Gabriel: *flies around, utterly invisible to all because he's awesome like that. the only thing he's really paying attention to is the semi-multi-dimensional accessible doorway that accesses his 'apartment' via Oslo, Norway... after all, his horn is hidden in that apartment.*

Dean: *lounges on the bed, flicking through the free cable*

Castiel: *grabs my phone out of my pocket, sliding it open and pushing number one, the one that will direct me to Dean after Sam altered something to the settings in order to simplify it for me, holding it awkwardly to my ear*

Dean: *hears my phone going off, digging into my pocket to retrieve it, flipping it open and holding it open and up to my ear* Yo.

Castiel: Hello, Dean.

Dean: Hey, Cas, how's it hangin? *sitting the remote down to rise from the bed*

Castiel: *furrows brow* Standing. *smoothens out face, looking around* Where are you?

Dean: Uh, a hotel just outside Portland. The Sleep-Inn, I think.

Castiel: *spreads wings, blowing up wind as I teleport to Portland* What room? *looks up at the flickering neon lights, the only letters that are lit spelling the word 'SEEP', turning away from it as I await Dean's answer*

Dean: *raises an eyebrow* 231.

Castiel: *my clothes ruffle as I touch down in the motel room, still holding the phone to my ear* Found it.

Dean: *jumps* Shit! yeah, I'd say so. What brings you here, angel-man?

Castiel: You prayed to me. *closes trench coat and sitting on the edge of the bed* Why?

Dean: Oh yeah. Forgot about that. There's a case, I need some help. Sam's busy. You game?

Castiel: *hears a distant voice coming from my cellular device, sliding it shut and putting it in my pocket, before looking up at Dean* Yes.

Dean: Great. so there's this...I don't know, thing in town. I think more than one thing. Kidnapping teenage girls. I think it's some sort of sacrificial thing, but I can't be sure. *paces the length of the room* We could use another person.

Castiel: *follows Dean with my eyes, nodding curtly* Sacrifice is a common occurrence. I will help. *looks over at the door* Who is we?

Dean: You and me. As in, we could use a third. *huffing a sigh* Damn Sammy.

Castiel: Preferably a female. *looks up at Dean, my forehead wrinkling*

Dean: Why a female? You finally playing the field, Cas?

Castiel: I do not know to which game you are referring, Dean. *stands up, holding my arms rigidly next to my body* The virgin sacrifices are usually females.

Gabriel: *lands in a place he's been working lately. he doesn't really pay attention to any energy signatures around, because there really isn't anyone on earth that could stop him if he set his mind to something that he truly wanted. he looks around, spotting the next girl on his list and walks over to the fifteen year old brunette... soon he's whispering to the previously torn looking young woman and soon she's beaming... then she willing reaches out her hand, places it within his, and walks off into a dark alley with him. he absentmindedly empties some candy wrappers from his pockets before giving a chocolate bar to the girl, wrapping his arm around her shoulders and guiding her away*

Dean: *nodding in understanding* So you wanted bait. It's cool. I might be able to swing that.

Castiel: It is the most effective manner to capture an enemy. *looks straight into Dean's eyes* Do you know a female?

Dean: Does she have to be a virgin?

Castiel: *nods* Of course.

Dean: *chuckling* I don't think I know any virgins, Cas. I mean...*holding my hands out, palms up* it is me, after all.

Castiel: Yes, you are the poster boy for corruption. *sighs, looking around* Perhaps...Perhaps I could look for one.

Dean: You know...hold that thought. *reaches for my phone again, thinking maybe Jo was a virgin, considering she never gave into me, dialing her number*

Castiel: *watches Dean closely with knitted eyebrows, wondering who he could be calling now*

Jo H.: *Hearing my phone go off, I turn off the motel TV and roll over on the bed to reach for my phone. Seeing Dean's name I smile and answer quickly almost out of breath from rolling around* Hey Dean.

Dean: Hey. Listen, are you a virgin? *cutting right to the chase* And where are you?

Castiel: *widens eyes in surprise at Dean's choice of words, because that is not something you just ask a lady, and certainly not in that manner*

Gabriel: *somewhere, some mother is calling around looking for her daughter who should have been home hours ago*

Jo H.: *pulls the phone away from my face and stares at it, wondering if I have fallen into the Twilight Zone. However I quickly shake it off remember who Dean is, and what I do for a living* If you wanted to hook up Dean all you had to do is ask. But I'm fine, thanks for asking and I'm in Mississippi I just finished a case dealing with one nasty poltergeist. *mumbles softly* And yes I'm a virgin.

Dean: *fist pumps* Awesome! Listen, I need to use you as bait, but I swear you'll be safe. Something is kidnapping teenage girls, I think it's a sacrificial thing. I've got an angel here, nothing bad will happen. Say yes and we'll poof you here, or whatever it is that he does.

Castiel: *stands straighter at mention of me* Um...I need a precise location. *reminds Dean, while leaving out the safety part, sighing at the burden Dean places upon me, already regretting saying yes*

Jo H.: *quirks an eyebrow* An angel? Really Dean. *starts laughing* Have you been drinking or something? I mean, you know I'm all about helping out but an angel Dean, that's funny coming from you.

Dean: No really. Give me an address, I'll get you here.

Gabriel: *leads the newly acquired virginal teen into an elaborate room with intricate carvings and designs... and a huge bed containing the sleeping forms of several other girls...*

Jo H.: *shakes my head* Um, I'm at the Carriage Inn in Hattiesburg, Mississippi. Room number 261.

Dean: Okay. *hangs up, reciting the location to Castiel* We're saving girls here, Cas, perk up.

Castiel: *has already heard the address over the phone, leaving only the sound of my fluttering wings and the moving air behind on my way to Mississippi, touching down in the middle of the hotel room and walking straight up to Jo* Close your eyes. *touches her forehead, zapping us back to Portland*

Castiel: I will perk up after they are freed. *stand on the side, watching Jo with interest as I cross my arms*

Jo H.: *looks down at my phone as Dean hangs up and then around my room wondering what the hell is gonna happen. Only to quickly find myself in another motel room next to Dean. Feeling woozy I quickly sit down on the bed* Oh my head. What the hell was that? And you *points to the angel that zapped me out of nowhere* could of waited a minute for me to grab my bags. Now I'm gonna have to find a way to get them sent to my mom. * I shiver dreading that phone call*

Dean: Yeah, the angel-zap does that. Cas, this is Jo. Jo, meet Castiel. he's the one who, ah...yeah.

Castiel: *cocks an eyebrow at Jo, pushing off from the wall and disappearing from view* Bags. *looks around the hotel room, grabbing 'everything' I can find, including the sole shoelace on the stained carpet, before teleporting back to Dean's room* These bags? *drops them and everything else on the bed, before resuming to lean against the wall*

Castiel: Nice to meet you, Jo.

Jo H.: *shakes my head and looks up at Castiel blushing* Thanks for the speedy angel transportation. And for retrieving my stuff *picks up the shoelace like it's hazardous material* and some stuff that's not mine. *throwing the shoelace on to the floor I stand up and place my hands on my hips* So what is the plan? Or do did you only think so far as baiting me out for this monster?

Dean: *blinks* I was just excited I found a virgin.

Castiel: *smiles a genuine smile at Jo, and the sight of her blush, remaining silent*

Jo H.: *punches Dean in the arm* No need to keep reminding me of that fact. *groans* God I'm gonna get laid one of these days.

Jo H.: And then no more bait for Jo.

Castiel: *awkwardly rubs the back of my neck, looking away at Jo's mention of getting laid*

Dean: You know I could totally help you out with that. *smirking wickedly*

Castiel: *eyes flicker between Dean and Jo, feeling 'slightly' out of place during this conversation*

Jo H.: *walks away from Dean next to Castiel, slightly leaning against him* I think I'd rather let the angel do it. It'd probably be heavenly and pure bliss. *chuckles lightly as I wink teasingly at Dean*

Dean: *huffing playfully* Have it your way!

Castiel: *jaw drops, closing it quickly and looking at Jo with big, innocent eyes, slightly afraid, although secretly intrigued by the idea as well*

Castiel: *swallowing nervously, not able to take my eyes off Jo after that revelation, tugging at my coat in a seemingly attempt to close it*

-----A Couple Days Later-----

Castiel: *looks discouraged as I appear behind Dean, putting my hand on his shoulder to gain his attention and looking up at him with something aching to disbelief and sorrow as the words echo in my mind*

Dean: *jumping slightly, spinning around* Cas! You're going to give me a heart attack. *frowning* Why do you look like somebody killed your puppy?

Castiel: *the lines etch deeper into my forehead as I lower my head, effectively turning my gaze upon my shoes* I believe I got insulted, although I am not certain.

Dean: *tilting my head* Well, what happened?

Castiel: I saw Sam. *lifts head to watch Dean's reaction to this news, since Sam is being pulled under by the female and will most lightly not return to Dean soon*

Dean: *my frown deepening* You saw Sam? And Sam insulted you?

Castiel: No, it was the other. *turns away from Sam* Ruby, I believe her name to be. *sighs, rubbing my forehead nervously* She called me a *thinks on the exact phrasing* 'impotent sack of A-holes'. *air quotes* I do not know what that means, impotent I mean. *turns back to Dean, looking into his eyes*

Dean: *pursing my lips* I hate that little bitch. She's attached to Sam like a leech. Impotent means your junk doesn't work right.

Castiel: *sits on the nearest chair, putting my hands together and tilting my head to the side as my eyes bore into Dean's* And how does one know his -junk- doesn't work?

Dean: *trying to hide the tint of amusement* Well, you've been in this vessel a while...have you ever, you know, touched yourself?

Castiel: *frown deepens, confusion washing over me* Touched myself how?

Castiel: *adds as afterthought* I touch my hair relatively often.

Dean: *chokes a laugh* I mean, do you have sex? with others? Or hell-with yourself?

Castiel: Sex? *thinks about it* I do not believe so. *widens my eyes* Yourself? How is that possible? *sighs, putting fingertips together* You are referring to the human reproduction, right? *gets even more confused*

Dean: *scratches my head* Yes, Cas. *points to the lower region of his pants* That.

Castiel: My legs *hums thoughtful*

Dean: What? No! *grunts* Not your legs. What's in between your legs.

Castiel: Oh! *casts glance downward, not really following* Of course.

Dean: Come on, work with me here. Have you never looked at yourself naked?

Castiel: *is still looking at the increase of volume in my pants where my legs meet, as if the answers are there* No.

Dean: Really? So you've never seen yourself naked. Never had sex. Never touched yourself.

Castiel: *rubs neck awkwardly, turning my face to the window and peering at the lime curtains, nervous and embarrassed, because this whole conversation is odd* No.

Castiel: Or yes, I never have.

Dean: I...don't even know what to say. I feel like I should at least make you look at yourself in the mirror.

Castiel: I can do that. *gets up swiftly, striding over to the big mirror in the bathroom and looking upon my reflection* I see me.
Dean: *covers my face* No, Cas. I meant without your clothes on. You don't even know what you look like underneath that trench.

Castiel: *frowns, looking over at Dean who's standing in the doorway* Naked? *turns back to the mirror and my reflection* Should I...

Dean: We're all friends here. You've gotta at least /know/ what your junk looks like, man.

Castiel: *casts a nervous glance at Dean in the mirror, meeting his eyes in the reflection and shaking my arms so that the trench coat falls free from my body* Yes. *undoes my tie, tugging it from around my neck and dropping it to the floor* Friends. *unbuttoning my shirt, my breathing increasing as my nerves spike for some reason, licking my lips, I take off the shirt* That we are. *moves a shaky hand to the button of my pants, suddenly frightened*

Dean: *watches, propping myself back on the bed* it's all good. Take a peek. Release the snake.

Castiel: The serpent? *looks down at my still clothed crotch* It is named after... *looks around anxiously as if someone else might be present* I don't know if... *licks lips, furrowing my brow* Dean?

Dean: *raises a brow* Yeah?

Castiel: I'm afraid. *sighs, not wanting to admit that, but then again, Dean would not ridicule me for it, he accepts my flaws, knowing that I do not come from this world*

Dean: What are you afraid of? *scrunching up my nose* Look. You wanna see mine first? Because I'm totally cool with whipping it out.

Castiel: Yes. *turns away from the mirror and walks over to the bed.* Show me.

Dean: *shrugging, standing up and kicking off my shoes, flicking the button of my jeans and pushing them down, followed by the hem of my boxers* Ta da.

Castiel: *looks in surprise at the extra meat there. I have seen a female once, and she did not have this accessory, sitting on the edge of the bed and just gazing at it* What does it do? *tilts head to the side, it's doesn't look to bad, but seems a little unnecessary to me, like extra weight that has no obvious purpose. Lifts a hand, stretching only my pointer finger as I wonder if it will do anything upon environmental stimulations or others*

Castiel: *moves finger closer to Dean's manhood, curious as to its response upon touch*

Dean: What does it---*sighs* It's how guys have sex. This? *points, watching his finger carefully*gets, ah...hard, and....*rubs neck* yeah.

Castiel: *pokes at it, once, twice* It hardens? *disbelief coloring my voice as I touch it a third time with two fingers and then take hold of it to feel what it's like* To what purpose?

Dean: Whoa there! *swallowing* Careful with the grabbing...*shaking my head, trying to ignore the fact that it /doesn't/ feel bad at all* It hardens as in...stiff. and bigger. And that's how we, well, how we have sex. I think the term penetration should come to call here.

Castiel: *squeezes it, testing it hardness and gaping as it twitches in my hand, my eyebrows rising and eyes widening as I move my hand while holding on to it in order to study the structure of it, only gaping more as it hardens in my hand* It does harden. *looks up into Dean's eyes with an awed expression* What must you penetrate?

Dean: *breathing out, wondering if I should stop this, slightly afraid that I don't want to* The...the woman.

Castiel: I have seen the female anatomy. *moves hand up, feeling the veins underneath the thin skin, and then down, noticing how the skin moves with it* Am I right to assume it goes in the hole that you do not have? *licks my lips at the slightly larger head, wondering why it is bigger and softly caressing it, smiling at the smoother and softer texture of the skin, and then there's a cut, rubbing my thumb over it to make sure I felt that right and looking closer at it* Did you hurt yourself?

Dean: *grunting* yes...that's right. *swallowing again, watching his hand* No, not..hurt...fuck...*my eyes closing for a moment, the feel of his hand feeling better than it should*

Castiel: *twists hand, admiring how flexible the skin is as it moves as well, keeps moving my hand looking at Dean's manhood and how it seems to keep swelling and grows redder* How peculiar. *eyes flicker down to more excessive meat and I reach for it with my other hand, kneading it to test it and feeling something that seems to be oval or round shaped inside of the dead weight* What are these? *squeezes*

Dean: Ahh...balls, Cas...that...shit. *my fingers digging into the sheet, wanting to reach for him, not sure if it would be okay considering he's just experimenting* Just...ah....

Castiel: *bends over more, taking a closer look at the tip of Dean's manhood, my breath fanning over it as something transparent moistens it* What's that? *doesn't know why, but feels the urge to taste it and so I lick* Salt?

Dean: *hissing under my breath* Means it feels good, Cas...too good...*slowly reaching a hand up to rest in Cas' hair, not knowing why but taking comfort in it*

Castiel: *looks upward in confusion, meeting Dean's gaze and licking the tip again, wondering if this has some significant meaning for him that he chooses to touch me now*

Dean: *fisting a hand in his hair, tugging roughly* More...all the way in your mouth, Cas...

Castiel: *knits brows together at the odd request, but obeys anyhow, opening my mouth and putting my lips around his tip, the essence of him covers them and then I bend over more, taking him entirely in my mouth. I would have stayed there if it weren't for Dean's hand tugging at me to pull back, but before I can let it fall from my mouth, he pushes me back down. Gets used to the movement and starts moving on own accord, up and down. Feels the liquid from before increasing and swirls my tongue around the head on my ascend to gather more*

Dean: *breathing rapidly, a low groan passing my lips as he moves, letting him move, my hand barely guiding any longer. My hips rising slightly off the bed*Just a little more...Fuck...

Castiel: Dean? *my teeth graze against him on my way up as I whisper his name, wanting to know what more he needs as my hand kneads the strange balls again. I just wanted to feel their weight in my hand*

Dean: Move...your mouth away...*finding my finger sliding down his cheek to indicate I'm not angry, simply not wanting him to experience /that/ part of this*

Castiel: *does as instructed, sitting back and watching Dean with big, wide, innocent blue eyes, asking him with those eyes what is happening? Why I needed to move back? Feels even more clueless than before*

Dean: *Immediately replaces his mouth with my hand, finishing the act, my release pouring over my hand, locking my eyes with his*

Castiel: *watches Dean as the greatest satisfaction washes over him, changing his features into what one might called a 'blissed out' look, smiling at his pleasure and thinking it might be because of the things I have done, but not sure*

Dean: *wiping my hand on the comforter, looking down at him* Lay on the bed, Cas.

Castiel: *lays back, reaching for my coat to tug it closer but finding no fabric there, licking lips to taste the lingering essence of Dean as I close my eyes in anticipation*

Dean: Fair is fair. Now, I've never been down this road before, but I think I can figure it out. *sitting my body over his, my face a mere inch away*

Castiel: *opens eyes to find him so close, my breathing accelerating as my eyes fall upon his lips, one human act of intimacy I -am- familiar with* Dean? *swallows the nervous lump, and stares into his beautiful green eyes*

Dean: *doesn't answer, instead pressing my lips to his as I let my hand drag downwards, toying with the hem of his already unbuttoned pants*

Castiel: *moans against his lips, running my tongue across his bottom lip to deepen the kiss, smiling to myself that the saying is true and it is something once learned, stays with you forever*

Dean: *chuckling as I feel him smile, my fingers inching underneath the boxer shorts he's got on, tilting my head to adapt a better angle*

Castiel: *caresses his tongue gently with mine, loving the taste of him in my mouth, but as his fingers touch me below, my eyes snap open in surprise* 

Dean: *groaning as I feel his tongue, letting my fingers grasp his length, urging him to have the same reaction I did*

Castiel: *gasps at the feel of his hand on me; it feels so strange, so warm, so good...lets eyes shut again as warmth spreads throughout my body and brings that certain part of me to live, making it twitch against Dean's hand*

Dean: *gripping tighter, my lips never leaving his as I work my hand up and down, knowing I'm the only one to do this*

Castiel: *grabs Dean's head, holding him as I kiss him harder, devouring his mouth as the most wonderful pleasure courses through my body, moaning against his lips I buck up to meet his talented hand*

Dean: *tugging his lip between my teeth as I continue to work my hand, my thumb brushing over the head, trying to please him*

Castiel: *groans, the desire becoming all-consuming and eradicating all the rest in this world; all I see, feel and need is Dean...Right now* Oh... *moves my lips to his strong jaw line, his neck and up to his ear, sucking on his earlobe before tugging at it with my teeth, my hips starting up a faster cadence as they rise and fall, desperate for more, needing something that has started to build inside of me, but is still unknown to me* Dean, please... *whispers against his skin, pleading for more*

Dean: *resting my head in the crook of his neck, breathing against the skin, mumbling* I know, Cas...I know what you need. *working my hand furiously, twisting, turning, pumping, trying to bring him over the edge*

Castiel: *pants as Dean works me faster, harder and the fire spreads, everywhere, my manhood swelling as it keeps building and building, the sound of Dean's deep, lust filled voice finally adding to the sensation, sends me over the edge and I grunt his name, as the same substance that erupted from Dean now covers his hand* That was... *breathes heavy, trying to steady it as my arms wrap themselves around Dean on their own accord* Special.

Dean: *again wiping my hand on the sheet, laughing quietly at the word special* Special. I'll take that as a compliment.

Castiel: *looks up at Dean with an adoring, awed expression* It is.

Dean: *flopping to the side of him* What exactly just happened there, Cas? 

Castiel: You instructed me on potency? *phrases as a question, because there is something more, I just don't dare to say it out loud*

Dean: *laughs again* well yeah, I just didn't expect to /show/ you. I don't...usually...ever..​.with guys.

Castiel: *face falls, turning away to hide the expression* I usually don't ever. *quips*

Dean: *frowning* You're...the first.

Castiel: As are you. *has finally caught a glimpse of myself naked, moving to stand at full length and gazing upon my reflection*

Dean: *sitting up to watch him admire himself* So....how was it. 

Castiel: *looks shyly up at Dean* It surpassed anything I have ever experienced.

Dean: *smirking smugly* Awesome. *tugging my jeans up*

Castiel: Was this -sex-? *turns calmly to face Dean* What does that mean for us? *can't picture repeating this with anyone else*

Dean: No, this wasn't sex. *rests my head on my hands* I...don't know. What do you want it to mean?

Castiel: *gets dressed in the blink of an eye, the tie hanging crookedly around my neck, the trench coat haphazardly from my shoulders* I do not know. *frowns, knowing I don't want to share that with anyone else, but not wanting to obstruct Dean's life in any way* It was a moment of intimacy, was it not?

Dean: Well yeah. I mean, considering I don't do this with guys, I'm gonna say there's something between us that's not normal. *raises hands up* Not in a bad way!

Castiel: Hu...Interesting. *eyes you up and down, unable to deny the desire looming underneath and threatening to burst forward again* I must check on the Virgin. *disappears with the sound of ruffling feathers and a gush of wind, teleporting myself to the next room where Jo stays*

Dean: *huffing* Damnit. *sitting down on the bed again*

Castiel: *stands next to the bed, gazing upon a half naked, sleeping Jo. I just needed to check she wasn't taken yet, but now that I'm here my mind turn to different things. What Dean and I shared wasn't sex, so it was probably only possible between a man and a woman. Stares, deliberating, but unlike earlier today, not feeling the desire to unite our bodies. Could be Dean's lingering taste, or scent. Sighs, stepping back and leaning against the wall*

Dean: *flops back on the bed, my mind racing, wondering exactly what it was that just happened between Cas and I, nervous and slightly worried*

Castiel: *flies to the nearest liquor store, entering it and grabbing the first bottle on my right, which happens to be a bottle of Patron, the name doesn't mean anything as I pour it down my throat, and ignore the man coming out from behind his plastic looking safety box*

Dean: *stands to pace the room, afraid I've upset him, hoping I didn't*

Castiel: I'm an angel of the Lord. *replies to the man's question as he approaches me with a rival, grabbing another bottle and drinking it* No. *grumbles at his demand to pay for the now empty bottles*

Dean: *lays down, my brow furrowed*

Castiel: Sleep. *touches the man's brow after my body has gotten punctured by two rounds of lead bullets, turning from him and emptying the store, the burn getting increasingly more delightful with every gulp*

Gabriel: *back in the town where Jo, Dean and Castiel were looking for virgins, the most recent missing virgin has been gone long enough that the missing persons reports are going around*

Castiel: *stumbles out of the store, and almost running into a wooden pole with a face on it, the face of a young girl, but her features are lost to me. Grabs the paper and rips it off, stuffing it in the pocket of my trench coat and turning left* Beautiful night for a walk. *isn't really capable of walking, at least not straight, but forces self to do so*

-----Meanwhile-----

Gabriel: *back in his apartment, which is supposedly somewhere in Norway but really exists between dimensions, he closes and seals the door to the room containing half a dozen sleeping virgins. humming to himself, he strolls over to the centerpiece of his apartment... a large table covered in cakes, candies and various other dessert items. the items are always fresh and delicious looking. but though he stares at the table, he isn't seeing what is on top of it. Instead, he is peering at what is stored in solid crystal and hidden from view by all of the treats... his horn. the one Father gave him to blow when it is time for The End Of The World. he badly wants to take it from its case, to touch it, but he cannot. the horn is so much a part of him that his already impressive grace, though twisted into something other angels wouldn't recognize, would swell to ten times its strength the minute it touched his being... and it would alert every angel in the universe as to his exact location... so yeah, though he wants it once more strapped to his side and awaiting The End, he refuses to touch it... and thankfully the presence of all the treats disguises the longing he gives. he plucks up a wine truffle and pops it into his mouth*

Gabriel: *stuffs himself from his never ending supply of sweets, eating away his misery and turns...to come face to face with something that causes him to freeze in place. it is a portrait, one he's had for centuries and has never failed to freeze upon seeing it. it is a painting of two angels staring into each others eyes. the cloudy background is nearly obscured by wings. one pair of wings is a pale, powdery gray set that looks incredibly soft while the remaining three sets in the portrait, all attached to the same figure's back, are a deep mahogany that shimmer with red and gold in the light that seems to come from the angelic beings. the one with gray wings has long, flowing black hair that glimmers silver while the other has brown, shimmering red-gold in the light. the eyes of the angels are locked, as if they cannot be bothered to look at anything except each other, one set a shimmering blue that seems to encompass every shade of blue from clear to midnight at the same time while the other pair of eyes are a deep jade color. one wears armor, decorated like a soldier of honor with a glimmering sword at their side while the other wears a long, flowing robe, a slender horn in shining gold at their side. only their hands are touching, but from the looks of love and adoration on their faces, that is all the contact they need... though somehow, the painting manages to capture the desire for a deeper embrace in the set of the wings, the grasp of the hands... he stares at the painting, wondering why he tortured himself to have it made and at the same time never wanting to part with it. eventually, like always, he is forced to teleport himself away from the painting, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene any other way.*

-----And Now-----

Castiel: *leans against the wall of a gift shop that has already closed for the day, clenching my eyes shut against the dizziness that washes over me* Whoa! *puts hand against the wall as if the wall could collapse under my weight*

Gabriel: *appears in the town he's been rescuing the fair maidens from and ghosts around, taking a few steps and then appearing again thirty feet away from the last step. after a while of this, he feels something familiar close by... something he hasn't felt in far too long... without conscious thought, he's drawn toward that sense like a moth toward a flame. he stops as soon as he catches a glimpse of a human that he has never seen before and yet would recognize anywhere, his breath catches hard in his throat and he feels his organs churn almost painfully as he steps into a shadow and stares with naked longing on his features*

Castiel: *turns so my back is against the wall, leaning my head back against the cold, hard brick and exhaling noisily as I clench my eyes shut, my fists balled next to me as I fight off another round of nausea, sighing as I think of what happened before, Dean doing those things to me and then being so blasé about it. Involuntarily my mind wanders to Gabriel as well, and how he left me. It seems like no one really wants me, and I just become part of their games, a puppet for their amusement. Bangs fists against the wall, making it crumble where I struck*

Gabriel: *is suddenly overwhelmed by a deep desire to race over and steal Castiel away... he should not be anywhere where he would have that sense about him. and he looks wretched compared to the glorious creature he once knew. he bites his lip, longing to take up his horn and race to fill Castiel with his own grace...but he wilts at just the thought. the state of Castiel echoes through the memory of a revelation long since received... he morphs the features of his vessel so that he has short, close cropped blond hair, pale blue eyes and pale skin... and then pushes away from his hiding spot, walking as casually as he can toward Castiel... he just has to get closer*

Castiel: *rubs forehead, moaning weakly and trying to push off of the wall, but finding that gravity works against me as my back thuds against the wall again* Great. Some angel you are, Castiel. *mumbles to self, opening my eyes carefully, my eyebrows instantly rising at the sight of everything multiplied. There are two poles where one used to be, two hands rubbing my face where should be one*

Castiel: Peculiar.

Gabriel: *clenches his nerves down and clears his throat as he approaches Castiel* You okay there, buddy? *he has a minor panic attack, hoping that he had managed to keep the longing and nervousness out of his voice while directing an unblinking stare at Castiel... he pauses not too far away, trying to keep his grace from disobeying him and reaching out for the seraph.*

Castiel: *furrows brow at the sound of a voice, looking over to my left where a pair of Twins is looking at me strangely, knowing there's probably only one, I try to smile, but it's a grimace* I'm fine. *licks lips, my mouth already getting dry after the copious amounts of alcohol I consumed* Who are you? *feels a little suspicious of this man who approaches a drunk at this time of night, but even drunk I could handle a little human if necessary*

Gabriel: *stares at Castiel's lips, unable to tear his eyes away even after the seraph's tongue is safely back in his mouth* Ga...*stops himself just in time* ry... I'm Gary. *moves a step closer to Castiel* Are you sure you're okay? You look a little... out of it. *he burns all over with the desire to claim the angel, wanting to take back what he had and pretend the last few thousand years had never happened*

Castiel: I might have... *looks at the distance between us, which isn't that great, cocking an eyebrow and looking up into the blue eyes of this stranger* What do you want from me? *remembers Dean's many talks on personal space, and this man is infiltrating it, adds in a low tone of voice, hoarse from the liquor, but also menacing in its own way* Gary.

Jo H.: *Waking up from my nap, I look around and wonder what's happening with the boys. I hear the TV on in Dean's room and it sounds like he wants to be alone, so I pick up my phone to see where Cas is. I dial his number and press call*

Gabriel: *blinks at the harsh tone and, for a moment, takes it on a completely personal level... fearing that his disguise has slipped and Castiel has recognized him and is being hateful... he then remembers himself and holds up his hands in a non-threatening gesture, taking a step back* I was just being a concerned citizen... No harm intended, man.

Castiel: *eyes the man and his stance, nodding* I'm... *gets interrupted by the sound of my cell phone, digging around in my trench coat for it, but I don't seem to get a grasp on it, mumbling to myself and knitting my brows together as I keep moving my hand around in my pocket*

Gabriel: *raises his brows* Are you sure you don't need any help? *his arms and hands are tingling again with the desire to touch Castiel and he crushes his grace down even further than normal in an effort to retain control. the last thing he needs to do is burst into light and engulf the poor drunken seraph before kidnapping him!*

Castiel: *looks up at the stranger with big, blue eyes* Could you get that? *feels a little ashamed asking, not to mention helpless, but it could be important*

Gabriel: *lets out some soft sound that's a mix between joy, longing, desire, and misery... figures!* Sure thing... *cautiously approaches Castiel and very slowly so as not to startle the sot, he slides a hand into Castiel's pocket, the one that is ringing... after a moment, he finds the phone and brings it out, offering it to Castiel*

Jo H.: *After waiting on the phone for a bit I'm finally sent to Cas' voicemail. Sighing I try him one more time, calling once more.* Pick up Cas.

Castiel: *takes the device, looking at it curiously as the ringing stops, but then it starts up again, presses some random buttons until Jo's voice rings out clear and 'loud', perhaps I accidentally hit he speaker button* Hello?

Castiel: *groans, steadying myself against the wall, waiting for a reply*

Jo H.: *furrows my eyebrows at his confusion* Hey Castiel. You there? *pausing for a second* Where did you go Cas?

Castiel: *grumbles* Don't ask stupid questions. *glares at the phone, holding it in my hand in front of my face* What do -you- need?

Gabriel: *dwells on the way Castiel's vessel speaks the words of an angel. there's none of the musical quality that is normally associated with angelic voices. then again, his own voice had lost that quality when he'd found his one true vessel. the new qualities it does give to Castiel's voice remind him of watching the shining soldier of God as he planned battles with his friends. he can't help the sigh that comes from his lips and then makes a show of being innocent, pulling a chocolate bar from his pocket and peeling off the wrapper before sticking it into his mouth... fucking oral fixation of his...*

Castiel: *hears the sigh, my eyes flickering to Gary and his chocolate, remembering the last time I tasted it and averting my eyes, the memory too painful. Turns attention
back on the phone, waiting for Jo to finally disclose why she called me, and wondering if maybe I was too crude and it is the reason for her prolonged silence*

Jo H.: *Tries to hold in my anger, cause he is an angel and I don't want to be smited* I'm sorry Cas, but I don't have GPS for you. I don't need anything. *mutters softly as I start pacing* Except to get laid cause I'm tired of being bait. *stops rambling and starts speaking normal again* I'm sorry if I bothered you. You woke me up poofing in my room and then just vanished. So when you didn't come back I got worried. Sorry for caring. *sucks in a calming breath*

Castiel: *startles at the mention of her having sexual escapades, swallowing thickly* I am not to be involved with your plans for sexual intercourse. *furrows brows, thinking about earlier that day* Right? *looks remorseful now at having angered Jo, licking my lips and swallowing, but my voice still sounds hoarse when I decide to speak* I didn't mean to wake you, Jo. *eyes flicker to the stranger again, not comfortable at him overhearing this conversation and knowing there are certain things I can't discuss in front of him* I am on my way.

Gabriel: *gets wide-eyed when Castiel talks about intercourse and suddenly focuses his attention to the phone, wondering who he's going to have to smite for daring to touch... he stopped that thought before it could even finish, turning away from Castiel and facing the wall, giving it his most bitter look ever... which he promptly stuffs more candy into, unintentionally dropping candy wrappers as he reaches for more in his pockets*

Jo H.: *blushing I feel slightly hurt at Cas not wanting to be involved with my virginal issues* Um, I wasn't planning anything with you so you're off the hook. *sighs* It's fine, I needed to wake up anyway. I just wanted to make sure you we're ok. Are you feeling well, cause you sound hoarse. *pauses thinking* Can you even get sick?

Castiel: No. *groans again at the dizziness as I push myself off the wall in an attempt to walk back to the hotel* I am on my way. *repeats the words on final time and snaps the phone shut, stumbling as I try to walk, sighing and putting my hands on my knees* Awful.

Gabriel: *steps up beside Castiel and, since he knows Cas can't really hurt him, he braves his own internal struggles and puts a hand on Castiel's shoulder... fuck, even through the layers of clothing Castiel wears, he can feel the heat of his grace* Let me help you... I don't have anywhere I need to be. *gives Castiel a hopeful look*

Jo H.: *Looking down at my phone and shakes my head. After waiting a few minutes for Cas to pop in I realize he's probably taking the human form of transportation. Why? I don't know. But I sit back on my bed to watch some TV until he arrives*

Castiel: *looks behind me at Gary, nodding* Thank you. *straightens into a standing position, swaying on my legs and leaning against Gary* The Sleep-Inn Motel. *groans* I'm sorry for taking up your time. *moans as the light of the lantern seems to burn in my eyes*

Gabriel: *holds Castiel to him, reveling in the sensation as he walks Castiel along to the motel.* There's nothing else I'd rather do than help... someone in need. *he muses, hastily replacing 'you' with something more appropriate. he then forces a cheerful tone that a drunken angel would probably take for genuine* After all, helping others is a good way to get in good with the big guy upstairs.

Castiel: Yes, Faith is a good thing. *spots Jo's room from the black amulet in front of the window, not really able to read the numbers on the door* There. *points out the room, leaning heavily on Gary as he practically carries me over to the door and then I knock once, before pushing the door open, not waiting for her response* Hello, Jo.

Castiel: *still supported by Gary, stands in the doorway, my head resting against the doorframe*

Gabriel: *helps Castiel to the motel and then right into a girl's room. for a split second, his eyes are piercing as he looks at Jo, trying to determine what she is to Castiel and the most painful way to smite her if she ever hurts the angel... he remembers himself quickly though and smiles at her* Hi, I... Found this in an alley... Thought you might like it back. *his tone is playful, almost like his trickster persona*

Jo H.: *Jumps off the bed almost reaching for my gun under the pillow stopping when I see Cas with a strange man* Cas, what the hell? Are you drunk or something? *looks over to the blonde and blushing slightly before holding out my hand* Hi, I'm Jo. And than you for bring him back. He's sort of one of a kind. Dean would of shot me if I had lost him.

Castiel: *stumbles over to the bed, letting my body fall down on it, and covering my eyes with my hand* Yes. *raises eyebrow at mention of Dean, looking around the room to make sure he's not here, and then letting my head fall back, listening to the chatter of Gary and Jo*

Gabriel: *shakes Jo's hand, using the physical contact to let his grace read her soul and he smiles brightly at her* Well if he's that special, I'm glad I could help him get him. *gives a little wave to Castiel* Try not to get drunk around the wrong crowds. I'd have hated to have had to hurt someone if they'd have decided to beat you up... *he backs toward the exit*

Castiel: I do not get drunk *raises head, looking at Gary with serious eyes that bore into the other set of blue eyes*

Gabriel: Course not... *though his tone and smirk indicates that Castiel is just silly and inexperienced about something or another*

Jo H.: *walks towards the door.* Look... *realizing I don't know his name I just keep going* would you like to stay for a bit. I have some beer in the fridge I can offer you. Besides with this one sort of out of it, It'd be nice to have someone to talk to. All I've been doing lately is playing bait to catch this bad guy. Apparently I'm the only virgin in the state they knew. *blushes and looks away realizing I just outed my virgin status to a complete stranger.*

Gabriel: *stops at the offer, tilting his head in a way that, thanks to the blue eyes he's currently sporting, is eerily like Castiel, furrowed brows and all. then he breaks it by grinning at Jo* Honey, with that kind of talk I can't help but wonder if you're trying to bait me... *he pulls a wrapped Hershey's kiss from his pocket and puts it in Jo's hand as he steps back into the room* Though I have to admit, I'm more fond of those sweet tropical drinks instead of beer... *looks skeptical at the idea of beer*

Castiel: *forces my body up in a sitting position, because I don't sleep after all, and listens to the sounds coming from the next room where Dean is still watching TV, sighing and putting my head in my hands, before rubbing my temples*

Jo H.: I only bait bad guys, and you seem pretty good so far. *looking down at the candy I chuckle and walk to the freezer* But it's good I have some vodka too. *Waves the bottle before setting it down. I then bite my lip and lean over to check out the fridge. I have orange soda to mix it with. Or we can do straight shots. *grabs some glasses and the bottles of vodka and soda I walk over to the second bed and sit down placing the items on the side table* So what do you say?

Castiel: *the effect of the alcohol is greater than I expected though, because drowsiness overwhelms me and my eyes start to close, shaking my head to clear it, I fight it with every part of me* Dean? *mumbles as I snuggle with a pillow, a sight that's rather comical for an angel*

Gabriel: I say that... That is a very generous offer. And seriously, you need orange juice or nothing for vodka. Though there's this one drink you'll have to try sometime called a Penny Candy. Its made with pineapple, butterscotch liqueur and caramel swirl onto the glass with cherries in it. Delicious. *should obviously be a sugar junkie by now*

Jo H.: *smiles* That sounds great. Maybe I will try it sometime, but for now we have shots *Handing one over I look to see Cas cuddling a pillow and mumbling. I giggle slightly and whisper* That is seriously too cute. I have to take a picture of that so Dean can see it, or he'll never believe me.

Gabriel: *holds the shot glass and, as soon as Jo turns to look at Castiel, he turns the liquid inside into a chocolate death shot... with at least three times the potency of the vodka... he knocks it back as soon as he changes it* He is cute. How do you keep your hands off him? *he's looking at Jo though, trying not to openly stare at the drunken angel*

Jo H.: *throws back my shot and starts cough as the words register in my head* Um, Me and Cas *cough* we're just friends. I mean we meet a few days ago. *looking back over at him I tilt my head to observe him* I mean yeah sure he's sexy, has gorgeous eyes, and has a voice that makes me weak in the knees. But just cause I would love to tie him down and ride him like a cowboy doesn't mean I'm going to. *pauses and takes another quick shot, this time it going down smooth* He's too special to be treated any other way.

Castiel: *dreams of kissing Dean, moaning in my sleep and turning over*

Gabriel: Friends... *ponders, wondering if he's ever had someone he considered just a friend. he eventually decides not, and since he hasn't really had friends, he doesn't know what he's missing and mentally shrugs the consideration away... he starts to say something but then the positively lewd moan coming from sleeping Castiel makes him -squeak- like an inexperienced teen!* Well... *he clears his throat before shaking his head to clear his thoughts and turning his attention back to Jo* I can't help but wonder as to why you invited a stranger into your room... Offered them a drink... Put ideas in their head... Added a soundtrack... *he gives Jo a playful look* One think you were after something from me...

Jo H.: *blushes and look away slightly* Um, yeah. Funny how that works. *bites my lip* Look you seem like a nice guy, and any other day I would be happy to see where this could lead to. *sighs heavily and takes another shot and holds the bottle out in case he wants more* But sadly I have to stay a virgin until this case is over. The guy we're after is all for virgins, so I'm the bait. It's shitty timing, but this guy is a really bad dude. Maybe another time... *chuckles lightly* We can have those Penny Candies you mentioned.

Castiel: *drools slightly, turning onto my stomach as Dean takes me in his mouth, like I did to him, my dream making me move my hips against the mattress*

Gabriel: *smiles at Jo when she speaks, his smile growing as she explains her reasoning and then Cas shifts from his dream and he acts, reaching out for the bottle... only to wrap his hand around her wrist instead* In that case... I do believe that you -were- trying to bait me after all... Hope you don't mind. *his pale blue eyes suddenly shift to a deep jade and, with a flick of his disguised grace, he teleports Jo and himself out of the motel... all that remains in the motel are a drunken angel, a couple empty shot glasses... and an empty chocolate bar wrapper*

Gabriel: *reappears in his apartment, wearing his normal vessel appearance and with Jo at his side, in the hallway just outside the room with all the virgins. there are wards all over the walls and doors to prevent escape or anyone but himself being allowed to move freely into the area*

Castiel: *as my dream progresses, the desire to be with Dean grows and I unknowingly zap myself to the room next door, where I'm lying side by side with Dean*

