Dean: *strolls back in to the hotel room, a long-awaited hot dog in my hand, chewing as I spot Castiel on the bed* Hey, Cas.

Castiel: Hello, Dean. *looks up from my lap, smiling at the sight of Dean and his hot dog, which bring forth slightly impure thoughts*

Dean: *licks mustard from my lips* You look happy. *grinning, cheeks full*

Castiel: *follows his tongue with my eyes, licking my own in response* I am very pleased to see you.

Dean: *chews and swallows* Well slap my ass and call me susie, I'm glad to see you too.

Castiel: *furrows brow, getting up slowly and moving around you, slapping your rear* Anything you wish...Susie.

Dean: *bursts into laughter* Oh my God, Cas, it's an expression. That was great though. I like it rough. *winking*

Castiel: *doesn't understand, but smiles back anyway* Pardon me.

Dean: *still laughing* Don't apologize. I miss your hand. Hey-wanna go do something?

Castiel: *reaches out my hand for him to take, since he misses it, and nods*

Dean: *chuckling again, taking his hand* I could use a beer. There's a bar down the street.

Castiel: *smiles and follows Dean out, until half way through the door something occurs to me* I do not wish to consume alcohol. *remembers the last time*

Dean: *laughing* still have sour thoughts about last time? It's cool. You don't have to. I just need to loosen up.

Castiel: Yes. *walks next to Dean to the bar, thinking that perhaps I should have teleported us when we already walked three blocks* You loosen up.

Dean: I am hella tense. *stretches my arms over my head as we approach the bar*

Castiel: *opens the door, holding it open for Dean as I gaze around at the people*

Dean: *struts inside and immediately heads to the bar, ordering a bud and then sliding into a booth, motioning for Cas to join me*

Castiel: *sits down across from Dean, furrowing my brow at a man that looks suspiciously like me, trench coat and everything*

Dean: *takes a long swallow, my eyes following Castiel's, a frown on my face* dude. Weird.

Bartender: *brings the fag his beer, looking between the two as I pick up the money on the table to pay for the drinks* In the back, you guys. *turns around and points at the door on the left* That way. *heads back to the bar, shaking my head at these fags and their need to dress up like some fictional character*

Castiel: *watches the bartender leave with knitted brows* Something is not right here. *whispers to Dean*

Dean: I have a feeling whatever is not right is in the back. *takes another drink* Wanna take a look?

Castiel: *nods, rising from my seat and striding over to the door, halting there to let Dean pass first* 

Dean: *pushing the door open and immediately halting* What in the...

Castiel: *curious to see what's going on, moves closer in behind Dean and knitting my brow at the familiar faces that aren't quite familiar* What is this?

Fake Dean: *still waiting for our Ruby to show, sees the door open, but it isn't her. Instead there's another Castiel, and...a Dean maybe? Moves forward* We already have a Castiel. Sorry, pal.

Fake Dean: And a... *looks him up from head to toe* Dean? Yeah, that's me. So you can just run along, pretty boy.

Castiel: *furrows brow deeper, not understanding* 

Dean: Dude. Just...pretty boy? What the hell is this?

Fake Sam: *snorting* Oh, Dean.

Fake Dean: We're LARPing. *turns to 'Sam'* Yeah?

Dean: LARPing? Care to elaborate, less attractive me?

Fake Sam: Michael's still asking if he can get inside you. I keep holding him off, but I don't know how long...

Fake Cas: *sees all the commotion, joining in* Sorry, guys. There's only one person per role. *clears his throat and lowers it comically* It is not of import.

Fake Dean: *sighs* Live Action Role Play. *cocks an eyebrow* But you knew that, and you're just jerking my tail. *turns to 'Sam'* I can handle him, Sammy. Stop playing footsie with the Archangel.

Dean: *holding a finger up* role Play? As in you're pretending to be me? *looks completely affronted, turning to Cas* Dude, you believe this?

Castiel: *regards the other 'Castiel' oddly, boring my eyes into his and making him look away in discomfort* It is peculiar, but appears to be so.

Fake Sam: *laughs* Footsie? Sorry. He's all over you.

Fake Dean: Well, at least I don't have Lucy begging to ride my ass. *defensive*

Castiel: *confused at the mention of my brothers, stepping forward and leaning over the other 'Dean'* What do you know of my brothers? Have you located the gospels?

Fake Dean: Whoa, dude. Chill. *steps back* What gospels?

Fake Cas: Dean, you're suppose to comment on your personal space. *whispers*

Castiel: The Winchester Gospels. *uses a more authoritative voice* Do you have them?

Fake Dean: What the hell are you going on about? *swallows* You're seriously starting to creep me out, dude.

Fake Cas: Guy's good. *says to nobody in particular*

Fake Sam: *regarding the strange man approaching his fake brother* That guy...*points to Real Cas* is...*nodding to fake Cas* yeah. Good.

Dean: *placing a comforting hand on Castiel's shoulder* dude, they don't know anything. They're total frauds.

Fake Cas: *feels Dean's hand on my shoulder, tension leaving my body as I nod* I agree. Frauds.

Castiel: *feels Dean's hand on my shoulder, tension leaving my body as I nod* I agree. Frauds.

Fake Sam: Listen, *motioning to the two new guys* We're gonna get started here. So you can stand off and watch, if you want, but you can't play.

Fake Dean: Yeah, I don't think Ruby's coming anyway. So let's get this show on the road. *smiles at 'Castiel', motioning at him to get ready*

Dean: *laughing, tugging Cas to the back wall* Oh, this should be good.

Castiel: *steps back, to where my back is against the wall, looking at these imposters* I doubt it.

Fake Cas: We need to talk, Dean. Alone.

Fake Dean: *crouches down over an imaginary body*

Fake Cas: Your friend's alive. *flips through a book*

Fake Dean: *narrows eyes at him* Who are you?

Fake Cas: *doesn't look up as I reply* Castiel.

Fake Dean: Yeah, I figured as much. I meant, what are you?

Fake Cas: *turns to 'Dean'* I'm an angel of the Lord.

Fake Dean: *glares* Get the hell out of here. There's no such thing.

Fake Cas: *looks up at Dean with an emotionless expression* This is your problem, Dean. You have no faith.

Dean: *laughing, nudging Castiel* Look. Our first date.

Fake Cas: *holds up two fake wings and flaps them next to me*

Castiel: *glares at the fake wings* I do not like the mockery.

Fake Dean: Some angel you are. You burned that poor woman's eyes out. *raises voice in anger*

Fake Cas: *sighs, looking
remorseful* I warned her not to spy on my true form. It can be... overwhelming to humans, and so can my real voice. But you already knew that.

Castiel: How does one find pleasure in such activities? *looks at Dean with knitted brows*

Fake Dean: You mean the gas station and the motel. That was you talking?

Fake Cas: *nods*

Fake Dean: Buddy, next time turn it down.

Castiel: You are mistaken. *steps forward* I clearly remember Dean telling me to *air quotes* turn down the volume.

Fake Cas: Lower the volume, even.

Castiel: *glares at the imposter now correcting me, after he initially was the one who made the error*

Dean: *tugs Cas back* Apparently we're cool enough to want to be. Nobody can beat your wings, Cas.

Castiel: *nods at Dean, letting myself be dragged back*

Fake Sam: come on, back in character you guys!

Fake Cas: *nods at 'Sam', clearing my throat awkwardly and then continuing from where we left off* That was my mistake. Certain people, special people, can perceive my true visage. I thought you would be one of them. I was wrong.

Fake Dean: And what visage are you in now, huh? *raises brow* 
What, holy tax accountant?

Fake Cas: This? *opens my coat slightly, looking down at my body* This is
a vessel.

Fake Dean: You're possessing some poor bastard?

Fake Cas: He's a religious man, he actually prayed for this.

Castiel: Devout. I said, devout.

Fake Dean: Dude, you gotta stop interrupting this scene. You're just a guy like us. You didn' say jack squat.

Castiel: Dean? *purses lips, trying hard not to show my displeasure, although I am aware of my failure so far*

Dean: *laughs* You wanna show 'em?

Castiel: *nods* Yes. *steps into the middle and turns to the man imposing as me* You annoy me. *touches his forehead and watches as he falls to the ground, sleeping* I -am- Castiel. *clenches jaw as lightning strikes and I show the imposter- Sam and Dean my wings*

Dean: *smirks* That's my boy. *chuckling as fake-Cas hits the ground*

Fake Sam: *stares* dude. How did you...*points to the man on the floor* And the...*points to the wings*

Fake Cas: *snores*

Fake Dean: *gasps, shaking in my boots and moving to stand closer to my in real life lover Gary, but here Sam* What the hell?

Castiel: I do not believe introductions are necessary. *looks them in the eye, my jaw still clenched*

Fake Sam: *clings to FakeDean* I don't think these guys are playing, man.

Dean: *shrugs off the wall* Dean Winchester. At your service.

Fake Dean: *strokes 'Sam's back* But that can't be. They're not real. *looks up as Dean introduces himself* Are you screwing with us, man?

Dean: First of all? *motions between the two of them* Weird. Not because the gay thing. But the brother thing. That's weird. And no, I'm not screwing with you. I'm Dean, that's Cas-as if the wings didn't give him away- and if you don't believe us I'm sure he'll continue with his demonstration.

Fake Dean: *laughs shakily* Yeah sure. I don't know how, man, but you two are screwing with us. *looks at 'Sam'* Besides the eyefucking, Sam and Dean have all the chemistry. *opens leather jacket, showing the shirt that says 'Team Wincest'*

Dean: Dude, ew! No! Brother! I got eyes for the angel.

Castiel: *stands up taller, a fond smile tugging at the corners of my mouth*

Fake Dean: Really? *looks in between Castiel and Dean*

Fake Dean: He seems like such a... *eyes Castiel up and down* well like you put it, a dick.

Castiel: *furrows brow, looking at the imposter-Dean*

Dean: *nods* well yeah, he can be. But so can I. But come on-guy pulled me from hell. And he rebelled, for me. I adore the guy. He's also good in the sack.

Fake Dean: You two are official? *grins crookedly* Good for you, man! I always knew you were gay, but I didn't think you'd ever get over that homophobia of yours.

Dean: *huffs* How did you know I was...huh. Gay. How?

Castiel: *feels my heart swell and ache at Dean's words, much like yesterday, smiling*

Fake Dean: Dude, really? *shakes my head, sighing* Anyone could tell. *points, stepping closer* You, my man, overcompensate.

Castiel: Yes, you did. *agrees with fake!Dean*

Dean: *raises my hands up* How do I overcompensate? *shooting a glare at Cas* You agree?

Fake Dean: Come on, Dean. *exasperated sigh* The chicks, the car, the macho-crap,...even the way you dress. *points at the leather jacket* It all shouts 'in the closet', man.

Castiel: I do.

Castiel: Do not forget the mockery.

Dean: *gapes* First of all, the chicks come to me. Came to me. Whatever. And the car is a classic! Besides-that was dads. And this jacket is cool, don't even play that. *raises a brow at Cas*Mockery?

Fake Dean: Yeah, that's right! Your homophobia. No straight guy gives a crap about gay people. Well, not unless they're some religious freaks out for our blood, that is.

Fake Dean: And the lame-ass jokes. Mostly directed to Sam. Thank you, Castiel. I nearly forgot that one.

Castiel: I believe fake-you just explained it.

Castiel: You're welcome. *nods at Fake!Dean*

Dean: I don't give a crap about gay people! When did I ever? *looks affronted* My jokes are not lame. Sam is just a wuss. Cas. Really. I have good qualities.

Fake Sam: *nuzzles into fakedean* You really have your character down.

Castiel: Yes, you do. *smiles at Dean*

Fake Dean: Thanks, baby. *kisses his nose*

Dean: *raises a brow* just...yeah. Thank you Cas.

Castiel: *steps closer to Dean, taking his hand and looking into his eyes*

Dean: *sighs at Castiel's touch* I need pity pie.

Castiel: I can arrange for that. *lets go of Dean's hand, teleporting to the nearest bakery*

Fake Dean: *gapes* Where...

Fake Sam: Duuuuuuuuuuuude.

Fake Dean: Son of a bitch.

Dean: *laughs* He'll be back. He went to get me pie.

Fake Dean: Oh right. Because that's normal. An angel getting you pie.

Fake Dean: At least, I hope he brings us some too. *smirks* Cheap-ass angels.

Dean: He knows I like it.

Castiel: *the sound of ruffling wings announcing my arrival, as I touch down and hold out a cherry pie to Dean* If you are like Dean... *doesn't finish the sentence, just holding another pie out to Fake!Dean*

Fake Dean: Maybe they aren't dicks after all. *takes the pie, slicing it in two and sharing with Gary* Thanks, man.

Dean: *grins, leaning over and giving him a kiss on the cheek, realizing this was the first time I'd shown him affection in front of someone other than friends* Thanks man. I'll pay you for it later.

Fake Dean: *smirks at the two, and more importantly the slightly flushed skin of the angel* I think you embarrassed him.

Fake Dean: So what's it like being Dean?

Fake Sam: *leans in, a smirk on my face*

Fake Dean: *takes a forkful of pie, holding it out for Gary and watching his lips as they close around the fork*

Dean: *considers* Uh, I hadn't really thought about it. *shoveling pie in my mouth, grinning at Cas* I'm just me. What you see is what you get.

Castiel: *watches the couple with interest, maybe I can learn more about public interaction from them*

Dean: I'd offer you some, *says to Cas* But i know you don't like the sweet. Hey, if you want, we'll get you a burger before going home.

Castiel: I'm fine, thank you. *keeps watching the snuggling couple*

Fake Sam: *whispering to fakedean* I think he's studying us.

Fake Dean: Dude, come on. Anything? *cocks eyebrow at Castiel's stare* Yeah, babe, I saw.

Dean: What do you want to know, man? You gotta give me something to work on. *raising a brow at Cas*

Fake Dean: You're life is awesome! Adventure, love, family,...so how is it?

Castiel: *

Castiel: *furrows brow* His life is a constant struggle. Heartache, battles, and constant pain are not things one would like to be reminded off.

Dean: The angel has a point. Yeah, there are bright spots. But what you call Adventure, I call risking my life and my friends lives every day. Do you know how many times I've been shot?

Fake Dean: *glares at Castiel* I think I was talking to Dean. And can you stop staring at us? It's starting to freak me out.

Fake Dean: Um...no.

Castiel: *turns to stare at Dean instead, because he does look good today, licking lips*

Dean: He's not trying to freak you out. My guess is you're the first gay couple he's seen and he's trying to get some moves to pull on me later. *turns to Cas* how many times have I been shot?

Castiel: *answers instantly* 43.

Fake Dean: 43?? Then where are all the bullet holes?? *licks lips* Can we see 'em?

Dean: *gives a 'told you so' look to fake me as I eat* See? *laughs at fake-me's response* I can show you some, some are gone. New body after the whole hell thing.

Castiel: *turns focus back Fake!Dean, wondering if he was propositioning Dean in some way*

Dean: *tugs my shirt up to my chin and points to a few scars on my abdomen* These here...sucked.

Fake Dean: Oh right, but you got shot after, right? *moves closer, pulling Gary with me* So yeah, show us.

Fake Dean: *licks licks at his muscles*

Castiel: *glares at Fake!Dean, jealousy coursing through my veins*

Fake Sam: *tilts my head* Those are some scars you got there...Dean...

Dean: Oh! *looks excited* Want to see my favorite scar?

Fake Dean: *curious to see what scar could be labeled a 'favorite' and turns to look at Dean, my eyes lowering to his naked skin and mouth opening slightly as my breathing speeds up*

Castiel: *curious to see what scar could be labeled a 'favorite' and turns to look at Dean, my eyes lowering to his naked skin and mouth opening slightly as my breathing speeds up*

Dean: *tugs the sleeve of my t-shirt up, showcasing the handprint that Cas gave me when I was pulled from hell, grinning*

Castiel: *my eyes smoldering as I capture Dean's gaze*

Fake Dean: Nice, man! Touched by an angel huh? *moves closer, reaching out to touch it*

Castiel: *grabs Fake!Dean's wrist* Don't.

Dean: *laughs* I just used that line like 3 days ago. Yeah-freaked me out when I first saw it, but...*casts a glance at Cas, smirking* I like it now.

Castiel: *smiles* Because it belongs to me. It's my brand on his body. *glares briefly at Fake!Dean, warning him with my eyes before releasing his wrist*

Fake Dean: Kinda possessive, isn't he? *looks at Castiel from the corner of my eye, rubbing my sore wrist to soothe the pain*

Dean: Dude, that's hot.

Dean: *nods* Apparently so. *licks lips*

Castiel: *eyes filled with desire, I gaze at his lips, following the motion of his tongue and the lingering shine of saliva, sucking my bottom lip in my mouth*

Fake Dean: Um...Gary, maybe we should go...Unless you wanna stick around for some angelporn.

Fake Sam: *keeping my eyes on the couple* Yeah...that's probably a good idea. Granted I wouldn't be apposed to watching..

Dean: WE...could go...

Castiel: *touches Dean's brow and teleports back to the motel, but not before grabbing the leftover pie for Dean*

Dean: I love how you remembered the pie. *slightly woozy*

Fake Dean: That shit is seriously weird... *stares at the empty spot where only second before a hunter and an angel stood* Do you think Kyle will wake up soon? *looks down at Fake!Cas with worry*

Fake Sam: *shrugs* I'm sure he will. The angel wouldn't have killed him.

Fake Dean: *nods, sitting down and eating the rest of our pie, while waiting for Kyle to wake up*

Castiel: *smiles* I would not forget.

Dean: You got pretty possessive back there...

Castiel: You are mine, are you not? *touches his shoulder* This handprint is my brand on your body, heart and soul. No man should stain such a pure bond. By touching or any other way. *looks fierce*

Dean: *stares* You know, I never thought being dominated was hot...but that? *licks lips* That's got me all riled up.

Castiel: *crashes lips to Dean's, devouring his mouth and grinding our lower regions together*

Dean: *stumbles back mildly surprised* Someone else is riled up too...*tangling my arms around his neck*

Castiel: *walking him back to the wall, pushing him up against it* Tonight, I will make use of your body, as you have done mine. *growls, before claiming your lips again*

Dean: *breathes out, suddenly insanely turned on* Damn, Cas....

Castiel: *feels his arousal increase, turning him around so his chest is against the wall*

Dean: *grunts at being manhandled, my cheek pressed against the wall* Fuck, Cas. *my breath already picking up*

Castiel: *presses my lips on the handprint as my hands sneak around Dean's body and move to his zipper*

Dean: *my skin burning where his lips are, his mark, thrilled with the idea of it being his brand, keeping my hands splayed on the wall as I surrender to him*

Castiel: *ridding him off his pants, taking a step back and admiring it, while I slowly remove my own clothing. Never having felt such an instinctual need before, I groan and press myself against him*

Dean: *panting, my body tingling with anticipation, a slight twinge of fear at the back of my mind with not knowing what to expect* Take it easy on me, Cas...

Castiel: I will take away all your discomfort. *whispers, stroking Dean's rear as I look down at my own manhood, already covered with the juices of my arousal and press it against Dean's entrance*

Dean: *nodding* Take what you need Cas. *wanting this for him as well as myself, knowing he needs to feel what it's like to claim someone*

Castiel: *puts fingers to his brow, focusing on reducing his pain as I push my hips forward, sliding into him* Oh Dean. *bites lip at the tightness, so much more overwhelming than Jo's even though she was a virgin*

Dean: *my eyes rolling back, pleased to feel nothing but the sensation of him taking me, no discomfort, swallowing heavily as my head tips back* F-Fuck.

Castiel: *pulls his hips back, making it easier as I thrust into him, grunting his name in between*

Dean: *braces myself forward, my eyes clenched shut, slipping a hand down my body to grasp myself, wanting to feel even the slightest release as the tension stays pent up inside me*

Castiel: *notices what Dean's doing, moving one hand from his waist to his front, slapping his hand away and grabbing a hold of his erection, my thrusts speeding up and moving my hand in time with them* Dean, this... *moans loudly, kissing his spine* transcends everything... *grunts his name again* in existence.

Dean: *hissing with pleasure, again bracing myself with the now-freed hand, pleased he took control* You're...*groaning* right about...*grunt* that. *my breathing in gasps, a deep pleasure I've never experienced radiating through me*

Castiel: *kisses the mark again, down to his spine and resting my head against his shoulder blade as I push into him with such urgency, such passion, it takes over every part of me, and as the feeling arises, the release so close it makes my body move in jerky motions, I can't hold it back and I whisper* I love you.

Dean: Ahh, fuck Cas...*knowing as soon as he lets go I'm done for, barely managing to squawk out* I ..love you too...*the foreign words not as hard to say as I'd imagined, focusing simply on the feel of him surrounding me*

Castiel: *those words the last thing I needed, as my release spurts forth with such a force it makes me cry out, my hand still furiously working him over as the fingers of my other hand dig into his skin. The pleasure blinds me and unknowingly some of my Grace burst forwards, developing us both in pure white light, only increasing the bliss already achieved*

Dean: *feeling him achieve such pleasure my driving force, the sound of him crying out causing me to release all over his hand and the wall, a strangled cry of my own passing my lips as I'm suddenly engulfed in light, the sensation only fueling the fire as I dig my teeth into my lip*

Castiel: *pulls him up, his back against my chest and just standing there, reveling in the closeness, before turning him around and wrapping my arms around his waist, softly kissing his lips*

Dean: *breathing quietly against his lips, my body slightly limp with the aftershocks of my release* What was the light? *mumbling*

Castiel: *lowers gaze, looking almost ashamed* Part of my Grace.

Dean: What happened though? why? *my head dipping to catch your gaze*

Castiel: I believe my pleasure was too great for my vessel to take *swallows* and so part of me burst out of my corporal body as not to destroy my vessel. *licks lips* It was not a conscious matter, merely an act of self-preservation.

Dean: *looks smug* Having sex with me was too good you almost exploded?

Castiel: *chuckles softly* I suppose one could phrase it as such.

Dean: *still smug* Awesome. *sighs* That was so fucking...good.

Castiel: *smiles* I am pleased to have brought you such satisfaction. *peers into his eyes with nothing but love and devotion*

Dean: So the big L word's out there now. *chuckling, moving to step away from the wall and flop on the bed*

Castiel: It is not bigger a word than your name.

Dean: I meant the impact. Only person I've said that to was Sam.

Castiel: *nods thoughtfully* I see.

Dean: *raising a brow* I see? *chuckling* So serious. *motions for you to come lay next to me*

Castiel: *lies down next to Dean, moving onto my side and leaning on the arm underneath me* Does it frighten you?

Dean: Nah. I always thought it would. But I think it's more because I didn't know what I was looking for, and I was chasing the wrong thing.

Castiel: *nods thoughtfully*

Dean: Does it scare you, Cas? *sitting up to reach for the leftover pie, my appetite ravenous*

Castiel: *shakes my head no* The only thing that frightens me is losing you some day. *feels surprisingly vulnerable admitting my fears*

Dean: *hums* Yeah. I'm not too keen on that either. *giving you a sad smile*

Castiel: *looks at him earnestly* We have each other now. *emphasizes 'now' and gets lost in his eyes*

Dean: *nods* Now. *snickering to myself* Man, we still need to tell Sam about us.

Castiel: Should I go collect him? *eyes Dean's cell phone*

Dean: *chuckles* Better, if we can tell him sooner.

Castiel: *nods, picking up Dean's cell phone and handing it to him, before bringing him the laptop so he can track his location*

Dean: *nodding as I dial, pulling up the appropriate site to track the location*

Sam: *sits in a classy restaurant, an empty plate in front of him while he sips on a pina colada and waits for his green tea ice cream to arrive*

Dean: *let's the phone continue to ring, knowing Sam will pick up eventually* come on Sam.

Sam: *eventually hears the delicate tinkling of oriental wind chimes and perks up, pulling the phone from his pocket and bringing it to his ear. he clears his throat, presses to connect the call, and then speaks up in his normal 'Sammy' voice* Hey, Dean...

Dean: *as soon as the voice answers, I'm tracking* Hey, Sam. Where are you? Been gone a while.

Sam: Oh... I'm just in this place I heard about... *looks around at all the crystal and fine china... knowing Dean would never willingly step foot in a place like this* Just had to go see the sights for a bit...

Dean: *nails down the location, pointing at the computer screen for Cas to see* Feel like a visit?

Castiel: *nods, grabbing his shoulder and bringing us to the location indicated by the computer*

Sam: *yelps at the sudden arrival of Castiel and Dean, fumbling his phone and almost dropping it...just as the waiter arrives with his ice cream and looks at the two new arrivals* "Will these gentlemen be joining you, sir?" *gulps* Uhh...

Dean: Yes, we will. *smiling politely at the waiter as I pull Cas to sit next to me* Listen. We've gotta talk.

Sam: "Very good, sirs..." *the waiter nods and quickly sets up two more places at the table, leaving menus before taking their drink orders... the taller Winchester merely sits silently while all of this happens and, once the waiter brings Cas and Dean their drinks and gives them time to look over the menus, he speaks* So what is it you wanted to talk about? *takes a bite of his ice cream*

Dean: *thinks about how to word this* Best to just put this out here. Thought you should know I'm seeing someone.

Castiel: *tilts my head looking over the menu, hearing Dean speak I put it back down and pay attention, not betraying my emotions as I keep it blank*

Sam: *pauses, staring at Dean. he then glances at Cas before narrowing his eyes at Dean. he leans over and hisses at Dean* How could you! I figured you'd be nicer about cheating! Hell, I figured you wouldn't cheat at all! *huffs and thunks his spoon into the bowl*

Dean: cheating? Who the hell am I cheating on?

Sam: Cas!

Castiel: *furrows brow, before I hear Sam say my name and my eyebrows rise comically*

Dean: *drops my jaw*

Dean: Dude! We just...like, a week ago...what?!

Sam: *looks confused now* What?! Only a week? But I though... Dude, that's why I took off! So you could get your honeymoon phase out of your systems!

Dean: What the hell man! did /everybody/ know before I did?

Castiel: *turns my head to look at Dean, shrugging slightly*

Sam: *waves his hands around in a decidedly girly way that he doesn't seem to notice* Its this... Aura you two get when you're close to each other... Honestly, its rather uncomfortable. I kept wondering if I'd turn around and then one of you would tear the other's clothes off...

Castiel: *flushes suddenly at Sam's words, images of the rather violent claim I put upon Dean appearing before my eyes*

Dean: *swallows* Huh. Well it was new to me. You could've said something, you know. *tilting a head and smirking at Cas as I see his blush*

Sam: If I had known you were really that oblivious to the looks you two were giving each other, I'd have said something. *eats some of his ice cream* They were almost pornographic all on their own... *he looks sheepish as the waiter arrives just then to see if Cas and Dean are ordering*

Castiel: *points to a burger while looking stunned at Sam for his perception, one that transcends even mine*

Dean: *orders a sundae for myself* Yeah, well, I didn't. It took a pretty violent fight for us to...*trails off*

Castiel: *swallows, not feeling comfortable disclosing such details*

Sam: *makes a face at the TMI* Well, if I'd known you didn't know, I'd have followed Bobby's advice and just locked you two in a closet together or something. *brushes back his hair, which promptly flops back where it was*

Castiel: *looks at Dean with raised brows, actually not opposed to the idea. As soon as our eyes meet, I get lost again*

Dean: *nodding my head to the side once, indicating to Cas it doesn't sound like a bad idea to me* Bobby knew?!

Castiel: Well, he did interrupt a rather intimate moment, Dean.

Sam: *gives Dean and Cas one of his bitch faces at being subjected to yet another eyesex scene...then follows it up with a 'Duh, you dumb shit' look*

Dean: *chuckles* I probably won't hear from bobby for a while now. Well...*turning to Sam* that's what I wanted to tell you. Guess it wasn't such a surprise. To everyone else.

Castiel: *watches the waiter approach, my eyes instantly falling upon the plate holding the burger and licking my lips* Of course, there is another matter to discuss. *announces, not elaborating, because the waiter just put my burger in front of me, grabbing it and taking a huge bite, humming*

Sam: Yeah...But if you really did just figure it out a week ago, I think I'll stay on my sight seeing tour a bit longer... *said as the waiter brings Castiel his burger and Dean his sundae. he nods the waiter off after ordering another pina colada and peers at them* What's the other matter?

Dean: *laughs at Cas's most recent burger-pleasure*

Castiel: *swallows a practically unchewed bite and gives Sam a stern look* I think you are aware of the path you are on, Sam.

Sam: *looks up from finishing his colada, a confused look on his face* The path to Rushmore?

Castiel: *swallows another bite, looking up slowly and staring him down* The path to your damnation. It lies with her, the abomination you are...seeing.

Sam: *gives one of his more potent bitch faces to Cas* Ruby is helping me kill other demons... *of course this was whispered harshly after the waiter placed his fresh colada on the table and left*

Dean: Ruby /is/ a demon, Sam. And she is bad news. Cas-tell him.

Castiel: She is slowly dragging you down the pit with her, Sam. *slurps at something they put in front of me, a beverage* And she feeds you false information. *looks down at his neck, his arms and muscles* And from the appearance of you, I'd say you haven't seized consuming the other thing she -feeds- you. *glances at Dean* She'll enslave you, and you will damn us all.

Sam: She's helping me grow stronger and with finding Lillith! *gives that mule look he gets when he's dead set on not budging on a topic. he then looks at Dean* Most angels are bad news, but you don't see me badmouthing Cas, do you? *finishes his ice cream before looking confused* That reminds me... Since when do angels listen to and then run from pagan gods?

Castiel: *furrows brow, quoting the scripture, something Gabriel pointed out to me* And it is written, that the first demon will be the last seal... *trails off, studying Sam's face at this information, and ignoring the pagan god remark*

Sam: *frowns at Castiel, looking confused for a moment. but then his big geek brain kicks in and his eyes grow huge with realization*

Castiel: She is manipulating you, Sam. Don't let her condemn you.

Dean: Listen to the angel. She's got ulterior motives.

Sam: *gives Castiel a troubled look now and then turns his attention to his drink. he plans on talking this out with Ruby next time he sees her and won't listen to anymore anyone else says on the matter*

Dean: *shakes my head* Sam.

Sam: I'll talk to her, Dean... See if I can figure out what she's trying to pull. *more mule-face*

Dean: Oh I've got a pretty good idea what she's trying to pull Sam. *steals a fry from Cas's plate*

Castiel: *sees inside Sam, seeing his worry, troubles, but also the determination, indifference and more troubling his hunger for her blood* Sam... *gets up and strolls out, pausing when I reach him and putting my hand on his shoulder, looking down at him* I would do whatever it takes to save you. But if you work against me,...if you don't put a halt to something so abhorrent, I will not hesitate to kill you. *walks out, waiting there for Dean, knowing they’ll need a moment*

Sam: *can't decide if he should scowl at Castiel or look shocked, so ends up looking constipated as he watches Cas leave the restaurant*

Dean: Just don't kill her when you find out what a bitch she is. *shakes my head* and keep in touch? Please? I miss you. *groans* God I'm turning into a chick.

Sam: Yeah... I'll call you often Dean.... Thanks for stopping by to tell me the good news. *tries to smile and bring back the relaxed, peaceful feeling from before the impromptu visit*

Dean: *shakes my head as I go to find Cas*

Castiel: *stands rigidly near the door, gazing out at the dark night sky*

Dean: *slips behind him, placing a hand on his shoulder* Let's hope he figures it out.

Castiel: *nods, putting my hand on his and squeezing*

Dean: I'm exhausted. *shakes my head* Let's get back. I want to crawl in bed.

Castiel: *pulls him to me, and teleports to three states over, gently pushing him down onto the bed and pulling the covers over him* Goodnight, Dean.

Dean: *chuckles as I adjust* Feel free to climb in with me if you get bored sitting quietly.

Sam: *waits silently after Dean and Castiel are gone. and sure enough, almost as soon as he can no longer sense the pure 'good' of the angel's presence, Ruby seats herself where Castiel had been sitting and polishes off his untouched fries while Sam pays the bill* "About time they flew the coop..." *after he finishes his drink, he stands and heads out of the restaurant with Ruby. once they're in her car, he says...* Ruby, we really need to talk some stuff over...

Castiel: *smiles* Just sleep, Dean.

