Gabriel: *lounges in his true form in a large natural hot spring that...well, wasn't so natural since he used his talents to clean out all the sulfury and mineral scents. he's lounged out, wings spread around him, no humans for at least two hundred miles... and he sings softly to himself, some old Enochian song from the early days of angel kind that he and Raphael had made up one day to distract them from Michael and Lucifer's screaming matches. while he sings, he washes his wings with gentle tenderness*

Gabriel: *continues to baby his wings, being out of his vessel allowing him to contort his Grace in ways not humanly possible so that every feathery wisp of celestial energy is cleaned to his satisfaction. he's only humming now, something more modern*

-----Meanwhile-----

Castiel: *stands off to the side, watching a sleeping Dean with increasing interest. Every time he turns, he'll mumble and to my surprise, on more than one occasion, it's my name. Moving closer to the bed, wanting to touch him, I reach out, but the fear of waking him kicks in and so I move back again*

Dean: *groaning groggily, stretching my body languidly* ugh.

Castiel: *smiles, admiring his body and the way he stretches it, the muscles becoming even more visible*

Dean: *flopping my head to the side* I haven't slept that good in a long time, Cas.

Jo H.: *Finishing up talking to my mom, I say goodbye and then hang up. Grabbing my jacket, gun, and bag I leave my motel room and walk next door to Dean and Cas's room. Pounding on the door as I call out* You two better be decent. We have a case to work.

Castiel: *nods in understanding, because I am all too well aware of his troubles* 

Dean: *groaning at the sound of Jo's voice* I need some air anyway. Come outside with me, see what she wants?

Jo H.: *Presses my ear up against the door to hear anything. I notice a groan and call out* I said decent. As in clothes on, and each person in their own bed. I will break this door down if I have too.

Castiel: Of course. *follows right behind him as he walks to the door and opens it. As he steps into the doorframe, I get an ominous feeling and take his hand, but he just walks forth and pulls me outside with him*

Dean in Castiels body: Whoa, dude. *reaches for my head* Did you feel that? 

Castiel in Deans Body: Something does not feel...right.

Dean in Castiels body: *cocks an eyebrow at the sound of my voice, then hearing 'myself' I look up at...well fuck me now, 'me'* What the hell?

Castiel in Deans Body: *turning my head to see what Dean is speaking of, seeing my vessel in the place of Dean's body* What does this mean?

Jo H.: *Looks between Dean and Cas* What does what mean? It's a case, and I haven't even told you about it yet. Now let's go.

Dean in Castiels body: *sighs* Fuck, if I know. *looking myself up and down* I look good. *smirks, before I think of something that kinda worries me* Cas? *bends through my knees a little, peering into his eyes* It's you, right?

Castiel in Deans Body: *my head cocking to the side* Of course it is, Dean. It appears that...I am you.

Castiel in Deans Body: *looking to Jo* we are not in the right bodies.

Dean in Castiels body: *turns to Jo* Well, we just got Freaky Friday'd here, so could we get two minutes. *looking over at Cas, or me, man this shit is confusing* How did this happen?

Jo H.: *fiddles with my necklace as I turn back around and sigh* Y'all are switched up? Is that why Dean's body is all bright and shiny. *giggles softly* I thought it was just like and Angel STD or something.

Castiel in Deans Body: STD? *frowning*

Jo H.: *laughs out loud* Ok so I know this isn't funny, but I never thought I'd ask Dean if he had any STDs. Much less hear it come out of his mouth like it's a foreign concept. *slaps Cas in Dean's body* You just made my year Cas.

Dean in Castiels body: *rolls eyes, because now I have to explain this to Cas, pointing and looking at my junk* Something gross down there, Cas, like the truck stop waitress back in Ohio...Man, it was all bumpy and red...Not pretty, not pretty. *clears throat, shaking off the memory and turning back to Cas* Nothing you need to worry about, Cas.

Dean in Castiels body: Hey, lay off the angel, will ya! *cocks an eyebrow at Jo* We've got bigger fish to fry...Like who the hell did this?...Or why?

Castiel in Deans Body: *looking slightly alarmed as I glance downwards*

Jo H.: *starts laughing harder, tears almost coming to my eyes as I try to calm down* Oh Sam is definitely hearing about this.

Castiel in Deans Body: Sam. Will he be upset that you are having intercourse with me, Dean? *my expression confused still*

Jo H.: *stops laughing and glances between Cas and Dean* And this is where I head to the car. *walking towards the stair case* Hurry up guys, people to save and what not.

Dean in Castiels body: *groans at the mention of Sam, knowing that he'll never let this go* You won't, Jo. *coughs in surprise at Castiel's question, looking over at him* Um...Nah... *waves hand dismissively* I mean, *shrugs* I don't give him shit about his Hell's Bells, so he... *grabs Cas's shoulder, looking into his eyes and squeezing* Don't worry about it, okay.

Castiel in Deans Body: *nodding, trusting Dean because he knows his brother* I won't. Should we follow Jo to the car?

Dean in Castiels body: *lifts one shoulder in a half shrug* Unless you want to stand here all day. *starts walking to the car, knowing my angel will follow anyway. And if not, he can always zap his ass over there, right?*

Castiel in Deans Body: *walks towards the car, stopping before getting in* If it's acceptable, I can just transport us. It will be faster. 

Dean in Castiels body: *turns to look at Cas* Your mojo working?

Jo H.: *nods as I finish packing up my bag* Yeah sure. I got all I need for this witch hunt. Do you need directions?

Castiel in Deans Body: An actual address would be acceptable.

Jo H.: *nods and pulls the note I wrote on the motel pad out of my pocket and hands it to Dean... I mean Cas. I shake my head as I just leave my hand out for whoever to take it* The first address is the crime scene, the second is to a motel near by. Take your pick.

Dean in Castiels body: I vote for the motel. *winks at Cas*

Castiel in Deans Body: *reaches a hand each to touch Dean and Jo, two fingers to each of their temples, attempting to move us to the hotel...and nothing happens* I fear I'm broken.

Dean in Castiels body: What? *furrows brow* How can you be broken? You're an angel for God's sake.

Castiel in Deans Body: I am also not in my vessel. *frowning* Perhaps...

Dean in Castiels body: *stares hard at Cas, and noticing the way he looks at me* Oh no, no, no. *steps back, looking down at myself* You're telling me I've got your mojo now? *voice rises* I don't know how to use that shit, Cas. *hands waving with each word* I'm not Batman!

Castiel in Deans Body: What is batman? *shaking my head* You simply touch us, while thinking of the location, wishing to be there. Try. *having faith, knowing he's stronger than he thinks*

Dean in Castiels body: Just some cartoon character, Cas. *sighs, shaking my hands* Alright. *steps closer, closing my eyes and putting my fingers to their forehead, while thinking of the motel* Um... *fumbles when nothing happens, my brows furrowing as I think hard on what I might have done wrong, oh hold up...taps the heels of my shoes together three times, mumbling* Grandview motel, grandview motel... *still nothing happens, so pouting my lips, I try to come up with another way, whispering* ET phone home? *opens one eye hesitantly, having felt something, but whatever it was, it was not the zapping thing, because we're still standing next to the car* Um...Oh come on! Just take us to the Grandview motel already! *zaps*

Gabriel: *pauses in his bathing to peer off in one direction as he feels a part of himself, the better part, moving in a way that feels odd. it still feels angelic, just off. he eventually shrugs, figuring it's just how the lower ranked angels feel when moving and turns his attention back to his wings*

Castiel in Deans Body: *blinks, feeling rather unpleasant* I do not like how that feels.

Dean in Castiels body: Yeah, well, welcome to my world. *blurts out, but thinking it might hurt Cas, I instantly cover up with some 'advice'* Some advice, oranges. You don't wanna get clogged up like I did, do you? *tosses an arm over my broader form, whispering to Cas* Taking a dump is healthy, no matter what anyone says.

Castiel in Deans Body: *blinks* clogged up? Are you talking about human bodily functions?

Dean in Castiels body: *grimaces* Yeah. I mean, the pipes have to be... *shakes head* Know what, just forget I said anything, okay? *smirks* We're young, we're handsome, and we're in *looks around, making a disgusted face* Norman Bates's motel. *there goes my pick up line, sighs, and stepping back, giving Cas a -nevermind- look* So what are we looking for here, huh?

Dean in Castiels body: *turns to where Jo should be, not seeing her anywhere* Oh man, did I lose her? What does that mean?

Castiel in Deans Body: *looking around* Perhaps you left her behind.

Dean in Castiels body: *closes eyes, thinking about the motel and what do ya know, I poof. Appears out of nowhere, in the middle of the parking lot of our motel, and look around, but no Jo. However there's this guy that's staring at me...oops. Casually raises hand, waving and walking away. When I'm behind the motel and out of the creeper's sight, I close my eyes and focus on Cas...the Grandview motel, I mean, and zap back there* Nope.

Castiel in Deans Body: Then you've left her in limbo.

Dean in Castiels body: *rubs chin, pensive* Is she trapped in...like the Twilight zone now? *Cas answers before I finish my sentence and my jaw drops* Limbo? *panics a little* How the hell do I get her out of there? *thinks of something* Hey, there's actually a limbo?

Castiel in Deans Body: *quirking a grin* Yes there is. Most likely, she won't remember anything, she is simply...floating.

Dean in Castiels body: Sounds nice. *waggles eyebrows* You and me up on cloud number nine and all that, right? *grins*

Castiel in Deans Body: It would be difficult to have intercourse in limbo. *nodding knowingly*

Dean in Castiels body: *quirks an eyebrow at that* Why's that?

Castiel in Deans Body: There is no leverage. *says in a matter of fact tone* 

Dean in Castiels body: Oh and you need leverage to be tongue-tied? *grins* You're an angel, you fly. Surely you can spray a flower without holding onto something.

Castiel in Deans Body: I suppose you're correct. But I would still rather not...partake in such lustful acts in limbo.

Dean in Castiels body: *licks lips* Are you sure? *walks closer, looking up at my own eyes...Freaky...and smirking* Because I wouldn't mind going on a little Apollo 11 fieldtrip. *eyefucks*

Castiel in Deans Body: *slightly swoons at Dean’s...my...intense gaze* You are the one with the *finger quotes* angel mojo...

Dean in Castiels body: Right... *doesn't want to say it, but it has to be said* But the case first, okay, tiger. After that I'll show you my version of limbo. *grins crookedly*

Castiel in Deans Body: *grinning at the promise* Case first. Yes. We need Jo. She has the details.

Dean in Castiels body: Or maybe your -brother-? *emphasizes brother, grimacing a little at the aftertaste in my mouth*

Castiel in Deans Body: Gabriel. Good. You'll have to call him. *nodding*

Dean in Castiels body: Pretty eager to see him, huh. *jaw clenches, having to admit that I'm a bit jealous here, because what do you expect, when you still don't know exactly what went on between the two of them* Oh Gabriel... *closes eyes, thinking about him, because that's what Cas does when he's mind-talking*

Gabriel: *blinks, startled from his bath and his curiosity peaks. he has to check it out so he yoinks on his vessel and then pops over to Dean and Castiel's location, appearing right in front of them... wearing just a towel... and soaked in hot water that steams in the temperature change. in one hand he clutches the towel and in the other, a rubber ducky. he doesn't look at them right away, instead uses the hand holding the duck to brush his hair back* Last time I saw you, you were alive... So I wonder how you got on the angel network, Deano... *he pauses, looking up and then blinking. he peers first from Dean to Castiel and back several times before looking at Castiel in Dean's body and pointing at Dean* Did you go and knock him up? Bro, you gotta wrap it or weird things happen when you mix Grace and body fluids... *mumbles something that sounds suspiciously like "I should know..."*

Castiel in Deans Body: Is this true, Gabriel? Or are you attempting humor?

Gabriel: *twirls the rubber ducky, it vanishes and a tootsie pop appears. he sticks it into his mouth before pulling the towel tight enough to hold itself in place. after a moment of just considering Castiel he sighs and his shoulders droop* Look, I'm not proud of it... But being a pagan god means certain things have to be done and... Well you've heard the mythology, haven't you? *finds the puddle forming at his feet interesting, twirling the tootsie pop in his mouth*

Castiel in Deans Body: *tilting my head* I do not blame you for whatever you did, Gabriel. I'm simply...curious.

Gabriel: Good. *suddenly looks chipper again, grinning almost smarmily* Because while I'm not proud of falling to peer pressure, I love my kids to pieces. *bounces slightly on his heels, looking between the two of them* I've never managed this though, what'd you do to get out of your body and leave your Grace behind? *tilts his head as if imagining different sexual positions*

Castiel in Deans Body: I have no idea. Dean and I were leaving the hotel room, we breached the exit, and then...we were each other.

Dean in Castiels body: Sex had nothing to do with it, pal. *has to put in my two cents, although it's awkward talking to a nearly naked dude, that most likely was your angel's lover at a time, about sex of all things.* And could you put on some clothes. I just ate.

Gabriel: *peers at Dean for a moment, but makes no move to put on clothing* Why? I'm just going to have to take them off again when I go back to my bath... Why'd you call me here, anyway? *checks over the body of Castiel's vessel, which Dean just happens to be in... he pauses heavily on the midsection as if using X-Ray vision to see if the body had been knocked up. he soon turns the same look toward Dean's body*

Dean in Castiels body: *thinks it better to get to the point, not comfortable with the way he's eying my junk, at least I think he is* We lost Jo. And Cas here thinks she's in limbo...

Castiel in Deans Body: He was not used to transporting people.

Gabriel: Limbo's a myth. *prompt answer* Its just what angels tell people that are too slow to see where we really are when we fly. *he looks too amused to be lying*

Castiel in Deans Body: *frowning at Gabriel*

Dean in Castiels body: That's what I thought. *looks over at Cas, not liking the fact that he'd lie to me*

Gabriel: *frowns then* Unless you were flying through a limbo-like place when you lost her...

Castiel in Deans Body: *huffing* No!

Dean in Castiels body: I just kinda poofed, or zapped. I didn't see anything. *startles at Cas's outburst, quirking an eyebrow at him, mouthing* What the fuck was that?

Gabriel: She could be anywhere then. *looks supremely unconcerned even as he pinpoints her exact location, thanks to her necklace. he lets them stew over the lost Jo for now though* So why this place? *he looks up at the dumpy motel*

Dean in Castiels body: A case, I guess. *sighs* Or so Jo said, before she vanished

Castiel in Deans Body: *narrowing my eyes at Gabriel* Yes, though she didn't get far.

Gabriel: Flying blind is the worst thing to do. *turns to the hunters* So which room did you need to get into? *he swipes the paper from whomever it was that had it and peers at it before strolling, wearing just his towel and still wet, into the little motel lobby where he promptly starts talking to whomever is working. he leans on the counter, looking up at the person and coming across as clueless and innocent as Dean and Castiel would never believe him capable. he gestures down one way with his tootsie pop before popping it back into his mouth and giving it a good suck, which makes the poor clerk shift uncomfortably and turn red and, after a bit more words, he's handed a key to a room where he promptly goes out and twirls the key at Dean and Castiel.* Coming? *he heads toward the room listed on the paper*

Castiel in Deans Body: *motions for Dean to follow, thinking that Gabriel never ceases to amaze me with his gall*

Dean in Castiels body: Did you just... *shakes my head, because I really don't wanna know what exactly happened in there, and following after Cas*

Gabriel: I told him my brother thought it would be funny to lock me out of the room after a prank and asked for a key... *goes to the appropriate room and unlocks the door, stepping inside and looking around*

Dean in Castiels body: Sounds simple enough. *shrugs* Just looked like you working some major mojo on him, ya know. And not the 'touched by an angel' kind.

Gabriel: Well I had to distract him from the fact that no one's supposed to go into that room somehow, didn't I? *shameless*

Dean in Castiels body: By -blowing- tootsie pops? *quirks an eyebrow*

Castiel in Deans Body: *shaking my head* Can we focus? Whatever blowing is, I do not think it's appropriate.

Gabriel: I don't have anyone waiting for me at home, Deano... *but his gaze flicks toward Castiel before moving on* Except Dog... But I don't need another one of those kids... Fenrir was enough of a pain when he was little. *he looks around* Gotta get my kicks in somehow... What are we looking for?

Dean in Castiels body: *smirks* It's the thing you liked so much. *chuckles* ya know, in the shower? *notices the quick glance Gabriel throws at Cas, pursing my lips and gritting my teeth as I hum an answer, before answering his question as politely as possible* How the fuck should I know?

Castiel in Deans Body: *nodding in understanding* Oh...yes. I did...enjoy blowing. *a crooked grin on my face* Dean-do you feel anything off about this room?

Dean in Castiels body: Besides the seventies wallpaper? *looks around, furrowing my brow*

Dean in Castiels body: Not really.

Gabriel: *sighs* Have to do everything... *flickers for a moment before vanishing*

Castiel in Deans Body: *looking around* This working cases with Gabriel...*shakes my head* He always was, as you say, different.

Dean in Castiels body: Cas, what exactly went on between the two of you? *gets tired of waiting for an answer, and since the douche has gone, this is as good a time as any* And I don't care that he's different. I just don't like the way he looks at you, ya know. I don't like it.

Castiel in Deans Body: *finding my shoes interesting* We were...*thinks how to phrase* Together. It was very private. Gabriel left. That's all there is to it.

Dean in Castiels body: Together? You were actually dating that tool? *scowls, balling my fists to my sides* He's like ten kinds of crazy, Cas? Couldn't you find a normal, little feathery angel ass?

Castiel in Deans Body: No. *turning my gaze back to Dean* It doesn't matter now, does it?

Dean in Castiels body: *sighs, because he does have kind of a point, rubbing my chin and nodding* Yeah, I suppose. Just... *exhales noisily* I really don't like the guy.

Castiel in Deans Body: He left because of you Dean, it's why he gives you such attitude.

Dean in Castiels body: So y'all keep saying, but *voice lowers* I don't get it, really.

Castiel in Deans Body: *giving Dean an exasperated look before crossing the room, now used to this kind of affection as I lean to press my lips to his* It is because you were meant for me.

Dean in Castiels body: *eyes close, a soft sigh escaping my lips, before I grab him by the back of the neck and force him closer to me, kissing him passionately*

Castiel in Deans Body: *breathing out, slipping my hands under the trench coat*

Dean in Castiels body: *tugs at Cas's, no my bottom lip with my teeth, walking forward until his back hits the wall with a thud, helping Cas by pulling off the trench coat right away and then cupping his face, breaking away to stare into -my- eyes, which kinda dampens the entire experience* I wouldn't want to belong to anyone else. *whispers, before claiming his lips again, moaning in his mouth*

Castiel in Deans Body: *moving my hands to deans...my hair, tasting his lips as we move against each other, all outside thoughts vanishing*

Castiel in Deans Body: *manages to mumble* You were made for me, do you know that?

Dean in Castiels body: *smiles against his lips, the romance level rising a bit too high for me, and choosing not to answer anymore, instead I'll show him, moving hands underneath his ass and lifting him effortlessly. Gotta hand it to the angels, their strength comes pretty handy at times, and walking us to the bed; never stops kissing him on the way there*

Castiel in Deans Body: *managing a quiet 'hrumph' at being lifted, but pleased at being deposited on a bed, a feral side I was unaware of making note as I claw effortlessly at his clothes*

Dean in Castiels body: *helps Cas in his -savage- attempt to get me naked, chuckling a little* My tiger-angel. *hovers over him, kissing his nose affectionately, before diving straight for his neck, knowing how good it feels whenever he does that to me*

-----Meanwhile-----

Gabriel: *lurks invisibly in the motel room for a friggin' month through time, bored out of his mind because the humans that stay in the room aren't even interesting and then, once he feels himself approaching the room, he vanishes off to South Dakota, appearing in Robert Singer's house...still wearing just his towel...but at least he isn't dripping water anymore. to announce his presence, he sings out* Dean Winchester is a buffoon!

BobbySinger: Ain't nothing I don't already know. *cocks his gun, standing beyond the devils trap painted on the ceiling, glaring beneath the brim of hat.* If he wasn't, you'd be dead. Them idjits killed you; saw it myself. Only one way to kill a trickster, and they did that shit by the book. So you ain't what you say you are, huh. What are you? *he asks bluntly, jaw squared., eyes narrowed*

Gabriel: *sucks on his tootsie pop, eyeing the gun as if he's considering letting Bobby shoot him just so he can experience it... he hasn't been shot since guns were first invented after all... it was curiosity. eventually he remembers to answer, giving a big smile to Bobby and pulling the pop from his mouth* I'm Castiel's big brother! *he holds his arms out extravagantly before taking a sweeping bow*

BobbySinger: *Raises a brow at that, gun never wavering.* Another angel boy, then? Prove it, and make it snappy. I ain't got time for games, boy.

Gabriel: *ponders, crossing one arm and placing his hand against his elbow while the other hand brings the tootsie pop back to his mouth* How does one prove their an angel sufficiently for your standards?

BobbySinger: *Considers this, eyeing the half-naked midget in the room carefully* Dean's boy has wings. I reckon I can't see em', but I can see the shadows, yeah? Can't fake that shit.

Gabriel: You could see the shadows, or I could make them corporeal in the human view... Or if I felt particularly daring I could make it so that you wouldn't go blind at the sight of an angel and step out of my vessel... *considers the possibilities*

BobbySinger: *Blinks, unimpressed. He's seen a lot of shit, and an Angel isn't the weirdest* Get to it then son, show me what you got. I ain't got all day, and the way you've busted in here, I reckon' you need my help with somethin'.

Gabriel: Just be warned, you're about to be touched by an angel. *rolls his eyes at that before stepping out of the devil's trap and over to Bobby, reaching up to press his fingertips to Bobby's temples. there's a light surge of his Grace and then he's stepping back again... and stepping out of his vessel... his angelic form is massive... and not even at full strength because he's in hiding again. but he's more than big enough to fill the room they're in and then some, six massive mahogany wings that shimmer with red and gold flair from his back, his brown hair has reddish gold highlights and falls nearly to his knees in this form and he's so inhumanely beautiful that its really kind of disgusting. he rather likes the imperfections of his vessel... and his vessels taste buds.* Well?

BobbySinger: *Blinks, takes a step back and shrugs. He tosses the boy his flask and snaps his fingers* then a little watered down whiskey shouldn't hurt you, yeah? Drink up.

Gabriel: *steps back into his vessel in time to catch the flask. he takes a swig* Ooo... That's refreshing. *he smiles and tosses it back* Now, do you want to come along before Dean and Castiel go at it like rabbits again or after? *moves over to perch his towel clad ass on the nearest available surface*

BobbySinger: *grimaces. The idea of half naked angels in his sitting room doesn't disturb him nearly as much as dean's sex life* If I gotta. Mind, I don't like this at all, and I might shoot'cha for the hell of it before it's all over.

Gabriel: *leers at Bobby* Just as long as you're not a two-pump chump when you shoot me, Bobby... *he sucks his tootsie pop back into his mouth and raises his hand to snap his fingers and teleport them back to the motel room*
-----And Now…-----

BobbySinger: *Yanks himself free from the boy's arm when the...land, or whatever it is they did* You should warn a fella before you go invadin' his personal space. You ain't gonna be like Cas are you? You don't seem near as socially retarded. *Flinches at the sound of sex bursting in the air* Oh boy, I will shoot you both in the ass if you don't knock that shit off and put some clothes on.

Castiel in Deans Body: *looking sufficiently busted* I'm still wearing pants.

BobbySinger: *Grunts and glares* as you should be. Now tell me why y'alls in the wrong body cause' that shit's as obvious as can be. What Dean do? Piss a witch off?

Dean in Castiels body: *stumbles back, nearly falling on my ass* Bobby? *mouthing at Cas- me* What the hell? *picks up clothes, getting dressed quickly and turning my attention to Bobby, feeling seriously embarrassed* We don't know. Jo got a call from Ellen, and... *looks at Cas, gesturing between us* then this happened. *rubs forehead* And the fact that we lost her isn't helping either.

Gabriel: *just laughs like a dick in the background, moving over to the doorframe where he promptly breaks a piece off and pulls a hex bag from behind it. he tosses it onto the bed and then... snaps some clothes onto himself.*

Castiel in Deans Body: *picks up the hex bag* This would explain it.

Castiel in Deans Body: *shrugs my shirt back on* I didn't sufficiently inform Dean on how to transport people.

Gabriel: And they lost Jo as a result! *cheerfully informs Bobby*

Dean in Castiels body: Well, whether she's in freaking limbo or not, we still gotta find her! *glares at Gabriel* And you couldn't find that sooner, because... *doesn't feel all too comfortable making eye contact with Bobby right now, knowing all too well the dick - angel brought him here just for this. He could have found that bag anytime* We'll find her! *straightens posture, feeling like I'm being challenged and I'm always up for that*

Gabriel: *pouts at Dean* I had to spend a month in the past to catch the witch leaving that bag there nine days ago... You could be less mean about it.

BobbySinger: *sighs* Burn the bag, you idjits, and can't you all just check the GPS on her phone? If you can't, Ash can, but I reckon y'all don't want him in on this, cause' he sure as shit can't keep shit from Ellen, and that woman'll have your balls for baubles, hang em' in the rear view mirror of her truck, if she finds out. *raises a brow* well, get to fuckin' work!

Castiel in Deans Body: *clears my throat* Thank you for your help Gabriel. *tilting my head at Bobby*

BobbySinger: *Eyes Dean-Cas* Somethin' you wanted, boy?

Gabriel: *just stands back and finishes off his tootsie pop... after all, he'd been called out of his bath for this. and he'd already spent a month on this job for them. he wasn't gonna do anything else... except make some more junk food. he offers Bobby a plate of cobbler*

Dean in Castiels body: *nods to Cas to burn the bag, pacing the room* Yeah, that'd be all kinds of nasty *shudders at the idea of what Ellen might do, flips open computer to get to the GPS program* If she's even on this planet...

BobbySinger: *Looks at it* If it was tequila, I might say yes. Why the fuck am I here, boy? You didn't need me.

Castiel in Deans Body: Yes there is. But I can't have it, right now, because I understand it's inappropriate. *moves to stick the bag in the sink, taking Dean's lighter and setting the bag on fire*

Gabriel: *twists his wrist, turning the plate into a bottle of tequila* Cause it was funny to bring you.

BobbySinger: *points at Cas-Dean* You better fuckin' hope she's on this planet, or Imma shove my foot so far up your ass you can taste the dog shit I stepped in this morning. This ain't been my day, boy, and your pretty face sure as shit ain't makin' it any better.

Dean in Castiels body: Whoa, whoa, Bobby... *holds up hands* We didn't know this shit was gonna happen, okay?! I mean, come on, how am I supposed to know some old crone decided to make us into her own little home cinema, huh? It ain't like I wanted to end up playing the starring role in some fucked up version of Freaky Friday!! *glares, sighing and tugging at the longer hair* Our day's pretty messed up too, Bobby. *looks over at Cas, pursing my lips*

Gabriel: *sits cross-legged on the wardrobe beside the television and munches on some cobbler, completely ignoring things now that he's caused chaos*

BobbySinger: *Snatches the tequila, and pops the top, taking a long drink.* that’s me, Bobby Singer, comedic entertainment. Don't be a bitch, boy, just cause your some holy fuck don't mean I want you fuckin' with me. *Points at Cas* I am a man of education, I know shit. I know shit that most people couldn't dream up on a three-day LSD binge. But there isn't anything in the world I want to know less about, angel-boy, then you and Dean's sex life, you got it? *turns back to dean*You get some wet towel-wrapped midget poppin' into your sitting room when you decoding a book of hieroglyphics written in the blood of male virgins dating back to 600BC? You walk in on me having sex with a dude, in the wrong body, no less! Fuck Dean! I just saw you cuddlin a goddamn angel like he was some sort of beanie baby? You see me doin' that? No. Who win's this contest?

BobbySinger: *takes another drink* I need to shoot somethin'. 

Gabriel: Shoot Dean, its fun... *mumbled around a mouthful of peaches from the cobbler* I did it at least five times.... Maybe ten. Though getting a waitress to throw off her archery arm and shoot him through the eye with an arrow was pretty awesome.

Castiel in Deans Body: *frowning once again at Bobby* I apologize. I meant no offense. *watching the last bone burn, feeling a slight tingle* 

BobbySinger: *sighs* What I wouldn't give to shoot that boy in the ass without repercussion.

Gabriel: You can! *perks up* Honest... *looks excited*

BobbySinger: *Grins* I'll keep that in mind. Anyway, y'all got anything on Jo's GPS?

Dean: *shakes my head and looks down* Huh. *frowning at Bobby* Hey now, I didn't know he'd be bringing you back here. And we weren't having sex. Yet.

Dean: *giving Gabriel a narrow-eyed look* Why do you keep telling him to /shoot/ me?

Gabriel: *snarks back at Dean* Why does he keep wanting to shoot you?

BobbySinger: *Snorts* But you don't deny the cuddlin'. You've gone soft Dean Winchester. *Shakes his head grinnin'* Anyway, you wanna pop me back, cause I got shit to do. You keep me posted on Jo. You don't find her within twelve hours, you let me know, and we can scry for her. I got a bit of her hair we can use. Don't ask questions; I got a bit of your hair for the same fuckin' reason.

Gabriel: *hops up and holds a hand out for Bobby*

Castiel: *suddenly finds myself sitting on a chair, looking down at myself and recognizing the clothes, smiles briefly, before getting up and standing next to Dean, looking down at Bobby with furrowed brow. As far as I know there is nothing wrong with Dean, soft or hard. Hears his demand to go, but after his remarks doubts he would wish me to teleport him home* Goodbye Bobby.

BobbySinger: *Groans* Can't we just you know, not touch? I ain't fuckin holdin your hand.

Dean: *grumbling* I'm not soft.

Gabriel: *pouts and snaps, popping himself and Bobby back to Bobby's den where a Gabriel doppelganger is sitting at the desk and closing the book written in virgin blood Bobby had been translating. the doppelganger stands up, setting an almost identical book down beside it* Just finished, you're getting fat and slow... *his doppelganger snarks to him before they stick their tongues out at each other. the doppelganger vanishes and the real Gabriel turns to Bobby* Don't worry about Jo. I know exactly where she is. I'm making Dean and Castiel sweat it though. *he laughs and vanishes, leaving Bobby with his translated book and his vodka* 

BobbySinger: *Glares after the angel*

Castiel: *looks down at Dean's defeated form, taking two steps forward and placing my hand on his shoulder* They are gone.

Dean: *nods* I know. *peering up at Cas* am I soft?

Castiel: At times. *squeezes Dean's shoulder* But you are a mere human. *tilts head, looking into his eyes*

Dean: *shrugging* Guess so. Bobby took it better than I thought. That's something, at least.

Castiel: Yes. *feels a tug in my chest at his sad face* Don't worry, Dean. Things always have a way of working out in the end. *sympathy shines from my big, blue eyes as I capture his gaze with mine* It will be the same for you.

Dean: *giving Cas a sappy look* Let's hope so. I mean, I've been to hell, doesn't get much worse than that right?

Castiel: *doesn't know what to say, because if the Apocalypse does happen it'll be hell on earth, in the worst case scenario. It might also be paradise on Earth, or the plain destruction of this planet.* Um... *frowns, because we could be awaiting troubling times* I don't know.

Dean: Way to perk me up there, Cas. *chuckling as I stand up* We should find Jo.

Castiel: I agree. *grabs some chalk and starts drawing on the table, reaching for the goblet next and adding the necessary ingredients* I require Jo's DNA. *waits to complete the incantation*

Castiel: *feels content to be back in my vessel, my Grace warming me again, making me feel stronger and more certain of my mission here, Feels certain that now I can locate Jo*

Dean: I don't have anything of hers. *pats my pockets* I don't think. 

Castiel: *teleports to the room next door, checking the bathroom first and as expected, finding a brush, takes several strands and travels back to the table in Dean's room, dropping it in*

Castiel: Zod Rah... *finish the Enochian incantation, peering into the goblet to uncover Jo's whereabouts*

Dean: Didn't think of that. *watches Cas*

Castiel: Dean? *calls out for Dean as her location is no longer hidden, furrowing my brow at the fact that her location hasn't changed, it is only the when. Currently, Jo's at this same motel, in the room she rented, but she's there in the year 1986* Good, you are her. *turns to Dean* I have located Jo. *holds out hand, but then remembering the dizziness I experienced earlier as a human, I hesitate* Would you like to accompany me?

Dean: So you learned something. *laughing* Yes, I'll go with. She'll try to kick your ass otherwise.

Castiel: *doesn't answer, merely reaching out and touching Dean's forehead, leaving nothing but some wind behind as we travel through time* 

-----Meanwhile-----

Gabriel: *teleports directly to Jo without passing GO since she's got part of his Grace around her neck. he pokes her, waking her up* Hey, Dean messed up the teleport and got you lost. Did you want me to take you back to them or let them sweat it out some more?

Jo H.: *Looks at Gabe and quirks an eyebrow* He did what? No, that ass can sweat it for pulling this on me. *sighs* Care to keep me company until then. *smiles and kisses Gabe's cheek* And thanks for the necklace.

Gabriel: *grins at Jo* Why of course mademoiselle... *he gives her a charming smile at the kiss, since he has a tendency to play the good little angel for Jo... he would for Ellen too, just to get Dean in trouble for talking shit about him when he's sweet.* You have to protect that necklace you know... It’s priceless. *gives her a wide-eyed look*

Jo H.: *touches the necklace and looks down at it, blushing* What did you make this out of paperclips or something? *punches his arm lightly as she teases him* 

Gabriel: Something like that. *smiles, taking the punch to the arm in a way that wouldn't cause Jo any harm* You might want to be careful of what angel auras you see while wearing it though. Not all would be as willing as Castiel to leave it with you... But I've made it so that only you can take it off. And if you are dying, it will bring you to me. *he smiles at her*

Jo H.: Um... thanks, I guess. *smiles* I guess this means you've got my back. I do believe you called me your favorite virgin. *pauses* Do you know many virgins?

Gabriel: Only sacrificial ones... *looks sheepishly at Jo* Its a consequence of hanging out with pagan gods for centuries.

Jo H.: *shakes my head laughing* Well as long as I stay off the menu I think we can be friends. I don't want any pagan gods hunting me down and trying to eat me or something. *pokes his chest* Understood? I don't care how charming you are, I am not about to become dinner. 

Gabriel: Oh no worries about that. I haven't been to any of the pagan god parties since they thought they had me trapped in some stupid, bizarre ritual that was supposed to keep me trapped. *he makes a pff sound* As if that would work on me.

Jo H.: *giggles* Pagan gods have parties? Are they better than us mere mortals when we party?

Gabriel: *grins at Jo* Well, it depends on the party... They learned quickly that I couldn't get drunk and so they made a game out of trying to get me drunk... *he rolls his eyes, shaking his head* Let me tell you, the last time I played that game with me, I ended up as a mare for a year before giving birth to Sleipner! *he puts a hand over his face* And that's why Castiel needs to be careful about mixing his Grace with non-angelic fluids!

Jo H.: *quirks an eyebrow unamused* I don't really want to talk about Cas and Dean mixing or swapping anything. *mutters* Talking about sex between two hot guys while my virgin ass doesn't get anything.

Gabriel: *perks up again, letch that he is* That can be fixed you know... Just say the word and I can hook you up with anyone you're interested in. After all, I know several Cupids...

-----Finally-----

Dean: *finally appearing with Cas in whatever time we're in, looking around, pleased to see Jo* There you are!

Gabriel: *goes still and makes himself as inconspicuous as possible without turning invisible... maybe they won't notice he was here since they appeared between him and Jo, facing Jo even!*

Castiel: Hello, Gabriel. *doesn't turn around, keeping my eyes on Jo*

Jo H.: *turns towards Dean and slaps him upside his head* If you ever lose me in another time or dimension again I will make you so unhappy. *looks over at Castiel* Cause I know he can't regenerate, like you can.

Gabriel: Yo, bro. *has a grin in his voice... probably because he's X-Raying his eyes through Castiel's trench coat and checking out his vessel's rear*

Castiel: I can always heal him. *serious tone of voice, not betraying any emotions*

Dean: *huffing* Hey! Dude, I didn't know how to work the freakin...*waves my hands* angel mojo! Apparently 'just touch and think about it' isn't all it takes. *frowning* And we were looking for you anyway, afterwards.

Castiel: *hears Gabriel, finally turning around to face him* Why did you not return her to us?

Castiel: *oblivious to Gabriel's gaze*

Gabriel: *still has his eyes at the same angle, but the view sure has changed!* She requested to remain here longer... *seems deep in thought*

Dean: *spinning to face Gabriel, my gaze immediately narrowing* Hey now, eyes off the angel-junk.

Gabriel: *grins at Dean, eyes no longer checking out Castiel. he doesn't say anything, instead opening a chocolate bar and taking a bite*

Castiel: *feels violated*

Jo H.: *sighs* I seriously want to go home now, not be stuck in some weird angel love triangle.

Dean: *slipping in front of Cas* perv.

Castiel: *furrows brow at Dean, although an act of caring, it is not wise to stand in between two superior beings*

Castiel: *places hand on his shoulder* It's fine.

Castiel: There is no triangle to be spoken of. *turns back on Gabriel and Dean, moving towards Jo*

Gabriel: Stuck in the middle is the best place for a virgin though... Its how you get the full experience. *brightly informs Jo*

Jo H.: *chuckles and straightens Cas' trench* I'm blonde and a virgin, not dumb and stupid. *throws my hands up shrugs* And to each his own. I just want to be out of this limbo land. So can one of you angels use your mojo on me and get us out of here?

Castiel: As you wish. *touches brow, sending her back to her own year*

Dean: Are we going too?

Castiel: I suppose we are. *smiles* You ready?

Dean: *nodding* Yeah. I never liked the 80s.

Castiel: It has its charm. *moves to stand in front of you, placing my hand upon you, ruffling feathers the last sound before we are transported back to 2011*

Dean: *immediately sinks down* No more poofing for a while, yeah?

Castiel: Anything you say. *sits down next to Dean, putting my hand to his face and taking away the nausea*

Gabriel: *just...remains in 1986. nibbling his chocolate. its not like anyone in the 21st century will miss him anyway. he turns on the TV, flipping it to MTV, back when it actually played music videos all the time, and sits quietly*

Dean: *grinning appreciatively* thanks. *looking around* Where's Gabriel? I mean, I don't like the guy. But he sure likes you.

Jo H.: *snickers and goes to open the fridge and eat some leftovers* Like I said... triangle.

Castiel: *smiles, brushing my lips briefly to his* He didn't leave.

Dean: *humming* He really doesn't like me.

Jo H.: *grabs my food and start to walk to the door* And this is where I say goodnight, before it gets X rated.

Dean: You don't have to leave, Jo.

Castiel: *looks at Dean with adoring eyes* You shouldn't trouble yourself with it. Gabriel is envious.

Castiel: Please, don't. *motions for the bed* Please, sit, Jo.

Jo H.: *looks between Cas and Dean* Just don't start making out on me or I swear I'll be out of here so fast.

Castiel: We won't.

Dean: *playfully pouting* You take all the fun out of it. How often do you get to see an Angel making out with me? *snorting*

Jo H.: Yes, I'm such a spoiled sport. And you've been making out with Cas pretty regularly, lately.

Castiel: It is quite enjoyable. *smiles faintly, eyes glazing over*

Dean: The angel is right. Would you believe I've been barking up the wrong tree all these years?

Castiel: *frowns at the dog remark again, having first seen it in his head, but this time actually voiced*

Jo H.: *shakes my head* You two are crazy. And Dean I never thought I'd see the day you weren't chasing tail. *snickers*

Castiel: *confused by this entire conversation, I close my eyes and pray for Revelation*

Dean: *laughing at Jo as I see Castiel's frown* It means that...*laughing* I've been after women for so long, who knew I'd find what I was looking for by a guy.

Castiel: *smiles, letting them know I heard, but still keeping my eyes closed, focusing on my Grace within, as it starts to swirl, tug and expand*

Dean: *cocking my head at Cas* Alright there, bud?

Jo H.: *takes another bite of my Chinese and watches Dean and Cas interact* It's like I'm Jane Goodall.

Castiel: *Gabriel restoring my Grace has re-established my link to Heaven, and it doesn't take too long before my prayer is answered and the ethereal voice of none other than Raphael infiltrates my body in invisible sound frequencies, too high for a human to understand, and possibly lethal if the volume was anything above the whisper of the wind; The message is clear though, after it has been confirmed that the lost son of Heaven is still alive, all deployed angels must now be on the look out for him. Great reward awaits the one that returns him safely to the Kingdom of Our Father*

Castiel: *eyes snap open at this Revelation, turning towards Dean* I am fine. *gets up and with a gush of wind disappears from the room, only a faint whisper of my voice lingers, as it says* I must go.

Dean: *looking around* What the hell?

Dean: so. Just you and me, Jo. *eyes the carton of food in your hand*

Jo H.: *chuckles and hands the carton of food over to Dean* Here you go. I'm done.

Dean: *grinning, taking it and immediately shoveling it in, rising to sit next to Jo* Sorry about losing you. Don’t tell your mom.

Jo H.: Oh you're crazy if you think I'm not telling my mom. She's gonna kick your ass the next time you see here.

Dean: *sighs* Man, can't you give me a pass on this? It's not like I did it on purpose.

Jo H.: *smirks* What am I gonna get out of this? Cause you might not have done it intentionally, but that won't matter to my mom

Dean: What do you want? I'm feeling pretty generous right now.

Jo H.: *taps my finger against my lips and thinks* You know what? We're just gonna call it an IOU. *chuckles as I hop of the bed and head to the door*

Dean: *nods* Later Jo.

Dean: *flops back on the bed, staring at the ceiling*

Jo H.: Night Dean. *exiting his room I head to my own to get some sleep*

Dean: *flicks on the porn*

Dean: *calculates the screen* That looks fun.

Dean: *watches the woman on screen contort backwards* well hello.

Dean: *still holds the carton of food in my hand, eating as I watch* Lucky bastard.

-----1986-----

Gabriel: *finishes one candy bar and creates another, then another, then another... staring at the music videos*

Castiel: *re-appears in the room we have vacated only an hour ago, and as expected Gabriel is still there. Stills my wings, and looks down at his sitting form* Gabriel.

Gabriel: *glances up from the music videos to Castiel before going back to watching. in just the hour they've been gone he's amassed a veritable mountain of candy wrappers* Castiel.

Castiel: *moves in front of the TV, demanding Gabriel's attention* I have come to speak to you about serious matters. *frowns, finding Gabriel to have become increasingly impolite, petulant and rude over the past couple of days, not at all the image I had printed into my mind for so long*

Gabriel: *sighs, snapping the TV off and looking up at Castiel. he doesn't get up though and he certainly doesn't stop sticking the candy into his mouth at regular intervals* What do you wish to speak about, Castiel?

Castiel: I am here on your behalf, Gabriel. *looks disappointed at his behavior* I have received Revelation. *purses lips, my worry for Gabriel now showing themselves as my features morph, my brows raising upwards, giving Gabriel a pleading look to try harder at staying hidden, lips pressed tightly together and eyes full of sadness* It is not good news, Gabriel.

Gabriel: *tilts his head, looking confused... he'd tune into Angel Network, but he's in the wrong year to hear what Castiel has heard* Did they find out that your Grace has been restored? *his eyes are narrowing, fully prepared to go and distribute some Wrath to anyone that went after Castiel.*

Castiel: *shakes head, stepping closer* It's you they want, Gabriel. *swallows, eyes boring into his* They want for your return, and have given Revelation to all. *puts hand to his shoulder* You must hide. *frowns* And better than this, for I can still feel your Grace.

Gabriel: *considers Castiel's warning before smiling faintly* You can feel my Grace so easily because my horn is hidden within Jo's necklace. *smiles, pleased at having puzzled that out. he then turns that smile to Castiel's hand before reaching up to take Castiel's hand from his shoulder. he presses a light kiss to Castiel's palm before releasing his hand and leaning back on the bed and saying something that could potentially piss the Seraph off* Besides... If Dad hasn't been able to make me go back all of these centuries, I'm not exactly worried about anyone else up in Heaven.

Castiel: *feels relief at the logical explanation, and nods. Gabriel's affectionate touch surprises me and I tilt my head in question at him. The next words out of his mouth confuse me, because does he not think of us as a threat. We are warriors, and we are linked to Heaven....more would come. But then the true meaning of his words become clear to me, and I grimace. Our family, even if they lied to me, is still our family, and after all these years, he still doesn't care.* Thinking solely of ones self must be truly fulfilling, Gabriel. *it's spoken in a sarcastic tone of voice, something very unlike me, but still it is said, and to be completely honest, it had to be spoken.* I hope you will remain safe, -Brother-.

Gabriel: *sighs, looking away* I'm not a soldier, Castiel... I never was. That wasn't why I was created. I can't watch the fighting anymore... I can't be a part of it. *he waves a hand, getting rid of the candy wrappers and proving that yes, he can clean up after himself as a matter of fact* I thank you for your well wishes and return them to you with the fullness of my power.

Castiel: *nods, and spreads wings, focusing on Dean and the year where I'm supposed to be, and before the wind I blew up in Gabriel's room, I'm already standing next to Dean's bed. Eyes widen, and my mouth opens a little at the sight that greets me*

Gabriel: *waits a whole ten minutes after Castiel leaves before vanishing out of the motel room and the past... back in the year 2011, he slips out of his well maintained vessel and back into his hot spring... after all, who would look for him in a bowl of boiling liquid on the surface of Venus?*

-----2011-----

Dean: *looks up, not at all surprised to see the Angel* Hey Cas. Free cable!

Castiel: Yes. Intriguing. *sits down next to Dean, trying not to watch, but there is something compelling about the way the female's body bends and moves, licking my lips and staring without blinking once*

Dean: You see that? *points the carton in the direction of the screen* That's acting. I mean, she's totally faking it, but still. Listen to those screams.

Castiel: *does as instructed, listening closely and it doesn't take long or my breathing speeds up, my manhood throbbing at the visual and audible stimulation of this female*

Dean: *sits the empty carton down, turning to look at Cas* Like that, do you?

Castiel: *turns my hooded eyes on Dean, my eyes raking over him in the most sinful of ways, nodding once and licking my lips slowly, before turning back to the television*

Dean: *raising a brow at the lecherous look I've just received* Like it a lot?

Castiel: *shifts on the bed, the need too great to keep still, as my eyes are drawn to the man and how exactly he brings her pleasure, moaning as my superior sense of imagination allows me to conjure up images which are to put it mildly, highly inappropriate* Yesss

Dean: How much, Cas? *thoroughly enjoying this, glad to see him loosening up*

Castiel: *leers at Dean* Too much. *looks into his eyes, then lowering my gaze to his -excitement- and then back up to his lips, biting my lip briefly, unable to hide my desire*

Dean: Wanna show me? *smirking* 

