Castiel: *arrives at the hotel room, my eyes looking over at the luxurious bed and knitting my brow. Moves closer to the bed, sensing Gabriel's Grace lingering in the air and wondering what he was doing here with Dean; as I draw nearer, my eyes fall upon a book, not just any book, but a book that has my name*

Dean: *pops out of the bathroom, unable to stop the wide grin that spreads on my face* Cas.

Castiel: *smiles at Dean, wanting to feel him against me and finding comfort in his presence. I could use it after the day I've had, but my curiosity is great and I hesitantly pick up the book, letting my finger slide over the leather* What is this?

Dean: *moving to sit on the bed, this time in the middle, patting the spot next to me* sit and open it.

Castiel: *sits down where indicated and gently runs a finger over Dean's arm, just a simple touch to assure myself that he is here and we are fine, that Raphael hasn't come to smite him after his eviction in heaven, smiles when I feel him shiver slightly at my touch and turning to focus on the book, flipping open the first page hesitantly and closing it instantly* These are memorabilia of my youth? *tilts head to the side, questioning Dean with my eyes, slightly afraid of how much he has seen, because I used to be an entirely different individual and perhaps, after seeing this, he will want that person, instead of who I am today*

Dean: *nodding* Gabriel brought it. Don't ask me why. *reaching to run a hand down his spine* You were quite the little angel, weren't you?

Castiel: *cocks an eyebrow at the mention of Gabriel, because such a generosity seems odd after the confession I heard in Heaven yesterday, at Dean's remark, flushes in embarrassment* How much have you seen of my...unconventional youth? *shivers and closes eyes at the delicious touch*

Dean: Up to when you came back from your first mission. *smirking at your flushed cheeks, finding this amusing* Are you embarrassed?

Castiel: I am unaware of the diversity of images this book contains, but I wasn't exactly a little angel-angel growing up, so one can assume. *licks lips and hesitantly turns the page to see precisely what Dean has seen* Oh. *sighs in relief at a baby picture of myself bouncing around to catch sparkles, which is a relatively normal thing for a toddler...perhaps*

Dean: *smirking again at the picture* It's amazing how much you look like your vessel...

Castiel: *nods thoughtfully* It is common. Something in the bloodline of our true vessel. *flips through some more pages, smiling fondly in remembrance, but then I am naked! Swallows, flushing again and looking at Dean from the corner of my eye as I quickly turn the page, hoping against all odds that he missed that one before*

Dean: *chuckling* You make a cute kiddo, Cas. *placing a kiss on his cheek*

Castiel: Thank you. *looks almost shy down at my lap, flips to one where I am cutting Uriel's hair and smiling at the memory* I am certain you were an adorable child as well, Dean.

Dean: *shrugs* Eh. I'm always adorable. But my childhood wasn't as lighthearted as yours. Not that I mind...

Castiel: My sympathies. *looks up at Dean with remorseful eyes* I have seen your suffering. *wishes I could do something and take it all away, but the only way to do that is to scrub his mind, and then he would lose even more*

Dean: *the look in his eyes reminding me of something else Gabriel said* Can I ask you something?

Castiel: Certainly. *nods*

Dean: Gabriel said...I should ask you to..*tries to remember the wording* shed your vessel and *uses finger quotes* make love to my soul. Is that possible?

Castiel: *taken aback by the question, I stare at him* Yes, but... *furrows brow, swallowing thickly* You... *looks up at the ceiling, praying inwardly for strength to get these words out* I do not wish to overwhelm you. Do you want to? *deeper lines etch my forehead as I rise my eyebrows and give him my most innocent, and inquiring gaze*

Dean: Would you like it? *tipping my head to the side* I'm not saying /right now/, I'm just...asking.

Castiel: I imagine I would find great joy in it. *nods, flipping over the picture of Michael, because it might be too prophesizing, judging the relationship with Dean now and coming upon the next picture, I swallow, remembering exactly what those two were doing and after being questioned about it by Dean, it seems inappropriate to linger on that memory. Smiles fondly at the sight of Anna and me, having our first training session together. Anna was such a good mentor, it is unfortunate how she has fallen, but now that I am older and thinking about it, she might have been right all along*

Dean: As long as it won't hurt me, I'm down for it. *tracing the picture with my finger, keeping my eyes locked on Castiel's face*

Castiel: *replies in a curt manner, my voice as serious and low as it can get* 
I would never hurt you. *notices the gesture, something swelling uncomfortably in my chest and clearing my throat awkwardly as I turn more pages, until I come to the one where I am returning from my first mission, grimacing at how sweaty I look, even though it is physically impossible*

Dean: *noticing how tense he is, a frown furrowing my brow* What's bugging you man?

Castiel: *stares into his green eyes* My chest aches. *looks as confused as ever, because we do not suffer from human maladies*

Dean: *my frown deepening* Aches? why?

Castiel: *shakes head* I don't know. *flips another page, smiling at the image of Uriel, Anna, Grace, Balthazar and me, as we are gathered around a big, golden table where Anna is explaining our next mission. The picture moves and you can see me shaking my head, and pointing out another area on the map displayed, before the others start nodding enthusiastically and Anna offers me a proud smile. Remembers that moment, and feels a rare surge of pride*

Dean: What were you thinking about before it started hurting? *knowing it can't be physical*

Castiel: You caressed my features on the picture.

Dean: Did that bother you?

Castiel: No, it was a kind gesture...Affectionate.

Dean: *sighing, leaning closer to you* Are you afraid of something Cas?

Castiel: *feels his body heat as he draws closer to my own body, pursing my lips* I fear many things, Dean. *shakes head* This is not a feeling one associates with fear...I think.

Dean: *swallows once* What about love?

Castiel: *frowns* Is this what it feels like? It hurts? *tilts head, because I -have- loved before and then I didn't ache until after. Maybe it's my vessel that can't contain our level of love* Does it ache for you?

Dean: I guess...I mean, it doesn't hurt, it's more of a good kind of pain. *rolling my eyes at myself*

Castiel: *nods in understanding, refocusing on the book in my lap and turning another page. There are festivities and I am clothed in the finest silk, a white and golden robe that flows perfectly down to my knees. At my feet are sandals, weaved with gold and with a floral pattern on the top...on my head is a laurel wreath, just like all the others. Stands off to the side with Anna, laughing noisily as the couple in the middle profess their eternal love and unite for all Heaven to see. Then I'm taking Anna's hand and twist her around real quick, making her laugh once again and I just smirk, pleased at her delight*

Dean: *laughing* Look at you, all grown up. Granted the dress is a little flouncy, but when in Rome, right?

Castiel: *the chuckle barely audible as I reply softly* Rome? There was no such thing. *looks thoughtful back at the picture trying to remember when exactly this was* I believe I was about 2 millennia old, and humanity was still very young. It was a little after the Cain and Able debacle.

Castiel: I could be wrong, it's been such a long time.

Dean: *blinks* It’s an expression. Do as the Romans do? *sighs* How old are you?

Castiel: I am the youngest; I was created between the fourth or third millennium before the birth of our Messenger, Jesus.

Castiel: You refer to him as the Messiah.

Dean: *stares for a moment* Cas, what's going to happen to me when I die? To us?

Castiel: *surprised by the question, I grow silent once more and stare unblinkingly at Dean...What's one to say? That we can only be together if I choose to fall and become human, that only then we can be hopeful of a life together after our bodies die. That I am unchangeable and if I don't fall, he'll grow older whereas I don't. That our union will end abruptly upon the arrival of his death, because angels are not allowed to infiltrate the personal Heaven of our celebrated souls above. How can one speak such wounding words out loud?* We will make it work.

Castiel: *swallows the lump rising in my throat and uncomfortably adverts my eyes as not to betray the lie* 

Dean: You know you can't lie to me Cas. I've been to hell and back-thanks to you by the way-I can take it.

Castiel: *moves eyes back to his, studying his face and contemplating. He's been so fragile lately...nods, before speaking softly* I must rid myself from my Grace, and become human. *sighs* That's the only way for us to be. *licks lips* But I believe Heaven has another purpose for me, and fear that they won't allow it. *swallows*

Dean: *a heaving sigh passing my lips* I figured as much. You know what we can do? Make the best of what we got. I got out of hell. I'm not going to spend my second chance thinking about what could be.

Castiel: I agree. *looks back at the book, turning another page and instantly, the corner of my mouth twitches at the sight. There in the middle are Anna and Balthazar, training in between missions, while Grace and I are betting on who will win, our hands digging furiously in our bags as we look for something to bet with. Grace pulls a big, unpolished diamond out and then tosses it over her shoulder, for it doesn't hold enough value to us. Finally she pulls out a beautifully crafted golden sword, the hilt beautifully decorated at the top with golden mermaids, as where the cross guard is simply an angel on its side, appearing to be in slumber. The hilt, cross guard and even blade are all a beautiful, shiny pure gold and my eyes sparkle upon sight. Nodding furiously, I pull out one of my most prized swords, one created of pure Grace, and Grace narrows her eyes against the blinding light. Then we plop down on a cloud to watch Anna and Balthazar fight.*

Dean: Heaven for angels seems pretty kick ass. *laughing at the picture again, the site entertaining* What's heaven for regular people like?

Castiel: It is the most wonderful place in all of creation. *sighs wistfully...if only things were different* For humans, it depends. *looks at Dean and gently taps his forehead* We build it from whatever you hide in there. *smiles* The memories where you felt most loved, are the ones we use to create your personal Heaven, for the Kingdom of our Father is love, as he and us angels, are love in its purest form.

Dean: You're so hot when you talk angel. *curling my lips into a smile*

Castiel: *blinks* Thank you. *smiles back, trapped in his gaze*

Dean: Thank you? *laughing, leaning in to place my lips against his* You look like you had a hell of a day.

Castiel: *kisses him gently, not deepening the kiss as I pull back to look in his eyes* I did have a most unpleasant day.

Castiel: *absentmindedly turns over another page, reaching the last one in the book, but my gaze is still focused upon Dean* 

Dean: I'd ask you about it but considering I already asked you about your feelings, I think I've reached my chick quota for the day. Anything I can do to help?

Castiel: No, these are matters you cannot aid me with. *looks down, freezing as my eyes glide over the two forms in the picture. Their wings embracing in the most intimate way, one set against three, as they seem to meld into each other. Grace surrounding both and swirling around the lovers, blinding the beholder as it seems to swallow the two angels from knee to neck, leaving only their faces and feet visible. Then they move their faces towards each other in an almost seemingly human kiss, wings trembling around them as they grip the other tighter...forces eyes away and quickly closes the book, hoping Dean didn't see that and more importantly, didn't recognize the Archangel in the picture*

Dean: *tilting my head at the picture before the book is snapped shut* What was that?

Castiel: Just a photograph, Dean. *dismisses*

Dean: Why'd you snap the book shut then? *moving to reach for it*

Castiel: *has been thrown off balance greatly by the reminder of Gabriel, not noticing Dean before it's too late and the book is clasped tightly in his hand*

Dean: *flipping to the last page, tilting my head at the picture* Is this what angels do? What Gabriel was talking about?

Castiel: *furrows brow, but then remember the soul question and shakes head* No, this is not copulation.

Dean: What is it?

Castiel: *rubs my neck nervously* It is what happens before.

Dean: So you and whoever...is that Gabriel? Were going to? 

Castiel: *sighs, hanging my head* Yes.

Dean: *closing the book and sitting it to the side* You know how many chicks I've had sex with Cas?

Castiel: *looks up at the question* Yes. *narrows eyes* 79.

Dean: *blinks for a moment* I'm so awesome. *smirking* And you're looking all ashamed because you boinked one angel?

Castiel: We didn't...'boink' as you say. *looks off to the side* But I suppose you are right.

Dean: So stop with the emo-angel. *flopping back on the bed*

Castiel: As you wish.

Dean: *tugs you back with me* So help me, Castiel...

Castiel: *lies down next to Dean* Help you how?

Dean: *sighs again* I just want you to be in a good mood.

Castiel: *furrows brow* I am.

Dean: *rolling to the side, propping myself up on my hand* Are you?

Castiel: *looks every bit as confused by his question, for I really am* Yes 

-----Later On-----

Gabriel: *is in a park in the middle of town, sitting on a bridge over a little brook that is hardly more than a trickle of water over stones. he strums on a guitar and sings along to the tune he's playing* o/` Imagine me and you, I do. I think about you day and night, its only right. To think about the guy you love, and hold him tight. So happy together... If I should call you up, invest a dime, and you say you belong to me and ease my mind, imagine how the world could be, so very fine. So happy together... o/` *he's starting to attract a small crowd of little old park going ladies. they don't even mind the gender alterations to the subject of the song. instead they are drawn to the voice of an angel singing out a classic tune. he really raises his voice to belt out the next part, making old ladies swoon with delight* o/` I can't see me lovin' nobody but you... o/` *he randomly points to an old woman* o/` For all my liiiiife! When you're with me, baby the skies will be blue, for all my liiiiiiife! o/`

Dean: *sighing, a frown on my face as Cas vanishes again, something about angel-radio. Rising from the bed and striding outside, deciding a walk would do some good, thinking perhaps maybe I can find some decent food in this shit town*

Gabriel: *continues to sing to the old ladies, going to far as to blow a kiss toward one after the line about "How is the weather?" when he winks. by now his voice has drawn more than just little old ladies, a veritable gathering forming around his impromptu sing along... including those that should be waiting tables in nearby diners and even the hot dog vendor from the park. once he finishes that song he gets a round of applause and, after it dies down, he strums his guitar, starting up another song for his crowd. those that recognize the opening cords of his new selection howl with approval while the little old ladies titter and blush, obviously recognizing it* o/`I love myself... I want you to love me. When I feel down, I want you above me... o/` *he picks a new old lady and waggles his brows at her* o/` I search myself, I want you to find me... I forget myself, I want you to remind me... I don't want, anybody else... When I think about you I touch myself! Ooooh I don't want anybody else... oh no, oh no, oh no...o/`

Dean: *sighing, every place I've entered devoid of people, including the freaking hot dog cart outside* What the hell?! *considers stealing a hot dog before seeing a crowd gathered in the distance, hearing a voice singing. Approaching out of mere curiosity, seeing Gabriel in the center* Naturally. Of course.

Gabriel: *spots Dean over the crowd after his rendition of I Touch Myself. he starts a new song, raising his voice louder to send a specific, though generalized, message to the hunter* o/` A woman on the radio talks about revolution when its already passed her by. Bob Dylan didn't have this to sing about, you know feels good to be alive. o/` *he points over at Dean, though naturally the crowd thinks he's pointing at someone closer, but he has yet to stop looking at Dean while singing this one* o/`I was alive and I waited, waited... I was alive and I waited for this. Right here, right now... There is no other place I'd rather be. Right here, right now... Watching the world wake up from history!! o/`

Dean: *shakes my head* Always with the attention.

Gabriel: *seems to hear Dean because he smirks... and begins to visibly glow even as the audience starts singing along to the song. its a show of human strength and bonding that they gathered together on a whim and are singing in harmony to the song... especially such a good one. the murmurs start among the crowd as the glowing grows more visible the more into the singing the crowd gets. the humans falter, but he gestures for them to continue and, unable to resist the draw of The Messenger, the humans comply... there's an aura growing from the gathering that even a non-sensitive human should be able to pick up as he starts to float up from his spot, the guitar falling gently to land on the bridge he had been perched upon... he continues to sing, more of an angelic tone to be heard over the human voices... and yet the crowd is full of people that want to believe what they're seeing and their faith grows. since he's an angel, he feels it growing and times the singing... so that when the last line comes along, his wings, all six of the mahogany feathered appendages, glowing red and gold in the light, burst forth as he sings* o/` Right here right now... Watching the world wake up! o/` *and on that last note, the audience breaks off into stunned gasps and the angel floating above them vanishes. the crowd is sent into a frenzy of "Did you see that?!" "Oh my God!" and "Did you get it on video?!" and yet the archangel that started the rush of faithful to go and spread the word is now calmly standing next to Dean eating a chocolate bar and no one seems to notice the very human looking man* You know, its rather fitting for them to see an angel singing a song by a group called "Jesus Jones."

Dean: *snickers* Yeah, good choice there. Subtle. These people should be serving me pie.

Gabriel: *holds a hand out to Dean, a big juicy pie, still steaming and with a fork stabbed into the middle balanced upon his palm* You know, if you were nicer to me, I could arrange for you to have a pie delivered fresh to you daily no matter where you are... But you're kind of a dick to me most of the time.

Dean: *grins as I take the pie* Well you're kind of a dick to me too, so fair is fair. I was nice last night wasn't I? *shoves a forkful in*

Gabriel: Oh definitely... That's the most fun I've had in bed in a week... *said just as a man is walking by...only to freeze and give the duo a stunned look at the comment before hurrying away*

Dean: *rolls my eyes* That's good to know. *eats more of the pie* So singing for the public now?

Gabriel: No. *blissful sounding* Do you know why I was created?

Dean: Messenger, right?

Gabriel: *nods* That's the basic of it, yes... *takes another bite of his candy* I guess you can say that... Due to recent events... I've had to start taking up my old duties again. But I'm starting off small. *still looks perfectly at peace. after all, an angel obeying the will of God does that to them*

Dean: Would these recent events have something to do with why Cas was so sniffly today?

Gabriel: I wouldn't know why Castiel was sniffly with you... *looks off into the distance before adding* I haven't seen him since Heaven, after all.

Dean: *narrows eyes* I don't wanna know. Long as he's okay, he'll tell me when he wants to.

Castiel: *comes back to an empty room, furrowing my brow and sitting down on the bed with a sigh*

Gabriel: *smiles beatifically at Dean, its a look that lets the angel in him shine through his vessel and he's careful to not let those from the crowd that are lingering see it... he opens his mouth, raising a finger as if he's about to say something profound and then disappears, leaving Dean in the middle of an ecstatic crowd with his pie. he reappears in Castiel and Dean's room, looking around before he spots Castiel's album and scoops it up* There it is... *he snaps his fingers, a less animated copy landing where the album had been moments before as he tucks the real one into hiding*

Castiel: Gabriel? *cocks an eyebrow at the fact that the stronger one didn't even feel my presence, his mind truly must be somewhere else* Why would you... *gestures to the book, he just replaced* show that to Dean? *wants to know his motives*

Gabriel: *turns to look at Castiel, eyebrows raised as he inspects the seraph with a look rather like Castiel is some new and fascinating species... or, you know, kind of like how Castiel looked at Dean when they met. eventually he pursed his lips and gave a half-assed answer* Its human tradition for someone in the family to show a person's SO their baby pictures. *he actually says the letters SO instead of the words.*

Castiel: SO? *frowns and steps closer, returning his look* I do not understand.

Gabriel: *huffs a breath before answering... with a look reminiscent to when Dean couldn't poop for a week* Significant Other. *he sighs and looks kind of helpless for a moment* Look, I'm trying okay... I know I messed up, I don't know how to be around you anymore. *ignores the obvious "then stay away from him" solution. that angle is impossible to think about*

Castiel: I am certain the prolonged absence aids in that inability. *captures his gaze* Now, -why- would you leave a book with us *gestures between us* entwined? *furrows brow* If it was to provoke jealousy, your plan did not succeed. *tilts head, trying to read him but it is impossible, Gabriel being too powerful for me* I... *sighs, taking a step back* am grateful for what you have done for me *turns my eyes to the ceiling* up there, but your motives, Gabriel... *shakes my head* You confuse me. One moment you help, the other you wish to cause strive. *furrows brow* And you have never been my brother. *feels the need to point that out, knowing I am no brother to him either* You, Gabriel...are an enigma.

Gabriel: *frowns, pulling the book back out* There's a picture of us in here? *he flips through it, since he usually got stuck on the toddler Castiel pictures. he pauses on the one he finds of them and peers at it for a long time before giving a soft 'huh'* I wonder if my book has this picture too... *he then lifts his head up to look at Castiel, sticking the book away again* I honestly didn't know it was in there. I don't know if you've noticed, but that's your actual book from the Tree of Life... Did you figure out how to change the pictures? *gets a bit sidetracked since the books are fascinating and the Tree of Life has one for every life as soon as it is born, the life books constantly updating to match the moments in a life... he actually perks at being called an enigma though, but then looks kind of like he's lost again* I don't know that I have a motive, Castiel... In case you didn't notice, I'm not exactly one to plan things in advance. *strangely, he droops at being told he's never been Castiel's brother... the younger angels are so odd when it comes to calling each other brother sometimes*

Castiel: No, and I will not willingly alter what's printed. *seems affronted by the idea of influencing such a force* As for you, Gabriel...friend or foe, you can't be both. *sighs*

Gabriel: *looks exasperated* Not that way, Castiel... Change the picture as in each one is only one of millions that happened in the same time frame as the first one. *he pulls the book back out and opens to the first image, the one of little Castiel trying to catch lightning sparks and draws a design around the image before pressing two fingers to the base of the image... then it continues as if someone took the 'scene repeat' feature off and the image continues with what happened right after the previously looped image... showing the angel Grace racing after little Castiel and scooping him away from the lightning sparks before she warned him that he'd get hurt if the big bolts hit him... then Chamuel is there, taking little Castiel from Grace and bouncing him before taking the little angel to his choir lessons... after a moment, he turns the 'play' feature off before looking up at Castiel, an inscrutable look on his face* Interesting... That after everything I've done, you really saw me as a foe. *his voice and expression are blank as he backs away* I think I know now. *he bows formally* Thank you, Castiel.

Castiel: *watches fascinated, as the scene continues beyond the original picture frame, then Gabriel pulls my attention to him by uttering those words* Forgive me, Gabriel. That might have been too strong a word, but... *frowns, never having been very good at diplomacy, I'm a warrior after all*

Gabriel: There is nothing to forgive. I didn't exactly give you any reason to see me as anything different. *he shifts rapidly through expressions, one moment looking like the dick-Trickster would speaking up and the next looking righteous as any Angel serving Heaven's purpose, then he settles for something both bemused and slightly defeated* I don't know that I'll ever be able to give you anything that makes you see me as anything else.

Castiel: *studies his expression for some time, before sighing heavily* Gabriel...Only you can alter my perspective. You know me as no one else... *frowns* If you wish to redeem yourself, you know how.

Gabriel: *schools his features into a blank mask* Yes, I suppose I do... *when he's hiding the fact that he seriously, seriously does -not- know how to redeem himself...but he's got too much pride to admit it* I must go, this book will not return itself. *with a slight nod toward Castiel, he vanishes*

Castiel: *sits down on the bed, thinking as I await Dean's return*

