Gabriel: *watches youtube from the softest couch imaginable with his laptop in front of him. he's watching the video someone took and posted of his singing performance in the park days ago... the one where he started glowing and then flew above the crowd before vanishing. there are already thousands of reviews of people expressing their opinion as to if the angel in the image is real or if its a staged performance. he smiles, deciding the step toward integrating Heaven and Earth is a success before he exits youtube and visits the Casa Erotica homepage. once there he logs in as webmaster and checks the sites profits for the week. he can't help but wonder what is brothers would think if they knew he wasn't only posing as a pagan god, but also owned a porn franchise. he laughs to himself before turning to his unnamed dog... one would think after having the animal for four hundred plus years that he'd have named the creature by now.* So? What do you think we should do next toward the unification? *he cocks his head as if listening before giving a nod* Yes, that's a good idea. *logging off his computer, he puts it away. standing, he gives a luxurious stretch before vanishing*
Gabriel: *suddenly appears off the coast of Indonesia wearing the same variation of his angel-face that he had been in the park. its the only that looks as close as he can to his natural appearance without burning out the eyes of the humans. his robe and hair flow in the wind while his six wings gently fan the air. he can hear the gasps from below and behind him as he faces the ocean...the humans that were there for the same reason he is... already he can hear shouts for people to get out their cameras and the news crew in their old helicopter turns their focus on him as well. but for all this, he ignores the humans and his hard gaze is locked on the tsunami approaching the shore like. he'll never understand why humans seem to enjoy being right there at ground zero when one hits, waiting to see if they survive. but he knew from a quick jaunt into the future that this particular wave would claim more lives than was acceptable... which was why he was here. he flies closer to the water and, just when it reaches the surf point, he begins to beat his wings in a furious fit that makes them almost invisible. within seconds of beginning, the humans can see the effect this has as a visible dent in the strongest crest of the approaching tsunami appears, pushing down and back, losing strength as the angelic wind counters the force of nature. he continues to beat down the wave until he's certain no one will be seriously hurt and the humans can still have some fun with it before he slows down... then he banks to the right, flying in front of the people and skimming his hand atop the remaining, much less strong wave, throwing up a mild salt spray onto his robe before he vanishes... he wonders how long it will take for this sighting, with news footage, to go global as he reappears in his apartment and heads to his shower*

-----Meanwhile-----

Castiel: *flips through the newspaper, not interested but trying to occupy myself as Dean showers. After all, it was Dean that told me to -do something-. Comes across an article on the third page, frowning at the content and reading it over quickly. Circles it with black marker, thinking it might be of interest to Dean*

Dean: *steps out of the spray, turning the water off and wrapping a towel around my waist, shaking the water from my hair before stepping out of the steaming bathroom to dress. Finding Cas flipping through a newspaper* Anything good?

Castiel: *wordlessly turns the paper around and points at the circled article*

Castiel: *stands up and takes a slice of pie out of the mini-fridge for Dean* Graves are being emptied. Surely, it means something.

Dean: *grins and takes the pie, beginning to eat as I sit down on the bed in my towel* It's definitely worth checking out. Paper say if there was any connection to the people who were...removed?

Castiel: *shakes head* It appeared random.

Dean: *licking some of the filling from the corner of my mouth* Well, might as well give it a once over.

Castiel: *nods, standing still and looking up at the door, then back to the pie-eating Dean* Cemetery?

Dean: Yeah. Gimme 5 minutes to eat the pie and put pants on and we'll roll.

Castiel: *remains silent, watching him with a small fond smile*

Dean: *devours the rest of the pie, sitting the plate to the side as I shrug some clothes on* Let's do it.

Castiel: *follows behind Dean, out into the fresh air and then into the confined space of the Impala, furrowing my brow as loud music pounds from the speakers, a song Dean so enthusiastically declared to be Bad Company with the original song title Bad Company, wincing slightly*

Dean: *jams out, speeding towards our destination* This is quality music, Cas, don't look so sour!

Castiel: It is loud, your music.

Dean: *turns it down a notch* Better?

Castiel: *nods gratefully* Yes, thank you.

Dean: *after a decent drive, stopping in front of a cemetery* Ready?

Castiel: *gives Dean a look of determination and gets out of the car in one swift movement. Striding over to the first grave, a strange odor surrounding it and looking down, the grave has been opened, although now covered up, the new sand still fresh*

Dean: *tilting my head as we look down, bending to pick up a handful of sand* Anything?

Castiel: This is a fresh grave. *thrusts my hand into the ground, reaching around in the depths* And empty.

Dean: Getting any angel mojo around it? I don't see anything out of the ordinary.

Castiel: It reeks. *says it seriously, not blinking*

Dean: *strolls around, trying to find any clues and coming up empty* Reeks? You know of what?

Castiel: *turns to look at Dean, staring into his eyes before answering* Death.

Dean: Death as in...the guy? Or...just...death?

Dean: or is it the same? *confused myself*

Castiel: As in people who have passed on, Dean. *sniffs, frowning harder* Although not really.

Dean: Not really? Dude. What are you talking about?

Castiel: I don't know. Something's different. *gives Dean an exasperated look at his tone of voice* That is all I can tell you.

Dean: *groans* Okay. So something is stealing bodies. Why? What would they need bodies for?

Castiel: *cocks an eyebrow*

Dean: Parts?

Castiel: Parts?

Dean: As in using the parts for...something?

Castiel: These bodies are dead. What could one possibly do to their parts?

Dean: There was a book about this once.

Castiel: Fiction can be deceiving.

Dean: You're telling me that after everything I've seen...done...that putting together a person from dead people and zapping them to life isn't possible?

Castiel: No, I am certain that is only possible in fiction, Dean. *looks at him strangely, thinking he might have lost his mind*

Dean: How are you so sure?

Castiel: Such a thing would require a lot of power, Dean. Power I know only five to have. And they would not entertain themselves with such...idiocracies.

Dean: Five? Who? *nosy*

Castiel: God, Gabriel, Michael, Lucifer and Death. *sees his brow furrowing* Raphael is too weak for such an undertaking. He is the lesser of them.

Dean: So should we count that out completely?

Castiel: Yes, there is no possibility they would turn to such juvenile games

Dean: Okay. So not that. *circles the grave* Someone trying to hide something? No...

Castiel: Dean. *stops him there* What do you usually do? When you are not relying on my...abilities?

Dean: Make Sam do research. Call Bobby. Talk to witnesses...

Castiel: Then that it what we do.

Dean: *shrugs* sounds like a plan. We’ll hit the internet, make some calls...

Castiel: I can communicate on my cellular device. *nods*

Dean: *laughs* Great. So...*points to the car* Back? The computer is at the hotel...

Castiel: *nods and spreading my wings, teleport, not wanting to sit in that car again*

Dean: *sighs, hopping in the car and cranking the music, Pour some Sugar On Me blaring in my speakers as I drive back*

Castiel: *stands in the middle of the room, staring down at my telephone and wondering who I must call*

Dean: *swings by the burger place down the street, getting...enough, pulling into the hotel parking lot and stepping out, carrying the bag of food inside and kicking the door shut behind me* Thanks for the warning.

Castiel: My apologies *doesn't lift gaze from phone* It is very slow, and confining. *grimaces*

Dean: *laughs again* Yeah, well, some of us are low enough to love vehicles. and that vehicle is my baby.

Castiel: *finally looks up, frowning* Dean, you...did not birth that car.

Dean: *chokes on the food in my mouth* I've had that car forever. It's like, part of me or something.

Castiel: I see. *nods* Compensation.

Dean: *huffs* Again with that? The car is /not/ compensation. It was dads, now it's mine.

Castiel: Of course. *raises cellular device* Now whom do I need to touch?

Dean: Get in touch with Cas. *rolls my eyes* Only person you touch is me. Call bobby first.

Castiel: Oh. Yes, in touch. *scrunches up face, scrolling down to Bobby's name and pressing the green button*

Dean: Just tell him what we found and ask him if anything rings a bell. I'll run some cross-references on the laptop.

Castiel: *does as instructed, telling Bobby about the smell, the graves and the missing bodies. Holds the phone from my ear as he starts calling me names* Yes...yes, thank you.

Dean: *laughs to myself as I scroll* Bobby, quit being a dick!

Castiel: *pushes the red button as his voice grows louder in response to Dean* He told me to *airquotes* stake out the graves, dipshit. *clears throat* and *airquotes again* Vampire, Zombie or Ghoul, idjit. *licks lips* And finally, he said to *grimaces* pull my head out of my ass and stop calling him for stupid shit.

Dean: *laughs harder* If it helps he would have told me the same thing. *shaking with laughter* We should do that though.

Castiel: Yes, but first... *grabs a burger* I wish to feed.

Dean: *smirks* I got enough for both of us. I know how you like the meat.

Castiel: Tender. *replies automatically, before biting into the burger, closing my eyes and smiling* These make me really happy.

Dean: I know they do. *almost beaming* that one has bacon.

Castiel: *drops the regular cheeseburger and reaches for the one with the bacon, before glancing back at Dean* I will finish that one. *has to stake claim over the burger*

Dean: *snickering* I'm not gonna steal your food. *waves my own burger* Extra onions for me.

Castiel: *furrows brow at the prospect of Dean's aroma later tonight*

Dean: *frowns* don't give me that look. It's delicious. *holds it out* try it!

Castiel: No, thank you. *holds hand out defensively*

Dean: You don't know what you're missing! *wiggles it again* You think Bacon is good? This is bacon, cheese, onions, and bbq sauce.

Castiel: Can't miss what I've never had. *shares some common wisdom and takes another eager bite*

Dean: Touché. *takes the burger back, taking a huge bite* But I stand by my logic.

Castiel: *doesn't pay him much mind as I continue eating, although not a big fan of human food, these burgers have managed to become addictive*

Dean: *crinkles up the paper and tosses it in the trash, taking a drink of soda* Finish up and let's go hang out in the grave yard.

Castiel: *follows suit, disposing of the trash and grabbing Dean by the arm before he can go to his car, teleporting us to the now dark, cold, misty cemetery* Sit. *pushes him down onto a tombstone and looks around, not noticing anything yet. Sits down next to him and peers in between this tombstone and the one adjoining it*

Dean: *huffs as I'm manhandled, sitting down* I feel like Buffy.

Castiel: Who's Buffy? *doesn't look at Dean, instead scanning the cemetery with my eyes*

Dean: She's a vampire hunter. Or a fictional one. She would hang out in graveyards to kill the vampires who were just waking up.

Castiel: Ah. *finally glances at him briefly* Yes, you're Buffy.

Dean: Dude Buffy is a chick. I'm all man. *winking*

Castiel: Yes, mostly. *notices some movement, leaning forward and putting my hand on Dean's arm*

Dean: Mostly? *raises an eyebrow as I scoot closer, looking at what caught his eye*

Castiel: *moves him in front of me so he can see in between the stones, my body pressing firmly against his*

Dean: *places a hand on his leg as I lean forward, trying to see anything moving, silent*

Castiel: *trembles slightly at the contact, but forcing myself to focus*

Dean: *tilting my head slightly, giving his leg a squeeze to indicate something is moving closer*

Castiel: *takes a hold of him, and moves us to where the creature is moving around, sadly taking a step back and instantly missing his body heat*

Dean: *quietly lifts my gun, locking my gaze as it moves, waiting for it to stop over a grave before aiming at his head and pulling the trigger. The creature collapses after making a most unpleasant sound*

Castiel: *stares at Dean, determination visible, the set of his jaw, his fierce, burning eyes and the swift undoubting action with which he ended the ghoul, a creature of the eternal in-between, a vulture, and sighs. Clears throat awkwardly as the creature's head gets blown off and its torso collapses onto the solid ground* Well done.

Dean: *cracks my neck* That's it then. Let's burn it. *grins, still high from the hunt, adrenaline pumping in my veins*

Castiel: *throws the creature down into the grave it had opened, and nods at Dean to do the rest, not carrying a lighter*

Dean: *tugs my Zippo from my pocket, lighting a scrap of paper and dropping it in the grave, watching it go up in flames* That was wicked.

Castiel: *smiles* Wicked. *waits for the flames to go out and with the swipe of my hand makes the earth fall upon it, covering the two corpses*

Dean: *looks amused* That comes in handy. Hey-we totally had some awesome teamwork there.

Castiel: *nods in agreement, moving closer to him and smiling at the smirk on his face* Where do you wish to go now?

Dean: Dude, whatever you want. I'm freaking flying.

Castiel: I am ready now. *gives Dean a meaningful look, before glancing up to the skies*

Dean: *raising an eyebrow* Let's fly.

Castiel: *steps closer to Dean, moving my hand to his chest and pressing my lips against his as my hand caresses his heart from the outside, the air shifting around us as I teleport us over to the Space Needle in Seattle. Standing on the saucer-like platform, I slowly pull back* Are you sure?

Dean: *looks down* Whoa. Uh…high. *looks back up* Yeah. *giving you a reassuring look*

Castiel: Just... *looks into your eyes, gently nudging you down onto the steel platform* surrender. *light heats up my vessel as my Grace builds from the inside, the strain of keeping it released finally lessening as I sever tie by invisible tie. My body illuminates as Grace, the energy and light pours out of me and swirls around me*

Dean: *stares, stunned speechless as I watch*

Castiel: *can feel my Grace grow beyond the reach of my vessel, moving out and letting Jimmy fall into a state of unconsciousness, plunges my energy inside Dean, pulling at his soul, the pain for him brief but searing and then he too looks to be sleeping peaceful. Shoots up into the sky, almost like a shooting star, but its course opposite from what one is used. My Grace extends more, growing full length (roughly the size of the Chrysler Building) and finally a face appears, my face. My angel body and wings proudly on display as the small soul keeps the shape of Dean, although more flexible. Speaks in my angelic voice* You will not forget. What you see and feel here, your body will too. It's being seared into your brain as we speak. *grabs the energy of his soul, and lets my own circle it, carefully testing Dean's response before proceeding* 

Dean: *gasps in pain, thankfully not for long, being ripped from my body in the strangest way, briefly seeing myself as we literally shoot into the sky. Completely amazed as his angel form appears, listening to his words and almost snickering* I have no doubt. *gasping out again at the feel of him surrounding me, more ethereal than anything I've ever experienced, doing as he says and surrendering*

Castiel: *pulls him up to me, using my wing and pressing my lips to his, wanting to give him a sense of normalcy, something to anchor him and then my Grace closes in on him, surrounding him...pressing against him...Moans as our essences combine, creating a big ball of light, my hands caressing the core of his being as every part of me is his and every part of him is mine. Like this we -are- one*

Dean: *thankful for not having to breathe, knowing I'd be unable to at this point, the sheer pleasure and uniqueness of this feeling something akin to nirvana*

Castiel: *With his soul melted inside of me, I move my wings sensually around my ethereal body, his essence in my wings, my hands, everywhere making it so that every time I caress, he is the one that touches me, my constant hums of pleasure a heavenly song that soothes the soul inside of me and increases its pleasure. Smiles smugly at the pleasure I feel radiating from him and moving faster, higher with every passing second, my entire being vibrating at being joined in such a way* Oh Dean... *my vocabulary might not have improved when it comes to making love, but the experience is a thousand times what human sex is to me*

Dean: *not even caring that this isn't traditional sex, thinking it's so much better than anything ever that I don't know how anything will ever compare. groaning, letting him envelope me, take the lead, glad he's in control*

Castiel: *feels the pleasure reaching overwhelming heights, my wings and body trembling softly as my Grace twists and stretches, trying to find its way to release, a cry tearing from me and echoing around the sky as thunder and my Grace bursts from me, illuminating the sky for a mere second. My Grace moves back to me, seemingly shrinking. Snowflakes form wherever my Grace pierced the still clouds and my entire being weeps in joy, creating more of the same flakes that slowly start their descent to earth*

Dean: *feeling something akin to release as his pleasure makes it snow, only a thousand times stronger than any traditional orgasm I've ever had. feeling my soul almost explode to the point of almost-pain, crying out with the sheer force of it, thankful I'm not on my feet or I'd be collapsing right about now*

Castiel: *notices the space between us as we drift apart, not wanting to let go yet, pulling him back and holding him safe within my wings* Forever. No matter what happens...what divides us...this union is forever. *captures his lips again, while flying, reveling in the freedom of not being constricted to the human*

Dean: *practically limp in his arms, pleased with our closeness, not at all worried about the fact that we're flying above the city while my body is down below* Yes...forever.

Castiel: *smiles down at him, my long hair blowing in the wind, my features more angelic than he has witnessed (even pictures can't do it justice), my eyes swimming with emotions as the mosaic of blues keep him captivated, while my light grayish feathers are wrapped tight around him, loving him without words*

Dean: You know you're kind of hot with the long hair. *grinning*

Castiel: *chuckles* Thank you and you are quite bright outside of your body. It testifies of your good nature.

Dean: *smirks* Really?

Castiel: Yes, you are quite glorious to behold, Dean. *tightens hold* I always knew you were. *eyes smolder* I see inside you.

Dean: *taking pleasure in this, pleased that someone sees good in me* thank you. That...means a lot.

Castiel: Others don't see past the hard shell. *smiles sadly* They are blinded by their own pain. *looks lovingly into your eyes, halting my movements and staying still as I deliver the next words* But you...are truly beautiful. Good. Pure. *swallows* You are a Light that shines brighter than they can ever perceive. *touches the core of his being, stroking* You are too rare, Dean. *kisses him softly, but quickly* Now let's put you back where you belong *dives down at blinding speed*

Dean: *almost squealing as we descend* Holy crap Cas!

Castiel: *chuckling, I release him as I hover over him, letting his soul fuse with his body, this only taking a second and then I'm bounding myself inside my vessel, sighing as I awake*

Dean: *blinks, feeling the solid ground beneath me* I have...Dude you actually made me speechless.

Castiel: Don't try to get up. Let your body adjust. *smiles, feeling the relaxed state of both my mind and body* I'm pleased to see you liked it.

Dean: *flops back again, feeling incredibly lightheaded but heavy at the same time* Dude after that, sex sucks.

Castiel: My apologies. *looks ashamed as I advert my gaze* I didn't mean to ruin human pleasures...I just... *licks lips* This is not something to repeat daily, Dean. *swallows* Your soul would not be able to recover.

Dean: You didn't ruin it. *laughs* I’m just saying that was awesome. I'm still gonna like sex. *snorts* What would happen? To my Soul?

Castiel: If it is moved to often, it will unavoidably cause tears. *shakes head* We do not want that to happen -ever.

Dean: You can tear a soul? *tilting my head*

Castiel: Yes, it's most unfortunate if it happens, because you will never be the same again. *purses lips* Just believe me, you do -not- want that.

Dean: No. Don't think I do. I think I can settle for tapping your sweet ass in between.

Castiel: *smiles* Are you ready to get up? Or do you wish to sit longer?

Dean: *shakes my head* No, I think the ground is calling my name. *slowly stands*

Castiel: *rises to my feet as well and holds out my hand to help in case needed*

Dean: *takes the hand, rising unsteadily* Damn. You didn't even touch my body and I'm all...jello.

Castiel: *chuckles* Oh I touched you in more ways than you can ever imagine. *moves us to the hotel and putting him down on the bed* Now rest.

