Castiel: *watches over Jo and Dean as they sleep, standing against the wall with my arms crossed and a frown firm in place. Jo has her own room, but I insisted earlier that she stayed here, which is easier to keep her safe from the Lustful one*

Castiel: *sighs heavily, my mind racing from the earlier revelations, and then I feel something… Gabriel's Grace is nearby, and I can feel it as he battles the demon... Worried, I move to the window and push aside the lime heavy drape, to peer outside, but I don't see him, yet his Grace feels so close*

Castiel: *can't interfere, because I can't leave Dean and Jo unprotected, and sits down on the nearest chair, placing my head in my hands, where I wait until long past dawn for consciousness to return to my friends*

Castiel: *friend and Dean, who is more than a friend, who is more than even I could have imagined* 

Dean: *Is still clucking?*

Castiel: *looks up in surprise at the sound, moving forward with a worried frown on my face* I didn't get that.

Castiel: Could you say that again, Dean?

Dean: *huffing in Castiel's direction, clucking*

Castiel: *regards Dean oddly, before sighing in disappointment* Gabriel. *shakes head, thinking about my possibilities*

Dean: *pursing my lips, looking at Cas like 'please fix me now!*

Castiel: *nods* I will try, Dean. *feels grateful that I can read him and that makes this -conversation- much easier* Don't worry. *closes my eyes, feeling the power of my restored Grace warming me, invisible energy flowing out of me and swirling all around us, smiling softly at the peace, love and light that fills the room, stepping up to Dean and touching his forehead, because snapping only works for Archangels. My power only works through touch* Speak now.

Dean: *looks apprehensive before opening my mouth* That insolent little---

Castiel: *doesn't need to hear the end of that sentence to know it can't be good, cocking an eyebrow*

Dean: He turned me into a chicken! *pacing the room* And why? Because *motioning between us*

Castiel: It is a petty thing to do. *approaches Dean calmly, putting my hand on his shoulder* But it is nothing that couldn't be undone. *squeezes his shoulder*

Dean: *sighs* Yeah. thanks. *looking around* What should we do now?

Castiel: *looks over at the sleeping Jo* I have to go somewhere, a battlefield. *turns to face Dean* I felt Gabriel there last night. *gets lost in his green eyes* So I know the battle took place there. *steps closer, not breaking eye contact* I must go.

Dean: Well if you're going, so am I. Jo's safe now. *raising my eyebrows*

Castiel: *nods, touching his forehead once more, teleporting us to the abandoned warehouse where they fought the previous night* We're here. 

Dean: *shaking myself as I look around* Whoa.

Castiel: *wades through the numerous dead bodies on my way to the altar, careful not to step on them, because there are just so many. Frowns at the amount of blood on the floor in front of it, an area that's noticeably body-free, and worrying it could be Gabriel's. Shaking my head at him fulfilling the tasks of us, warriors, but shakes it off, as I come upon the one, the Lustful King himself has fallen not far from the puddle of blood, but there is something odd about the color and texture of his blood, and the dried blood of another species, much purer and cleaner, even upon first sight. Undeniably it must be Gabriel's blood, frowning more because the demon's face is covered with it, perhaps he tried to...no that's ludicrous....but still all the signs are there, that this demon tried to -feed- off Gabriel's potent blood* Dean? *calls him to me, to see if he comes to the same conclusions as me*

Dean: *wading through behind Castiel* Damn, Dude. *peering down at the demon* What is...on it?

Castiel: My first guess would be *points at the dried blood* blood...Gabriel's blood.

Dean: *frowning* Gabriel's? You think he's hurt? Did that thing try and eat him?

Castiel: *tilts head to the side, crouching and looking at it's face closer, before peeling at some of the dried blood and studying it, before holding it up to my nose. The scent is unmistakable Gabriel's, and I nod* Yes, he's hurt. *frowns at the black liquid that runs thickly from the demon and doesn't seem to dry up, touching it with my finger and sampling it carefully in my mouth* Uh...*feels the substance crawl over my tongue, seemingly trying to get further inside of me* Dean! *spits repeatedly, but it won't come out, and as I look down I notice that more of the substance slowly moves towards me* Water! *demands Dean to bring water as I try to wipe it off with my hand, but failing*

Dean: *flailing around, grabbing a cup by the sink and praying the water works, turning the faucet on and filling the cup up. Running back to Castiel and thrusting it in his hands* What happened?

Castiel: *my tongue starts to burn where the substance tries to infiltrate my body and at the same time tugs at my Grace, which is fortunately too strong against this small quantity, taking some water and swirling it around in my mouth, before spitting it out as I keep stepping back, away from the body and it's black devil's venom, repeats the process until the last drop of black evil liquid has neutralized with the water and has vacated my mouth* Thank you. *sighs in relief*

Dean: Dude, did it try to get in you? *my eyes wide and a concerned look on my face*

Castiel: Yes. *strides over to Dean, taking his arm* We must make haste. *teleports us back to Norway, to the ninth floor of the horribly decaying building, and then walking through the angel's corridor, which starts to fade in beauty as Gabriel's power lessens* Gabriel? *calls out as we reach the room where we stood only yesterday*

Dean: *shuddering as we land, looking around for the injured archangel, afraid the floor is going to fall out from underneath me* Quiet...

Gabriel: *is still slumped on the floor of the virgin safe room in a puddle of drying blood. his Grace is winning the battle against the venom though, at least to the point where he can mourn the fact that the room is currently lacking in adoring virgins. but alas, it was a good thing he sent them home instead of leaving them to watch him drool in his own blood.*

Gabriel: *moans softly at hearing voices and tries to pull himself up... since he had used them during the fight, his wings are still in a corporeal form and only serve to weigh him down... in other words, he slumps over again instead of getting up*

Castiel: Too quiet. *looks around the room, unease taking hold of me, which only grows stronger when I hear a soft moan, moving towards it with big, urgent steps* Gabriel? *needs to hear him one more time, since I moved in the general direction but fail to see him. Since he remains silent, I close my eyes and focus on his Grace, mine finding his effortlessly after all this years and with a soft brush, my eyes snap open, and I am hovering over his wilting body* Dean, help me.

Castiel: *these

Dean: *follows behind, keeping my gaze locked on the floor in case it should disappear, appearing next to Castiel as he looks down at the injured angel* Shit. Yeah, okay, what do I do?

Gabriel: *mutters softly, trying to be an asshole, but just sounding pathetic* You can try... getting off... my wing...

Castiel: *frowns, gazing at Gabriel's wounds* It's eating away at his body to get to his Grace, it feeds of Grace. *steps back* I can not touch him. *purses lips* You have to bathe him

Dean: *looking entirely unamused as I step back* Awesome. Cas, get me some water?

Castiel: Shower. *points at the bathroom door, moving in front of Dean to turn on the faucet, but making sure there is distance between me and Gabriel at all times* Just pick him up and put him under it.

Dean: *one brow raises as I try to re-arrange the angel, pushing him over and lifting him with a grunt* Jesus, lay off the cake afterwards man. *huffing as I hurl him under the shower, seeing a strange bite mark on his chest, oozing what looks like black gunk* Uh...Cas?

Gabriel: *only registers the mention of cake* I like cake... Mmm... Not as good as... chocolate honey bits... Haven't had... since Casti-...el. *he manages to droop even more somehow*

Dean: *scrubs where I can, still looking unamused* Yeah, well, the cake thing was a joke.

Gabriel: *absently pets at Dean's chest while he gets scrubbed* You like... Pie... Should have it. *he tries to snap his fingers, presumably to make a pie, but he can't get them to snap and whines when nothing happens*

Castiel: Yes? *follows Dean's gaze down to Gabriel's chest, swallowing* It comes from within? *looks worriedly into the face of the one he once adored so, and tries to find a solution* What can I do, Gabriel? *watches as the water neutralizes the venom on Gabriel's skin, but it can not penetrate him, water does not have such power* Stay still. *after hearing Gabriel's weak voice, I can not allow him to speak further, paces in the bathroom, picturing several scenarios in my head, none of them ending well, until...* Gabriel, where's your Horn? *leans forward, trying to read his -not so much- Brother's mind*

Dean: *snorting at the semi-stoned angel* You can make me a pie later. I like cherry. *continues to scrub*

Gabriel: NO! *shouts, immediately groaning with pain at the effort. the only picture in his mind at the mention of his horn is a bunch of cake* They'll find me! *he's told them before why he won't take up his horn, he's been of the hiding mindset for centuries, a little thing like this can't change his mind*

Dean: Chillax, man. What else would help heal you?

Castiel: You'd rather die?! *incredulous, growing slightly angry and glaring down at the injured Gabriel* Where is your Horn?

Gabriel: *considers Dean's question for a long time before speaking slowly* Raph...ael... Michael... Luci...fer.... *his eyes are closed when he gives a relaxed, doped sort of smile* Guess I won't... have to... live with it... after all... Sorry. 

Dean: *pops the angel on the head* What will heal you?

Castiel: Only his Horn. *tells Dean, not taking my eyes off Gabriel* Which he will tell me where it is, *crouches next to the tub, pulling up the sleeve of my trench coat and suit* or I will pull the venom out in a different manner. *holds hand above the bite mark, not yet touching*

Gabriel: *only pictures the cakes and candies again at the mention of the horn, but he senses Castiel coming closer and struggles weakly to pull away from him*

Castiel: Tell me now, Gabriel, or I will fight this battle for you. *my voice is low and hard, every bit the voice of a warrior who's mind is set, and will not be persuaded into taking another course of action*

Dean: *finishes washing him and stepping back, all of the black as removed as I can get it, sans the wound*

Gabriel: *opens his eyes, gaze unfocused as he peers in Castiel's direction. he sounds even weaker when he says...* Cake... Cake cures every...thing.

Dean: *frowning as I roll my eyes, looking down at the injured demon* Is he hinting at something? I mean there's cake coating every inch of this place. This horn-maybe it's a marker. the Cake.

Castiel: *stands up suddenly, not even thought about that for a second, blaming it on Gabriel's sweet tooth and odd sense of humor, instead of taking his words for a clue. Nods once at Dean* Stay with him. *strides out of the bathroom in search of the horn, tossing all the cake I see onto the floor, Gabriel can clean up after, because I'm in too much of a hurry to care*

Dean: You know I'm really expecting pie when you come out of this, right? *keeping the shower running*

Gabriel: Pie's good...too... *agrees with Dean in a whisper*

Dean: *continuing with mundane conversation, trying to keep him conscious* Sam never did like Pie. Me? A good cherry, apple, hell even chocolate silk. Fixes me right up.

Gabriel: Sam ate pie... the seventeenth... Tuesday. He ate it with you... Til he was sick. *sounds amused* He wanted... To share your joys...

Castiel: *tosses more cake onto the floor, a bright, blinding light shining from the crystal table that had been hidden under pastries and beneath the cakes, grabbing the large slab and carrying it over to the bathroom* Touch it! *orders as I bend over and hold it near his hand* Dean... *already tells him without more than just his name, that if Gabriel can't touch it on his own, he will have to put his hand upon it*

Dean: *nodding in response to Cas as I wait for Gabriel to move* That's probably why he won't eat pie anymore.

Gabriel: Was funny... *slurs before suddenly the thing he's been avoiding for millennia is being shoved in his face. he peers blurrily at the block of crystal* Fuckers... Gonna have... To go into... Hiding again... *he lifts a hand up, placing it on the block. his hand starts to sink into the thick crystal as if it were slime.* Close... eyes.

Dean: *backs against the wall and closes my eyes*

Castiel: *looks with knitted eyebrows, waiting for Gabriel to recover or something, anything*

Gabriel: *his hand slips through and the instant his fingers touch the horn, his grace flares and he screams at the sudden rush of power that burns the venom out of his body. his hand curls around the horn, refusing to let go after being parted from it for so long and his body lifts into the air, the room around them flat out exploding along with the apartment leaving both angels, the human and a very surprised dog floating in the harmless nothingness that exists between dimensions as his Grace surges stronger and stronger until it settles... leaving him floating, wings massive and flowing gently with his long hair as his angel form contends with the form of his vessel... thankfully he dampens down the light show while struggling to keep from ripping his vessel to shreds*

Dean: *panics*

Dean: *looking around* Holy shit, where is the ground!

Castiel: *grabs a hold of Dean, in case we would go spiraling down anytime soon, smiling encouragingly at him to set his mind at ease, before turning to look at Gabriel's angel form, gasping softly*

Dean: I don't have any fucking wings!

Dean: What---make the ground--fuck!

Castiel: *touches his forehead, sending him to where the entrance of the building used to be in Norway, while I stay afloat*

Dean: *curling up on the ground* Fucking angels.

Gabriel: *fixes the horn at his side, having already fended off the thoughts of hundreds of angels as the Host had flocked to the surge of his presence and able to focus more on the here and now. he drifts through the nothingness, first to his dog, sending it to the building in Norway before the poor old dear has a heart attack. then he drifts over to Castiel and Dean...only to see Castiel send a panicking Dean away. he tilts his head, giving Castiel a faint smile before disappearing as well. he reappears in front of Dean, who just happens to be standing next to his dog.* A gift... *without explaining, he reaches out and touches both hands to Dean's temples, sending a light surge of Grace into Dean before stepping back and snapping his fingers to bring Castiel to them. another snap and both he and his dog are gone, leaving a table with a perfect pie where they had been moments before...as he leaves, he says in full angel voiced Enochian to Castiel* Enjoy... *and even though its right by Dean, the words from the fading voice don't hurt him*

Dean: *sits up, looking around* What the hell just happened.

Castiel: *gazes upon Dean curiously, wanting to know what Gabriel has done to him*

Dean: When he said enjoy, was he talking about me enjoying the pie, us enjoying each other, or both? 

Castiel: You understand Enochian now? *furrows brow, and slicing the pie for Dean* I don't know. Eat.

Dean: *shrugs* That was what he was talking in? guess so. *takes a slice of the pie, digging in and moaning at the taste, speaking through full cheeks* Holy shit man...

Gabriel: *suddenly snaps his fingers again, popping Castiel, Dean and the pie back to the room they had left Jo in*

Castiel: *pupils dilate at the sound of Dean's moan, licking my lips and whispering in a husky voice* Good?

Castiel: *suddenly find myself in the motel room with Jo, blinking once, which is a rarity for me and clearing my throat awkwardly at what was going in the direction of an intimate moment, stepping back from the table to regain my senses* Hello, Jo.

Dean: *looking around for the pie* Hey! *pouting* Hey Jo. *peering up at Cas* I want more. *not necessarily meaning pie*

Castiel: *eyes droop a little, as they rake over Dean's form, halting at his groin* I understand.

Jo H.: *coughs uncomfortable* Um guys... *is standing in a towel* Can you knock before you just poof in?

Dean: *grunting* Sorry Jo. *trying to pull my eyes away from Cas*

Jo H.: *shakes my head as I go to grab some clothes and head to the bathroom* Don't worry about it, I'm just gonna go get dressed. *calls back over my shoulder* and there better be pie left over for me.

Jo H.: *shutting the door, I look in the mirror and notice how flush my face is from embarrassment.*

Castiel: *hasn't even noticed Jo's attire, still focused on Dean*

Dean: Pie makes me hot. *flies off the floor and practically tackles Cas*

Castiel: *eyes widen at Dean's surprise attack, but then my lips touch his and everything fades away, my mouth eagerly responding to his, devouring him as my hands grab his arms and pull him closer to me*

Dean: *grunting again, lips fierce as they move against Castiel's, fingers tangled in his trench coat*

Castiel: *with eyes closed every sensation seems to triple and even his hand merely brushing against my chest by accident makes delicious tingles run down my body, moaning with the roughness and passion of this kiss, as my hands loosen their grip on Dean's arms and slide up to his neck, taking a hold of him there as I answer his kiss with equal forcefulness and desire* 

Dean: *sucking his lip between my teeth, paying no mind to the fact Jo is in the other room, my body on fire from all the activity and adrenaline* Fuck. Fuck Cas.

Castiel: *kisses down his jaw to his neck, sucking on the skin as my hands move to his lower back, forcing his body closer to mine, groaning as our lower regions brush together*

Dean: You're getting better at this. *shoving my hands inside the trench coat, grasping the fabric there, fingers fisting tightly*

Castiel: *hums in agreement, grinding against him and mewling in his mouth*

Dean: *managing to mumble* Jo... *against his lips, my lower body practically attached to his*

Castiel: *steps back, no matter how good it feels, but knowing that the name of another should not be mentioned during such an intimate moment* Jo? *stares, unblinking with an expression void of emotion at Dean, and if it hadn't been for the heavy breathing, one might have thought I hadn't been involved in such a stimulating moment of passion only seconds before*

Dean: *pointing to the bathroom* She's...in there. I don't think she'd like walking in on what I'd enjoy doing to you.

Castiel: *sees his point, the crease disappearing from my brow as I move forward and hold out my fingers to move us to another place*

Dean: *braces self*

Castiel: *puts tips of my fingers to his temple and then we're on the top of a eighteen feet high rock, not too far from the Cretan shore, where no human would dare look*

Dean: *peers down* Holy shit.

Castiel: *pulls Dean back to me* Don't look down. *claims his lips once more, one hand resting loosely on his right hip, the other firmly planted at the back of his neck*

Dean: *mumbling* too late. *before attaching my lips to his again, scrambling to push the jacket from his shoulders*

Castiel: *lets my trench coat fall first, running the hand from his hip up under his shirt to his chest, feeling the defined lines there, and humming appreciatively in Dean's mouth*

Dean: *shivering lightly, murmuring as I nip down his defined jaw* Did I steal you from him?

Castiel: *bites my lip, moaning and pushing up more fabric so Dean's shirt fails to cover even his pecks, absentmindedly answering* From who?

Dean: *shakes my head as I pull my shirt off* Later. *tackles him to the ground*

Castiel: *groans as my back roughly hits the ground and Dean's weight presses upon me, even if it doesn't hurt, the breath still leaves my lungs unexpectedly with a noisy whooshing sound* Oomph.

Dean: *laughing* sorry. *yanking at your belt* Fuck. 

Castiel: *groans, bucking my hips upward, and pushing at your shirt impatiently, fumbling to get it over your head*

Dean: *yanks the belt away, then my shirt, pushing my hips down almost roughly*

Castiel: *bites down on my lip hard, letting my hands roam over your chest, feeling the smoothness, the muscles and even some scars, while I squirm under you, begging for more with my eyes¨*

Dean: *forcefully yanking your pants down, the pleading look on your face sending shockwaves through me as I wrap a hand around you* Cas...I want...

Castiel: Give it to me. *speaks urgently, not knowing what he wants to do to me, but knowing that I will never refuse him. The fact that my body is burning with desire for him, makes it harder to postpone any longer with conversations that will not make me comprehend more His body will show me, and his body is what I crave*

Dean: I never...*giving him a pleading look before flipping him over, running my hand down his backside, hoping he'll understand*

Castiel: *shivers at his touch, moving myself into a more comfortable position by getting on my knees* Neither have I. *looks at Dean over my shoulder, my chest heaving as my manhood throbs with need for more*

Dean: *my eyes heating as he looks at me with his bright blue eyes* Well okay then. *shucking my jeans hesitantly, running a comforting hand down his back while the other properly lubricates everything, testing slightly with a finger to see if this is ok*

Castiel: *grunts as his finger penetrates me in a place I had never expected, clenching around him to stop him from entering further, but then taking a deep breath and forcing myself to relax, because this is Dean whom I trust with all of my heart* Oh my...

Dean: *using my other hand to wrap around myself, pumping a few times, the tip becoming moist, which was just what I wanted. My finger still pumping inside him, groaning out a question* Yes?

Castiel: *moves back to meet his hand as soon as the initial discomfort has gone* More, Dean. *moans, looking back at him with dark, hooded eyes; my mouth is slightly open and I breathe heavily* Please.

Dean: *nodding, aligning myself and making sure everything is prepared before sliding in, inch by inch, stopping to give his body a chance to grow accustomed to me* Fuck...

Castiel: *brows knit together and rise, my mouth opening as I hold my breath, praying the pain will stop, surprised by the amount of discomfort that comes with this action, panting*

Dean: *shuddering as I try to stay still, slipping a hand around to grasp his length, trying to give him pleasure as he rides out the pain*

Castiel: Oh! *eyes roll into the back of my head as his hand brings my body to that familiar place of pleasure and heat, moving backward unconsciously to where Dean slides entirely into me, gritting my teeth but finding it not so painful as before, my focus already back on his hand, moaning*

Dean: *my teeth clenched as I maintain an incredibly slow pace, keeping my hand in sync with the rest of me, groaning loudly at the pure feel of him surrounding me*

Castiel: *moans louder, pleasure all I can feel* Oh Dean. *whispers it so loving, so full of awe, so alike the way I feel at this union. It can not be denied, this is a union, because we are truly joined*

Dean: *my eyes rolling back, our location only a backdrop anymore as I start to move faster, my free hand resting on his hip as I rock*

Castiel: *closes my eyes against the overwhelming pleasure at being stimulated in two different places, his hand driving me to new heights while he hits a sensitive spot inside of that makes me want to scream out loud with joy. Knows there will never be anything like it, no one like him, I whisper* Only you, Dean. 

Dean: *groans in response, squeezing his hip to indicate I share the same feeling, my hips picking up with their intensity* Fuccccck......

Castiel: *feels that same feeling, announcing the arrival of my bliss shortly before it happens, only this time it's stronger, and stretches all the way from my toes up to my head, every part of me coiled for this massive release of passion* Dean, I feel it...nearing. *claws fingers into the ground, arching my back*

Dean: *not even able to chuckle at his lovely wording, knowing as soon as he lets go I will be right after, if not at the same time* Now, Cas...

Castiel: *at his command, the awaited fluid runs over Dean's hand, the rest spraying onto the rock below me as I call out his name loudly, and shake against him, the opening where he is buried inside of me, tightening as it clenches and unclenches, the muscles no longer under my control*

Dean: Shit fuck! *losing myself, releasing inside of him, my orgasm nearing violence as I shudder*

Castiel: *feeling myself being filled with him, I smile and lower my upper body onto the cold rock, my arms tired from upholding my body*

Dean: *collapsing and rolling over, thinking I've been barking up the wrong tree my whole life, panting* Fuck. Just...fuck.

Castiel: It was good? *looks into Dean's eyes with big, anticipating, hopeful eyes, not understanding that reference, because dogs bark and not at trees*

Dean: The best. I can't even...feel my legs. I think I just took your manginity.

Castiel: *smiles brightly, turning over and moving closer to Dean, letting my arm rest on his and linking our hands* So were you. *stays silent for a while, before adding as an afterthought* I'm sorry about your legs. *while I keep thinking about the odd word 'manginity'*

Dean: *laughing* It's just an expression, the legs. I can feel them. It means that it was so good, I lost feeling. *calculates your gaze* You don't know what manginity is do you.

Castiel: *shakes head curtly, indicating 'no', unable to keep from smiling at the wonderful praises falling from Dean's lips*

Dean: *chuckling* Ahh, Cas. It's like...virginity...only.​..different. We'll just say I took your virginity. *smirking*

Castiel: Yes, that sounds acceptable. *rolls onto my side, gazing down at Dean's perfect, masculine body* This time, we did have sexual intercourse, right?

Dean: Yes. *a half smile on my face* We did. Wow.

Castiel: *smiles back* Yes...Wow. *repeats after Dean, because no word would come close to how I feel, how that felt, and that one seems as good as any other given word in the English vocabulary*

Dean: You're a man, now, Cas. *laughing at my own joke as I sit up, searching for my shirt*

Castiel: *raises eyebrows, because as far as I was informed I was male before*

Dean: *laughing again* They say you don't become a man until you lose your virginity. Unless you're Jewish. I was trying to be funny.

Castiel: Ah... *chuckles awkwardly*

Dean: *rolls my eyes* don't worry about it. Hey-we should get back to Jo. she probably wondered what the hell happened to us. And my pie is there.

Castiel: Of course. *gets up, dressing quickly, a faint flush still warming my skin as I touch it and smile dreamily. The sound of Dean's zipper bringing me back from my intoxicated state of mind, and pulling on my trench coat, before taking Dean's hand in one, putting two fingers against his forehead with the other, and bringing us back to the now familiar room* 

-----Somewhere Else-----

Gabriel: *off somewhere flying, skimming the underside of Heaven with his fully powered Grace. his fingers absently slide over the smooth surface of his horn. he's totally being a dick and teasing all of the angels with the sense of his presence while he ignores every single one of the little shits* 

Gabriel: *his Grace is suddenly gone from the radar again, and the angels in Heaven weep from the loss... but they get over it, since they're certain he's still alive somewhere and they start forming a search party like they hadn't had since a hundred years after he first vanished. what this means is that he has once more sealed away his horn. this time he places the glowing instrument into another block of crystal and then shrinks it until its roughly the size of a two by one inch postage stamp that's perhaps half an inch thick. he polishes the crystal until it shines smoothly and then softens the edges, ridging them to make it more beautiful... then he affixes a strong gold chain to the end of the crystal that holds the mouthpiece of the horn before twirling his fingers and vanishing it from his presence. a moment later the newly designed, unfortunately still glowing, crystal necklace appears on the stack of Jo's clothes with a note that says: "A gift for my favorite Virgin... Keep it safe. -Gabriel"*

Gabriel: ((Jo will acquire some side effects while wearing the necklace.))

Gabriel: ((But only while wearing it.))

Gabriel: ((She'll be able to see and hear the true forms and voices of angels, she'll be able to understand all languages and all except instantly fatal wounds will heal within a week or less of receiving them.))

Gabriel: ((Understand, but not speak, the languages.))

Gabriel: *is somewhere not associated with Norway this time, rebuilding his apartment. thankfully he's learned the trick of reaching back through time and pulling things forth. it makes it extremely easy to then reach back and grab the irreplaceable items he had within that place... like a certain portrait and bowl of treats... everything else he makes over from nothing. hugging the portrait to himself, his dog at his heels, he moves over to his newly built wall and fixes the portrait into place, adjusting the level of the painting and then creating a new ornate table to center the bowl of candy beneath it. he sighs softly, placing a few sparkles to float around the setting and illuminate it with a gentle silver light before he moves away to decorate the rest of his new apartment*

-----Back At The Motel-----

Jo H.: *After finally changing and putting on the necklace from Gabe, I walk out of the bathroom to see that Dean and Cas have left me. Looking over to the table I eye the pie before shrugging and sitting down to start eating it* Suckers.

Jo H.: *I finish up one slice as my hand unconsciously goes to fiddle with my new necklace. Wishing I could thank him for such a lovely, albeit odd, gift.*

Gabriel: *twitches his ear when he hears something directed toward him and automatically thinks back toward Jo in reply* <You're welcome, sweety.>

Jo H.: *shocked, I sit up straight dropping my fork and look around. I check for my gun before calling out* Hello?

Gabriel: *doesn't answer because Jo is no longer holding the necklace and thinking about him, thus he cannot hear her*

Jo H.: *The tension starts to die down and I slowly go back to picking up my fork and eating the pie again.* That was just freaky. 

Dean: *immediately goes to the table and notices a piece of pie missing* Damnit!

Dean: *realizing I've tugged Cas along with me*

Castiel: *chuckles, eying Jo with amusement as my hand stays connected with Dean's*

Jo H.: *looks up to Dean and Cas with a fork in my mouth* Um... it was yummy? *shrugs and goes to eat another slice*

Dean: *yanking the pie away* Dude an archangel made this for me. *digging my fork in protectively*

Jo H.: *sticks out my tongue childishly* Yeah well I got this. *points to my necklace* Pies don't last forever, but jewelry says "I'm sorry I was a douche and kidnapped you. Even if it was for your protection."

Dean: Yeah well, I like pie. I don't wear jewelry. *shovels it into my mouth*

Dean: *belatedly holding a forkful out to Cas* 

Castiel: *felt the presence of something, eyes widening at the sight of the necklace, and grabbing it for closer inspection, pulling Jo roughly closer in doing so* It has Grace. *furrows brow, dropping it and then someone is pushing a fork in my line of sight, not usually one to try human food, and certainly not sweet food, I unceremoniously open my mouth and take it from the Fork, chewing and swallowing carefully* Good.

Dean: *raising an eyebrow* You don't mean that, but it's okay. More for me.

Dean: *plops on the floor with fork and pie, grinning through full cheeks*

Jo H.: *pulls away from Cas, an eyebrow quirked* Cas, there is this thing called personal space. And if you ever grab me like that again I'll make sure you and Dean can only have half the fun. *I wave the knife in my hand that I used to cut the pie*

Castiel: *regards Dean briefly as he visibly enjoys the pie, and is then being preached to about personal space, not even having been aware of being within someone's to obtain distance* Um... *cocks an eyebrow as Jo waves a knife in front of me* We regenerate. 

Jo H.: *Freezes for a moment as my mouth drops open* You regenerate? Damn. Now how will I ever be able to threaten you? *mumbles as I walk away from Dean and his pie-loving fest* 

Castiel: *stares at Dean* 

