light. The heat from his palm soaked through the back of my hand, my breath caught and I had to remind myself to breathe.

“Can you see these tiny streaks?” he said, barely above a whisper, his breath brushing my neck.

“Yes.”

“Butter. This is a rough puff pastry. It gives you a flakey-ish crust, but you lose some of the delicate, crispy layers of a full puff. Think of it like a rock salt shotgun shell–it’ll do the job quick, but it’s no substitute for a good salt circle.”

I turned my head slightly, my lips brushed the tip of his ear.

“If I do anything, I want to do it all the way,” I said.

Dean stood up, trying to hide the heat flushing up his neck, and reached for the third bowl.

“Full puff it is. This one takes a lot of patience, but it’s worth the effort.”

Now the heat was flushing up my neck and it had nothing to do with the oven.



Sam found a tree. Not a plastic thing with bendy branches. A real, living, smells-like-Christmas fir tree. I don’t know how he managed to get it to the bunker–or inside by himself–but when Dean and I came out of the kitchen, the sun had risen and there was a tree in the library. He stood next to it proudly and I squealed when I saw it, rushing over to squeeze him in a big hug. When I’d suggested the night before that we try to have “a real Christmas”, and when neither of the boys seemed enthusiastic about the idea, I assumed we’d just listen to some music and drink hot cocoa. Now there was a tree and enough pies to feed every hunter this side of the Mississippi. Jody walked in carrying two ancient cardboard boxes labeled “XMAS” in the clinical, Men of Letters, block handwriting. My eyes went wide and I couldn’t stop grinning. We were going to have a real Christmas after all.

After an hour of decorating, I sat to take a break. Not because I was tired, but because I needed to “recharge” under an electric blanket. The baby still needed more heat than my body could produce, but he was satisfied with things like the kitchen ovens, fires in the fireplace, and an electric blanket with 1950’s wiring that made Dean nervous. Sam and Jody were putting finishing touches on the tree as we all hummed along with the Christmas playlist Sam had put on a Bluetooth speaker nearby. I was slowly working my way through a luscious piece of cherry pie that Dean had brought me, savoring every bite of the tart compote and buttery, flakey crust.

There was a slight movement in the corner of my eye and when I turned, I saw Dean leaning against the doorway. He’d put on a clean henley but there was still flour on his nose where I’d playfully smudged him as we baked. His hands were loosely tucked in the pockets of his jeans and he smiled as he watched Sam and Jody. Not his usual, prankster grin or flirtatious smile, an actual, genuine smile. For once in his life, he was basking in the moment. My fork rattled as I set my plate in my lap and when he looked over, we locked eyes. It felt like time had stopped and, for a brief second, we were the only two people in the room. No worry lines creased Dean’s face, no pain or fear. Just pure, unadulterated happiness.

Suddenly the melodic Carol of the Bells was interrupted by a screaming rock guitar bridge. Cherry Pie blasted over the speaker. When Sam looked around quickly and spotted Dean, I thought I saw steam coming out of his ears.

“Really Dean? Warrant?”

Dean looked just as surprised as Sam and shrugged his shoulders.

“It wasn’t me, I swear!” he cried.

Sam’s eyes narrowed as he shuffled over to the speaker to change the song. As soon as his back was turned, Dean winked at me and put his hands back in his pockets.



The lights on the tree sparkled and the Perry Como Christmas vinyl crooned from the other room. Sam had switched to vinyl to keep Dean from hijacking another playlist. I was seated comfortably in my highback chair, wrapped in my electric blanket, and the firewood crackled behind me. My eyelids started getting heavy, but popped right open again when Dean cleared his throat. Everyone stopped their chatter and looked at him.

“It’s no secret that Christmas is a mixed bag for Sam and me,” he indicated with his beer bottle then placed it on the mantel next to the stockings, “hell, most of our Christmases sucked. But, over the years, the people in this room made a hundred tiny moments feel better than Christmas.”

Dean lifted my stocking from its hook and slowly walked towards my chair.

“Whether it’s driving hours through the night after a panicked call from Sam.”

Jody smiled.

“Putting up with my terrible—I mean awesome—jokes.”

Sam chuckled.

“Even making a really, really gross deal.”

Rowena raised her wine glass.

“Or having my six on the most terrifying job I’ve ever worked.”

He looked at me and I blushed. It wasn’t like Dean to make speeches or public shows of, well, anything really. I looked down at the napkin I was twisting into pieces in my lap and when I looked up again he was sinking to his knee in front of me, pulling something out of my stocking. Jody made a small gasp, but I kept my eyes on Dean.

“Kate, I have one last present for you.”

The record player stopped. I could tell that Dean had pulled something small from my stocking but I kept my eyes locked on his. I never dared to even hope for this.

"Will you have my six forever?"

I couldn't make my mouth form the word.

He cleared his throat and asked, barely above a whisper, "Kate, will you marry me?"

I threw my arms around his neck, nearly taking both of us to the floor, and he pulled me close.

“Is that a yes?”

“Yes, absolutely yes!” I cried, finally, tears spilling down my cheeks.

Dean helped me to my feet and kept an arm around my waist as Jody, Sam, and Rowena closed in for hugs and congratulations.

“Do you think we can get married before the baby comes?” I asked and Dean looked surprised.

“You–you want to do it that fast?”

I nodded and squeezed his hand at my waist. His face softened into a smile.

“Yeah, I don’t want to wait.”

“I think it’s a little late to find an officiant on Christmas,” Jody said, “But we’ll figure out a way to get you guys hitched.”

“Oh I can help with that,” Rowena crooned. “Scots have been handfasting without officiants for centuries.”

Dean raised an eyebrow.

“What’s it gonna cost me?”

“It’s not so much a ‘cost’ as the ceremony requires certain–” she paused to eye Dean up and down, “--traditional elements.”

He shifted his weight uncomfortably under her gaze. He looked at me, took a deep breath, and nodded.

“Fine. What do we have to do?”

Rowena clapped her hands.

“Excellent! I’ll make a list for Kate and, Dean, you’re coming with me.”

Dean raised both eyebrows in surprise and looked between me and Rowena. I shrugged. He sighed and, reluctantly, allowed himself to be led out of the room by his arm.

After finding the materials Rowena requested, I waited in front of the fireplace with Sam and Jody. The overhead lights were off and at least a hundred candles lit, per Rowena’s instructions, casting a warm glow over the room. Suddenly, the candles and fire all blazed at once and Rowena appeared in the doorway. She was dressed in a long black gown and carried an old tome–older than anything we had in the library–as she walked towards us. I tried to peek behind her but didn’t see Dean. At first, the only sound was the soft popping of the fire, but then a low, mournful sound came on the Bluetooth speaker. Bagpipes.

On cue, Dean rounded the corner when the music started playing. My jaw dropped. He was wearing full highland dress. Cropped formal jacket, a sporran around his waist, a blue plaid kilt, and knee-high socks–kilt hose. I had to remind myself to breathe, he looked so handsome and distinguished. I felt out of place in my maternity dress, at least it was a red and green Christmas plaid. We locked eyes and he smiled, holding my gaze as he walked towards me.

Rowena stood next to me in front of the fire and when Dean reached me, he took both my hands in his.

“Sammy,” he didn’t take his eyes off me as he lifted one hand to his lips for a quick kiss, “if you say one word about my knees I’ll gank you in your sleep.”

Sam chuckled.

“I was just gonna ask what you’re wearing under the kilt.”

“Angel blade, what else?”

Rowena tutted and we looked at her.

“Do you have the materials?” she asked.

I nodded and looked at Sam, who pulled out a length of rope, a long strip of flannel, and a long strip of white cotton. I’d braided them together into a single cord while we waited for Dean and Rowena. Dean looked at it. His fingers traced the rough strands of the rope, the soft flannel, and stopped at the stark white cotton. A strange look crossed his face, gone just as quickly as it appeared. Recognition maybe?

“Is that from my favorite shirt?” he asked, touching the flannel again.

“Yes, and that’s from my nightgown,” I said, pointing at the cotton, “We needed pieces of us. I grabbed the rope from Baby’s trunk.”

He nodded, approving.

“Let’s get this done so I can change.”

I grinned.

“You look amazing,” I whispered and he relaxed a little.

“Did you translate the vows I gave you, Samuel?” Rowena asked, “Of course, they’re more romantic in Gaelic but we can make do.”

Sam handed Rowena a piece of paper and she placed it in her open tome along with the cord.

“Clasp wrists please,” she instructed.

Dean held his hands palm up and I placed mine palm down over his wrists. It felt incredibly vulnerable and intimate, feeling each other’s pulses, despite having done even more intimate acts together before.

“Repeat after me as Samuel ties the cord, ‘blood of my blood,’”

“Blood of my blood,” I said.

“Blood of my blood,” Dean said.

Sam wrapped the cord around our wrists once.

“Bone of my bone.”

As we repeated her words, Sam wrapped the cord around a second time.

“I give you my body, that we two might be one.”

Creating a loose knot, Sam pulled the ends of the cord through each other.

“I give you my spirit, until our life shall be done.”

Rowena placed her hand atop the knot.

“You cannot possess me for I belong to myself,” she finished.

“You cannot possess me for I belong to myself,” I said.

“You cannot possess me for I belong to myself,” Dean said.

“Katherine, you may kiss your groom.”

I blushed and leaned forward, Dean met me halfway and gave me the sweetest, most romantic kiss of my life. It felt like all the air had been sucked from the room.

Because it had.

The candles and fireplace extinguished in a huge rush of cold air. The emergency lights jolted on, but flickered so much it was a wonder they could stay on at all. The Bluetooth speaker cut out and the only sound any of us heard were footsteps. A figure was slowly making its way towards us from the doorway.

Dean, in one motion, smoothly stepped in front of me and reached into his kilt hose for the angel blade. He stood, blade in one hand and curling the other into a fist, never mind the kilt, never mind the cropped jacket. This was the time to protect his family with weapons and the warrior was activated.

“Dean, it’s me,” said a familiar voice.

“Cas?”

The figure stepped into a pool of light cast by one of the emergency lights. It was, indeed, Cas, and he looked pissed.

“Dean, there’s a beacon coming from this bunker, it’s calling all manner of agents–”

He stopped and stared at my stomach.

“It’s coming from her.”

Cas’ voice dripped with hatred. My stomach flipped and I started to feel light headed. I reached out as my knees buckled and Sam caught my arm, wrapping one of his under my shoulder for support. Dean glanced back at me with a look I couldn’t quite decipher before turning his eyes back to Cas. He lowered the angel blade, but kept it in his hand, and walked towards Cas.

“What do you mean ‘beacon’?” he asked.

“That’s not your child Dean, she’s carrying a Cambion and needs to be stopped before she delivers it.”

“What?” Dean cried, looking back at me while still moving towards Cas, his blade hand twitching, “Katie, how long have you been lying to me?”

He’d never once called me Katie. He knew I hated it.

“The whole time,” I said, pulling away from Sam and standing up straight.

“You swore that was my baby, and I believed you! How could you betray me and for what?”

I summoned my cockiest voice, my most arrogant attitude.

“I needed a place to hide, to deliver the baby.”

The best lies are rooted in truth.

At that, Cas closed the gap between himself and Dean, standing next to him and both of them facing me. Before Cas could do anything else though, Dean swung his arm around Cas’ neck and held the blade against it–close enough we could see tiny flashes of his grace trickling out. I fell back into Sam, who caught me as if on cue.

“If you don’t bring the heat back right now I swear to Chuck I’ll end you,” Dean growled.




Chapter 12: The Long and Winding Road, Part 1

NOW

[January 2014 - 9 Months Pregnant - Bunker Kitchen - Suddenly bacon is delicious again]

Officially my due date, which meant that I had four pairs of eyes watching me like a hawk everywhere I went and one pair of eyes that couldn’t care less. Cas was a sore loser after Dean got the best of him in the library after our handfasting. He begrudgingly stuck around to help with warding the bunker, but only after Dean promised to explain the point of Survivor and other reality tv shows. It was better than when he was hooked on porn so Dean was ok with it.

Dean, Sam, Jody, and I were sitting down to breakfast when Rowena came in. Normally, she made an entrance, even after living with us the last few months. Today, she just walked in, wearing a pair of my sweatpants and one of Dean’s flannel shirts.

“Rowena, are you feeling ok?” I asked as I took a bite of bacon.

Suddenly all I wanted was bacon. I was even putting it in my ice cream, much to Dean’s dismay. Pickles and ice cream he understood, but he couldn’t abide bacon and ice cream.

“The longer I keep the shield up, the more it takes from me,” she said.

Sam slid her a mug of black coffee down the table.

“Thank you, Samuel. Katherine, are you feeling any different today?”

“Afraid not, I’m starting to think this baby is never coming out.”

Jody smiled. “That is a common frustration this late in pregnancy, I know how much the waiting sucks.”

“Kate, have you lost your mucus plug yet?”

I stared at Sam. The audacity must have been on clearance because damn.

“Sam, no offense, but I’m not talking to you–or anyone else at this table–about my mucus plug,” I said.

“Guys,” Dean’s voice was coming through from a mouth full of waffles, “I’m eating. Besides, she’s been having Braxton-Hicks all morning.”

I shot him a look from across the table.

“What? You have.”

“How did you know that?” I asked, “I didn’t say anything.”

“You tense up when you get one, and your shoulders kind of rise up towards your ears,” he said, as if it was obvious, and took another bite of his waffle.

I sighed and stood to refill my bacon plate, when a massive gush of warm liquid poured down my legs. Please don’t be pee, please don’t be pee.

“And that would be your water, looks like baby does want to come out after all!” Jody cried.

Thank god.

Dean was at my side in a flash. I expected him to hover but instead he took my hand.

“Come on,” he said, “I bet you want to change out of those clothes. I’ll help if you want.”

“Yeah, good idea.”

As he was helping me peel the soaking pants off my leg, the first “real” contraction hit. It felt like if a Braxton-Hicks contraction had a baby with a period cramp. Not exactly painful, but definitely noticeable.

“Ow!” I said.

“Sorry, did I pinch you?” Dean asked, freezing.

“No, I just had a contraction.”

“Oh, ok.”

His breathing quickened and I braced myself for the onslaught of questions.

“Do you want to put new pants on or do you want your nightgown?”

I hadn’t expected that one.

“Nightgown please.”

Once I was in my nightgown, I felt another contraction coming on. My stomach tightened, the whole thing was hard as a rock.

“Man, this feels so weird,” I said, pulling Dean’s hand to my belly.

“Whoa, that’s wild.”

Dean kept biting his lip, and I could see the anxiety written all over his face, but he kept his thoughts to himself.

“I saw that walking is good to get the contractions going regularly, if you want to try that, or if you want to try to rest while they aren’t bad yet.”

“Let’s walk, I don’t think I can sit still right now.”

As we walked down the hall towards the library, another contraction rolled in–stronger this time.

“Oww,” I said, leaning against Dean.

“Did you feel that?” he asked.

“Yeah, that was a little stronger.”

“No, the floor vibrated.”

“I didn’t notice, I was a little preoccupied.”

Once we made it to the library, we turned and started walking back to the bedroom again. It was two more laps before I felt anything else. The floor was definitely vibrating.

“What the hell–ow!”

Another contraction. As it faded away, so did the floor vibration. Oh no.

“Dean,” I gasped, “The vibrations are happening at the same time as the contractions.”

He cleared his throat.

“Ok, let’s have a chat with Rowena.”

Sam appeared from around the corner.

“We have a problem,” he said to Dean, “Rowena passed out, I just left her in the infirmary with Jody.”

Dean and I looked from Sam to each other. If Rowena was fully unconscious, that meant our shield was down-down.

“Infirmary?” I said.

“A1,” he said.

One bite at a time.

As we walked into the infirmary, I had to stop and lean on the door frame through another contraction. This time, more than the floor vibrated. The glass cases and bottles rattled and didn’t stop until the contraction passed.

“What was that?” Jody asked.

“A Cambion contraction,” I said, “And they’re getting stronger.”

Jody nodded.

“Kate, you do whatever is comfortable–”

“On it!” I said, walking over to one of the beds and leaning forward on my arms against the edge.

“Boys, help me get everything breakable off the shelves.”

They worked quickly, packing what they could into drawers or boxes, there was no telling when the next contraction would hit.

“Kate, do you want me to check to see how far you are?”

I shook my head, I could feel vibrations coming up through the floor. The next contraction hit me like a Mack truck and I squeezed my eyes as well as the bedsheets. Before the contraction finished, I felt a hot pressure on my lower back. It didn’t erase the pain, but countered it, taking the edge off. When the pain subsided, I let out a breath and turned to see Dean with his hands on my back.

“Whatever that was,” I said between breaths, “do it again for the next one.”

“Roger that.”

We didn’t have long to wait, the next one came about fifteen minutes later. Jody was keeping a log of how often and how long they were. The vibrations always started in the floor, it was like an aftershock of an earthquake, but it came first like a warning.

“Breathe through the pain,” Jody reminded me as Dean applied counter pressure on my back.

I meant to let out a breath but instead it came out as a low moan.

“Good, noises mean you’re breathing,” she said.

I felt a strong whoosh of air in front of me and when I opened my eyes, I saw Cas standing in the middle of the infirmary.

“Now’s not a good time, Cas!” Dean said.

“Dean, whatever the Cambion is doing to the building is breaking all the wards and sigils. The beacon is the strongest it’s ever been and our defenses are falling. If we are going to stand any chance against Kenneth and his army, we need to get them back up now.”

Sweat had started forming on my forehead, soaking my hair and sticking it to my face. Dean tucked a wet strand behind my ear and leaned in to give me a kiss.

“Go,” I said when he pulled away, “I’ll be fine with you on my six.”

“I’ll be back as soon as I can,” he whispered before planting one last, lingering kiss on my sweaty forehead.

“Here,” Sam handed a walkie-talkie to Dean and one to Jody, “I have these for all of us since we’re not sure how the Wi-Fi’s gonna hold up.”

“Great idea, Sammy,” Dean clipped his to the collar of his henley, “Let’s go kick some demon ass!”

The boys had no sooner rushed out of the room when another contraction started up. It was the strongest so far and I moaned hard. Jody took over with the counter pressure, I would have hugged her if it hadn’t hurt so much. Glass continued to rattle but so far nothing sounded broken, yet.

“How about a check?” Jody asked.

I nodded, “Ok, but don’t tell me if it’s less than five centimeters.”

“Deal.”

Jody didn’t say anything. Shit. This was gonna take a while.

“Is it more than one at least?” I asked as she threw away her gloves.

“More than two!”

That was something. The walkie-talkie crackled on the table where Jody’s left it when she checked me.

“Come in Eagle’s Nest, this is Papa Eagle, over,” came Dean’s voice.

“Papa Eagle, this is Mama Eagle,” I said, “What’s your twenty?”

Jody raised her eyebrows at me and I shrugged.

“If you can’t have fun then why bother?” I asked her.

“Mama Eagle, Vulture and Falcon each took a wing, pun intended–”

“I better not be Vulture Dean,” said Sam.

“Why do I have to use this?” asked Cas.

Jody and I burst into giggles. Rowena stirred on the bed and Jody went over to her.

“Hey, how are you feeling?” she asked.

“Like I need to sleep for a fortnight,” Rowena said as she sat up, putting a hand to her temple, “But I’ll manage.”

The floor started to rumble, another contraction was coming, and it was going to be a big one.

“Is that what I think it is?” Rowena asked, getting to her feet.

“Oh yeah,” said Jody, her hands bracing my back and already applying the sweet counter pressure.

This contraction hit hard, fast, and different. It started at the top of my stomach and rolled downwards, like watching a wall of summer rain sweep down the street. This time, not only did the glass rattle, but so did the walls. The lights also flickered, not wanting to be left out I guess, which made me worry about having to deliver in the dark.

“Not to worry, dear,” said Rowena with a flourish.

Candles lined the floor and walls, no need to worry about the cinderblock catching fire. The worst they could do is scorch the paint and honestly the infirmary needed a new coat anyway.

“Oh dear,” she swayed a little and put a hand on the bed to steady herself, “Someone–or something–is hitting the shield from the outside.”

“He’s here,” I gasped, forgetting for a second that I was pregnant and flashing back to Kenneth possessing Dean.

Jody shot Rowena a dirty look then grabbed the walkie.

“This is Eagle’s Nest, we’ve got company at the door, smoke ‘em if you got ‘em.”




Chapter 13: The Long and Winding Road, Part 2

NOW

[January 2014 - 9 Months Pregnant - Bunker Infirmary - Get the ice chips ready]

Contractions started coming closer together, much closer. I barely had a few minutes to breathe between them now. The floor was constantly vibrating at this point, with the walls only pausing briefly to take a break.

“Jody, something feels weird,” I said, looking at her for reassurance.

“Weird bad?”

“I don’t know, just weird.”

The walls began to shake and the lights flickered before going out. They stayed out this time. Rowena’s candles flickered, casting long shadows across the room.

“Is that lavender?” I asked.

“Aye, it’s soothing.”

“I have to go to the bathroom, Jody,” I said.

She and Rowena exchanged a look. They each took one of my arms to help me brace as the next contraction rolled through my body. I screamed. My vision went black.

[January - Dean - Not Pregnant - Demons at the gates]

One of Kenneth’s minions fell dead at my feet. I tightened my grip on Ruby’s knife, the whole thing was covered in blood. Sam just dropped another one to my left and Cas was fixing a sigil on the wall to my right.

“I know you’re out there Kenneth!” I yelled, “Come face me you coward!”

The walls behind us shook. Another contraction. Hang on Kate, I’m almost done.

Another demon jumped out from behind a tree, trying to catch me off guard. Not today, buddy. I’ve been practicing.

I feigned left then hit him with an uppercut. A sharp, deadly uppercut. He fell too.

“Dean, behind you!” Sam called.

I spun with the knife raised, only to have it knocked from my hand and land ten feet away. My body was lifted from the ground and thrown backwards into a tree. The air knocked from my lungs. I coughed when I landed and felt a pain in my ribs when I finally managed to inhale.

“Dean, Dean, Dean,” said a metallic voice.

I looked up and saw a man in a preacher getup standing in front of me. His eyes were solid black.

“I have to say, it was a lot of fun riding you,” he swatted in front of me, putting his face almost level with mine, “And it was so much easier to find Kate. All I had to do was wait. I knew she’d come running to you–her big, bad, protector.”

As the sound of crashing came from where Sam had been, I realized he was fighting off another demon. No sign of Cas. It was just me and Kenneth.

“She has the cutest little birthmark on her hip,” he continued.

The bastard.

Kenneth grabbed me by the throat and lifted me off the ground. Hard to breathe when a demon’s crushing your windpipe.

“I’m going to savor killing you and Kate, like a delicious piece of pie,” he growled with an evil grin on his ugly face.

I snaked one hand down to the small of my back and touched the cool metal hidden under my shirt. Just needed the right opening but my vision was getting blurry.

“You’re forgetting just one thing,” I said.

“And what’s that?”

I whipped the angel blade from behind my back and buried it in Kenneth's throat. We both fell to the ground. I pulled the blade out as I stood up, Kenneth’s last spark fading quickly.

“Nobody touches my pie.”

The body Kenneth had possessed lay still. It was over.

“Sam? Cas?” I called as I picked up Ruby’s knife and ran back to where I’d seen them.

“Over here!” Sam answered from the doorway.

A demon had almost made it inside but Cas’ sigil and Sam’s big dorky body kept him from getting far.

“Are there any more?” I asked.

“No,” Cas said, “This appears to be the last one. Kenneth?”

“Dead.”

I reached up to the walkie on my collar and pressed the talk button.

“Eagle’s Nest, company has been dispatched. What’s your status? Over.”

Static. Son of a bitch.

“Come in Eagle’s Nest,” Sam said, trying his walkie.

More static. Actually, the static was the only thing we heard.

“When was the last time you guys felt the tremors?” I asked.

Sam shrugged, “I dunno, I was kind of busy with that last guy.”

“I was not aware I was supposed to keep track,” answered the trenchcoat baby.

Before I realized what was even happening, my feet were moving on their own, at a run down the hall. The bunker never felt bigger than it did right now. Must run faster. As I ran, the door to the infirmary seemed to get farther away as the hall stretched out, exactly like it looks in the movies. Must push harder. The only sound I could hear was the blood pounding in my ears. The lights were out this far in, what happened? Must get to Kate.

I barreled into the infirmary door, grabbing the knob and practically twisting it off. I pushed as hard as I could before remembering it opened outwards. Yanking with all my might, I stumbled in and was accosted by lavender and dim candlelight. Then I saw it.

An empty bed.

Bloody sheets.

“No,” I gasped, my voice hoarse, “Kate?”

“Dean?” Jody’s voice came from behind the room divider.

Where was Kate?

I staggered to the divider, roughly shoving it aside, and saw Kate, alive, and–

My legs quit working and I dropped to my knees.

Kate peered over the edge of the bed at me.

“Come meet your daughter,” she said.

My.

Daughter.

My heart pounded as Jody offered me a hand up, I took it but couldn’t keep my eyes off Kate, or the helpless lump of blankets in her arms. I swallowed, my mouth was dry. Kate patted the bed beside her. For the first time, I realized how covered in blood I was and tried to wipe it on my pants.

“Don’t worry about that, I need to clean up too,” she said as I sat down.

I couldn’t catch my breath, every time I tried, the pain in my ribs stabbed harder. There, in Kate’s arms, was the smallest baby I’d ever seen. Not that I’d seen many babies. I’d seen more demons than babies lately. She had dark hair, like Kate’s, and she looked up at me with deep, green eyes. I looked at Kate, she was smiling at me. I felt a tear fall down my cheek. No blaming onions for that one.

“Hold out your arms,” Kate said gently.

I obeyed and she tucked the baby against me. Our baby. Our daughter.

“What should–” I cleared my throat, “What should we name her?”

“I was thinking about Mary.”

I nodded, swallowing. God I love this woman.

“Mary Joanna,” I added.

Kate smiled and kissed my cheek.

“Perfect,” she said.

I forgot to breathe, as I sat with my wife, and we soaked in the first moments of our daughter’s life. I wanted to remember every detail, every little sound. I never thought I could feel happiness like this. Never thought I deserved it but here it was anyway, a joy so pure that even a hellhound couldn’t drag it from me.

My daughter, Mary.


