Dean: *grinning wickedly as I open the door for the delivery man, toting in at least 2 bags full of food and sitting it on the bed* Cas! Come in here!

Castiel: *hears Dean calling, changing course and appearing next to him* You called?

Dean: *points to the bed* food. Can you taste?

Castiel: *frowns, looking at the smelly food* If I must. *isn't all that excited about sampling human food again*

Dean: *frowning* Have you found anything that tastes good?

Castiel: Not quite. *doesn't want to go into the honey-chocolate treats Gabriel once offered, simply because I don't want
to think of Gabriel*

Dean: *starts digging items out of the bag; he's included bacon cheeseburgers, fries, cheese fries, apple pie, and cherry pie with cream* Well come on. Play along. You may like some of this.

Castiel: *casts a longing look at the door, but nodding, I sit down anyway and hesitantly pick up a piece of apple pie*

Dean: *grins triumphantly* What do you think?

Castiel: *brings it up to my mouth, opening up I slowly take a bite, and start chewing* Too sweet. *puts the pie down, sneaking out my tongue to get rid of the crumbs at the corners of my mouth*

Dean: *chuckling as I lean over, brushing my thumb across his bottom lip to gather the excess pie, then popping it in my mouth* Delicious.

Castiel: *watches his thumb closely, swallowing thickly as his lips close around it, and he hums in pleasure* Um... *lowers gaze at the other food* I dislike sweet. *informs Dean, so he can warn me next time*

Dean: *licking my lips and picking up a burger* Try this then. *reaching for a piece of cherry pie*

Castiel: *takes the burger, turning it around while eying it sceptically. Takes a reluctant bite, frowning as I chew, but then my brows raise, and I actually smile*

Dean: *puts the pie down, my mouth full* Yeah?

Castiel: *nods, not stopping before the burger is gone and without another word, grabs the other one*

Dean: *laughing with glee* I knew it. I knew you were a burger man. *shoves the plate of cheese fries in your direction*

Castiel: *finishes off the burger, before picking up one of the fries, studying it*

Dean: It's got cheese on it. That's a food group. *tosses one in my mouth*

Castiel: *watches it disappear into Dean's mouth, and notices something red next to his mouth* Are you bleeding? *leans closer*

Dean: *mumbling through a mouthful of fry* MMM?

Castiel: *captures the red substance on my finger, licking at it* Not blood. It tastes good. *licks the rest off of Dean's face and the corner of his mouth*

Gabriel joined the chat 

Dean: *raises an eyebrow* cherry pie, my friend. *leaning my head to peck a kiss on his lips as I grab another fry*

Castiel: *finally puts the fry in my mouth, grimacing*

Dean: No? *licking the cheese from my lips*

Castiel: *shaking my head, and looking around for another burger*

Dean: Easy there. *motions for him to come a little closer* You got a little something...

Castiel: *leans forward, my nose nearly bumping his* Where?

Dean: *laughing* Here. licking the side of his face* Got it.

Castiel: *shivers at the feel of his tongue, looking from the corner of my eyes at him, until I turn my face and capture his gaze* Thank you.

Dean: *a crooked grin on my face* No problem. *picking up the cherry pie for a third time, taking a heaping forkful*

Castiel: *clenches my eyes shut as voices penetrate the silence of my most private thoughts; chaos, fear, and anxiety makes the voices tremble as they speak of a seal being broken. A teacher in New York is murdering students, 24 so far. Eyes pop open, my brows knitted together* We must go.

Dean: *looking up from my food* Where?

Castiel: New York. *touches his forehead, spreading my wings as I teleport us to the school in question. Strides with determination towards the area where are the screaming children are coming from, until I notice Dean's not following, turning to see him rubbing his forehead* My apologies.

Dean: *blinking, raising a hand to indicate it's okay* It's cool. *picks up my stride, following behind*

Castiel: *walks quickly towards the girl's bathroom, the most screams coming from there, not caring about the sign on the door that holds no meaning to me and throwing it open*

Dean: *looking around, my brow furrowed as I follow inside* Wonder if they have a couch.

Castiel: *looks back in confusion* Why would there be seating arrangements in a restroom?

Dean: Dude, girls always get the goods. *looking around* Clearly not here. *still moving towards the screams* What the hell is going on in here?

Castiel: A seal is being broken. *looks over at the last stall, a larger one that holds the picture of a wheelchair* That one.

Dean: *reaching behind me to pull the pistol from my jeans* Let's go.

Castiel: *nods, following behind Dean as he heads over to the stall*

Dean: *staring as I focus on the door, waiting only a moment before kicking the door in and raising my gun*

Castiel: *sees the eyes of the aggressor turning black at the sight of me, pulling Dean out of the way, because he won't be able to fight him off with just a shotgun* You know what I am?

Dean: *stumbles out of the way but immediately recovers*

Castiel: Seize your activities. *glares, taking a step forward and staring the demon down* Or I -will- lay you to waste.

Dean: *raising an inquisitive brow, enjoying his authority even though I shouldn't*

Castiel: *lowers gaze to the girl at his feet, and without changing the angle of my face I turn my angry gaze upwards at the demon* I will not ask twice.

Dean: If I were you, I'd listen. *cocking the gun, knowing it won't do much good but feeling the need to be intimidating*

Castiel: *notices the defiant look on the demon's face, taking another step closer, expecting him to leave his vessel but when he fails to do so, I turn to Dean* Take the girl. *races forward, grabbing the demon by the throat*

Dean: *motioning for the girl to rise quickly, grabbing her by the arm and physically removing her from the stall* Come on, you don't wanna see that.

Castiel: *puts the palm of my hand to the demon's forehead, pursing my lips as I glare down at him*

Dean: *holds the girl to me as I wait for the all clear* trust me, it's getting pretty vicious in there. What's your name anyway? *trying to engage her*

Castiel: *clenches my jaw as the demon starts to scream, light pouring from his eyes, nostrils and mouth*

Dean: See? told you. *says to the girl as I point at the stall* We'll get you home, okay?

Castiel: *drops him and without a glance back, move out of the stall* It is done.

Dean: Wanna send this girl home? *practically supporting the shaking girl*

Castiel: *asks her address and then teleports her home*

Castiel: She's at home, sleeping.

Dean: *blinks* Well. Awesome. *tucks the gun into the back of my jeans* That all here?

Castiel: *nods, before gently tracing his face with my fingers and then placing them on his forehead, sending us both back to the hotel*

Castiel: *moving to the end of the bed, closing my eyes and listening*

Dean: *tipping my head to the side* Angel radio? 

Castiel: Yes. They are discussing our interference. *looks up briefly* Especially mine. *closes eyes again, focusing more* They are not pleased with me.
Dean: *frowning* Why not? You stopped it, that's good. What are they going to do to you?

Castiel: *frowns* It is your burden to carry. They question my loyalties.

Dean: Why would they question your loyalties? I don't get it, Cas. *sitting down next to you*

Castiel: *still doesn't open eyes, although I can feel Dean's body heat next to me* I have been weaker, disconnected from Heaven...Gabriel restored my Grace. But... *licks lips* They believe me...to be too attached. To you. *takes your hand*

Dean: What does that mean? *my frown deepening as I lean closer*

Castiel: They think I obey you. *tilts head to the side* They fear our proximity, the bond we share. *swallows* They are convinced I would willingly choose you over Our Father, and his Kingdom.

Dean: I don't tell you to do anything though. *leaning back on the bed as I whisper* Would you?

Castiel: *remains silent, the only gesture hinting that I heard him, being my furrowed brows*

Dean: *tugging him back on the bed with me* You don't have to answer that.

Castiel: *eyes snap open in surprise, severing the line*

Dean: Sorry. *peering up at Cas* Didn't mean to scare you.

Castiel: *gets stabbed by more voices, clenching my eyes shut* You are forgiven. *teleports, leaving only the sound of my ruffling wings behind as I move myself to a more quiet, peaceful location to sufficiently focus upon the news delivered in my head*

Dean: *sighs* Wish he'd quit that shit.

Meg: *smirks, standing at the door of the motel room where I know Dean is staying, listening in and knowing for a fact that the angel-shield has gone for the night*

Dean: *tilting my head, thinking I heard a shuffle outside. Standing and reaching behind me, pulling the gun from my jeans* Hello?

Meg: *sighs, knowing he heard me and kicks the door in* Hey, Dean. Did you miss me? *grins widely, sashaying my hips as I walk towards him. His itty bitty gun can't hurt me.*

Dean: *rolls my eyes* How did I know. What do you want, Meg? *grumbling* Just one night off. Just one!

Meg: *smiles gleefully* So you do remember me. *pushes him up against the wall, taking his chin in my hand* That makes up for that harsh welcoming. *licks lips, looking at his lips*

Dean: *wrinkling my nose, grabbing you by the arms* I'll ask again. What do you /want/, Meg?

Meg: Don't be such a bitch, Dean. *shakes his hand off* Don't you know that foreplay gets you more play? *winks, leaning closer and nibbling his ear* Now tell me how much you missed me, lover...and I might play nice.

Dean: *attempting to throw her off* I missed you like I missed the STD I picked up at that truck stop. Nice enough for you?

Meg: *chuckles* You always were a hard one, Dean. *lets go of him, moving to the bed and sitting down* But you will satisfy me...one way or another. *crosses legs, chuckling softly*

Dean: *raising an eyebrow* How do you figure?

Meg: *looks pointedly at his crotch*

Dean: *snorts* Since when are you after sex, Meg?

Meg: Oh come on, Dean. Where have you been all this time? *smiles, pushing off the bed, and stalking closer to Dean* But don't worry. My meat suit loves you talking dirty to me like that. *licks lips, pushing my chest out more* It makes her all dewy.

Dean: Yeah, I'd work on your pick up lines. *crossing my arms, my stance not forgiving* Not interested. You can't tell me you came all this way just to get laid.

Meg: *eyes harden, the smile fading* Tsk, tsk. Careful now, Deanie-boy. I don't see your pet-angel around to protect you now. *suddenly smirks again* Although, I wouldn't mind some private time with Clarence. *cocks an eyebrow*

Dean: *gets immediately defensive* Stay away from Cas. Or you'll find out how much of a dick I can really be.

Meg: Ooh, struck a nerve there, didn't I? *grins, stepping closer again* That's adorable...makes me all warm and fuzzy inside. *kisses his cheek* You're just a soft, little teddy bear, aren't you? *pinches his cheek* Toughen up, Dean. *slaps same cheek* You're gonna need it... *trails off mysteriously*

Dean: *rolling my eyes as I frown* Shove it, Meg. the man pulled me from hell, of course I'm protective of him. He's a hell of a lot more to me than most will ever be. Especially a skank like you. *running a hand through my hair* Tell me why you're here, or I will rip your head off.

Meg: Oh, fine, you spoil-sport. I don't care about you or your birdy love. 
*puts a hand on my hip* I want Ruby.

Dean: Didn't know you went that way, Meg. *shrugs* I'd like to know where she is too.

Meg: You really have to stop putting thoughts in my head, Dean. Or I'm forced to satisfy myself. *chuckles* No, you know. *steps closer, looking up into his eyes* Your brother's with her. You'd never go this long without calling. *grabs Dean by the throat unexpectedly, slamming his back against the wall* Now tell me where they are.

Dean: *hissing, again trying to shrug her off* I haven't talked to Sam in weeks. Been kind of busy, not exactly looking forward to having /that/ chat with him. Tell you what though, I find her, you can have her.

Meg: *releases him* Are you on the level? *looks at him intrigued* You'll just hand her skanky ass over to me?

Dean: I don't fucking like her, why wouldn't I? Sam doesn't need to be hanging out with her anyway.

Meg: It's a deal then, hugs and puppies all around! *chuckles* Oh, and give this to Clarence for me. *laughs as I slip him a card with my number on it* You better not be screwing me over, Dean. *gives him a warning glance, before seductively walking out of the door*

Dean: *shakes my head as I shut the door behind her* What a fucking day.

Dean: *goes to grab some of the cold fries, kicking back on the bed and flipping on the TV*

Dean: *wonders what Castiel is doing, knowing he'll come back when he's ready, deciding to put the fries down and hop in the shower*

-----Meanwhile, in another part of the world-----

Gabriel: *off in his new apartment, which is nowhere near Norway... the only earthly portal this time being deep in the bowels of Queens in New York... a certain archangel turned pagan god is lounging in his favorite recliner. well, the remake of his favorite recliner. he's wearing just a pair of red silk boxers as he stuffs delicate, sweet pastries into his mouth, dropping crumbs onto his lap while reading the latest issues of popular tabloids. he makes sounds that vary from amused to disgusted while making note of particularly tasty bits of information and then moves on to the next tabloid in a worldwide stack of the rag magazines. his faithful companion, a dog that he really should name one of these centuries, pads over and rests a tired head against his knee, giving him puppy eyes. without looking up from the magazine, he gives a pastry to his dog and then pets the animal's ears while reading. not long later, a woman that wasn't there moments ago is placing another pastry against his lips*

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

Gabriel: *gets bored and cleans up the crumb mess, feeds his dog a nice fat slab of meat still on the bone, cleans up, gets dressed and goes over to a specific closet in his apartment. he swings open the door to reveal the spines of thousands and thousands of books... there are literally more books in there than should be physically possible to fit... but he's an archangel, so he gets to have perks. he traces a finger over the spines before selecting one and then popping out of his apartment. he reappears on Dean's bed, holding the book open on his lap as he leans back against the headboard... while Dean showers, he gets bored and transforms the bed into a huge bed that belongs in a palace covered in ultra soft sheets that someone uneducated in the fact that they make beds on other planets and have softer materials on them might mistake for Egyptian cotton. he props his boot clad feet on the bed and flips pages in the book while waiting*

Dean: *wraps a towel around my waist, shaking the water from my hair as I push the door to the bathroom open, letting out a sharp gasp as I see a huge bed and...Gabriel?* What the hell are you doing here?

Gabriel: *looks up at Dean and smirks before holding up the book so that Dean can only see the name "Castiel" on the cover* I brought something for you to take a peek at, Deano... Come take a gander. *he pats the bed beside him invitingly and then turns back toward the first page of the book*

Dean: *raising a suspicious brow before sitting on the bed next to him, eyeing the book* What is it?

Gabriel: This, is something every boyfriend of an angel should get a chance to see... *turns the book to show Dean the first page... what looks almost like a modern day photograph... except that it moves like those pictures in that one fantasy book series. in the picture is a little toddler with bright blue eyes and a baby fro of soft black curls wearing a white nightgown-like garment and bouncing around clouds while trying to catch little sparks off of weak looking lightning bolts that flittered amongst the clouds* Get the idea, Deano? *he grins*

Dean: Holy crap, is that baby Cas?! *staring, a delighted glint in my eyes*

Gabriel: It certainly is! He was two days old in this image. *smiles fondly at his baby brother.* And since he's not here to interrupt, I'm going to tell you all about how adorable he was... *he turns to the next page where little Castiel is balancing a bird's nest on his baby fro and flapping his small powdery gray wings* He was learning to keep his balance while using his wings here...

Dean: *laughing* He was a cute little bugger. Can't believe I just said that. *keeping my eyes on the book, edging closer to see better* Why you doin' this?

Gabriel: I'm experiencing a rare moment of big brotherly feelings... *scowls before grinning impishly* And what better way to experience it than showing the boyfriend of my baby brother his baby pictures? *snickers, delighted at his cleverness as he turns to the next picture... which is a Castiel that looks about five, running bare assed naked, wings flapping to give him more speed as he manages to elude the clutches of a clothed adult angel that looks suspiciously like Anna, but attractive* He wasn't too fond of bath time.

Dean: *laughing louder* Oh my God look at his ass! *laughing at the sight, a dumb grin on my face* Took me forever to get him to take a shower...

Gabriel: *laughs as well* Just figures he'd carry -that- aspect over from baby angelhood... *turns to the next picture, one of little Castiel sitting on a super soft looking cloud. his little face in a mask of supreme concentration as he molds the cloud into the shape of a dog, almost as if he were in a sandbox. after a moment the cloud dog wags a tail and looks like its barking before little Castiel turns a huge beaming grin to whomever is holding the angel camera* He really is very creative, you should see if you can bring that aspect back out of hiding...

Dean: *tilting my head to the side, surprised to see a look of pure glee on little-Castiel's face* I'm working on it. Dude, I just got him to eat people-food today. He didn't even like the pie. *shakes my head* But the burger, that was a win.

Gabriel: Tsk... He's missing out. *surprisingly doesn't comment further on the matter* Oh! He was also a naughty little angel... *shows the next picture of little Castiel using an angel sword to cut the hair of a napping, adult angel Uriel!... he snickers at the image* Poor Uriel's hair never did grow back.

Dean: *laughs* He was devious? Cas? Castiel?

Gabriel: You have met Castiel, you know. *nods seriously* The sneaky angel that told you how to trick an archangel into scaring off Lillith? *he turns to the next page where a seemingly nine year old Castiel is dangling upside down from a massive tree and... inadvertently flashing the camera as his robe doesn't defy gravity* You'd be surprised at how often we had to make him put his robes back on... *gives a long suffering, though fond, sigh*

Dean: *chuckling* He just seems so serious all the time. I have a hard time...seeing him like that. *shakes my head* I'm glad though, to know he's got it in him. To think he snarled at a cheeseburger.

Gabriel: *laughs at the idea of Castiel snarling at a cheeseburger* How'd you get him to eat it? Puppydog eyes? *turns the page again... this one is one he had actually forgotten was in the book... its a picture of a seemingly ten year old Castiel held in the arms of an adult angel that's wearing armor. that isn't surprising since most of them do, but this adult angel looks a lot like Dean! in fact, if he were more muscular, had shorter hair instead of waist length locks, had more of a tan and his nose was slightly crooked, he would be Dean! this little Castiel has his hands on the angel's cheeks and the picture moves very little as the two seem to be in the process of some epic stare down. the adult angel seems a cross between surprised and amused while Castiel just seems fascinated by the green eyes of the elder.* I'd forgotten that... That stare down lasted three human years before one of them had to break it off.

Dean: Pretty much, yeah. *staring down at the picture, my eyebrow raising as I calculate the differences and similarities between the older angel and myself* Wow. I’m...stunned.

Gabriel: Yeah... If Michael hadn't had to go back to battle who knows how long Castiel would have been fascinated by his eyes. *glances speculatively at Dean's eyes and nods at the similarities*

Dean: *points* Michael! Dude looks...like me. weird. My hair is better.

Gabriel: *rolls his eyes* Didn't Castiel tell you? All angels look like their one true vessel.

Dean: Dude's not getting in me. *shakes my head* What else you got in there?

Gabriel: *snickers evilly at Dean's question and turns the page again... this image is of a scrawny Castiel of about twelve or thirteen. his face is bright red and he looks incredibly embarrassed with trembling wings and powdery gray feathers littering the ground at his feet. he looks like he wishes a hole would open up in the cloud beneath him and swallow him whole. the young Castiel is pointedly not looking at the fleeing figures of two angels that have their robes hastily wrapped around their forms* Heehee... Angel puberty, gotta love it.

Dean: *looking amused* What the hell did he walk in on?

Gabriel: Cloud seeding. *says it with a straight face*

Dean: What the hell is cloud seeding?

Gabriel: Its the angel equivalent of holding their Grace in human form to experience as close to human sex with each other as possible. Angel sex is so much more... *pauses, considering his wording options* Invasive and complete. Like taking a drop of yellow dye and a drop of blue dye to make green dye and then trying to separate them back into yellow and blue again. Its addictive and overwhelming.

Dean: *tilting my head as I listen* How does it feel? Since you know what it's like to be in human form and angel.

Gabriel: *headtilts, considering* It depends on the power level of the angel you're with... But its like being electrocuted with pure pleasure... The stronger and higher ranked your partner, the more intense it can feel.

Dean: Sweet. So all in all, pretty awesome?

Gabriel: *nods before looking seriously at Dean* I'm going to give you the best advice I will ever give you when it comes to Castiel, so you might want to take it serious. *pauses so that Dean is paying full attention* If you ever want anything close to it, ask Castiel to shed his vessel and use his true form to make love to your soul. It will be far more intense than the physical pleasure you are used to.

Dean: *blinks, slightly taken aback* How does...how will that even work? I mean, wont he blind me?

Gabriel: *just reaches over and faps his fingertips against Dean's forehead* I gave you the gift of angel sight, remember? *rolls his eyes* Does no one ever recognize the few actual gifts I bestow? He's already had his paws on your soul, I bet he really wants the chance to get more up close and personal with it. *leers at Dean's shoulder*

Dean: *looks over to what he's glancing at, seeing the mark on my arm* And he'll like it too?

Gabriel: *looks at Dean wide-eyed* If he doesn't like it, then there is seriously something wrong with him and I'll have to take him aside for a long conversation. *of course dreads having to have that conversation* Your soul won't even leave your body, promise.

Dean: *scratches my head* Huh. Awesome. Dumb question-it won't hurt, right? at all?

Gabriel: About as painful and scary as a human's very first orgasm can be. *still amazed that humans can be scared of that*

Dean: Never met an orgasm that hurt. *shrugging* Sweet. Ah, thanks? I think? Can I...keep that book? Just for a while?

Gabriel: I'll give you a copy later... I have to sneak this one back into the other angel books in Heaven when I get done here. *turns the page to show a fifteen or sixteen year old Castiel wearing his serious face, still holding the slight rounding of childishness ... with the addition of hardened, tight leathe armor. his feet are bare and his wings spread menacingly, his curls having given way to long black locks that gleam like silver as he crosses blades with an angel Anna* He'd been training for about four days straight when this one was taken... His first training session. *grins*

Dean: Whoa. The hair. Totally rivals Meatloaf. I give him props.

Gabriel: Well, when everyone around you has long hair... *turns to another page of a slightly older Castiel, looking more muscular and a bit scruffy along the more angled jaw, fights hand to hand with the now bald Uriel... he chortles* Well, most everyone... You tend to just let your hair grow out as well. *noted because Castiel's hair is definitely getting longer as he gets older, having outgrown his curls and with a fierce look as he sends Uriel through a cloud bank*

Dean: Nice. He's such a bad ass. *shakes my head, looking at Uriel, thinking how cool it was he cut off his hair*

Gabriel: It wasn't until vessels started cutting their hair along the evolutionary path that some of the angels started giving their hair different styles... Believe it or not, since Castiel was the first Heavenly barber... *he can't help snickering again* Some of the angels came to him for their first hair cuts. *wasn't one of them, his knee length hair in his true form is one of his vanities... he has so many* But look here... *he turns the page to where a sleekly muscled Castiel, now in full angel armor, sword gleaming silver and shield glowing golden... he's wearing a crown-like golden band to hold his hair back and he's looking bravely in place... just before he lines up with a whole garrison of angels and dives over the edge of a cloud* His first mission... Its an angelic right of passage into adulthood. *he sounds proud as he turns the page to show the follow up image. a triumphant Castiel, glowing with a sheen that's almost like sweat and looking deliciously mussed, fists held up in victory as the older angels praise him for a mission well done. Gabriel smiles, reaching out a hand to pet the image before speaking* He's the youngest you know... God never made another angel after he made Castiel. *he turns to look at Dean* Your boyfriend literally broke the mold.

Dean: *looking with amused affection at each of the pictures, delighted to see Castiel's pleasure* He looks so proud. *laughing* Can't blame God there, though, I mean... nobody can top Cas. *rolls eyes at self* And there I go sounding like a chick again. I swear, I'm a dude. Honest. 

Gabriel: *looks up from where he's about to turn to the next picture in Castiel's book when he hears something on the Angel Network. he clearly hears Chamuel saying "Castiel is secure, I've placed him in lockdown pending sentencing." his frown grows deeper before he suddenly turns to Dean* I have something to do... *and then he just pops away, forgetting Castiel's album there on the bed.* ((Full post below.))

-----Meanwhile-----

Castiel: *continues to listen to their assumptions of me, letting my face rest on my hands, looking troubled, because it's not looking good for me*

Castiel: *purses lips as I am discovered. The message loud and clear. 'We know you are listening, Castiel. Come home.' Swallows, opening my eyes, severing the connection and staring at the lake in front of me*

Castiel: *can feel the presence of another angel, moving into a sitting position and composing my face, showing no emotion as I reach out for his Grace, wanting to know who I'm dealing with*

Chamuel: *feels a gentle brush against my Grace as I land behind Castiel, knowing he's already aware of my presence, I put a gentle hand upon his shoulder* Castiel?

Castiel: Hello, Chamuel. *turns to look at the beautiful blonde angel with big blue eyes, wanting to smile at his glorious face, love shining from his eyes* Surely, you didn't descend just for me? *furrows my brow at him*

Chamuel: *smiles lovingly, squeezing his shoulder* You underestimate yourself, brother. *releases his shoulder and walks by him, sitting down next to him* You are of great importance to us.

Castiel: *scowls* You are just here to imprison me. Our Father doubts my loyalty.

Chamuel: *ignores the statement* You must come home with me, Castiel. It is Father's wish.

Castiel: Is it truly Father's wish? Or one of the superiors? *remembers Gabriel warning about the false orders*

Chamuel: Look at me, Castiel. *still smiles at the young one* Would I be down here if it wasn't important? *shakes head* No one lies to me, Castiel.

Castiel: *takes a shuddering breath, not entirely convinced* It could be Michael, or Raphael. Did you receive word from our Father -himself-?

Chamuel: *sighs, losing my patience* No one does, Castiel. You know that. *puts my hand on his arm in a seemingly affectionate gesture, although it is meant to restrain him should he try to escape me* Father speaks to no one.

Castiel: He speaks to Joshua. *looks defiantly up at Chamuel, knowing exactly why he put his hand upon me. Chamuel will bring me home, the easy or the hard way*

Chamuel: Rumors, Castiel. Rumors. *sighs heavily* I do not like being trapped in these...-humans-. It's time to go, Castiel.

Castiel: *shakes head, trying to break free from his hand that detains me there, but although it is a seemingly loose grip, he has a hold of my Grace* I am not joining you, Chamuel. You wasted your time.

Chamuel: That was not a question, Castiel. *tugs at his Grace* You are coming with me, now. *puts my hand to his chest, driving him out of his vessel, but careful not to destroy the vessel. I outrank Castiel, and am more powerful than him, so there's nothing he can do to withstand me, as I send him home with a single touch*

Chamuel: *sheds my vessel and ascends back to Heaven, not wanting to spend another minute here on Earth*

Castiel: *feels my Grace burning as Chamuel pushes it out, agonizing pain taking a hold of me and sending me down to my knees as I scream. My eyes are clenched shut, and as the pain slightly pulls away, I open my eyes to find myself trapped*

Castiel: Let me out of here! *pushes against the invisible walls, every shove making them move closer to my body, limiting the space around me* I didn't do anything wrong.

Castiel: *sighs, sliding down one of the invisible walls, and putting my head against it*

Gabriel: *looks up from where he's about to turn to the next picture in Castiel's book when he hears something on the Angel Network. he clearly hears Chamuel saying "Castiel is secure, I've placed him in lockdown pending sentencing." his frown grows deeper before he suddenly turns to Dean* I have something to do... *and then he just pops away, forgetting Castiel's album there on the bed. he reappears in his apartment where he sheds his vessel in the secure location under the guard of his dog. in his true form, he flies off again, reappearing to float above the sleeping Jo Harvelle. he murmurs to the slumbering form* Damn, girl... I'd like nothing more than to molest you in your sleep, but I've got things to do... I'll return this soon. *his fingers slide into the pendant on the chain around her neck, crunching down on his grace as he slides his horn from the crystal ornament. once it is securely in his grip and safely away from Jo's body, it resumes its normal meter length before he affixes it to his side. then, so that his origin point cannot be determined, he flies to someplace in South America before unleashing all of his constraints on his Grace... every single one... flaring it as powerfully and strongly as he can before he launches himself to Heaven with a million times the strength of an atomic missile, bursting through the gates and to the most central point of the most frequented area of Heaven. he flares his wings, hovering above all the stunned lesser angels in plain view, his hair and robe flowing in the wind of his own power... and then he speaks in the voice of The Messenger, one that has not range within Heaven for thousands of years* And let it be known that he who is called I Am shall never truly abandon his first children, for the voice of God, their Father doth still ring within the hearts of those who truly know his purpose... And those who twist and maim his purpose shall be among those cast from the Heaven he hath given unto them to dwell in nothingness... Bring forth the Angel Castiel, for he is favored as the true mate and guard of the Righteous Man, chosen to bring him forth from the pits of Hell and shall not be punished for acting with the gifts given to him by God, his Father. *he stares hard at the angels lingering, stunned by the power of the voice of Gabriel, waiting for them to obey like the good little minions they are*

Raphael: *watches with disdain as the angels cower under my Brother's overpowering presence, stepping forward and standing in front of Gabriel* Gabriel, how dare you override a decision from Heaven. *glares, reaching out to grab his arm* You haven't been here in centuries, yet you claim to speak the Word of Our Father. *takes a hold of my Brother's arm* Arrogance does not fit within these walls. *grins* But thank you for coming, for we have you now, Gabriel.

Castiel: *feels the overwhelming presence of a Grace not unfamiliar to me; it seeps through the walls unseen and warms my Grace, who recognizes him instantly. Whispering, I close my eyes and sigh miserably* Oh Gabriel, no. *shakes my head, because he shouldn't have come. My imprisonment is not nearly as tragic as his will be*

Gabriel: *smiles beatifically at the hold Raphael has on his arm before turning the same look to Raphael's face before he says mildly* And here I thought you were going to give a reward to the one that brought me in... Well, that shows that I shouldn't have brought myself in. I guess you do have me after all... *but then, in a move too swift for even archangels to catch, he's suddenly out of Raphael's hold and moving to walk around his older brother slowly* But how do you intend to keep me? *he looks curious* Is Michael around? *he asks the angels at large about that before leaning in to whisper for Raphael's ears only* You know perfectly well that Michael is the only one strong enough to contain me, brother. *he moves his hand up to pet Raphael's long hair in a condescending gesture, continuing whispering into Raphael's ear from his spot behind him and just to the side* Father has never stopped speaking to me. And guess what, Raphael? Daddy's not happy with you... It is only because I want no part of our brothers killing each other that I have not returned before now... But guess what? *his voice drips lower sill, eyes narrowing with malice* You fucked up, brother. And you know it... You know what Castiel means to me... So how happy do you think I am that you plan on lying about Father's plan for him? *he grips his fingers tight around Raphael's flowing locks* Now bring him out here.

Raphael: *does not show fear at the mention of our Father being displeased with me, after all Father has left us all. He left us in charge, and Gabriel has no right to come interrupt our work now for some...crush* That boy will remain where he is Gabriel. He will learn to obey again, and then he will aid us in the Plan we set. Father has not spoken in ages, why should he choose to now? *snaps head to the left, reaching out to grab Gabriel but missing him by an inch, clenching my jaw and speaking through gritted teeth* This is all an act of desperation. You wish to salvage the one that owns your heart. *chuckles* But that boy doesn't know, he doesn't understand, for you left him Gabriel. Who will he choose? *tries to grab for him again, huffing when I fail* His Brothers that have guided him all these years? Or an ex who ran away and a Father that refuses to speak to him? *face hardens* You will not succeed in freeing Castiel. *turns to look at some other angels* Seize him!

Castiel: *strains to hear what's going on, but the walls are too thick and I can't. Feeling Gabriel both soothes me as worries me, and I feel guilty for being able to find comfort in his presence knowing it will result in imprisonment for him as well*

Gabriel: *makes a show of yawning with the hand not holding Raphael by the hair, freezing the lesser angels in place before they can even decide which archangel to stand with in this showdown.* Do you know what you are, Raphael? You're a whiny baby that didn't realize that when Father left us he wasn't abandoning us. He was giving us a chance to grow up and make something of ourselves. And what do you do with this chance? You throw a tantrum because Dad isn't here to hold your hand and guide your steps anymore... *looks sad* I remember what it was like, brother... Just the four of us and Father, bouncing up into His arms and being held in His warmth. But do you truly wish to remain a child forever? Or are you going to destroy what Father has given us to build new hope from? He gave the humans nothing when he made them, and they have built a great world and found him... He has already given us him, and in return you want to destroy the world he gives us? Peace is a myth. If you continue this path, there is nothingness in your future. *flares his Grace out, finding Castiel on his own and bringing the angel to stand before the archangels* Do you see this angel, Raphael? *he uses the hold to make certain Raphael is facing Castiel* He among all of us is perfect. That is the reason he is the last. That is why there are no more angels. Because he is what God wishes us to become. So tell me, if I did not have to ask for you to return him, why is it you claim I was acting in desperation? You know me. I am Gabriel... The Messenger, the Bringer of Truth. 

Raphael: *glares at Castiel, the so called perfect one* He's the most flawed. He has degraded himself to a human's toy. *moves closer to Castiel* He has been weighed, Brother, and found wanting. *watches in amusement as Castiel lowers his gaze to his feet, turning to Gabriel* And Truth is in the eye of the beholder.

Castiel: *shifts uncomfortably, not wanting to be in the middle of this Brotherly dispute, especially between Archangels who can smite me with one touch. Although Gabriel's praise managed to warm my heart, Raphael's words hit home, and I am rendered unable to defend myself, because confusion takes me over at the duality of this situation*

Raphael: Oh look at you, boy. How can you be the perfect one? *shakes my head* Listen to me...You might have been once, but then Gabriel left and it broke you. *smiles at the grimace on Castiel's face* You were empty, a shell. You are no longer Father's perfect little soldier anymore, Castiel. *taunts* You are weak, a human toy, so desperate for someone's love that you forget all your training and allow yourself to be manipulated by that...hairless ape. *smirks smugly, before handing the final blow* You are a disgrace to Heaven, a pitiful excuse for an Angel. You are nothing. *cocks eyebrow* Unless you listen to us, boy. Let us help you, train you...let us help you find that old Castiel again, who's hidden inside of you.

Castiel: *twitches, trying hard not to listen to his words and remains silent, refusing to show any emotion under this battle of the mind*

Gabriel: *his face turns into something as close to ugly as possible with anger, as close to pure hate as he can twist his features considering he's never truly felt hate, toward Raphael. he reaches for something within his robe, only Father knows what, when it hits him... his eyes suddenly go wide and his mouth parts slightly with shock before he suddenly shifts into something else that has not been seen in Heaven since before he left... he loses control of his body, fingers slipping from their grip on Raphael's hair as he lifts higher into the air, back arched limply backward as a pure incandescent, nearly angel-blinding light emits from every fiber of his being. his voice, normally so powerful when speaking his messages, now sings out with a rapture to match the ecstasy on his face. he had forgotten how strong their Father's voice affects him within Heaven. it was much more muted when he was on earth and within his vessel. but now... his body goes from limp to vibrating with his joy at the sensation. only those closest to him, aka Raphael and Castiel, can hear beneath the wordless song of pleasure coming from his lips to the soft murmurs of a one-sided conversation* Yes, I know its almost time... But I thought you wanted to wait until the moment? ... Are you sure? You know you don't normally change such long standing orders... Well of course I'm going to question, you like it when I do... *he sounds slightly amused on that last bit* Because you gave me the ability to question... *a slight giggle* Yes, and the ability to paraphrase as long as the meaning of the order stands, I know, I know... Yes, as you will... No, not yet... I know. *with the last murmur, God releases His hold on His Messenger and sets him back onto his feet. when he comes to, his eyes are still incandescent from revelation...and he gives a positively wicked smirk to Raphael before speaking the first part of his message* BEHOLD! *there's a new thunder in the voice of The Messenger* Our Father wishes for all to know that the foretold coming of the New Archangel shall happen within the next human year and he shall rule even alongside those already in command of Heaven and be liaison between those of Heaven and Earth for soon shall come the day when all Humans shall know the First children of God and we shall walk among them as brothers, sisters, friends and lovers, for the new Hope of Heaven shall soon be upon us!! *and there is a joy in his voice and smug spite as he peers at Raphael for once again being bypassed for a true leader among angels. then he continues, voice still that of The Messenger* And let it be known that God, Our Father, Our King wishes for Raphael to resume his proper path and guard His chosen prophet... *he grasps Raphael by the shoulder, spinning him away from Castiel to look at him, putting his face nose to nose with his fellow Archangel before saying for him alone* When I next return to Heaven... *and there is no longer denial that he will return again* You will not be happy to see me. And I am sorry for that... Now get back to guarding the prophet and stop being a dumb shit. *he then spins around, holding Raphael before him and lifts his leg up, booting Raphael's ass off the cloud and in the direction of Chuck's house*

Raphael: *jealousy flares at the mention of this New Archangel that will outrank me, it is not right, envy growing inside me, my tongue prepares to speak venomous words, but then I am grabbed by a furious Gabriel and with a single kick find myself passing through the hemisphere and right towards my mission* Not fair.

Castiel: *gapes at the sight of Gabriel in all his glory, the memory of the last time so vivid, it nearly brings tears to my eyes. His words, the words of our Father, passing through his lips, making me swallow because the thought of becoming an Archangel frightens me slightly, but then I am reprimanding myself for entertaining such a vain thought. I should not assume. Watches with amusement as Raphael is being put in his place and then literally kicked out of Heaven, until finally I found myself standing awkwardly in front of Gabriel, a lump in my throat at his glorious appearance, and the memories intertwined*

Gabriel: *looks at Castiel, but despite still being filled with the lingering presence of God, his eyes are sad. he steps closer to Castiel, placing a hand on either side of the seraph’s face before speaking softly to him* I have wronged you... In so many ways and I am truly sorry. *he leans forward, but instead of kissing Castiel's lips as he wishes, he instead places a kiss to Castiel's brow... and then the other angels are upon then, drawn like moths to the flame that is God's lingering presence within the archangel's body... it was always like this after his revelations, he was designed to enjoy the attention of those around him... its one of the reasons he enjoyed being a Trickster so much on earth... but now he wishes to just be alone. he didn't want to come back to Heaven and now, with his words to Raphael, he has sealed his own fate... with no valid reason to deny the lingering traces of their Father from his brothers and sisters, he gives Castiel one more sad look and then turns to the other angels, reassuring them of God's will and God's message, affirming that a new archangel will grace them within the next human year and... passing around gummy lifesaver candies to the Host*

Castiel: *Grace tingling with Gabriel's soft touch, I look up into his eyes as he apologizes for the ways he has wronged me, brows knitted together I force back the tears as he places the sweetest of kisses there and turns away to rejoice with the others. Stands there for a little while longer, just looking at the scene in front of me, but finally forcing me to turn away, I move to the edge of a cloud and glance down at Earth. Smiles softly, whispering* Goodbye, Gabriel.

Castiel: *dives back to Earth and my vessel, flying not falling*

Gabriel: *turns his head back toward Castiel as he says goodbye, but can't bring himself to actually look at the angel as he plunges back to earth. once Castiel is gone, he fluffs up a cloud and sits down so that the lesser angels can reassure themselves of the truth that God has not abandoned them and that their beloved Messenger is alive and well. feathery touches of grace against his own are about the only thing holding him together while he lingers until God's presence within him fully fades. once it is gone, he rises and speaks using his own voice to the lesser angels.* I am returning to earth. Do not waste your valuable time in seeking me out, for I shall return. *with one last burst of Grace that can be felt everywhere from Heaven, he vanishes. in the split second that he vanishes, he is back within Jo's room and sliding his horn back into her pendant. he watches her sleep for a time, his Grace once more suppressed to Trickster levels and then he pops out of the room, going back to his apartment for his vessel*

