Dean: *groaning, moving to stretch my body as I wake, feeling something obstructing my motion. Looking down, seeing an arm? A trench-coated arm? Rolling over as best I can* C-Cas?

Castiel: *scrunches up face at the sound, whimpering as I move closer to Dean, nuzzling his neck in my sleep*

Dean: *sniffing* Dude. I know angel breath isn't that bad. *shaking him slightly* Cas!

Castiel: *startles awake at the abrupt shake, keeping my eyes clenched shut as I sit upright and snap at Dean in a gruff, hoarse voice* What?

Dean: *frowning* You were the one cuddling up to me. What did you do last night?

Castiel: I left. *hesitantly opens eyes, groaning at the light that hurts my eyes, narrowing them in slits and turning my focus on Dean* I should not be here. *confused as to how I got there, because I am fairly positive, I was in Jo's room last night, unconsciously repeating the words out loud* I was on Jo's bed. How did I... *trails off, looking around the room to see if someone relocated me*

Dean: *frowning, a tinge of jealousy bracing my features* Why were you in Jo's bed?

Castiel: *rubs my forehead, groaning and leaning forward* I laid down when... *tries to remember the name, which comes to me rather quickly* Gary brought me there. *stands up, feeling utterly horrible* She called me about sexual intercourse.

Dean: Gary? Did you...did you? *my frown deepening*

Castiel: *looks up at Dean, frowning even more than usual* Did I what?

Dean: Did you /have/ *finger quotes* Sexual intercourse?

Castiel: With whom? *feels the need to specify, because I mentioned sexual intercourse while talking about Jo, but he inquired after Gary previously*

Dean: With anyone.

Castiel: *turns face away, looking at the horrible lime curtain that hasn't changed from the day before, obviously* No.

Dean: Oh. Well. Good then. Did you drink last night? *changing the subject, rising to change clothes, pulling off my shirt*

Castiel: *looks back at Dean, my mouth opening slightly at the sight of his naked chest, knowing I should advert my eyes, but unable to as they take in every inch of his defined chest, toned stomach and the V that goes all the way down to...* Um...Yes. *forces myself to look anywhere but at Dean, my newly discovered, lower region already stirring*

Dean: *tosses the shirt in the corner, stripping out of my jeans as I head to my bag* Why? Did you drink?

Castiel: It seemed... *hears the zipper of Dean's jeans, swallowing thickly and struggling hard not to watch* wise at the time.

Dean: *kicks the jeans off, bending to dig in my bag* Why though? You're not much of a drinker.

Castiel: *swallows as Dean's jeans appear in my line of sight, unable to resist I look and groan at the sight of his strong, bare legs, and up...* I... *can't tell him he's the reason I drank, but feeling completely out of balance, my desire for him now throbbing obviously* know. *licks lips, my eyes raking Dean's form over and over again* I must go. *stands up abruptly*

Dean: *turning quickly* What? Hey! Don't go.

Castiel: *eyes widen as Dean turns and I find myself looking at...* You- You... *rubs my face uncomfortably* I must check on Jo.

Dean: What about me? *my lip pouting out* She's fine.

Castiel: *looks straight into Dean's eyes, holding them with my gaze* You tempt me.

Dean: *my jaw dropping slightly* Oh. *dragging my eyes down his body, noticing exactly what he means* Oh. *taking a step closer*

Castiel: *looks frightened over at the door, not wanting to have the same emotional down spiral as yesterday again, knowing that what we shared was very intimate, and yet Dean refused to acknowledge it as a sexual activity, because -maybe- he is ashamed of it, of me* Dean. *warns, although it sounds weak*

Dean: What, Cas? Why are you running? Is that why you were drinking yesterday? Look-I don't know what's going on between us either, but I'm at least willing to see it through.

Castiel: *surprised at Dean's words, since he just basically told me that he does want me, whatever it is that I crave from him, he feels it too* You are? *steps forward, capturing his gaze again and tilting my head to the side as I try to read him*

Dean: *looking surprised* Yeah. Don't get me wrong, I'm always down for a good fuck and run. But not with you. I said so yesterday-I don't /do/ this with guys. So there has to be something. I know you feel it.

Castiel: *moves even closer, stopping when I have infiltrated Dean's personal space to a point where we are practically nose to nose* Yes, I feel it. *moans as my arousal brushes against Dean's naked form by accident*

Dean: *closing my eyes* Cas. We’ll have to tell Sam about us...

Castiel: I agree. *leans forward further, pressing my lips to Dean's wanting to feel that heat spread to my body again, and isn't disappointed, as the fire that had ignited starts to burn brighter through mere contact*

Dean: *sighs against his lips, placing a hand on his arm, reluctant to pull away*

Castiel: *frowns more, feeling the rejection sneak up on me and steps back with a questioning look*

Dean: *leans forward, catching his head with my hands, my lips roughly finding his once again* The case, Cas...

Castiel: *whines for more, but then breaks the kiss by nodding* Where do we go?

Dean: *swallowing, reaching for pants* Jo's room? You're right...we should check on her.

Castiel: *stares at Dean, humming my response, not really able to speak as my arousal keeps making its presence known*

Dean: *tugs a shirt on, then bends to tie my shoes* Let's go check on our virgin.

Castiel: Um... *looks down* It won't disappear

Dean: *biting on my lip, a smile appearing* Yeah that happens. Tell you what. Think about...baseball, or whatever, and it should. And later tonight? I'll be sure to take care of it.

Dean: *snickering to myself, pleased*

Castiel: *feels it twitch at the promise, clenching my eyes shut and then opening them wide* What's baseball? I'm not familiar with that word.

Dean: *sighs* A sport. How about you think about Sam. *snorts*

Castiel: *clenches eyes shut again, picturing Sam, squeezing them shut harder when nothing happens, and then I see Bobby and it feels like the air is being let out of my manhood, it just droops, albeit slowly and painfully*

Dean: *watched with an amused look* Ready?

Castiel: *walks up to Dean, holding two fingers out and lifting it to his face* Of course. *puts fingers to his temple, teleporting us into the next room*

Dean: *shuddering as we land* Cas! It was like 100 feet away! *looks around with a frown* Jo?

Castiel: *looks around as well, my eyes landing upon a full drink on the table, and one spilled on the floor, bends down to pick up the glass and notices empty candy wrappers at the foot of the table, furrowing my brow and picking them up, before putting them on the table, not aware of what this means*

Dean: *sticking my head in the bathroom before walking to see what you're carrying* What's that? She's not here.

Castiel: A glass, *sets it on the table, looking up at Dean and feeling worried about Jo* and waste.

Dean: *holds out my hand* Let me see.

Castiel: *wordlessly picks up the wrappers from where I put them on the table and places them in Dean's hand, moving towards the bed and looking at it as I try to come up with a way that would explain how I got from this bed to the other, but remembering we have more important things to think about I walk back to where Dean's standing, looking over his shoulder at the wrappers curiously*

Dean: *crinkling them between my fingers, shoving one in my pocket* You weren't eating candy last night, were you? *tilting my head back to look at him*

Castiel: No. *grimaces, as if offended by the mere idea, even if my mind flashes back to the one and only time I tasted it, a gift from a certain someone who abandoned me in Heaven without another word, which might also explain the grimace*

Dean: *sighs* Jo's not much into the sweets, if I remember right. We should go to the station, see what we can find out about the other girls, try and pin down a location.

Castiel: *nods, holding out my hand again, ready to bring us there*

Dean: *grumbles as I reach out* I hate angel transport. Let's go.

Castiel: *ignores the weak protest, putting my fingers against his forehead and bringing us to the station, looking around to see if anyone noticed us out here*

Dean: *sucks a breath in as we look around* I hate that. *pushes the door of the station open*

Castiel: Sorry. *follows behind Dean* It is the fastest way.

Dean: *groans* I know. *holding my pounding head as I approach the counter, asking if there is any new information, flashing my false FBI badge, asking about any debris found on the scene*

Castiel: *stands rigidly next to Dean, staring down at the woman behind the counter*

Dean: *sighing as they explain there were no leads, but filing away the fact that there were candy wrappers at each scene* Thank you. *turns towards Cas, tugging him outside* We should visit the crime scenes.

Castiel: *doesn't wait for another word, instantly touching him and zapping us to the last address I saw on the list*

Dean: *panting* How does that not fuck with you! *taking a look around* Does your angel-sense tingle about anything here?

Castiel: I am used to it. *walks around the crime scene, looking everywhere, but feeling nothing, and I do mean nothing, almost as if something has done an excellent job of covering his tracks, something or someone that knew I would be here, furrows brow, wondering what could be powerful enough to hide from us* No. Nothing.

Dean: *scratches my head* It's too clean.

Castiel: *nods* Hm.

Dean: *furrowing my brow* I've seen scene's like this before.

Castiel: *glances over at Dean, wanting to know where and what it was, so I can deal with it, feeling more protective of Dean than ever before*

Dean: I thought I got this guy. *tapping my knee* I thought I did.

Castiel: *knits brows together* Who? And how? *needs to know more*

Dean: He was a shifter of sorts, but...not? He liked to play pranks. But it wasn't usually this...violent. Last I checked he wasn't kidnapping girls, just being a pain in the ass.

Castiel: A shifter? Do you know what the actual creature is called?

Dean: *frowning as I try and recall* Trickster. The Trickster, I think.
Castiel: *nods, because that would certainly explain the candy wrappers...Hold on, wrappers...Candy...my eyes flicker to all sides, as I force myself to remember* Gary...

Castiel: He offered me chocolate.

Dean: Gary? What /happened/ last night?

Castiel: *reluctant to discuss my moment of weakness, sighing* I went to a liquor store. *frowns* And drank all of it. *leans against the wall to my left with my shoulder* I was intoxicated. Gary approached me, offering assistance. He also offered me chocolate.

Dean: And then what?

Castiel: He was very persistent about helping me. *furrows brow at that, because wouldn't the Trickster be afraid of me, rather moving on to another town than continuing and even revealing himself* Jo called. He brought me to her. *looks up at Dean* They were conversing when I fell asleep.

Dean: Damnit! *frowning* Why would he do that? Be so...nice to you? Aren’t you kind of badass?

Castiel: I suppose I am...*looks up with a smoldering expression, eye-fucking Dean, lingering at the height of his rear* badass.

Castiel: I do not know why. *walks over to Dean* nor do I know why the essence of his being has gone from the scene. *eyes bore into his* Something is not right.

Dean: *licking my lips* What are you thinking?

Castiel: *lowers gaze to his mouth, entranced by the way his tongue softly caresses his lips, my voice impossibly lower* I'm not sure.

Dean: *keeps my eyes locked with his deep blue ones* you think if I call for this guy he'd show his face?

Castiel: Perhaps. *focuses on Jo, still not able to locate her, another aspect that raises my suspicion, without the Enochian Sigil I should be able to find her, but I can't. Everything about this case feels wrong, off*

Dean: So here's what I'm thinking. I think we go set up back at the hotel room, get whatever we need to off this guy and call him. I have a feeling, if he is who I think he is, he'll show.

Castiel: *nods and places my fingers gently against Dean's temple, teleporting us back to the motel room* Of course. *speaks only after we have arrived back*

Dean: *flops back on the bed* My head hurts.

Castiel: I'm sorry. *sits down on the edge, touching his forehead to heal it, hoping it'll help because after all it is my 'angel mojo' as they put it, that caused his pain in the first place*

Dean: *chuckling as the pain goes away* Thanks. I'm not used to hoping from place to place man. *shakes my head* I don't think Jo is in danger, at least not yet. My guess is what's got her knows she's with us, and wants to talk to us. This is the best chance.

Castiel: I pray you are right.

Dean: I have a good feeling about it. I say we wait a few hours, call his ass.

Castiel: *leans back against the headboard, thinking about the Trickster and the stretch of his power, just knowing in the deepest part of me, that this is not right* I really hope that works. *prays for Jo in my mind*

Dean: *kicks off my shoes* You worry too much.

Castiel: *frowns, looking up at Dean*

Dean: There it is again. *raising a brow*

Castiel: *eyebrows raise in question* What?

Dean: The worry. I can see it on your face.

Castiel: I'm sorry, but I do not believe this will be a success. *licks lips* Why would this creature deliver Jo back to us. *closes trench coat around me* It seems redundant.

Dean: This creature gets his rocks off by fucking with me. And considering he expected you to tell me about last night, I'm pretty sure of it.

Castiel: Perhaps, you are right. *nods* What do we do now?

Dean: *shrugs* Wait until Dark, I guess...

Castiel: Just sit quietly? *lip twitches, because that's something I can do without a problem, tilting my head to the side, this time studying the blue flower wallpaper with multiple yellow stains*

Dean: *sighing at the expression on your face* We could watch TV, order some food, I could use a shower...

Castiel: Whichever you prefer. *inwardly hopes for the shower*

Dean: *sniffs my arm for a minute* Yeah, shower. *hops up*

Castiel: *stands up as well, tugging at my tie*

Dean: *raises a brow, a smirk tugging at my lips as I shrug my shirt off and head into the bathroom, cranking the water on high*

Castiel: *hesitates, not knowing the customs on water usage for humans, walking into the bathroom as my tie comes from around my neck* Should I...

Dean: Should you what? *kicks my jeans off, making sure the temperature is right before turning on the shower*

Castiel: Join you? Or wait? *stands in the doorframe, staring at Dean's newly exposed body*

Dean: For the record, if it was anyone but me, you should wait. *smirks* But you can come in with me.

Castiel: Okay, Dean. *stores that information away in case I should ever need it, taking off clothes quickly and sliding the curtain to the side to step in and taking use of the opportunity to look Dean's body up and down, which looks increasingly appealing as drops of water cover his skin and run down in dancing trails that cross and uncross at random places*

Dean: *shakes my head under the hot spray, the feel of it invigorating as I step to the side* This may sound odd, but have you showered before?

Castiel: No, but I noticed you smelling me earlier. *shrugs, since my vessel doesn't really need to be bathed, it automatically restores to its original state*

Dean: I was smelling you because you reeked of booze. Seriously man. *pushes him under the spray* Tell me that doesn't feel awesome.

Castiel: Wonderful! *closes eyes as water pours into them, humming with pleasure at the way it seems to ease every muscle in my body*

Dean: *laughs at his pleasure, glad he's so excited* Let's wash your hair. *blinks* Wow, I sound like a girl.

Castiel: *smiles softly, bowing my head for him to reach* And I sound from another planet. Or so I've been told.

Dean: *rubs some shampoo in* Yeah, well, you kind of do, but in a good way.

Castiel: And what would be a bad way? *moans as your fingers massage my scalp, loving the feeling of his hands on me*

Dean: If you were threatening to probe people. *chuckling, pushing your head back under the spray*

Castiel: *eyebrows rise comically* Probe? *furrows them* Why would anyone request such a thing?

Dean: That's the whole, from another planet thing. Probing. Aliens....*sighs* 

Castiel: You've had... *swallows, looking at Dean skeptical* experience with such aliens?

Dean: *laughs* No! No. It's just the saying. People get abducted by aliens, there's always probing.

Castiel: At least they didn't have to slow dance after. *grimaces* We, angels love to dance. And it is custom that after a union, or in this case probing, one must slow dance to prolong the sense of unity, to lengthen the 'high' as one might say. 

Dean: There's protocol for that?! *stares*

Castiel: *blinks* A union is a great event, and rare...We are mostly occupied with missions, not romance. *frowns* When there is a union, it will take as long as possible and they will share intimacy on several levels. Like one would buy a whole menu and then an extra pie to fill his stomach for the hunger that 'might' come later, I suppose. *rubs forehead, wondering if simplifying things for Dean doesn't in fact make it more complex*

Dean: *nods in understanding* I get it. *shoves him slightly out of the way to dip my head back under*

Castiel: *thuds against the wall with the sudden, unexpected shove, although light it was unexpected and gazing at his naked body earlier might have made me a little unbalanced* Where will you wash me next? *asks it straightforward, not a moment of hesitation, because after all that's what happens in this odd contraption, isn't it. You get washed.*

Dean: *laughs, a gleeful look on my face* Everywhere. *grabs the soap*

Castiel: *a smile tugs at the corners of my mouth at the happiness on Dean's face, his eagerness almost contagious if I were more open to the infiltration of emotions, although I have proven to be more human lately with the doubts and awakenings of both physical and emotional desires; still most of my reservations remain*

Dean: *begins to coat every inch of him with soap, my gaze almost lecherous*

Castiel: *moans as Dean's hands caress my body, everywhere, his gaze making me swallow thickly as anticipation grows and desire grows* Mmm, Dean. *closes my eyes, feeling that same offensive part of my vessel's anatomy rising again, but not caring, because Dean has made a promise and this time I won't need to think of...No, stops myself in time so I don't work against the natural response of my body*

Dean: *testing my boundaries* You feel dirty, Cas?

Castiel: *knits brows together, annoyed that Dean ruins this moment with idiotic questions* I can not be dirty, and you are washing me. So no.

Dean: *chuckles, running the soap down his legs* It's an expression. As in, are you feeling naughty.

Castiel: Oh. *looks at Dean, bent and washing my legs, flashes of last night's dream running through my mind and groaning* Oh yes...

Dean: *running my hands and the soap up the other leg* Someone's found their sexual prowess.

Castiel: *hmms in agreement, looking down at Dean with smoldering eyes, gently placing my hand on his head as he did the day before, hoping he will understand that I too, want to feel what that's like and my body certainly craves more contact, so it would be convenient at this time to experience this*

Castiel: ((http://images.sodahead.com/profiles/0/0/1/9/4/3/2/2/3/-28298379295.jpeg ))

Dean: *feeling his hand on my head, assuming he's mimicking me from yesterday, grasping him around the base of his shaft and immediately taking him in my mouth, thinking now's as good a time as any to learn*

Castiel: Oh Dean... *moans, letting my head rest against the white-tiled wall behind me, overwhelmed by the amazing feel of his wet, hot mouth around me, panting heavily, growing louder as Dean starts moving* Dean...oh Dean. *keeps repeating his name as my pleasure increases with each perfect bob, my hips no longer listening and bucking forward on, desperate for more*

Dean: *recalling what I enjoy, swirling my tongue around the head as I maintain my pace, my hand working in sync, the hot water hitting my back as my other hand grasps his thigh*

Castiel: *shudders in delight, dropping my hands to the side because the need to grab his head grows too big, pounding them into the wall behind me, making the wall tremble under its force, but not caring as all I can do is, repeat Dean's name, as I slide in and out of his purdy mouth*

Dean: *increases my suction, my fingers digging into his skin before one of them edges up to caress his 'extra bits', a groan in my throat*

Castiel: Oh! *grabs the bar that upholds the curtain and bucks once more, thrusting forward into his mouth as my entire body goes rigid, while shaking lightly and then it's there, spouting forth as a volcano, into Dean's mouth. The bar gives out due to my force, but I ignore it as I grunt Dean's name one last time and my body slumps, drained from energy but the emptiness has been replaced by pure euphoria*

Dean: *shudders at the feel of his release at the back of my throat, swallowing quickly before rising from my knees again, simply looking at him*

Castiel: That was... *stumbles out of the shower, feeling every bit as high as I mentioned before* indescribable. *grabs Dean's arms, tugging him forward and kissing him passionately, moaning in his mouth, even with the salty taste of myself* Mmm *pulls back, looking into his eyes* You are exquisite. *looks a little star struck* Even better. *mutters to self*

Dean: *looks slightly surprised* Thanks. So ah, how was that? I'm guessing good?

Castiel: Much better. *breathless* 

Dean: Better? Better than yesterday? *smirking*

Castiel: Significantly. *stares dreamily at Dean, that smirk doing something to me as my heart seems to swell inside my ribcage*

Dean: I'll take that then, it was the first time. Then again, I am awesome. *ruffling a towel over Cas's head*

Castiel: *smiles goofily; a big, genuine, dreamy smile* 

Dean: *chuckles as I wrap a towel around my waist*

Castiel: *doesn't take my eyes off Dean as I slowly dress myself in my usual attire, which is now once again spotless*

Castiel: *my body has already dried on its own*

Dean: *shrugging on my jeans and a t-shirt, as clean as it's gonna get, before sitting on the edge of the bed* Let's do this.

Castiel: *sits down next to Dean, folding my hands and leaning forward, not really thrilled about this idea, but not expecting anyone to show either, so sighing, I just nod*

Dean: *digs out my cell phone, calling Jo, hoping he's got her phone*

Gabriel: *had swiped Jo's phone before sticking her in with the other virgins and, when it rings, he peers at the ID... after all, he'd already enjoyed a delightful conversation with Ellen! but now its just Dean. he answers, putting on his most obnoxious trickster tone* Hey there, Deano... I hope you haven't been too lonely without your pretty little blonde.

Dean: *hits my knee with my fist* I knew it was you! Dude, what gives? Virgins? I don't get it.

Castiel: *cocks eyebrow, looking curiously over at Dean who seems to speak so amiably with the creature*

Gabriel: Hmm. *makes a verbal 'show' of thinking over his reply* Yeah, I don't think you're going to get it. This is way beyond your level of comprehension.

Dean: You like deals, right? Why don't you poof on over here to my hotel, and we'll make one.

Gabriel: *debates for a moment. he might go, but he's pretty sure Castiel isn't drunk anymore and it'd be harder to hide his identity... unless Castiel has fallen far enough that his senses are too dulled to pick it up* No, I don't think I want to make a deal. *just then there's a loud squeal and a chorus of giggles in the background and he marvels that teenage girls can get piercing enough that their voices can leak through wards* As you can tell, I've got other things to attend to at the moment. *but he doesn't hang up*

Dean: Oh come on. Come here, or tell me where you're at so I can go there. Don't play hard to get. 

Gabriel: *considers the one opening to the mortal realm that his apartment has* I think you're a bit far away to get to Norway, Dean. *sounds amused, and more than just a bit smarmy... its a tone he learned from Zachariah*

Castiel: *frowns*

Dean: I've got ways. I know you love a good game. Come on.

Gabriel: I'm sorry, Dean... As much as I truly love to -play- with you... This is not a matter I'm willing to budge on. *looks at the wards of protection all around the girls*

Dean: *sighs* What can I do? You're one ahead of me. *looking at Cas, my expression concerned, whispering* Cas, dude, I don't know...

Castiel: *cocks eyebrow, because I was the one that told him this would not work and now he wants me to take care of it, sighing heavily I hold out my hand for the phone* Dean, give it to me.

Dean: *thrusts the phone into his hand, not having anticipated this*

Castiel: Hello. *speaks gruffly into the phone, fisting my hair with the other hand*

Gabriel: *freezes, eyes dancing in the direction of the portrait but not connecting. he eventually plasters on his trickster tone complete with extra sleaze* Well hello there, beautiful. I hope you weren't too disappointed when I took away the delightful blonde that had such sinful thoughts about you...

Castiel: I do not know what you are talking about. *glares at the ground* You took away our Virgin though, and we want her back.

Gabriel: *cannot let the opportunity slip away!* Ooo! So you two have delicious plans in mind for the virgin, hmm? Do they involve chocolate... Please tell me it involves chocolate. *there's a definite pleading for the chocolate. after all, everything is better with it*

Castiel: *frowns at this ludicrous individual, annoyed that I have to deal with him* I don't eat...chocolate. *licks lips* And we are not defiling the virgin. We do want her back. *sighs* She's my responsibility. *tugs at my hair* What do you wish in exchange, Trickster? *looks at Dean, with the same annoyed look* I have resources.

Gabriel: *has a pouty tone now* She told me she was bait for the one taking the virgins... So I thought that meant I was allowed to take her.

Dean: *pressing my face against the other side of the phone, listening, huffing*

Castiel: She informed you? *incredulous tone of voice, thinking Jo to be more foolish than I expected*

Castiel: Blow your air elsewhere, it is distracting. *gets up, pacing*

Dean: *narrowing my eyes*

Gabriel: *nods, even though it can't be seen* She did! And its a good thing she did too... She may be a virgin, but she totally doesn't fit my other criteria for my girls. *calls his dog over, scritching the animal's ears*

Castiel: Well, since you have managed to acquire her, I would say the plan failed. *looks up at the ceiling* Wouldn't you agree?

Castiel: *totally ignores the mention of requirements for the other girls*

Gabriel: Your plan failed... Mine is still in the works. *delighted sound now as he feeds a glazed donut to his dog*

Castiel: Return her to us, Trickster. *voice lowers menacingly* She is not of use to you.

Dean: Oh come on man, I know you can hear me. *stands up to pace the room in the opposite direction* What he said!

Gabriel: *looks at the calendar hanging on his wall even though he doesn't need it to check the moon phases* Actually, considering when this is, I think she's safer with the other girls...Just in case, you know? Unless you plan on ridding her of her virginal status, that is.

Castiel: *covers the phone with my hand* Contain your emotions. This is a game, and your affection makes her more profitable to keep.

Castiel: Yes. I intend to do that.

Dean: *pursing my lips and sitting down with another huff*

Gabriel: *pauses, pulling the phone away from his ear and giving it a dumbfounded look. he certainly couldn't have heard that correctly, could he have?*

Castiel: *warns Dean with my eyes, waiting for a reply from the Trickster*

Castiel: *can stand the silence easily*

Gabriel: *puts the phone back to his ear and says* Within the next hour? Anything else is outside the zone for her safety. *doesn't sound playful when he mentions this, he's serious*

Castiel: If necessary, yes. *furrows brow, trying to delve behind the hidden meaning of his words, what approaching danger, why so soon,...so many questions*

Gabriel: It is necessary. That's the only way you're getting her back...And only if she agrees. But, you can't have the others. I definitely still need them.

Castiel: Yes, bring her back. *can't stop myself from asking about the others* You need them? To what purpose?

Dean: *waves my hands frantically* Make sure he comes too! *said in a whisper*

Gabriel: *smirks, his smarmy tone back* For a reason you'd understand all too well... Bait.

Castiel: *eyebrows raise almost to my hairline* What is it you wish to capture? *nods at Dean, indicating that I heard him*

Gabriel: This is far beyond what a couple of hunters would understand. *has a condescending tone, though he knows perfectly well that Dean and Castiel would understand if he explained it...but explaining it would make one question his identity as a pagan god*

Castiel: I am not a mere hunter, Trickster. *stands* Now return Jo to me, and come yourself. I will not ask twice. *each word is spoken in a demand, feeling offended by this lower creature's words, that questions my intelligence and capacities*

Gabriel: *shivers at the commanding officer tone Castiel used and has to take a moment to refocus* I'm afraid the poor dear is napping right now. It wouldn't be right for me to transport her without first finding out if she wishes to return.

Dean: *bangs my head against the wall*

Castiel: Do not toy with me, demi-god. *my voice rumbles with the restrained anger at this blatant show of disrespect* You do not want me as an enemy. *lowers voice to where it's almost inaudible, but every syllable ringing clear with power and authority as I speak the last words* It will not end well for you.

Castiel: *tugs at Dean's shirt, pulling him away from the wall and shaking my head 'no'*

Dean: *raises a brow as Cas goes gung-ho, lying if I wasn't just a bit turned on*

Gabriel: No... I really don't want you as an enemy. *that is stated plainly and could potentially give him away, but then he adds...* But then again, angry enemy sex is hot!

Castiel: *notices Dean's gaze, quirking an eyebrow* You insult me, Trickster. *snaps the phone shut without another word, turning towards Dean and stalking closer, the anger still visible from my soft trembling* What location did he give you?

Dean: Norway. He said Norway. *braces self, for whatever*

Castiel: *pulls Dean against my chest, a little harder than intended, making him crash into it* Forgive me. *gently strokes his face, before putting my fingers to his forehead and zapping us to the other side of the world, where it's bitter cold, but nothing I can't handle. Takes off trench coat and suit jacket, leaving me only in my dress shirt and handing both to Dean* You need it.

Dean: *looks around, frantic, yanking the trench coat on* What the--

Dean: *looking around again* Norway, I'm guessing?

Castiel: Norway. *gestures around us, to state the obvious, walking around and feeling something familiar, my eyes widening as I halt mid-step*

Dean: *watching* What?

Gabriel: *curses loudly to himself and sticks Jo's phone into his pocket. now all he can do is hope they don't find the building where the dimensional portal to his apartment is located. after all, it is a ramshackle place that looks like something only those barely scraping by would live in, down in the run down section of Oslo... certainly they wouldn’t expect the lavish lifestyle of the Trickster to be hiding there... he curses again, knowing his grace is literally all over the portal though and if Castiel is close enough, there's no way he can disguise it from the angel, even if he had fully fallen he'd still be able to sense it*

Castiel: *swallows convulsively, trying to get rid of the lump in my throat* I'm not sure. *feels drawn to something, following it with a quick, confident stride, not pausing for Dean, knowing the hunter is fit enough to keep up with me*

Dean: *follows after like a lost puppy, shivering and disliking not knowing what's going on*

Castiel: *my mind races as I walk, the presence of another undeniable, but is it the one I expect it to be? Judging from the warmth it is. But then why would he approach me, after all these years? Is he playing games? Why take one that's under my protection, if not to lure me. Stops suddenly at the thought of being lured there, finally noticing Dean's trembling body, reaching out my hand for him to take*

Gabriel: *toys with the idea of yanking the portal and wiping all traces of himself from the building*

Dean: *reaching out for his hand* What’s up, your angel-radar going?

Castiel: Yes. *takes Dean's hand, letting my Grace flow through him and back into me, knowing it will warm up his body* We must be quick.

Dean: *sighing with relief* That's a hella cool party trick. Lead the way.

Gabriel: *unintentionally lets his gaze wander to the familiar portrait... a large bowl filled with bits of a chocolate and honey treat that hasn't been seen on earth in centuries resting on an elaborate table below the portrait. as usual, looking at it completely takes his mind off what he should be doing... like yanking his portal out of Norway*

Castiel: Yes...hella cool. *repeats Dean's words absentmindedly as I tug him along for two more miles and finally stop in front of a decaying building, unfit even for the homeless*

Dean: *tilts my head up* O...kay.... 

Castiel: There must be an entrance. *mutters to myself, as I let go of Deans hand and close my eyes, letting my Grace swirl around. It's certain that it is the one I feared seeing again, but he has Jo, and he deserves to face me after all he's done. Swallows again, focusing more on the warmth pouring in me* Upstairs. *puts fingers to Dean's face and then we are on the ninth floor, the wood is rotten and threatens to collapse under our feet but with a couple of Enochian words, we find ourselves in an entirely different place, beautiful, bright and luxurious; the home of a King, or in this case, an Archangel* We are here, Dean.

Dean: *practically choking as I take in my surroundings* What. The. Hell.

Castiel: He's always had...expensive taste. *cocks eyebrow, walking out in front of Dean, down a long corridor, feeling the warmth explode inside of me, nearly bringing tears to my eyes. The Grace is so strong, so powerful,...it's truly beautiful. Too bad it had to belong to...him*

Dean: You know the Trickster? *confusion marring my features as I follow, once again behind, Castiel, looking around*

Castiel: This is no Trickster. *simply says, not wanting to elaborate*

Dean: *waits* Well who is it? Are we, like, in his house?

Gabriel: *is seated on a plush recliner in the large, main room of his apartment, staring idly at the portrait. one hand is petting the dog that's sprawled across his lap. he's wearing his vessel undisguised at the moment, after all... Dean knows he doesn't look like 'Gary' looked last night and Castiel will know now. he turns his gaze away from the portrait in time to lock eyes with Castiel as he enters the main room from the corridor* Hello, Castiel. Dean. *there's no hint of humor or any emotion at all in his voice. in fact, if it weren't for the fact that he moved and spoke, he would seem dead* No, this is not my house... Technically it isn't anything. We aren't even on earth at the moment. *gestures to one window where a view of the slowly rotating Saturn can be seen while another window reveals a lush tropical view*

Castiel: Come along. *is running out of patience, the stress of the day weighing heavy upon my shoulders, and continues walking, until my eyes fall upon Gabriel's. They are a different color, more like the ones I remember from up in Heaven, and his features although less perfect, suit him better. He's still beautiful, no matter what form. Freezes upon the sound of his voice and stares, before finding my voice again* Hello, Gabriel. *listens as he offers Dean an explanation on his accommodations, as my eyes fall upon something entirely different, a painting of two figures all too familiar*

Dean: *begins to feel panic set in* Holy--oh my God. Cas, I'm not gonna lie, I'm kind of freaking out here. *points to the Trickster* what are you?!

Castiel: He is Gabriel. *tears my eyes away from the portrait to look at Dean* An Archangel. *looks back at the portrait, wondering why he has it in the first place*

Dean: *drops my jaw* Holy crap!

Castiel: Yes, that he is.

Dean: Where's Jo?

Gabriel: *lowers his gaze from Castiel at that and focuses instead on his dog... the dog is pretty much the only one he's had in nearly a thousand years...* She's safe. *he's still using robot voice, gesturing to a portion of wall that is so heavily warded with Enochian sigils that it could almost be a giant sheet of newspaper due to the tiny size of each sigil* I'm the only one that can freely access the area she is located within.

Castiel: *snaps out of my stupor, turning away from the portrait entirely and looking over at the wall* Why do you keep them here? What is your plan, Gabriel?

Dean: *edges myself closer to Castiel*

Castiel: *feels and hears Dean moving closer, looking at him and giving him an encouraging look to ease his mind*

Gabriel: *turns to regard the wall himself, still using the robot mode as a way to cope* I told you on the phone. They're bait... Though I suppose they aren't really, since they won't be leaving that room until it is safe. *he tilts his head a moment before straightening it again* More like the lack of their presence will flush out my prey.

Dean: So wait. *swoops to Castiel's side* You're protecting them? 

Castiel: What prey? *shows no emotion, which is pretty common for me, as I move towards the wall to inspect the Sigils*

Gabriel: *stares hard at Dean* I'm an archangel, of course I'm protecting them... *he cocks his head, listening* Jo is awake. *he snaps his fingers (a habit he'll probably never get out of) and Jo is moved to the main room by his grace* See? She is perfectly unharmed. *answers Castiel* Asmodeus.

Dean: Why didn't you say so? *my breath leaving me in a sigh as I take in Jo's healthy form* We could help.

Gabriel: *stares at Dean like he's some kind of stupid or something*

Castiel: The King? The Lustful one? *furrows brow, worrying instantly* All virgins are secure?

Castiel: *notices Gabriel's stare, glaring in return and moving to stand slightly in front of Dean in a protective way*

Dean: *looking back at Gabriel with a what the fuck face*

Gabriel: The ones in immediate danger, yes... The ones their fathers sold body and soul, yes. *turns his gaze away from them both as soon as Castiel moves to stand in front of Dean*

Dean: *peering over Castiel's shoulder*

Castiel: Do you have a location for him? *straightens my stance even further from the stiff, rigid once, because I am still a warrior*

Gabriel: *doesn't answer, after all, he wouldn't be flushing him out by taking the virgins intended for him if he had Asmodeus's location on hand*

Dean: So can we take this guy down?

Castiel: *appraises Jo briefly, nodding upon sight of her healthy condition* You must have some estimation, Gabriel. *looks more fierce than before*

Gabriel: I know where he will be when he attempts to claim the virgins. That is all I know. As for taking him down... *he turns to look at Jo, who still seems to be waking up* I can handle him easily.

Dean: So...Is that your way of saying you don't want our help?

Castiel: That is not your purpose, Gabriel. *gazes around the room, anywhere but at Gabriel* I'm created for this. And if I had your resources, your Grace, I would take the effort and reach out for his whereabouts, instead of hiding out with a harem of virgins to pluck upon celebration.

Castiel: *turns to Dean, telling him with my glare to shut up, although I already know he won't listen, God help me, he never does*

Dean: *gives Castiel an equal look, saying you know it's too late for me to shut /my/ mouth*

Castiel: *sighs, shaking my head, and turning back to look at Gabriel, trying hard not to remember what we once were*

Gabriel: *looks at Dean before giving a slight shrug. then he doesn't look at Castiel when he answers* My Grace... *there's a bitter sound now* You have known me your entire existence, Castiel... Have you ever felt my grace this low? *he looks at the dog in his lap again, petting the animal* What have I always had that you have seen that I do not currently possess? *he nudges the dog from his lap, standing up and spreading his arms to show the lack of something that is a part of him*

Jo H.: *my eyes flutter open and I look around spotting Dean and Castiel talking with Loki, I groggily call out.* Cas? Dean? *My brain still waking up, a part of it thinking I'm dreaming*

Castiel: Where's your Horn, Gabriel? *looks worried this time. If someone has stolen the Horn terrible things were bound to happen*

Dean: *stands around, looking thoroughly confused* Hey Jo.

Castiel: Hello, sweet Jo. *acknowledges her, without looking up at her*

Gabriel: It is safe... But I cannot touch it. That is how I have kept myself hidden these many centuries. *he pointedly doesn't look toward the location of the hidden horn, he's better than to give himself away that easily*

Castiel: Why would you chose to conceal yourself? *eyes harden as I remember the pain he caused me, the centuries of torturing agony* Why? *voice grows louder*

Dean: *sensing Cas growing upset, slipping closer again to rest a hand on his arm*

Jo H.: *Walks over to Dean, confused about Castiel's questions, glancing quickly at Loki before whispering to Dean* How did you guys get here? *looks between Loki and Cas* I'm guessing y'all aren't here to help out? *I note how Dean is touching Cas and leave that conversation for another day*

Castiel: *closes eyes at the gentle touch, warming my skin slightly and exhaling shakily as the tension eases slightly*

Gabriel: *is silent for a long time, considering how to answer Castiel's question without revealing something he may not want known. eventually he speaks* Because unlike some, when a revelation is given that I cannot stand, but that I knew would be obeyed, I could not just sit aside and watch it happen. *he turns away, staring out the window that faces Saturn*

Dean: *gives Jo a sheepish look* 

Castiel: *looks dumbfounded for a moment, because this is nothing like what I had been picturing all this time. Suddenly, even more angered that he would run because of something that has absolutely nothing to do with the two of us* What revelation could be so horrible that it drives you away from your home? *voice starts to rise with each word* From our Father? Our Brothers and Sisters? What revelation could drive you away from ME? *my Grace bursts in energy with the force of my anger, making all the glass in the room shatter into millions of tiny fragments*

Castiel: You betrayed me, Gabriel. You betrayed all of us.

Dean: *hits the deck*

Jo H.: *ducks to shield myself from the flying glass and whispers to Dean* What the hell? I thought that this guy was Loki. Who the hell is Gabriel?

Dean: *mutters* Archangel!

Gabriel: *doesn't notice the shattering... its only glass after all. he doesn't cower under Castiel's anger, instead he gives Castiel a look of raw pain before speaking as plainly as he can...despite this, his words are still choked with contained emotion* Father told me that I could not have you. He said that you were for someone else. *he gives a brief look for of hate and jealousy toward Dean before looking back at Castiel* And you always obey your orders. *he sags back into his chair, defeat written in every angle of his body to the point where his dog, who had nearly been sat upon, cuddles close*

Dean: *drops my jaw*

Dean: *from my huddle on the floor*

Jo H.: *gasps softly* Are you serious? You and Cas? Dude you totally stole an archangel's crush. *I smack Dean's arm* Why do you keep getting into trouble?

Dean: *winces* Don't look at me! I didn't know. *looks shifty* It just happened.

Jo H.: *mutters softly* Yeah right. Funny how that doesn't work for some people.

Castiel: *unceremoniously snorts* I nearly fell after you left. *shakes my head* And here you dare tell me it's because of some revelation that might have meant there would be competition in the future. I nearly FELL! Who's to say I wouldn't have fallen freely if you were by my side? *glowers* Seems to me like you set it in stone by your own foolish actions. *takes a step closer, looming over his sitting form* And I will not tolerate you looking at him like that. It is not his fault! You are the one that left! 
Jo H.: *whispers* Damn Cas, tell him how you really feel? *brings my hands up to my mouth as I realize I said that out loud* 

Gabriel: You wouldn't have had to fall... You would have just had to look. *he had, in fact, spent centuries hiding in the place where he had gotten the treat he had given Castiel once upon a time, hoping that clue would be a place Castiel would look...but Castiel had never shown up...and as a result, he had insured that that candy no longer existed for mortals... it only existed now in the bowl below the portrait, the bowl he wouldn't allow himself to touch.* Instead you chose to obey the false orders of an angel that was openly jealous of humans and what they were given. *his voice holds no blame though, merely stating it from his own point of view... and he pointedly turns his head so that he cannot even see Dean in his peripheral vision* 

Dean: *still cowering* I feel like...a chick....

Jo H.: *raises an angry eyebrow at Dean* Really? Of all the things that could say in this moment you went with that? You don't know what it's like to be a real "chick" *uses air quotes*

Castiel: You left me, no word, no nothing. *grits teeth* I came home to see you and you weren't there. Then I had to hear from my superior that you had just decided to turn your back on Heaven without a valid reason. *balls fists to the side* I wanted to go look for you, but then I would fall too, because Our Father had forbidden it. I wasn't even sure if I would find you and didn't take the change, because in the end of the day you didn't care enough to inform me on this big decision and had probably left to get away from me. *another burst, although less in force, shoots out from my body, my Grace rattling the furniture and paintings, but not enough to move anything* I was tested for years with easy, mundane missions, to see if I was a flight risk, if I could still obey, because I was no longer the Castiel everyone knew. And all of that, Gabriel *whispers his name in a seemingly affectionate way, before my voice hardens and gets a deadly undertone* is on your head!

Dean: *holds hands up apologetically to Jo* I'm working out of my element here! *rises to my feet, carefully edging closer to Cas*

Castiel: *can sense someone approaching*

Jo H.: *mutters as I stand up in my spot* I feel like I'm in a Spanish soap opera or something.

Dean: *takes a stand next to him* Let's just...relax.

Gabriel: *suddenly snaps toward Jo and Dean, since Dean's been on his nerves since before the man's many-times great grandfather existed and...well, he kind of missed getting to kill him, since he wouldn't hurt Castiel -that- way after everything... so he just snaps* That can be arranged! *then he snaps his fingers and where Dean was standing there is now a fluffy yellow baby chicken! satisfied for now, he returns his attention to Castiel* You would not have fallen! I have heard, still hear! Every command Father has ever given. He has -never- forbidden us from developing free will and retaining our Grace! Why do you think I could leave? Why do you think that the only reason I am diminished is because I do not hold my horn? They are lying to you Castiel! They have lied for so long... *rubs his hands over his face...then his eyes dart to his prized painting, just to make sure it hadn't been damaged by Castiel's flare of Grace. then he turns back to the real Castiel, looking like a robot again* I should take up my horn and go destroy everyone in Heaven than has ever lied in the name of our Father... *his fingers twitch*

Dean: *clucks*

Castiel: *turns my angry dark blue eyes on Dean, fury still the main emotion in my body, and to make things worse, he just got turned into a baby chicken right in front of me, glaring as Gabriel explains himself to me and although my anger and hurt tells me not to trust him, his words do seep into me, making their way into my mind and echoing there like the poisonous of snakes* Father didn't...They lied... *takes several steps back, nearly stepping on the baby chicken, huffing as it stands right in front of a shoe and picking it up, because it's Dean and I can't let him get hurt* No! That can't be... *hands Dean to Jo* Hold him. *turns attention back to Gabriel* Why would you lie about that? Why would you say such things? *balls fists tighter* You betrayed us! And now you try to fill my head with lies about my family! *feels the wall against my back, pounding my fist into it* They were there for me! *looks around the room, feeling so small* I might not communicated often, but when I did, they were there! *pounds another fist in the wall* You were not!

Dean: *clucks indignantly!* 

Jo H.: *Backs up looking from Dean to Cas to Gabe and back, over and over, before yelling out* What the fuck? *Holding onto baby chicken Dean I stroke his feathers and whisper* I promise not to tell Sam about this. *I walk in between Cas and Gabriel* Look I know I'm just an measly human, but can you please stuff your argument for 5 seconds and turn the poor man back. *I hold my hand out with Dean, before I get all sassy* NOW!

Dean: *nuzzles Jo's hand appreciatively because just since I'm a chicken doesn't mean I don't have feelings too*

Gabriel: *is about to retort to Castiel when Jo inserts herself in the situation. he can't help it when he tilts his head and looks at her as if she's an interesting new species... hell, to someone as old as him, she -is- an interesting new species!* But he's so cute this way... *looks confused and rebellious for a moment before snapping Dean back to his normal self... and moving him out of Jo's hands...as long as Dean doesn't talk anyway, he'll still cluck cause the archangel is too used to giving Dean a hard time to change now. he turns his attention back to Castiel, cause Castiel will always be more important* I do not lie! All you have to do is look at what is written to see that I speak the truth! You were there when it was written, you know this is not the time for the Apocalypse and yet what are our 'brothers' trying to start?! The Apocalypse is not supposed to happen for hundreds of thousands of years. *he runs a hand through his hair, starting to pace, muttering about lying brothers and wondering why so many decided to chose lying as a way to express their developing free will*

Castiel: *slides down the wall, thinking, because he has a point. It is early for the Apocalypse, but the signs...No, they are open to interpretation. They might be wrong! Oh God! What if it really is a conspiracy? What does that mean for me? I did so many missions, so...* Oh Father, what have I done?

Gabriel: *sounds bitter again* You obeyed... *his voice is soft* Just like you always did. *he really has been a trickster too long if he can say such assholey things to Castiel of all angels* You always were such a beautiful soldier... *he steps over to Castiel and reaches out with one hand. he hesitates before placing his hand on Castiel's head sighing at the familiar tingle of their touching Graces... and with a rush of bright light, he restores Castiel's Grace to its full capacity* You are even more glorious than before... *he barely murmurs that before moving his hand away and walking swiftly out of the main room and into his kitchen where he sits at the elaborate table holding a veritable mountain of teeth rotting, diabetes inducing confections and raising one to his mouth*

Castiel: *feels so guilty, Gabriel's words hitting home and not even his praises making me feel any less guilty about the chain of events, I might have aided in starting, my Grace fills me with warmth, the soft brush bringing back a longing I thought had long since died, but I refuse to acknowledge it. Tears leak from my eyes at the mention of being Glorious, knowing that I am all but that. Looks up at Dean, thinking about how much easier his life might have been if I had done things differently, but the ache that cuts through me at the thought of not knowing him at all, makes me cry harder. Is there even a right path anymore?*

Gabriel: *after his fifth cake or so, he speaks.* Father told me, during one of many revelations of when I would have messages to deliver, to tell you, and these are his exact words... *he pauses, his stomach churning as it had when Father first spoke those words in his mind* "When fallen angels steer the righteous man down a path not yet intended, Castiel is to be sent down to retrieve him, for his Grace will only truly belong to him even before me." *he lets those words sit heavy in the air for some time before asking* How could I stay? To stay would mean I would have to one day give that message…

Castiel: *doesn't reply, just standing up with a tearstained face and turning my back to Gabriel. My slumped shoulders the only remaining sign of my defeated nature, as I send Jo and Dean back to the hotel and then finally turn* You never tried fighting for me. Words have been rewritten before. Yet you didn't try. *swallows* I never asked for any of this, and now, you left me with no choice. I will face my burden, as I always have. Question is, can you live with yours? *disappears, the only sound the ruffling of my wings as I follow Dean and Jo 'home'*

Gabriel: *sits for a long time after Castiel leaves, doing nothing... just sitting there quietly. eventually his mental alarm clock goes off, he's probably got the best mental alarm clock in existence what with having to deliver messages centuries after being given them and all... he stands robotically, wings bursting from his back, six pinions of glossy mahogany (his innate flamboyancy makes him manifest physical representations of his wings that wouldn't hurt mortals to see on missions such as this. with one powerful thrust, he's gone from the apartment and back in the city that he had taken the virgins from... landing in a damp, abandoned warehouse* Typical... *he mutters before flicking his wings and moving to a more advantageous spot... just in time to see several fidgety fathers looking rather nervous because of the absence of certain daughters as the ground before an altar trembles and one demon possessed father steps back to make way for Asmodeus to appear... of course, before the first words come out of the lust demon's mouth, he's behind the fucker... and instead of just ganking him, he has to open his big mouth* Hey there, Asmodeus... It's been a long time... *and a battle commences on such a scale that words cannot encompass the sights. the swell and dip of Gabriel's Grace signifies his presence within the city to any sensitive soul within fifty miles of it as he clashes with the lust demon and the swarm of other demons that flock at the prospect of trying to capture an archangel. for one stuttering moment, the Grace signature flares wildly and then dips deathly low before the battle pattern continues and then there is silence as the angelic presence has left the city... dead hosts the only evidence that anything had happened within that warehouse at all. back in his apartment, Gabriel staggers. his bloody sword drops to the ground, his arm feeling dead as whatever poison Asmodeus had managed to get into him tries to eat away his Grace. he curses, stumbling toward the warded room and uses a bloody hand to open the door* Sorry for looking so out of it, ladies... *the teen virgins squeal and rush forward, asking if Loki is okay or not. he raises a hand to prevent them from getting any of the mix off angel or demon blood on them* Its safe now, I'll send you home... To not be afraid to call to Loki for help if you truly need it in future. *he winks at the girls scattered around the lavishly decorated room and, with a surge of his grace, sends them all home before promptly collapsing face down on the floor in a puddle of blood*

