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There	
 once	
 was	
 a	
 fairy	
 named	
 Castiel.  

He	
 was	
 of	
 average	
 height	
 and	
 build	
 and	
 his	
 blue	
 gossamer	
 wings	
 were	
 considered	
 ratherplain	
 by	
 his	
 fellow	
 fairies.  

It	
 didn't	
 help	
 that	
 he	
 favored	
 a	
 boxy	
 suit	
 and	
 trench	
 coat	
 instead	
 of	
 the	
 revealingshimmering	
 cloaks	
 his	
 friends	
 all	
 wore.

Or	
 that	
 he	
 was	
 the	
 court	
 accountant	
 for	
 the	
 Fairy	
 King.

In	
 short,	
 though	
 a	
 stout	
 fairy	
 with	
 a	
 good	
 heart,	
 Castiel	
 was	
 a	
 total	
 snooze	
 fest.	
 



One	
 day,	
 Castiel's	
 younger	
 sister	
 Anna	
 sat	
 beside	
 him	
 to	
 have	
 a	
 talk.	
 Anna	
 was	
 beautiful	
 andinteresting,	
 able	
 to	
 catch	
 a	
 fairy's	
 eye	
 with	
 her	
 lovely	
 red	
 hair	
 or	
 his	
 attention withherlightcrystalline	
 laughter.In	
 other	
 words,	
 she	
 was	
 a	
 hottie.  

And	
 she	
 was	
 worried	
 about	
 Castiel	
 because	
 he	
 was	
 dull	
 and	
 alone.  

"Castiel,"	
 she	
 said	
 as	
 she	
 shook	
 out	
 her	
 shining	
 golden	
 wings.	
 "You'll	
 never	
 find	
 a	
 mate	
 ifyou	
 don't	
 leave	
 the	
 tax	
 room	
 now	
 and	
 again."  




Castiel	
 didn't	
 like	
 going	
 out.	
 No	
 one	
 enjoyed	
 talking	
 to	
 him	
 and	
 frankly,	
 he	
 wasn't	
 muchinterested	
 in	
 typical	
 fairy	
 gossip.  

"There's	
 going	
 to	
 be	
 a	
 ball	
 tonight!	
 You	
 should	
 come.	
 I	
 know	
 His	
 Majesty	
 invited	
 you,"	
 Annasaid.  

Castiel	
 frowned.	
 "I	
 don't	
 remember	
 him	
 asking	
 me."  

Anna	
 huffed.	
 "There	
 is	
 more	
 to	
 life	
 than	
 numbers,	
 brother.	
 Our	
 king	
 is	
 entertaining	
 visitorsfrom	
 the	
 Land	
 of	
 Humans!"	
 she	
 said	
 excitedly.	
 "Can	
 you	
 imagine?	
 Actual	
 humans	
 here	
 in  

our	
 very	
 own	
 castle!"	
 



This	
 greatly	
 startled	
 Castiel.	
 Humans	
 were	
 such	
 odd	
 creatures,	
 rough	
 and	
 aggressive	
 beings.	
 

And	
 they	
 looked	
 very	
 bizarre	
 with	
 their	
 wingless	
 backs	
 and	
 thick	
 bodies.  

"Humans?	
 Here?"	
 Anna	
 nodded.	
 "And	
 not	
 just	
 any	
 humans!	
 It's	
 their	
 own	
 ruler,	
 KingWinchester	
 and	
 his	
 two	
 sons."	
 She	
 leans	
 in.	
 "I	
 hear	
 King	
 Michael	
 wishes	
 one	
 of	
 us	
 to	
 marry  

one	
 of	
 the	
 sons	
 to	
 form	
 an	
 alliance	
 between	
 our	
 kingdoms	
 against	
 the	
 demons."	
 

Castiel	
 scowled.	
 "What	
 has	
 this	
 to	
 do	
 with	
 me?"	
 

Anna	
 grinned.	
 "Don't	
 you	
 want	
 to	
 see	
 our	
 brethren	
 throw	
 themselves	
 at	
 the	
 humans?	
 Theyall	
 want	
 to	
 be	
 the	
 delicate	
 flower	
 that	
 captures	
 the	
 brutish	
 human	
 heart,"	
 she	
 said	
 with	
 an  

amused	
 eye	
 roll	
 and	
 Castiel	
 found	
 himself	
 smiling	
 too.	
 It	
 did	
 sound	
 like	
 fun.	
 

"Perhaps	
 it	
 might	
 not	
 be	
 so	
 bad,"	
 he	
 allowed.	
 Anna	
 squeaked	
 happily	
 and	
 hugged	
 him.	
 "I  

will	
 see	
 you	
 tonight	
 then!"    

And	
 she	
 whirled	
 away	
 before	
 Castiel	
 could	
 change	
 his	
 mind.  

******************	
 

That	
 night,	
 Castiel	
 walked	
 to	
 the	
 ballroom	
 without	
 bothering	
 to	
 change	
 his	
 outfit.	
 After	
 all,if	
 he	
 couldn't	
 interest	
 one	
 of	
 his	
 own	
 kind,	
 how	
 could	
 he	
 hope	
 to	
 entice	
 a	
 human?  

Anna	
 sighed	
 when	
 she	
 saw	
 his	
 bedraggled	
 appearance,	
 but	
 it	
 didn't	
 stop	
 her	
 from	
 loopingan	
 arm	
 through	
 his.  

"Come	
 and	
 see	
 the	
 humans!	
 They	
 just	
 arrived."  

She	
 dragged	
 him	
 towards	
 a	
 side	
 door	
 where	
 they	
 could	
 peer	
 into	
 the	
 main	
 room	
 withoutdrawing	
 attention.    

"There!"	
 She	
 pointed	
 to	
 a	
 large	
 human	
 male	
 dressed	
 in	
 a	
 simple	
 dark	
 tunic.	
 "That	
 is	
 KingWinchester."  



Castiel	
 examined	
 the	
 man.	
 The	
 lack	
 of	
 wings	
 was	
 even	
 more	
 jarring	
 in	
 reality,	
 but	
 it	
 didn'tdetract	
 from	
 his	
 appearance.	
 If	
 anything,	
 King	
 Winchester	
 was	
 larger	
 than	
 Castiel	
 expected.  

Not	
 physically	
 taller	
 than	
 Michael,	
 but	
 with	
 a	
 presence	
 that	
 filled	
 the	
 room.	
 

"Impressive,	
 huh?"	
 Anna	
 remarked.	
 "Wait	
 till	
 you	
 see	
 his	
 kids."	
 She	
 pointed	
 towards	
 thedance	
 floor	
 where	
 a	
 positively	
 massive	
 human	
 with	
 shaggy	
 brown	
 hair	
 danced	
 a	
 politely  

distant	
 waltz	
 with	
 Tieriel.	
 "That	
 is	
 the	
 younger,	
 Sam."  

"Younger?"	
 Castiel	
 asked	
 in	
 surprise.	
 "He	
 is	
 quite	
 large	
 to	
 be	
 called	
 young."	
 

"Nevertheless,"	
 Anna	
 said.	
 "It	
 is	
 so.	
 The	
 older,	
 Dean,	
 stands	
 over	
 there."	
 She	
 pointed	
 to	
 analcove	
 where	
 another	
 human	
 stood.	
 He	
 held	
 a	
 glass	
 of	
 punch	
 in	
 one	
 hand,	
 but	
 was	
 not  

drinking.	
 Instead,	
 he	
 watched	
 the	
 crowd	
 closely	
 with	
 a	
 suspicious	
 look	
 in	
 his	
 bright-‐colored eyes.	
 Like	
 his	
 father	
 and	
 brother,	
 he	
 wore	
 simple	
 tunics	
 that	
 showed	
 a	
 fine	
 physique  

underneath,	
 a	
 strong	
 muscular	
 body	
 quite	
 typical	
 of	
 this	
 warrior	
 race.	
 

All	
 this	
 Castiel	
 noted	
 in	
 an	
 instant.	
 But	
 he	
 could	
 not	
 process	
 it.	
 All	
 he	
 could	
 feel	
 was	
 astrange	
 falling	
 sensation	
 in	
 his	
 stomach	
 and	
 a	
 weakness	
 around	
 his	
 knees.  

The	
 human	
 Dean	
 Winchester	
 was	
 beautiful.	
 




"Are	
 you	
 alright?"  

Castiel	
 turned	
 to	
 her	
 and	
 said	
 in	
 a	
 matter-‐of-‐fact	
 tone,	
 "I	
 did	
 not	
 expect	
 the	
 humans	
 to	
 be	
 soappealing."  

Surprise	
 blossomed	
 across	
 Anna's	
 lovely	
 face.	
 "You	
 like	
 them?	
 None	
 of	
 our	
 kind	
 has	
 everheld	
 your	
 attention	
 and	
 now	
 that	
 humans	
 show	
 up,	
 you	
 are	
 enticed."  

She	
 laughed	
 and	
 began	
 pulling	
 on	
 his	
 arm.	
 "We	
 must	
 introduce	
 you	
 to	
 them	
 then."  

Castiel	
 tugged	
 away	
 from	
 her.	
 He	
 felt	
 heat	
 rising	
 on	
 his	
 face	
 and	
 suspected	
 he	
 was	
 workingup	
 quite	
 the	
 blush.  

"Please	
 don't.	
 I'm	
 not	
 a	
 good-‐"  

"A	
 good	
 what?	
 Don't	
 even	
 finish	
 that	
 sentence,"	
 Anna	
 commanded.	
 "Maybe	
 you	
 aren't	
 thelife	
 of	
 the	
 party,	
 but	
 you're	
 my	
 brother	
 and	
 I	
 love	
 you.	
 So	
 if	
 you	
 like	
 the	
 humans,	
 you're  

going	
 to	
 meet	
 the	
 humans."	
 

Castiel	
 had	
 a	
 great	
 deal	
 of	
 practice	
 with	
 ignoring	
 Anna	
 when	
 he	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 follow	
 herorders,	
 but	
 when	
 she	
 again	
 began	
 pulling	
 him	
 towards	
 King	
 Michael	
 and	
 his	
 guest	
 of	
 honor,  

Castiel	
 didn't	
 stop	
 her.  

He	
 was	
 going	
 to	
 meet	
 the	
 humans.  

******************  

If	
 there	
 was	
 one	
 thing	
 Dean	
 Winchester	
 hated	
 more	
 than	
 politics,	
 it	
 was	
 parties.	
 

And	
 if	
 there	
 was	
 anything	
 he	
 hated	
 more	
 than	
 parties,	
 it	
 was	
 his	
 father's	
 constant	
 pressureto	
 finally	
 get	
 married.  

Combine	
 the	
 two	
 and	
 Dean	
 was	
 pretty	
 much	
 completely	
 miserable.  

Dean	
 wasn't	
 stupid.	
 He	
 knew	
 they	
 needed	
 this	
 alliance	
 with	
 the	
 fairy	
 kingdom.	
 The	
 demonattacks	
 of	
 their	
 own	
 borders	
 grew	
 more	
 common	
 and	
 violent	
 as	
 time	
 passed	
 and	
 human  

strength	
 could	
 only	
 accomplish	
 so	
 much.	
 They	
 needed	
 fairy	
 magic	
 to	
 help	
 repel	
 this	
 evil	
 andthe	
 only	
 way	
 they	
 could	
 ever	
 hope	
 to	
 come	
 to	
 an	
 agreement	
 with	
 the	
 stern	
 ethereal  

creatures	
 was	
 through	
 marriage.  

It	
 didn't	
 really	
 matter	
 whether	
 it	
 was	
 Dean	
 or	
 Sam	
 that	
 entered	
 into	
 the	
 marriageagreement,	
 but	
 Dean	
 knew	
 when	
 they	
 left	
 for	
 this	
 journey	
 that	
 it	
 would	
 be	
 him	
 that	
 did	
 so.  

Sam	
 was	
 terribly	
 in	
 love	
 with	
 a	
 human	
 girl	
 back	
 home	
 named	
 Jessica.	
 She	
 was	
 the	
 daughterof	
 a	
 powerful	
 count	
 and	
 an	
 excellent	
 match	
 in	
 her	
 own	
 right.	
 Dean	
 could	
 never

allow	
 Sam	
 tomiss	
 out	
 on	
 marrying	
 for	
 love,	
 not	
 when	
 the	
 girl	
 in	
 question	
 loved	
 Sam	
 back	
 so	
 very	
 much.  



No,	
 it	
 would	
 be	
 Dean	
 that	
 brought	
 home	
 a	
 fairy	
 spouse.	
 

Now,	
 if	
 he	
 could	
 just	
 find	
 one	
 that	
 didn't	
 make	
 him	
 long	
 to	
 turn	
 tail	
 and	
 run	
 out	
 the	
 door.	
 

Fairies	
 were	
 such	
 a	
 peculiar	
 race.	
 They	
 were	
 all	
 slender	
 and	
 delicate,	
 deceptively	
 weak-looking.	
 Dean	
 knew	
 their	
 magic	
 was	
 more	
 than	
 powerful	
 enough	
 protection	
 against	
 even	
 a  

caliber	
 of	
 warrior	
 such	
 as	
 himself,	
 who'd	
 been	
 training	
 since	
 he	
 was	
 old	
 enough	
 to	
 walk.	
 

But	
 he	
 preferred	
 a	
 more	
 solid	
 figure.	
 He	
 didn't	
 care	
 for	
 the	
 mystical	
 hocus-‐pocus	
 nonsense.The	
 fluttery	
 clothes	
 and	
 the	
 translucent	
 wings.	
 Each	
 fairy,	
 even	
 their	
 beloved	
 King,	
 seemedlittle	
 more	
 than	
 a	
 wisp	
 of	
 presence	
 that	
 would	
 melt	
 into	
 nothingness	
 the	
 instant	
 Deanreached	
 out	
 for	
 them.  

Sam	
 was	
 having	
 fun	
 at	
 least,	
 Dean	
 thought	
 to	
 himself	
 as	
 he	
 watched	
 Sam	
 twirl	
 a	
 youngfemale	
 fairy	
 across	
 the	
 dance	
 floor.  



A	
 few	
 courageous	
 types	
 had	
 asked	
 Dean	
 for	
 a	
 dance,	
 but	
 he'd	
 turned	
 them	
 all	
 down.	
 He	
 wasrisking	
 a	
 lecture	
 from	
 his	
 father	
 after	
 the	
 party,	
 but	
 Dean	
 was	
 holding	
 out	
 hope	
 thatsomeone	
 would	
 really	
 catch	
 his	
 eye.	
 He'd	
 given	
 himself	
 until	
 ten	
 o'clock.	
 If	
 no	
 one	
 trulyappealing	
 turned	
 up,	
 Dean	
 would	
 have	
 to	
 choose	
 the	
 least	
 offensive	
 and	
 begin	
 the	
 courtshipritual.The	
 thought	
 made	
 him	
 want	
 to	
 sneak	
 out	
 the	
 side	
 door	
 and	
 find	
 a	
 great	
 deal	
 of	
 alcohol.  

A	
 few	
 moments	
 later,	
 after	
 the	
 dance	
 music	
 changed	
 to	
 a	
 more	
 stately	
 waltz,	
 Sam	
 appearedat	
 his	
 side	
 and	
 elbowed	
 him.  

"You	
 look	
 really	
 off-putting,	
 standing	
 over	
 here	
 and	
 glaring	
 at	
 people,"	
 he	
 informed	
 Deanwith	
 a	
 grin.  




They'd	
 already	
 fought	
 several	
 times	
 in	
 a	
 rather	
 spectacular	
 fashion	
 about	
 the	
 subject	
 of	
 thisinevitable	
 marriage.	
 Sam	
 didn't	
 likeDean	
 sacrificing	
 his	
 happiness	
 for	
 Sam,	
 but	
 as	
 Deanfinally	
 beat	
 into	
 Sam's	
 thick	
 skull,	
 he	
 had	
 no	
 real	
 happiness	
 to	
 sacrifice	
 while	
 Sam	
 would	
 begiving	
 up	
 an	
 already	
 existing	
 love	
 affair.

So	
 it	
 was	
 good	
 to	
 see	
 Sam	
 smiling	
 and	
 teasing	
 himagain,	
 since	
 the	
 whole	
 situation	
 had	
 made	
 him	
 so	
 very	
 unhappy.  

















"I'm	
 trying	
 to	
 discourage	
 the	
 faint	
 of	
 heart,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 "I	
 couldn't	
 marry	
 someone	
 tooafraid	
 to	
 approach	
 me."  

Sam	
 snorted.	
 "No	
 one's	
 approached	
 you,"	
 he	
 pointed	
 out.  

"Shut	
 up,	
 bitch,"	
 Dean	
 growled,	
 but	
 the	
 corner	
 of	
 his	
 mouth	
 twitched,	
 the	
 evidence	
 of	
 hisamusement.  

"Jerk,"	
 Sam	
 shot	
 back	
 and	
 maybe	
 this	
 was	
 not	
 a	
 happy	
 night	
 for	
 Dean,	
 but	
 no	
 matter	
 who	
 hemarried,	
 he	
 would	
 always	
 have	
 Sam	
 nearby.	
 The	
 thought	
 calmed	
 the	
 desire	
 to	
 run	
 out,though	
 it	
 did	
 not	
 completely	
 disappear.  



The	
 next	
 song	
 passed	
 in	
 relative	
 silence,	
 broken	
 every	
 so	
 often	
 as	
 Sam	
 pointed	
 to	
 this	
 orthat	
 fairy	
 and	
 mentioned	
 something	
 positive.	
 ‘That	
 male	
 has	
 pretty	
 eyes'	
 or	
 'That	
 femaleover	
 by	
 the	
 refreshment	
 table	
 has	
 a	
 nice	
 figure.'	
 Dean	
 merely	
 grunted	
 now	
 and	
 again.  

Although	
 he	
 did	
 have	
 to	
 admit	
 that	
 the	
 girl	
 had	
 an	
 attractive	
 backside.	
 

As	
 the	
 piece	
 wound	
 down,	
 a	
 hesitant	
 voice	
 from	
 the	
 left	
 caught	
 their	
 attention.	
 

"Excuse	
 me?"	
 The	
 speaker	
 was	
 a	
 tall	
 female	
 fairy	
 with	
 long	
 flowing	
 red	
 hair	
 and	
 brightgolden	
 wings.	
 She	
 was	
 pretty,	
 like	
 the	
 rest	
 of	
 her	
 kind,	
 but	
 again,	
 too	
 willowy	
 and	
 spare	
 tomake	
 Dean	
 feel	
 more	
 than	
 admiration	
 for	
 the	
 unreal	
 sort	
 of	
 beauty	
 fairies	
 exuded.  



"King	
 Michael	
 advised	
 me	
 to	
 come	
 and	
 introduce	
 myself,"	
 she	
 said,	
 her	
 voice	
 light	
 and	
 airy."I'm	
 Anna."  

Sam	
 took	
 her	
 offered	
 hand	
 and	
 gave	
 it	
 a	
 polite	
 kiss.	
 She	
 smiled	
 at	
 him,	
 but	
 quickly	
 turnedher	
 attention	
 back	
 to	
 Dean.  

"My	
 brother	
 very	
 much	
 wishes	
 to	
 meet	
 you	
 as	
 well.	
 He's	
 a	
 little	
 shy,"	
 she	
 said	
 with	
 a	
 bit	
 ofgrimace	
 before	
 turning	
 and	
 reaching	
 back	
 into	
 the	
 shadows.	
 A	
 quick	
 yanking	
 motion	
 laterand	
 a	
 male	
 fairy	
 appeared	
 by	
 her	
 side.  



This	
 fairy	
 didn't	
 look	
 like	
 any	
 of	
 his	
 brethren.	
 His	
 body	
 was	
 almost	
 entirely	
 covered	
 byplain	
 dark	
 clothing	
 and	
 his	
 blue	
 wings	
 were	
 nearly	
 opaque.	
 They	
 looked	
 strong	
 and	
 thick.Solid.	
 His	
 hair	
 was	
 nearly	
 black	
 and	
 his	
 gaze	
 was	
 heavy	
 with	
 a	
 kind	
 of	
 intelligence	
 Deanhadn't	
 yet	
 seen	
 among	
 the	
 fairies.

All	
 the	
 others	
 seemed	
 to	
 dance	
 through	
 life	
 without	
 acare	
 in	
 the	
 world.	
 This	
 fairy	
 looked	
 as	
 if	
 he	
 had	
 many	
 cares.	
 He	
 slumped	
 a	
 bit	
 and	
 his	
 face  

was	
 covered	
 with	
 light	
 stubble.	
 He	
 looked	
 tired.He	
 was	
 gorgeous.  

"This	
 is	
 Castiel,"	
 Anna	
 said,	
 pushing	
 him	
 forward.	
 Castiel	
 held	
 out	
 his	
 hand	
 to	
 Dean	
 and though	
 he	
 didn't	
 look	
 nervous,	
 a	
 blush	
 crept	
 up	
 his	
 neck.  

"Hello,"	
 he	
 said.	
 Dean	
 startled	
 again.	
 His	
 voice	
 was	
 gravel	
 rough	
 and	
 deep.	
 It	
 drew	
 a	
 wave	
 of	
 

shivers	
 up	
 Dean's	
 spine.	
 



"Hey,"	
 Dean	
 answered.	
 He'd	
 always	
 imagined	
 fairies	
 would	
 be	
 cool	
 to	
 the	
 touch,	
 but	
 

Castiel's	
 skin	
 was	
 warm.	
 The	
 move	
 wasn't	
 required	
 for	
 males,	
 but	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 resist	
 

lifting	
 Castiel's	
 hand	
 to	
 his	
 mouth	
 and	
 brushing	
 a	
 kiss	
 across	
 it.	
 When	
 his	
 lips	
 touched	
 him,	
 

Castiel's	
 breath	
 stuttered	
 briefly.	
 Dean	
 smiled	
 against	
 his	
 hand.	
 



"I	
 am	
 Dean	
 Winchester,"	
 he	
 said,	
 making	
 sure	
 to	
 start	
 the	
 sentence	
 while	
 his	
 mouth	
 

hovered	
 over	
 Castiel's	
 hand,	
 so	
 the	
 fairy	
 would	
 feel	
 the	
 heat	
 of	
 his	
 breath.	
 Judging	
 by	
 the	
 

way	
 Castiel	
 wilted	
 to	
 the	
 side	
 a	
 bit,	
 he	
 wasn't	
 unaffected	
 by	
 the	
 move.	
 

"It's	
 very	
 good	
 to	
 meet	
 you,"	
 he	
 said.	
 His	
 little	
 emphasis	
 on	
 the	
 word	
 'very'	
 did	
 not	
 pass	
 by	
 

Sam's	
 attention.	
 Beside	
 him,	
 Dean	
 felt	
 his	
 brother	
 stiffen	
 and	
 then	
 turn	
 to	
 stare	
 at	
 him.	
 Dean	
 

smiled.	
 Sam	
 understood	
 perfectly.	
 



Dean	
 had	
 made	
 his	
 choice.	
 

******************	
 

Castiel	
 stood	
 quietly	
 at	
 Dean's	
 side,	
 apparently	
 oblivious	
 to	
 the	
 way	
 Dean	
 stared	
 at	
 his	
 

slender	
 blue	
 wings.	
 They	
 stretched	
 up	
 to	
 narrow	
 points	
 before	
 falling	
 again	
 to	
 the	
 floor	
 and	
 

unlike	
 the	
 other	
 fairies,	
 they	
 were	
 darkly	
 opaque.	
 The	
 color	
 reminded	
 Dean	
 of	
 the	
 night	
 sky	
 

back	
 home	
 in	
 the	
 human	
 realm.	
 He	
 desperately	
 wanted	
 to	
 touch	
 them,	
 his	
 curiosity	
 about	
 

their	
 texture	
 pushing	
 him	
 nearly	
 to	
 the	
 point	
 of	
 reaching	
 for	
 them.	
 But	
 he	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 

startle	
 Castiel.	
 He	
 seemed	
 so	
 innocent,	
 so	
 unaware	
 of	
 his	
 own	
 appeal.	
 



He'd	
 decided	
 to	
 turn	
 his	
 attention	
 back	
 to	
 the	
 dance	
 floor,	
 perhaps	
 ask	
 Castiel	
 if	
 he	
 wanted	
 

something	
 to	
 drink,	
 when	
 the	
 wings	
 moved.	
 One	
 long	
 fluid	
 motion	
 from	
 the	
 arched	
 top	
 

down	
 to	
 the	
 delicate	
 fluttering	
 tips.	
 

Dean	
 watched,	
 mesmerized,	
 lips	
 slightly	
 parted.	
 

Which	
 meant	
 he	
 missed	
 the	
 smile	
 tugging	
 at	
 the	
 corner	
 of	
 Castiel's	
 mouth.	
 



******************	
 

"You	
 don't	
 have	
 to	
 stand	
 here	
 with	
 me	
 if	
 you	
 would	
 prefer	
 to	
 dance	
 with	
 another,"	
 Castiel	
 

offered.	
 

Dean	
 studied	
 him.	
 It	
 wasn't	
 a	
 dig	
 for	
 compliments.	
 Castiel	
 genuinely	
 wanted	
 to	
 offer	
 the	
 

chance	
 for	
 Dean	
 to	
 escape.	
 

"Why	
 would	
 I	
 want	
 to	
 choose	
 another	
 over	
 you?"	
 




The	
 question	
 made	
 Castiel	
 frown,	
 his	
 head	
 tilting	
 slightly	
 as	
 he	
 considered	
 Dean.	
 

"I'm	
 hardly	
 as	
 interesting	
 as	
 these	
 here,"	
 he	
 said,	
 gesturing	
 to	
 the	
 dance	
 floor	
 full	
 of	
 twirling	
 

fairies.	
 



Dean	
 felt	
 his	
 blood	
 boil.	
 Someone	
 had	
 told	
 Castiel	
 this,	
 perhaps	
 several	
 someones.	
 He	
 

glared	
 at	
 the	
 assembly.	
 



"Maybe	
 my	
 idea	
 of	
 interesting	
 is	
 different	
 to	
 theirs,"	
 he	
 growled.	
 Castiel's	
 pretty	
 blue	
 wings	
 

flutter	
 with	
 surprise	
 and	
 again	
 Dean	
 longed	
 to	
 reach	
 out	
 to	
 them.	
 



"Oh,	
 I	
 see,"	
 Castiel	
 said	
 softly.	
 



Dean	
 moved	
 in	
 closer	
 to	
 him	
 and	
 he	
 knew	
 his	
 stance	
 was	
 aggressively	
 possessive	
 and	
 

protective,	
 but	
 he	
 couldn't	
 help	
 it.	
 He	
 knew	
 he	
 was	
 wary	
 of	
 fairykind	
 with	
 good	
 reason.	
 



He'd	
 just	
 have	
 to	
 show	
 Castiel	
 how	
 interesting	
 he	
 really	
 was.	
 

******************	
 

The	
 first	
 thing	
 Dean	
 did	
 was	
 ask	
 King	
 Michael	
 for	
 permission	
 to	
 formally	
 court	
 Castiel.	
 He	
 

wasn’t	
 entirely	
 sure	
 how	
 they	
 do	
 this	
 sort	
 of	
 thing	
 in	
 the	
 fairy	
 realm,	
 but	
 a	
 foreign	
 dignitary	
 

would	
 never	
 be	
 allowed	
 to	
 marry	
 one	
 of	
 John's	
 subjects	
 without	
 his	
 permission	
 first.	
 So	
 

when	
 Anna	
 whisked	
 Castiel	
 away	
 for	
 a	
 dance	
 after	
 she	
 returned	
 with	
 Sam,	
 Dean	
 made	
 his	
 

way	
 to	
 the	
 Fairy	
 King.	
 



Michael	
 was	
 far	
 more	
 intimidating	
 than	
 Dean	
 would	
 have	
 guessed	
 a	
 fairy	
 could	
 be.	
 Fairies	
 

have	
 what	
 Dean	
 now	
 knew	
 was	
 an	
 unfair	
 reputation	
 as	
 too	
 delicate.	
 Warriors	
 of	
 magic	
 yes,	
 

but	
 surely	
 not	
 able	
 to	
 stand	
 up	
 to	
 the	
 brute	
 strength	
 of	
 humanity.	
 



Standing	
 before	
 Michael,	
 looking	
 up	
 into	
 the	
 fairy	
 king's	
 fierce	
 cold	
 eyes,	
 Dean	
 saw	
 how	
 

wrong	
 humans	
 really	
 were.	
 

"Excuse	
 me,	
 your	
 Majesty,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 politely.	
 John	
 glanced	
 at	
 him	
 with	
 sudden	
 interest.	
 

His	
 father	
 could	
 be	
 in	
 little	
 doubt	
 of	
 Dean's	
 intentions.	
 

"Yes?"	
 

Dean	
 paused	
 to	
 swallow	
 back	
 sudden	
 nerves.	
 Michael's	
 massive	
 dark	
 green	
 wings	
 flapped	
 

once	
 and	
 Dean	
 jumped	
 slightly.	
 He	
 wasn’t	
 sure,	
 but	
 just	
 in	
 case	
 it	
 was	
 a	
 sign	
 of	
 impatience,	
 

he	
 leapt	
 into	
 the	
 topic.	
 



"I'd	
 like	
 to	
 seek	
 permission	
 to	
 court	
 one	
 of	
 your	
 subjects,"	
 he	
 said,	
 giving	
 himself	
 a	
 mental	
 

pat	
 on	
 the	
 back	
 for	
 not	
 stuttering.	
 



"I	
 see."	
 Michael	
 sounded	
 amused,	
 but	
 his	
 face	
 remained	
 an	
 impassive	
 mask.	
 "May	
 I	
 ask which	
 of	
 my	
 denizens	
 has	
 captured	
 the	
 Prince's	
 eye?"  

"Um."	
 He	
 nodded	
 towards	
 the	
 dance	
 floor.	
 "Castiel."	
 

That	
 caused	
 Michael's	
 mask	
 to	
 slip.	
 Just	
 enough	
 for	
 Dean	
 to	
 see	
 his	
 surprise	
 and	
 then	
 

suddenly	
 Michael	
 grinned.	
 It	
 almost	
 made	
 him	
 even	
 more	
 terrifying.	
 

"Indeed!	
 Well,	
 that	
 is	
 unexpected."  

Dean	
 scowled.	
 "Hardly..your	
 majesty,"	
 he	
 added	
 quickly.  

Michael	
 laughed.	
 



"I	
 see	
 the	
 courting	
 is	
 a	
 mere	
 formality	
 then,"	
 he	
 teased.	
 "King	
 Winchester!"	
 Michael	
 

gestured	
 towards	
 John.	
 "I	
 take	
 it	
 this	
 was	
 your	
 plan	
 all	
 along."	
 



"And	
 a	
 good	
 one	
 too,"	
 John	
 said,	
 not	
 bothering	
 to	
 conceal	
 his	
 meddling.	
 

"I	
 agree,"	
 Michael	
 said,	
 turning	
 back	
 to	
 Dean.	
 "Well,	
 if	
 Castiel	
 agrees,	
 then	
 you	
 have	
 my	
 

whole-‐hearted	
 consent.	
 It's	
 about	
 time	
 someone	
 looked	
 out	
 for	
 that	
 boy."	
 



"Right,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 mind	
 already	
 away	
 on	
 the	
 topic	
 of	
 asking	
 Castiel	
 for	
 what	
 will	
 basically	
 

end	
 in	
 their	
 marriage.	
 



"Look	
 there.	
 The	
 dance	
 ends,"	
 Michael	
 said	
 and	
 he	
 pushed	
 Dean	
 a	
 little	
 towards	
 where	
 

Anna	
 was	
 leading	
 Castiel	
 back	
 to	
 Sam.	
 



"Right,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 again.	
 He	
 took	
 a	
 deep	
 breath	
 and	
 steeled	
 himself.	
 



He	
 could	
 do	
 this.	
 

"Hey,	
 can	
 I	
 talk	
 to	
 you	
 for	
 a	
 minute?"	
 

Castiel	
 only	
 nodded,	
 but	
 over	
 his	
 shoulder,	
 Dean	
 saw	
 both	
 Anna	
 and	
 Sam	
 grinning	
 at	
 him	
 

like	
 idiots.	
 He	
 glared	
 at	
 them	
 as	
 he	
 led	
 Castiel	
 away	
 to	
 a	
 nearby	
 balcony.	
 The	
 night	
 air	
 

flowed	
 over	
 them	
 in	
 a	
 cool	
 breeze.	
 Castiel's	
 wings	
 shivered	
 and	
 closed	
 up	
 around	
 his	
 back.	
 

Dean	
 wanted	
 to	
 offer	
 his	
 coat	
 or	
 his	
 arms,	
 but	
 first	
 he	
 had	
 to	
 make	
 their	
 connection	
 official.	
 

"Do	
 you	
 know	
 why	
 we	
 came	
 here?"	
 



"No,"	
 Castiel	
 said	
 simply.	
 He	
 was	
 looking	
 out	
 over	
 his	
 homeland	
 with	
 a	
 faint	
 smile.	
 Dean	
 

might	
 have	
 taken	
 a	
 moment	
 to	
 appreciate	
 its	
 beauty,	
 but	
 his	
 nerves	
 allowed	
 thought	
 of	
 little	
 

else	
 except	
 Castiel.	
 

"My	
 father	
 wants	
 to	
 make	
 an	
 alliance	
 with	
 the	
 Fairy	
 kingdom,"	
 he	
 explained.	
 That	
 captured	
 

Castiel's	
 attention.	
 Dean	
 kind	
 of	
 wished	
 he	
 would	
 still	
 look	
 out	
 over	
 the	
 countryside.	
 It	
 was hard	
 to	
 think	
 with	
 those	
 dark	
 blue	
 eyes	
 on	
 his	
 face.  

"And	
 anyway,	
 the	
 best	
 way	
 to	
 do	
 that	
 is	
 a	
 marriage	
 connection	
 and	
 Sam's	
 sort	
 of	
 engaged, so	
 anyway,	
 it's	
 down	
 to	
 me	
 and	
 I	
 guess

what	
 I'm	
 saying	
 is	
 that	
 I	
 was	
 wondering	
 if	
 you	
 were opposed	
 to	
 the	
 idea	
 of	
 being	
 courted.	
 By	
 me."  



He	
 winced.	
 Apparently	
 if	
 Dean	
 really	
 cared	
 about	
 the	
 conquest,	
 he	
 became	
 somewhat	
 

stupid.	
 He	
 wished	
 he	
 hadn't	
 learned	
 that	
 just	
 now.  

Castiel	
 stared	
 at	
 him.  

"You..you	
 wish	
 for	
 me	
 and	
 you..marriage	
 connection?"  

"Well,	
 yeah,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 

"You	
 don't	
 even	
 know	
 me!"	
 



"Which	
 is	
 why	
 the	
 whole	
 courting	
 thing,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 slowly.	
 "So	
 we	
 can	
 get	
 to	
 know	
 each	
 

other."	
 

"But	
 there	
 are	
 others,"	
 Castiel	
 started,	
 but	
 Dean	
 sighed	
 and	
 stepped	
 forward	
 into	
 his	
 space.	
 



"I	
 don't	
 care	
 about	
 the	
 others,	
 okay?	
 I	
 want	
 you."	
 



He	
 couldn't	
 understand	
 the	
 panic	
 on	
 Castiel's	
 face,	
 the	
 way	
 he	
 stiffened	
 at	
 Dean's	
 closeness.	
 

If	
 he	
 didn't	
 like	
 Dean,	
 he	
 could	
 just	
 say	
 no	
 and	
 move	
 along.	
 But	
 Dean	
 knew	
 he	
 saw	
 interest	
 

in	
 Castiel's	
 eyes.	
 Knew	
 he	
 saw	
 interest	
 now,	
 buried	
 under	
 the	
 alarm.	
 

"Castiel-‐"	
 



"No,"	
 he	
 stammered.	
 "No,	
 I	
 can't.	
 I'm..I	
 can't.	
 I'm	
 sorry."	
 



And	
 then	
 he	
 disappeared,	
 leaving	
 Dean	
 staring	
 in	
 shock	
 at	
 empty	
 space.	
 



************	
 

Castiel	
 made	
 it	
 all	
 the	
 way	
 back	
 to	
 his	
 small	
 apartment	
 in	
 the	
 central	
 palace	
 before	
 Anna	
 

found	
 him.	
 In	
 truth,	
 he	
 was	
 surprised	
 he'd	
 escaped	
 the	
 dance	
 hall	
 without	
 difficulty,	
 but	
 

then,	
 only	
 Dean	
 knew	
 what	
 happened	
 between	
 them	
 and	
 he	
 appeared	
 too	
 shocked	
 to	
 move.	
 



Anna's	
 expression	
 of	
 appalled	
 consternation	
 told	
 Castiel	
 he	
 would	
 not	
 escape	
  this	
 

conversation.  

"Please,	
 Anna,"	
 he	
 said	
 because	
 he	
 couldn't	
 help	
 trying.	
 "I	
 don't	
 want	
 to	
 talk	
 about	
 it."  

"You	
 turned	
 him	
 down?"	
 She	
 stepped	
 into	
 his	
 path	
 and	
 pressed	
 a	
 hand	
 against	
 his	
 chest.	
 




"The	
 human	
 prince	
 asks	
 for	
 your	
 hand	
 and	
 you	
 turn	
 him	
 now?"	
 

He	
 removed	
 her	
 hand	
 none	
 too	
 gently.	
 Of	
 all	
 people,	
 Castiel	
 had	
 hoped	
 he	
 could	
 rely	
 on	
 

Anna	
 for	
 support.	
 Finding	
 another	
 truth	
 did	
 not	
 sit	
 well	
 with	
 him.  

"You	
 would	
 have	
 me	
 cleave	
 myself	
 to	
 a	
 person	
 I	
 don't	
 know?	
 A	
 member	
 of	
 another	
 species	
 

no	
 less?"	
 



Anna	
 sighed.	
 

"It's	
 not...Castiel,	
 this	
 could	
 be	
 dangerous	
 for	
 you,"	
 she	
 said.	
 

"Dangerous?"  

A	
 strange	
 kind	
 of	
 indistinct	
 fear	
 edged	
 in	
 among	
 Castiel's	
 indignation.	
 Surely	
 Dean	
 wouldn't	
 

hurt	
 him.	
 Castiel	
 may	
 not	
 know	
 him	
 well,	
 but	
 he	
 didn't	
 sense	
 violent	
 intent	
 within	
 Dean.	
 



"Come	
 here,"	
 Anna	
 said	
 and	
 she	
 steered	
 them	
 both	
 into	
 Castiel's	
 apartment,	
 ensuring	
 their	
 

privacy.	
 For	
 the	
 first	
 time,	
 Castiel	
 noticed	
 the	
 worry	
 in	
 her	
 expression	
 as	
 she	
 bit	
 her	
 lip	
 and	
 

began	
 to	
 pace.  

"Anna,	
 what	
 is	
 wrong?"	
 

"You	
 didn't	
 see	
 King	
 Michael's	
 face	
 when	
 he	
 heard	
 what	
 happened,"	
 she	
 said.	
 

Castiel's	
 fear	
 suddenly	
 became	
 very	
 clearly	
 defined.  

"The	
 king	
 knows?"	
 



"Of	
 course	
 he	
 knows!	
 He	
 saw	
 you	
 leave	
 and	
 Dean	
 return	
 with	
 that	
 wretched	
 expression	
 on	
 

his	
 face.	
 And	
 King	
 Winchester	
 is	
 not	
 pleased	
 either,"	
 Anna	
 said.  

She	
 suddenly	
 surged	
 into	
 his	
 personal	
 space	
 and	
 grabbed	
 his	
 hands,	
 squeezing	
 them	
 hard.  

"I'm	
 afraid	
 of	
 what	
 they	
 might	
 do,	
 especially	
 the	
 human	
 king,"	
 she	
 said,	
 distress	
 lacing	
 her	
 

tone.	
 "Would	
 it	
 really	
 be	
 so	
 bad	
 to	
 marry	
 Dean?	
 I	
 thought	
 you	
 liked	
 him."	
 



"I	
 did,"	
 Castiel	
 said	
 softly.	
 "I	
 do.	
 But	
 I	
 know	
 very	
 little	
 of	
 him.	
 Or	
 of	
 humans.	
 Anna,	
 if	
 I married	
 him,	
 I'd	
 have	
 to	
 leave	
 our	
 kingdom.

And	
 what	
 if	
 he	
 grew	
 tired	
 of	
 me?	
 Then	
 I'd	
 be stuck	
 in	
 a	
 foreign	
 kingdom	
 with	
 no	
 one	
 and	
 nothing."  

"But	
 he	
 wouldn't	
 leave	
 you,"	
 Anna	
 said.	
 "At	
 least	
 you'd	
 be	
 taken	
 care	
 of.	
 I'm	
 just..you've offended	
 the	
 most	
 important	
 visitor	
 we've	
 ever	
 had	
 to	
 our	
 kingdom.

So	
 Dean	
 might	
 grow tired	
 of	
 you.	
 What	
 if	
 your	
 decision	
 makes	
 the	
 humans	
 leave?	
 Then	
 we'll	
 never	
 have	
 an alliance	
 against	
 the	
 demonsand	
 who	
 knows	
 how	
 many	
 people	
 could	
 die!"  

Her	
 hands	
 gripped	
 his	
 so	
 tightly	
 that	
 pain	
 rippled	
 up	
 his	
 arms.	
 Guilt	
 crashed	
 in	
 over	
 his	
 fear and	
 confusion.  



"I	
 didn't	
 think	
 of	
 that,"	
 he	
 confessed.	
 



"I	
 think	
 you	
 should	
 go	
 back	
 and	
 apologize,"	
 Anna	
 said.	
 

For	
 a	
 long	
 moment,	
 Castiel	
 stayed	
 in	
 place	
 and	
 thought.	
 He	
 felt	
 like	
 he	
 was	
 sitting	
 in	
 an	
 cart	
 

that	
 careened	
 down	
 a	
 hillside.	
 Before	
 this	
 evening,	
 he'd	
 only	
 been	
 Castiel,	
 a	
 simple	
 court	
 

accountant.	
 And	
 now	
 because	
 of	
 one	
 human's	
 preference,	
 he	
 was	
 forced	
 to	
 choose	
 between	
 

the	
 safety	
 of	
 his	
 kingdom	
 and	
 the	
 very	
 real	
 possibility	
 to	
 ending	
 up	
 miserable	
 and	
 alone	
 in	
 a	
 

strange	
 land.	
 



"Castiel?"	
 

He	
 looked	
 up	
 at	
 Anna.	
 In	
 no	
 way	
 could	
 he	
 justify	
 placing	
 his	
 own	
 happiness	
 above	
 the	
 lives	
 

of	
 his	
 fellowkind.	
 

"I'll	
 go	
 back	
 to	
 him	
 now."	
 

************	
 



King	
 Michael's	
 expression	
 was	
 thunderous.	
 And	
 his	
 father's	
 wasn't	
 much	
 better.	
 The	
 two	
 

men	
 stood	
 facing	
 each	
 other	
 on	
 either	
 side	
 of	
 King	
 Michael's	
 private	
 study.	
 Dean	
 sat	
 on	
 a	
 

soft	
 chair	
 built	
 of	
 wood	
 and	
 leaves,	
 Sam	
 beside	
 him	
 wearing	
 a	
 look	
 of	
 deep	
 concern.	
 Dean	
 

knew	
 he	
 should	
 snap	
 out	
 of	
 his	
 distress	
 and	
 focus	
 on	
 preventing	
 a	
 clash	
 between	
 his	
 father	
 

and	
 King	
 Michael.	
 	
 

But	
 all	
 he	
 could	
 think	
 about	
 was	
 Castiel's	
 fearful	
 blue	
 eyes.	
 



"What	
 exactly	
 is	
 the	
 meaning	
 of	
 this?"	
 John	
 demanded.	
 "Is	
 this	
 Castiel	
 already	
 attached	
 to	
 

another?"	
 

"No,"	
 Michael	
 growled.	
 "He's	
 never	
 shown	
 an	
 interest	
 in	
 mates.	
 I	
 assure	
 you,	
 there	
 is	
 none	
 

of	
 my	
 subjects	
 who	
 have	
 an	
 interest	
 in	
 him."	
 

Dean's	
 surge	
 of	
 incredible	
 possessive	
 pleasure	
 at	
 Michael's	
 first	
 statement	
 faded	
 under	
 

anger	
 at	
 the	
 second.	
 He	
 couldn't	
 understand	
 what	
 so	
 appalled	
 the	
 fairies	
 about	
 Castiel.	
 But	
 

his	
 father	
 didn't	
 give	
 him	
 a	
 chance	
 to	
 vent	
 that	
 anger.	
 



"So	
 he	
 objects	
 to	
 my	
 son	
 on	
 principle?"	
 



His	
 voice	
 lowered	
 to	
 that	
 soft	
 calm	
 tone	
 Dean	
 had	
 always	
 dreaded	
 hearing	
 growing	
 up.	
 It	
 

meant	
 that	
 shutting	
 down	
 his	
 volume	
 was	
 the	
 only	
 way	
 John	
 could	
 contain	
 his	
 wrath.	
 



"I	
 don't	
 know	
 what	
 he's	
 thinking,"	
 Michael	
 said,	
 sounding	
 just	
 as	
 upset	
 as	
 the	
 rest	
 of	
 them.	
 

Of	
 course,	
 Dean	
 thought.	
 Michael	
 may	
 or	
 may	
 not	
 care	
 about	
 Castiel,	
 but	
 what	
 he	
 did	
 care  


about	
 was	
 the	
 alliance	
 he	
 knew	
 John	
 meant	
 to	
 discuss	
 with	
 Michael	
 the	
 following	
 day.	
 

"But	
 I	
 can	
 assure	
 you	
 that	
 his	
 objections	
 won't	
 stand	
 in	
 the	
 way	
 of	
 your	
 son's	
 happiness,"	
 

he	
 continued.	
 

"Excuse	
 me?"	
 Dean	
 blurted.	
 



"I	
 was	
 hoping	
 you'd	
 feel	
 that	
 way,"	
 John	
 said	
 with	
 satisfaction.	
 He	
 smiled	
 at	
 Dean.	
 "No	
 need	
 

to	
 worry."	
 

Dean	
 leapt	
 from	
 his	
 chair.	
 "What	
 the	
 hell	
 are	
 you	
 talking	
 about?"	
 He	
 held	
 up	
 both	
 hands.	
 

"Wait,	
 never	
 mind.	
 Don't	
 answer	
 that.	
 I	
 know	
 exactly	
 what	
 you	
 mean."	
 

Perhaps	
 he	
 shouldn't	
 be	
 surprised,	
 but	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 help	
 himself.	
 He	
 didn't	
 know	
 Michael,	
 

but	
 he'd	
 expected	
 more	
 from	
 his	
 father.	
 

"I'm	
 not	
 letting	
 you	
 strongarm	
 anyone	
 into	
 marrying	
 me,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 in	
 a	
 firm	
 even	
 tone.	
 

"Especially	
 not	
 Castiel.	
 If	
 he	
 doesn't	
 want	
 me,	
 then	
 I'll	
 find	
 someone	
 else."	
 



"But-‐"	
 John	
 started.	
 

"Dad,"	
 Dean	
 interrupted.	
 He	
 saw	
 genuine	
 regret	
 in	
 John's	
 eyes	
 and	
 thought	
 maybe	
 he	
 

understood	
 a	
 little	
 better.	
 John	
 had	
 pursued	
 Dean's	
 mother	
 relentlessly.	
 But	
 she	
 had	
 

wanted	
 to	
 be	
 caught.	
 Castiel	
 didn't.	
 	
 



"He	
 doesn't	
 want	
 me,"	
 he	
 said,	
 shrugging.	
 It	
 hurt	
 to	
 say,	
 but	
 it	
 was	
 nothing	
 less	
 than	
 the	
 

truth.	
 "He'd	
 be	
 happier	
 here,	
 so..I'll	
 just	
 find	
 someone	
 else."	
 



"Dean,"	
 Sam	
 said	
 weakly.	
 His	
 brother	
 hated	
 the	
 idea	
 of	
 Dean	
 marrying	
 for	
 a	
 reason	
 other	
 

than	
 love	
 or	
 at	
 the	
 very	
 least	
 the	
 potential	
 of	
 love.	
 	
 

"Hey,	
 it's	
 okay,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 and	
 he	
 smiled	
 carelessly.	
 "He's	
 got	
 a	
 cute	
 sister,	
 you	
 know."	
 



Sam	
 shook	
 his	
 head,	
 but	
 tentatively	
 returned	
 the	
 smile.  

"I'll	
 summon	
 her,"	
 Michael	
 said	
 decidedly.  

Dean	
 nodded.	
 Might	
 as	
 well	
 get	
 this	
 over	
 with	
 now.	
 

****************	
 



The	
 ballroom	
 was	
 empty	
 by	
 the	
 time	
 Castiel	
 reached	
 it	
 again.	
 He	
 knew	
 it	
 was	
 late,	
 but	
 

fairies	
 typically	
 kept	
 their	
 parties	
 going	
 until	
 dawn	
 peeked	
 over	
 the	
 edge	
 of	
 the	
 horizon.	
 

The	
 fact	
 that	
 everyone	
 was	
 already	
 gone	
 did	
 not	
 bode	
 well.  

"Castiel?"  

He	
 turned	
 at	
 the	
 sound	
 of	
 a	
 voice	
 to	
 see	
 Liniel,	
 a	
 member	
 of	
 the	
 palace	
 guard	
 giving	
 him	
 a	
 

curious	
 look.	
 



"Where	
 is	
 everyone?"	
 



Liniel	
 gestured	
 towards	
 the	
 hallway	
 where	
 she'd	
 been	
 keeping	
 watch.	
 The	
 hallway	
 which	
 

was	
 also	
 the	
 path	
 to	
 King	
 Michael's	
 study.	
 



"When	
 His	
 Majesty	
 left	
 the	
 party	
 in	
 anger,	
 everyone	
 thought	
 it	
 best	
 to	
 return	
 to	
 their	
 posts,	
 

in	
 case	
 he	
 had	
 need	
 of	
 them."	
 



"And	
 did	
 he?"	
 Castiel	
 asked	
 with	
 some	
 trepidation.	
 Despite	
 Anna's	
 warning,	
 Castiel	
 didn't	
 

truly	
 fear	
 physical	
 injury	
 from	
 Michael.	
 He	
 couldn't	
 make	
 the	
 same	
 claim	
 of	
 the	
 human	
 king,	
 

but	
 he	
 knew	
 Michael	
 would	
 never	
 allow	
 one	
 of	
 his	
 subjects	
 to	
 come	
 to	
 harm.	
 But	
 what	
 he	
 

did	
 fear	
 was	
 losing	
 the	
 alliance.	
 	
 



That	
 couldn't	
 be	
 allowed	
 to	
 happen.	
 



"He	
 sent	
 a	
 member	
 of	
 the	
 guard	
 for	
 your	
 sister,	
 Anna,"	
 Liniel	
 said.	
 "They	
 asked	
 me	
 if	
 I'd	
 

seen	
 her,	
 but	
 I	
 assumed	
 she'd	
 gone	
 home	
 as	
 well."	
 



"Yes,"	
 Castiel	
 said,	
 but	
 his	
 attention	
 was	
 only	
 vaguely	
 on	
 the	
 conversation.	
 There	
 could	
 only	
 

be	
 a	
 very	
 few	
 reasons	
 why	
 Michael	
 would	
 summon	
 Anna	
 and	
 none	
 of	
 them	
 were	
 good.	
 If	
 he	
 

wanted	
 to	
 convince	
 Castiel	
 to	
 accept	
 Dean's	
 request,	
 he	
 would	
 simply	
 speak	
 to	
 Castiel	
 

directly.	
 To	
 summon	
 Anna	
 meant	
 he	
 needed	
 something	
 of	
 her.	
 



Castiel's	
 stomach	
 dropped	
 as	
 he	
 realized	
 what	
 it	
 must	
 be.	
 

"I	
 see,"	
 he	
 said	
 very	
 quietly.	
 Liniel	
 gave	
 him	
 an	
 oddly	
 knowing	
 sympathetic	
 look	
 and	
 patted	
 

his	
 arm	
 before	
 returning	
 to	
 her	
 watch.	
 



He	
 leaned	
 against	
 the	
 wall	
 and	
 slid	
 down,	
 ignoring	
 the	
 discomfort	
 in	
 his	
 wings	
 when	
 they	
 

bunch	
 up	
 under	
 him.	
 



Dean	
 wanted	
 Anna	
 now.	
 



That	
 must	
 be	
 it.	
 Castiel	
 had	
 already	
 lost	
 his	
 chance	
 because	
 of	
 his	
 hesitation	
 and	
 Dean	
 

wanted	
 another.	
 His	
 fists	
 clenched	
 on	
 his	
 knees	
 as	
 hurt	
 cut	
 through	
 his	
 chest.	
 



At	
 least	
 he'd	
 been	
 right,	
 Castiel	
 thought	
 viciously.	
 Not	
 ten	
 hours	
 into	
 their	
 acquaintance	
 and	
 

already	
 Dean	
 had	
 grown	
 tired	
 of	
 him.	
 



Being	
 right,	
 he	
 found,	
 was	
 very	
 little	
 consolation.	
 




***************	
 



Anna	
 looked	
 confused	
 and	
 uncomfortable	
 when	
 one	
 of	
 the	
 palace	
 guards	
 led	
 her	
 into	
 

Michael's	
 study.	
 	
 



"You	
 asked	
 to	
 see	
 me,	
 Your	
 Majesty?"	
 



Her	
 voice	
 was	
 soft	
 and	
 quiet,	
 but	
 strong	
 as	
 well.	
 Dean	
 could	
 see	
 she	
 was	
 spirited,	
 which	
 he	
 

appreciated.	
 She	
 would	
 need	
 a	
 great	
 deal	
 of	
 tenacity	
 to	
 survive	
 as	
 the	
 only	
 fairy	
 living	
 in	
 a	
 

kingdom	
 of	
 humans.	
 Especially	
 as	
 she	
 would	
 be	
 companion	
 to	
 a	
 man	
 who	
 couldn't	
 give	
 her	
 

his	
 whole	
 heart.	
 



Dean	
 thought	
 perhaps	
 he	
 could	
 learn	
 to	
 love	
 Anna	
 in	
 time.	
 He	
 could	
 learn	
 to	
 love	
 many	
 a	
 

person	
 if	
 they	
 had	
 something	
 Dean	
 could	
 admire,	
 like	
 Anna's	
 strength.	
 



But	
 she	
 would	
 always	
 been	
 a	
 replacement.	
 

"Prince	
 Dean	
 wants	
 to	
 speak	
 with	
 you,"	
 Michael	
 said.	
 

"Alone,	
 please,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 Michael	
 hesitated,	
 but	
 only	
 for	
 a	
 moment.	
 



"If	
 you	
 would	
 join	
 me	
 in	
 the	
 council	
 room,	
 King	
 Winchester,"	
 he	
 said.	
 "We	
 could	
 discuss	
 

business."	
 

John	
 gave	
 Dean	
 a	
 long	
 searching	
 look,	
 but	
 there	
 was	
 no	
 distress	
 to	
 be	
 found	
 in	
 Dean's	
 

expression.	
 He	
 kept	
 the	
 sickening	
 mess	
 of	
 hurt	
 and	
 disappointment	
 pressed	
 down	
 too	
 

deeply	
 for	
 that.	
 	
 



"Yes,	
 of	
 course.	
 Sam,	
 you'll	
 return	
 to	
 our	
 rooms,	
 if	
 you	
 please."	
 

Judging	
 by	
 his	
 expression,	
 Sam	
 didn't	
 please	
 at	
 all,	
 but	
 he	
 wouldn't	
 disobey	
 John	
 in	
 front	
 of	
 

strangers.	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 help	
 smiling	
 a	
 little	
 at	
 Sam's	
 indignant	
 huff	
 as	
 he	
 scowled	
 at	
 John	
 

and	
 then	
 gave	
 Dean	
 a	
 regretful	
 look.	
 John	
 may	
 say	
 otherwise,	
 but	
 Sam	
 was	
 still	
 his	
 baby	
 boy	
 

and	
 he	
 couldn't	
 help	
 coddling	
 him.	
 

"I'll	
 see	
 you	
 later,"	
 Dean	
 promised.	
 He	
 had	
 a	
 feeling	
 they'd	
 be	
 up	
 talking	
 about	
 this	
 until	
 

morning.	
 



Once	
 the	
 room	
 was	
 empty,	
 Anna	
 made	
 a	
 soft	
 inquisitive	
 noise	
 in	
 the	
 back	
 of	
 her	
 throat.	
 

Dean	
 swallowed	
 down	
 his	
 sigh.	
 Time	
 for	
 the	
 show.	
 



"Would	
 you	
 like	
 to	
 sit?"	
 

She	
 graciously	
 joined	
 him	
 on	
 a	
 low	
 blue	
 couch.	
 Her	
 stance	
 screamed	
 discomfort.	
 Dean	
 

couldn't	
 blame	
 her.	
 This	
 was	
 awkward	
 as	
 hell.	
 The	
 thought	
 of	
 trying	
 to	
 consummate	
 their marriage	
 made	
 Dean's	
 stomach	
 roil.	
 He	
 comforted	
 himself	
 with	
 the	
 thought	
 that	
 adopted  

heirs	
 were	
 just	
 as	
 acceptable	
 of	
 biological	
 ones.	
 Maybe	
 they	
 wouldn't	
 have	
 to	
 worry	
 with	
 

that	
 part	
 of	
 the	
 marriage.	
 

Not	
 that	
 Anna	
 was	
 unattractive.	
 In	
 fact,	
 she	
 was	
 quite	
 pretty	
 with	
 soft	
 red	
 hair	
 and	
 

luminous	
 green	
 eyes.	
 But	
 Dean	
 already	
 felt	
 like	
 he	
 was	
 cheating	
 on	
 Castiel.	
 

Maybe	
 this	
 was	
 a	
 mistake.	
 



He	
 very	
 nearly	
 leapt	
 up	
 from	
 the	
 couch,	
 but	
 Anna	
 touched	
 his	
 arm	
 and	
 leaned	
 in.  

"Are	
 you	
 alright,	
 Prince	
 Winchester?"  

"I	
 need	
 to	
 get	
 married,"	
 he	
 blurted.	
 

Anna	
 reeled	
 back	
 a	
 little	
 and	
 her	
 confusion	
 deepened.	
 



"Yes,	
 I	
 know.	
 I	
 mean,	
 Castiel	
 told	
 me.."	
 Suspicion	
 grew	
 in	
 those	
 big	
 green	
 eyes	
 of	
 hers.	
 

"What	
 is	
 this	
 about?"	
 

"Castiel	
 said	
 no,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 flatly.	
 "I	
 need	
 to	
 find	
 a	
 fairy	
 spouse.	
 It's	
 pretty	
 important."	
 



She	
 didn't	
 need	
 to	
 be	
 told	
 how	
 important,	
 Dean	
 imagined.	
 All	
 the	
 fairies	
 were	
 aware	
 how	
 

vital	
 it	
 was	
 to	
 create	
 an	
 alliance	
 against	
 their	
 demon	
 foes.	
 Marriage	
 made	
 that	
 contract	
 

more	
 binding	
 than	
 any	
 number	
 of	
 signed	
 treaties	
 ever	
 could.	
 



"You're	
 asking	
 me?"	
 she	
 asked,	
 her	
 voice	
 breathless	
 not	
 with	
 eagerness,	
 but	
 rather	
 with	
 

dismay.	
 



"This	
 wasn't	
 a	
 good	
 idea,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 and	
 he	
 stood.	
 "I'm	
 sorry.	
 I	
 wasn't	
 thinking.	
 When	
 

Castiel	
 said.."	
 He	
 shook	
 his	
 head.	
 "Forgive	
 me.	
 I'll	
 choose	
 another."	
 



Anna	
 jumped	
 to	
 her	
 feet	
 and	
 fury	
 suddenly	
 crackled	
 across	
 her	
 expression,	
 filling	
 the	
 air	
 

between	
 them	
 with	
 tension.  

"You're	
 not	
 going	
 after	
 him?"	
 



Dean	
 turned	
 to	
 face	
 her	
 and	
 crossed	
 his	
 arms	
 over	
 his	
 chest,	
 his	
 hurt	
 pouring	
 past	
 the	
 

barrier	
 he'd	
 created	
 to	
 hold	
 it	
 in.	
 	
 



"He	
 made	
 himself	
 pretty	
 damned	
 clear	
 about	
 the	
 matter,"	
 Dean	
 growled.	
 "I'm	
 not	
 

accustomed	
 to	
  forcing	
 people	
 to	
 marry	
 me."	
 



"I	
 didn't	
 say	
 that,"	
 Anna	
 snapped,	
 but	
 her	
 expression	
 almost	
 instantly	
 cleared.	
 "Oh	
 no,	
 that's	
 

what	
 they	
 wanted,	
 wasn't	
 it?	
 They	
 wanted	
 to	
  make	
 Castiel	
 marry	
 you."




Dean	
 shifted	
 with	
 discomfort.	
 The	
 very	
 idea	
 made	
 his	
 heart	
 ache	
 in	
 a	
 peculiar	
 way.	
 

"They	
 tried,	
 but	
 I'm	
 not	
 interested	
 in	
 that."	
 

"You	
 don't	
 understand,"	
 Anna	
 said.	
 She	
 moved	
 into	
 his	
 personal	
 space	
 and	
 grabbed	
 his	
 

forearms	
 to	
 emphasize	
 her	
 next	
 words.	
 

"Castiel	
 thinks	
 you're	
 going	
 to	
 go	
 home	
 and	
 learn	
 to	
 hate	
 him.	
 He's	
 never	
 understood	
 his	
 

own	
 worth	
 and	
 my	
 fellow	
 fairies	
 haven't	
 helped."	
 Her	
 expression	
 turned	
 chagrined.	
 “I	
 

haven't	
 helped.	
 You're	
 the	
 first	
 person	
 I've	
 ever	
 known	
 who	
 immediately	
 saw	
 how	
 

wonderful	
 Castiel	
 really	
 is."	
 




Dean	
 boiled	
 with	
 anger	
 at	
 Castiel's	
 idiotic	
 species,	
 but	
 that	
 feeling	
 wasn't	
 nearly	
 as	
 

important	
 as	
 his	
 inability	
 to	
 believe	
 he'd	
 ever	
 hate	
 Castiel.	
 

"It	
 wouldn't	
 be	
 like	
 that,"	
 he	
 denied.	
 "Even	
 if..I	
 mean,	
 if	
 he	
 decided	
 not	
 to	
 love	
 me,	
 I	
 

wouldn't..I'd	
 make	
 sure	
 he	
 was	
 happy	
 as	
 best	
 I	
 could,"	
 Dean	
 struggled	
 to	
 say.	
 He	
 wasn't	
 

good	
 at	
 expounding	
 on	
 issues	
 of	
 the	
 heart,	
 but	
 this	
 was	
 important	
 to	
 him.	
 Dean	
 wanted	
 a	
 

true	
 companion,	
 a	
 friend	
 and	
 lover,	
 but	
 if	
 Castiel	
 couldn't	
 feel	
 that	
 way	
 for	
 him,	
 Dean	
 would	
 

do	
 whatever	
 necessary	
 to	
 make	
 him	
 feel	
 welcome	
 and	
 content.	
 Anything	
 at	
 all.	
 



Even	
 if	
 it	
 meant	
 Castiel	
 sought	
 physical	
 comfort	
 elsewhere.	
 

"Well,	
 he	
 doesn't	
 know	
 that,"	
 Anna	
 said.	
 "And	
 now	
 he's	
 worried	
 your	
 father	
 won't	
 deal	
 with	
 

Michael	
 unless	
 he	
 marries	
 you.	
 He	
 was	
 on	
 his	
 way	
 back	
 to	
 offer	
 himself."	
 



"Out	
 of	
 fear?"	
 Dean	
 asked	
 in	
 alarm.	
 

Anna's	
 expression	
 fell.	
 "I'm	
 afraid	
 that's	
 my	
 fault	
 as	
 well.	
 I	
 didn't	
 know	
 you'd	
 be	
 so	
 nice!"	
 



Dean	
 rolled	
 his	
 eyes.	
 "We'll	
 talk	
 about	
 our	
 mutual	
 distrust	
 of	
 each	
 other	
 later.	
 You	
 know	
 

Castiel	
 best.	
 What	
 should	
 I	
 do?"	
 

"You	
 have	
 to	
 fight	
 for	
 him,"	
 she	
 said	
 in	
 a	
 scolding	
 tone.	
 "You	
 should...hang	
 on,"	
 she interrupted	
 herself.	
 "No,	
 I'm	
 wrong.	
 You	
 have	
 to	
 make	
 him	
 fight	
 for	
 himself."  

A	
 strange	
 wicked	
 smile	
 crossed	
 her	
 lips.	
 

"I	
 have	
 an	
 idea."  

Dean	
 felt	
 certain	
 she	
 couldn't	
 be	
 trusted,	
 but	
 it	
 didn't	
 stop	
 him	
 from	
 guiding	
 them	
 back	
 to the	
 couch.  

"Let	
 me	
 have	
 it."	
 




Castiel	
 trudged	
 along	
 the	
 empty	
 corridors	
 back	
 towards	
 his	
 room.	
 The	
 party	
 had	
 been	
 over  


for	
 nearly	
 two	
 hours	
 now	
 and	
 the	
 only	
 fairies	
 out	
 were	
 the	
 night	
 guard.	
 	
 



And	
 Castiel,	
 of	
 course.	
 He	
 knew	
 he'd	
 regret	
 not	
 sleeping	
 when	
 work	
 started	
 in	
 the	
 morning, but	
 the	
 emotions	
 boiling	
 away	
 inside	
 him	
 were	
 too	
 overwhelming	
 to	
 consider	
 rest.  

Regretting	
 an	
 envoy	
 with	
 hopes	
 of	
 an	
 alliance	
 against	
 the	
 demons	
 was	
 wrong,	
 but	
 part	
 of Castiel	
 wished	
 Dean	
 Winchester and	
 his	
 family	
 had	
 never	
 come	
 to	
 their	
 kingdom.

His	
 life might	
 have	
 been	
 boring	
 and	
 structured,	
 but	
 at	
 least	
 Castiel	
 could	
 have	
 been	
 content.	
 Now happiness	
 seemed	
 so	
 unlikely.  

"Castiel!"	
 His	
 sister's	
 voice	
 echoed	
 through	
 the	
 silent	
 night,	
 thoroughly	
 startling	
 him.	
 

"Castiel,	
 I	
 have	
 news!"	
 



She	
 ran	
 towards	
 him,	
 her	
 red	
 hair	
 rippling	
 around	
 her	
 head	
 like	
 ocean	
 waves.	
 The	
 mention of	
 news	
 made	
 Castiel's	
 wings	
 draw	
 close	
 to	
 his	
 body,	
 but	
 the	
 protection	
 would	
 not	
 be enough.	
 The	
 joy	
 streaming	
 in	
 Anna's	
 bright	
 green	
 eyes	
 could	
 not	
 be	
 denied.	
 Anyone	
 that Dean	
 asked	
 to	
 live	
 with	
 him	
 would	
 feel	
 that	
 kind	
 of	
 elation.

He	
 tried	
 not	
 to	
 let	
 his disappointment	
 show	
 on	
 his	
 face.	
 Losing	
 Anna	
 was	
 another	
 severe	
 blow.  

"News?"	
 he	
 asked	
 blankly.	
 



"Oh	
 yes,"	
 she	
 said,	
 grasping	
 his	
 hands	
 and	
 squeezing	
 them.	
 "Dean	
 Winchester	
 has	
 asked	
 me to	
 be	
 his	
 wife!	
 I	
 said	
 yes,	
 of	
 course.

How	
 could	
 I	
 refuse	
 when	
 I	
 know	
 we	
 need	
 the	
 alliance	
 so badly?	
 But	
 that's	
 not	
 the	
 best	
 news,"	
 she	
 said,	
 her	
 voice	
 fairly	
 trembling	
 with	
 excitement.	
 "I don't	
 want	
 to	
 lose	
 you,	
 so	
 he	
 said	
 you	
 might	
 as	
 well	
 come	
 too!	
 They	
 have	
 accounts	
 too,	
 of course,	
 so	
 you	
 could	
 have	
 your	
 old	
 job	
 and	
 we	
 could	
 stay	
 together."  

Castiel	
 stared	
 at	
 her,	
 horror	
 and	
 a	
 hint	
 of	
 something	
 else	
 thrumming	
 through	
 his	
 veins.  

Might	
 as	
 well?	
 

Might	
 as	
 well? 	
 

"He	
 said	
 what?"	
 Castiel	
 asked	
 in	
 a	
 low	
 dangerous	
 tone.	
 	
 



Anna's	
 eyes	
 lightened	
 and	
 she	
 stepped	
 back,	
 but	
 she	
 didn't	
 seem	
 fearful.	
 In	
 fact,	
 Castiel	
 

couldn't	
 read	
 her	
 expression	
 at	
 all.	
 	
 

"He	
 likes	
 you,	
 Castiel,"	
 she	
 said.	
 "If	
 he	
 can't	
 have	
 you	
 as	
 a	
 lover,	
 he	
 said	
 you	
 might	
 as	
 well	
 

join	
 us	
 as	
 a	
 friend.	
 I'm	
 very	
 excited.	
 You'll	
 be	
 such	
 a	
 wonderful	
 uncle	
 to	
 the	
 children	
 I	
 have	
 

with	
 Dean."	
 



That	
 other	
 emotion	
 exploded	
 through	
 into	
 Castiel's	
 consciousness.	
 

Rage.	
 Red-‐hot	
 and	
 consuming,	
 stealing	
 the	
 sick	
 feeling	
 in	
 his	
 belly	
 and	
 replacing	
 it	
 with	
 an	
 

ice	
 cold	
 knot.    

"Do	
 you	
 want	
 him?"	
 he	
 demanded.	
 "Or	
 are	
 you	
 only	
 marrying	
 him	
 for	
 the	
 alliance?"	
 



"I	
 hardly	
 know	
 him,	
 Castiel,"	
 Anna	
 said	
 airily,	
 seeming	
 unaware	
 of	
 the	
 ire	
 bubbling	
 under	
 

the	
 surface	
 of	
 Castiel's	
 calm.	
 "Of	
 course	
 I	
 don't	
 love	
 him.	
 I	
 might	
 learn	
 to	
 tolerate	
 him,	
 I	
 

suppose.	
 He's	
 not	
 fairy,	
 so	
 it	
 will	
 take	
 longer	
 than	
 it	
 otherwise	
 might,	
 but-‐"	
 

"Stop,"	
 Castiel	
 growled.	
 "Do	
 not...you	
 can't...he	
 is	
 not	
 to	
 be	
  tolerated.	
 He's...that’s..."	
 



In	
 his	
 life,	
 Castiel	
 had	
 never	
 felt	
 too	
 angry	
 to	
 speak.	
 He'd	
 never	
 felt	
 any	
 kind	
 of	
 passion	
 or	
 

ardor.	
 Until	
 Dean	
 Winchester	
 showed	
 up	
 in	
 that	
 ballroom	
 and	
 flashed	
 that	
 godforsaken	
 

grin	
 at	
 him.	
 



"What's	
 wrong?"	
 Anna	
 asked.	
 Later,	
 Castiel	
 would	
 remember	
 how	
 odd	
 her	
 tone	
 sounded,	
 

almost	
 as	
 if	
 laced	
 with	
 amusement,	
 but	
 just	
 then,	
 it	
 didn't	
 matter.	
 Only	
 one	
 thing	
 mattered.	
 



Getting	
 to	
 Dean	
 and	
 fixing	
 this.	
 	
 

"Where	
 is	
 he?"	
 	
 

"Oh,	
 I	
 left	
 him	
 in	
 his	
 rooms.	
 He's..where	
 are	
 you	
 going?"	
 she	
 called	
 after	
 him	
 as	
 Castiel	
 

turned	
 to	
 march	
 back	
 the	
 way	
 he'd	
 come.	
 

"Saving	
 you	
 from	
 toleration."	
 

**********************	
 



When	
 Dean	
 opened	
 the	
 door	
 to	
 a	
 clearly	
 upset	
 Castiel,	
 he	
 could	
 only	
 think	
 one	
 thing.	
 



 Damn,	
 she's	
 good. 	
 

"Castiel?	
 What	
 are	
 you	
 doing	
 here?"	
 

"I	
 realize	
 we	
 don't	
 know	
 each	
 other	
 extremely	
 well,	
 but	
 I	
 can't	
 believe	
 you	
 would	
 do	
 this	
 to	
 

Anna,"	
 Castiel	
 snarled.	
 

Whoa.	
 Dean	
 took	
 an	
 involuntary	
 step	
 back.	
 He	
 knew	
 Anna	
 was	
 going	
 to	
 get	
 Castiel	
 riled	
 up,	
 

but	
 he	
 didn't	
 know	
 he'd	
 have	
 to	
 defend	
 himself	
 from	
 false	
 accusations.	
 Dean	
 assumed	
 

Castiel	
 would	
 make	
 a	
 case	
 for	
 himself.	
 Not	
 glare	
 at	
 Dean	
 as	
 if	
 he	
 were	
 the	
 vilest	
 thing	
 in	
 

creation.	
 He	
 really	
 didn't	
 like	
 that	
 expression	
 aimed	
 at	
 him.	
 

"What	
 was	
 I	
 supposed	
 to	
 do?"	
 he	
 snapped	
 back.	
 "My	
 first	
 choice	
 rejected	
 me	
 and	
 I	
  have	
 to	
 

pick	
 someone.	
 Anna	
 seems	
 like	
 a	
 cool	
 fairy,	
 so	
 yeah,	
 I	
 asked	
 her	
 to	
 marry	
 me."	
 

"Rejected	
 you?"	
 The	
 ice	
 in	
 Castiel's	
 light	
 blue	
 eyes	
 melted	
 slightly,	
 just	
 enough	
 to	
 show	
 

Dean	
 that	
 he	
 was	
 more	
 hurt	
 than	
 angry.	
 It	
 made	
 Dean's	
 stomach	
 ache	
 violently,	
 but	
 if	
 he pushed	
 too	
 soon,	
 he	
 feared	
 Castiel	
 would	
 run	
 again.    

"Yeah,	
 pretty	
 fucking	
 harshly,	
 I	
 might	
 add,"	
 he	
 said	
 because	
 it	
 was	
 true.	
 

"You	
 turned	
 to	
 another	
 in	
 less	
 time	
 than	
 it	
 took	
 me	
 to	
 walk	
 back	
 to	
 my	
 rooms,"	
 Castiel accused.	
 "I	
 cannot	
 imagine	
 your	
 attachment	
 very	
 strong	
 if	
 your	
 preferences	
 change	
 so quickly."  



"Oh	
 man,	
 have	
 you	
 got	
 it	
 all	
 wrong,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 softly,	
 his	
 eyes	
 tracking	
 over	
 Castiel's	
 face.	
 

The	
 color	
 high	
 on	
 his	
 cheeks,	
 the	
 life	
 sparking	
 in	
 his	
 unusual	
 eyes	
 and	
 the	
 little	
 frown	
 Dean	
 

desperately	
 wanted	
 to	
 kiss	
 away.	
 He	
 erased	
 the	
 space	
 between	
 them,	
 noting	
 the	
 flash	
 of	
 

nerves	
 in	
 Castiel's	
 eyes.	
 "I	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 pressure	
 you."	
 



Dean	
 watched	
 Castiel	
 thinking	
 fast.	
 It	
 amused	
 him	
 to	
 no	
 end	
 that	
 he	
 could	
 literally	
 see	
 

Castiel's	
 mind	
 working.	
 He	
 didn't	
 think	
 he'd	
 ever	
 get	
 tired	
 of	
 it.	
 Nor	
 of	
 the	
 way	
 Castiel’s	
 

pupils	
 dilated	
 when	
 Dean	
 took	
 another	
 step	
 closer.	
 	
 



"I	
 don't	
 want	
 you	
 to	
 marry	
 Anna,"	
 Castiel	
 finally	
 said	
 with	
 passion	
 that	
 actually	
 surprised	
 

Dean.	
 

"Because	
 you	
 want	
 her	
 to	
 marry	
 for	
 love..or	
 because	
 you	
 don't	
 want	
 her	
 to	
 marry	
 me?"	
 

Dean	
 asked.	
 His	
 fingers	
 itch	
 to	
 skim	
 along	
 the	
 dark	
 blue	
 wings	
 fluttering	
 on	
 Castiel's	
 back,	
 

but	
 Dean	
 didn't	
 know	
 his	
 level	
 of	
 welcome.	
 Instead,	
 he	
 curled	
 his	
 hand	
 around	
 Castiel's	
 

wrist,	
 just	
 to	
 have	
 some	
 point	
 of	
 contact.	
 

Castiel's	
 throat	
 worked	
 around	
 a	
 deep	
 swallow.	
 



"Both,"	
 he	
 said	
 and	
 then	
 in	
 a	
 breathless	
 rush,	
 added,	
 "But	
 I	
  really	
 don't	
 want	
 her	
 to	
 marry	
 

you."	
 



Dean	
 laughed,	
 only	
 partly	
 from	
 amusement.	
 The	
 tense	
 sadness	
 holding	
 his	
 heart	
 captive	
 

abruptly	
 fell	
 away,	
 leaving	
 him	
 feeling	
 light	
 as	
 air.	
 The	
 loss	
 of	
 a	
 burden	
 Dean	
 now	
 

understood	
 he'd	
 been	
 carrying	
 his	
 whole	
 life	
 stripped	
 him	
 of	
 any	
 inhibitions	
 he'd	
 been	
 

holding	
 and	
 without	
 much	
 thought,	
 he	
 seized	
 Castiel's	
 face	
 in	
 both	
 hands	
 and	
 planted	
 a	
 

quick	
 close-‐mouthed	
 kiss	
 on	
 his	
 lips.	
 

"I	
 don't	
 want	
 to	
 marry	
 her	
 either,"	
 he	
 said,	
 grinning	
 wide.	
 

Castiel	
 looked	
 shocked.	
 A	
 hint	
 of	
 doubt	
 crept	
 into	
 Dean's	
 joy,	
 but	
 he	
 didn't	
 want	
 it.	
 He	
 didn't	
 

want	
 another	
 second	
 of	
 miscommunication.	
 

"I'm	
 sorry	
 I	
 didn't	
 fight	
 harder	
 for	
 you.	
 I	
 thought	
 you	
 truly	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 come	
 with	
 me,"	
 he	
 

said	
 carefully,	
 thumbs	
 stroking	
 Castiel's	
 cheeks.	
 "If	
 that	
 remains	
 true,	
 tell	
 me	
 in	
 no	
 

uncertain	
 terms.	
 Otherwise,	
 I'm	
 telling	
 Michael	
 I	
 choose	
 the	
 accountant	
 Castiel	
 as	
 my	
 

spouse."	
 



"I'm	
 not-‐"	
 

"You	
 are,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 over	
 Castiel's	
 own	
 doubts.	
 Hopefully,	
 he'd	
 have	
 a	
 lifetime	
 to	
 convince	
 

Castiel	
 of	
 his	
 innate	
 worth.	
 If	
 they	
 didn't	
 need	
 an	
 alliance	
 with	
 the	
 fairies,	
 Dean	
 would	
 be	
 

tempted	
 to	
 beat	
 them	
 all	
 senseless	
 for	
 treating	
 Castiel	
 so	
 poorly	
 because	
 of	
 his	
 differences.	
 

Any	
 human	
 found	
 doing	
 the	
 same	
 would	
 find	
 their	
 life	
 extremely	
 difficult,	
 he	
 silently	
 vowed.	
 

Castiel	
 chuckled	
 lightly.	
 



"I	
 was	
 going	
 to	
 say,	
 I'm	
 not	
 sure	
 how	
 well	
 I'd	
 fit	
 in	
 with	
 your	
 kinsmen,"	
 he	
 said,	
 gripping	
 

Dean's	
 hands	
 where	
 they	
 still	
 lay	
 pressed	
 against	
 his	
 cheeks.	
 "But	
 I'd	
 like	
 to	
 try."	
 

"Oh."	
 Dean	
 gave	
 him	
 a	
 chagrinned	
 smile.	
 "You'll	
 have	
 to	
 get	
 used	
 to	
 me	
 jumping	
 to	
 

conclusions.	
 In	
 fact,	
 come	
 to	
 think	
 of	
 it,	
 with	
 your	
 caution	
 and	
 my	
 recklessness,	
 we	
 might	
 

manage	
 to	
 keep	
 my	
 kingdom	
 both	
 productive	
 and	
 intact."	
 



That	
 shocked	
 daze	
 stole	
 into	
 Castiel's	
 features	
 again,	
 but	
 before	
 he	
 could	
 lose	
 himself	
 

worrying	
 about	
 marrying	
 a	
 foreign	
 royal,	
 Dean	
 kissed	
 him	
 again.	
 He	
 meant	
 to	
 pull	
 away	
 

again	
 swiftly	
 to	
 discuss	
 details.	
 How	
 long	
 they'd	
 stay	
 in	
 the	
 fairy	
 lands,	
 whether	
 Anna	
 

should	
 join	
 them,	
 how	
 to	
 announce	
 the	
 decision	
 to	
 the	
 kingdom.	
 But	
 the	
 moment	
 Dean's	
 

lips	
 touched	
 Castiel's,	
 he	
 found	
 he	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 stop.	
 Castiel's	
 arms	
 circled	
 his	
 waist,	
 

tugging	
 him	
 closer	
 and	
 when	
 he	
 moaned	
 softly,	
 Dean	
 thought	
 perhaps	
 he'd	
 never	
 want	
 to	
 

stop.	
 



They	
 could	
 tell	
 everyone	
 later,	
 he	
 decided.	
 



**********************	
 	
 

They	
 ended	
 up	
 laying	
 side	
 by	
 side	
 on	
 a	
 wide	
 couch	
 made	
 from	
 a	
 kind	
 of	
 soft	
 wood	
 Dean	
 had	
 

never	
 before	
 encountered.	
 It	
 was	
 too	
 soon	
 to	
 do	
 much	
 more	
 than	
 exchange	
 kisses	
 and	
 

begin	
 to	
 learn	
 the	
 shape	
 of	
 Castiel's	
 body	
 under	
 his	
 hands,	
 but	
 Dean	
 thought	
 they'd	
 earned	
 

a	
 bit	
 of	
 intimacy	
 before	
 announcing	
 the	
 engagement.	
 A	
 quiet	
 secret	
 moment	
 just	
 for	
 them.	
 

"Have	
 you	
 ever	
 kissed	
 before?"	
 Dean	
 asked,	
 his	
 eyes	
 fixed	
 on	
 Castiel's	
 kiss-‐swollen	
 lips.	
 



"Once,"	
 he	
 said.	
 "When	
 I	
 was	
 quite	
 young.	
 A	
 fairy	
 named	
 Janiel	
 wanted	
 to	
 practice	
 on	
 me."	
 



Dean	
 snorted.	
 



"And	
 how	
 did	
 you	
 like	
 it?"	
 

Castiel's	
 lip	
 curled	
 slightly.	
 



"I	
 didn't	
 care	
 for	
 it.	
 It	
 was	
 overly	
 wet.	
 To	
 be	
 honest,	
 I	
 had	
 thought	
 to	
 remain	
 unmarried,"	
 he	
 

confessed,	
 apparently	
 without	
 any	
 embarrassment.	
 Dean	
 liked	
 that	
 about	
 him.	
 Castiel	
 may	
 

have	
 been	
 made	
 to	
 feel	
 worthless,	
 but	
 he	
 never	
 tried	
 to	
 change	
 himself	
 to	
 suit	
 others.	
 




Dean	
 swept	
 a	
 hand	
 from	
 Castiel's	
 shoulder	
 down	
 to	
 his	
 hip	
 and	
 leaned	
 in	
 for	
 a	
 short	
 light	
 

kiss.	
 	
 

"That	
 would	
 have	
 been	
 a	
 waste."	
 



"I	
 believe	
 I	
 would	
 have	
 been	
 somewhat	
 content,"	
 Castiel	
 countered,	
 but	
 with	
 a	
 smile.	
 



"Sounds	
 awesome,"	
 Dean	
 deadpanned.	
 

"No	
 one	
 here	
 appealed	
 to	
 me	
 like	
 that,"	
 he	
 said,	
 one	
 hand	
 sneaking	
 shyly	
 over	
 Dean's	
 waist.	
 

"There	
 wasn't	
 anyone	
 I	
 wanted	
 touching	
 my	
 wings."	
 



A	
 sudden	
 and	
 surprising	
 jolt	
 of	
 excitement	
 shot	
 up	
 Dean's	
 spine.	
 Now	
 that	
 they	
 were	
 

engaged,	
 he	
 wondered	
 if	
 he	
 were	
 allowed	
 to	
 touch	
 Castiel's	
 wings.	
 They	
 fascinated	
 Dean.	
 

They	
 shimmered	
 and	
 moved	
 with	
 lightness	
 typical	
 of	
 fairy	
 wings,	
 but	
 were	
 a	
 dark	
 midnight	
 

blue	
 and	
 unlike	
 his	
 brethren's	
 wings,	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 see	
 through	
 them.	
 He	
 wanted	
 to	
 know	
 

how	
 they	
 felt	
 under	
 his	
 fingertips,	
 from	
 the	
 sharp	
 tips	
 to	
 the	
 flowing	
 edges	
 that	
 trailed	
 the	
 

ground.	
 

"Is	
 that	
 a	
 fairy	
 thing?	
 Wing	
 touching?"	
 



Castiel	
 blushed,	
 but	
 kept	
 his	
 tone	
 normal	
 as	
 he	
 answered.	
 "It's	
 a	
 sign	
 of	
 courtship	
 and	
 

intimacy	
 when	
 one	
 fairy	
 openly	
 touches	
 another's	
 wings.	
 We	
 don't	
 exchange	
 jewelry	
 as	
 in	
 

the	
 human	
 world.	
 That	
 is	
 our	
 symbol."	
 



"Oh,	
 well,	
 that	
 makes	
 sense,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 uncertain	
 why	
 Castiel	
 would	
 find	
 that	
 

embarrassing.	
 "You	
 might	
 have	
 to	
 wear	
 a	
 marriage	
 bracelet	
 back	
 home	
 though,	
 so	
 people	
 

will	
 understand	
 your	
 status.	
 I	
 mean,	
 I'd	
 wear	
 one	
 too.	
 That	
 you	
 designed,	
 of	
 course	
 and-‐"	
 



"That's	
 fine,"	
 Castiel	
 jumped	
 in,	
 thankfully	
 cutting	
 off	
 Dean's	
 rambling.	
 "I	
 like	
 that	
 custom."	
 



"Oh.	
 Good.	
 Sorry,	
 you	
 just	
 seemed	
 weird	
 about	
 the	
 wing	
 thing.."	
 



Castiel's	
 blush	
 deepened.	
 

"What?	
 What	
 is	
 it?"	
 Dean	
 asked.	
 

"The	
 reason	
 it's	
 a	
 symbol.	
 Because..ah,	
 well..it	
 implies	
 sexual	
 intimacy,"	
 Castiel	
 said.	
 



Another	
 hard	
 pulse	
 of	
 excitement.	
 



"Yeah?"	
 

"Um,	
 yes.	
 You	
 see,	
 the	
 wings	
 are	
 sensitive	
 to	
 intimate	
 touching,	
 so..so	
 if	
 your	
 lover	
 were	
 to	
 

touch...o-‐or	
 kiss	
 them,	
 that	
 would..it	
 would,	
 um.."  

That	
 was	
 when	
 Dean	
 finally	
 noticed	
 Castiel	
 squirming	
 slightly.	
 A	
 quick	
 check	
 showed	
 Dean	
 

blown	
 pupils,	
 flushed	
 skin	
 and	
 short	
 huffed	
 breaths.	
 

"Oh,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 softly.	
 	
 



Castiel	
 was	
 aroused	
 just	
 from	
 talking	
 about	
 it.	
 



"Um,	
 do	
 you..D'you	
 want	
 me	
 to..?"	
 

He	
 gestured	
 towards	
 the	
 wings	
 now	
 thrashing	
 against	
 Castiel's	
 back,	
 but	
 Castiel	
 shook	
 his	
 

head.	
 Disappointment	
 caught	
 at	
 Dean,	
 but	
 he	
 squashed	
 it	
 down.	
 After	
 all,	
 he'd	
 already	
 told	
 

himself	
 it	
 was	
 too	
 soon.	
 	
 



"No,	
 everyone	
 would	
 sense	
 the	
 change	
 in	
 me.	
 I	
 don't	
 want	
 King	
 Michael	
 to	
 think	
 less	
 of	
 you	
 

if	
 you	
 took	
 me	
 before	
 even	
 announcing	
 the	
 engagement."	
 



Blood	
 thundered	
 in	
 Dean's	
 ears.	
 



 Took	
 me. 	
 



He	
 very	
 much	
 doubted	
 John	
 would	
 care	
 one	
 way	
 or	
 another	
 if	
 Dean	
 spent	
 all	
 night	
 doing	
 

just	
 that	
 and	
  god	
 did	
 he	
 ever	
 want	
 to,	
 but	
 it	
 wasn't	
 worth	
 embarrassing	
 Castiel	
 or	
 angering	
 

Michael.	
 Dean	
 could	
 be	
 patient.	
 

He	
 could.	
 



"Maybe	
 you	
 should	
 return	
 to	
 your	
 quarters,"	
 Dean	
 suggested	
 reluctantly.	
 



Castiel	
 moved	
 in	
 one	
 long	
 fluid	
 motion	
 against	
 Dean's	
 body,	
 swallowing	
 down	
 a	
 low	
 groan	
 

that	
 nearly	
 broke	
 Dean's	
 resolve.	
 



"Maybe	
 we	
 should	
 be	
 married	
 as	
 soon	
 as	
 possible."	
 



Dean	
 grinned,	
 wide	
 and	
 pleased.	
 

"I'm	
 not	
 busy	
 tomorrow."	
 

Castiel	
 clutched	
 at	
 his	
 hips	
 and	
 surged	
 up	
 into	
 a	
 long	
 deep	
 kiss.	
 



"Then	
 it's	
 settled,"	
 Castiel	
 said,	
 climbing	
 off	
 the	
 couch	
 as	
 he	
 spoke	
 and	
 walking	
 quickly	
 

backwards	
 toward	
 the	
 door,	
 as	
 if	
 he	
 needed	
 to	
 be	
 away	
 fast	
 or	
 he	
 wouldn't	
 be	
 away	
 at	
 all.    

"Tomorrow."	
 



He	
 was	
 gone	
 before	
 Dean	
 could	
 get	
 a	
 word	
 out.    

But	
 no	
 matter.	
 Tomorrow,	
 they	
 would	
 marry	
 and	
 Dean	
 could	
 have	
 as	
 much	
 as	
 Castiel	
 as	
 he	
 

wanted,	
 for	
 as	
 long	
 as	
 he	
 wanted.	
 	
 

**********************	
 



By	
 the	
 time	
 Castiel	
 returned	
 to	
 his	
 apartment,	
 the	
 pleasure	
 and	
 anticipation	
 he	
 felt	
 over	
 the	
 

coming	
 days	
 had	
 turned	
 to	
 deep	
 anxiety.	
 Not	
 over	
 whether	
 he'd	
 made	
 the	
 right	
 choice.	
 

Castiel	
 knew	
 he	
 had	
 a	
 lot	
 to	
 learn	
 about	
 humans	
 and	
 about	
 Dean,	
 but	
 if	
 any	
 fairy	
 and	
 human	
 

were	
 going	
 to	
 marry,	
 he	
 felt	
 it	
 best	
 that	
 the	
 two	
 at	
 least	
 felt	
 drawn	
 to	
 each	
 other.	
 He	
 felt	
 

much	
 more	
 at	
 ease	
 with	
 his	
 decision	
 now	
 that	
 he	
 trusted	
 Dean	
 would	
 ensure	
 his	
 comfort	
 

and	
 welcome	
 in	
 the	
 human	
 kingdom,	
 no	
 matter	
 what	
 happened	
 between	
 them	
 romantically.	
 



But	
 ever	
 since	
 Dean	
 stepped	
 in	
 close	
 to	
 him	
 and	
 pressed	
 his	
 lips	
 to	
 Castiel's	
 mouth,	
 he'd	
 

absolutely	
 forgotten	
 about	
 anything	
 else.	
 	
 



Including	
 the	
 fact	
 that	
 Anna	
 had	
 already	
 agreed	
 to	
 be	
 Dean's	
 bride.	
 

So	
 of	
 course,	
 Anna	
 had	
 stayed	
 in	
 his	
 apartment	
 to	
 wait	
 for	
 him.	
 

"Castiel!"	
 Her	
 expectant	
 expression	
 stole	
 the	
 excuses	
 off	
 Castiel's	
 tongue.	
 "What	
 

happened?"	
 

Suspicion	
 grew	
 in	
 his	
 mind.	
 She	
 didn't	
 look	
 upset.	
 Instead,	
 she	
 only	
 looked	
 wildly	
 curious	
 

and..amused?	
 



He	
 frowned.	
 "You	
 wanted	
 me	
 to	
 go	
 to	
 him,"	
 he	
 accused.	
 

Her	
 light	
 bell	
 tone	
 laughter	
 echoed	
 through	
 the	
 room	
 and	
 Castiel	
 knew	
 he'd	
 been	
 tricked.	
 

He	
 should	
 have	
 known.	
 Anna	
 had	
 always	
 employed	
 tricks	
 to	
 get	
 her	
 way	
 and	
 Castiel	
 

oftentimes	
 fell	
 for	
 them.	
 Usually,	
 he	
 ended	
 up	
 feeling	
 annoyed	
 or	
 foolish.	
 But	
 this	
 time,	
 he	
 

might	
 be	
 inclined	
 to	
 forgive	
 her.	
 

Not	
 that	
 he'd	
 tell	
 her	
 that	
 right	
 away.	
 



"You	
 lied	
 to	
 me."	
 



She	
 shrugged.	
 



"I	
 didn't	
 actually.	
 Dean	
 really	
 was	
 going	
 to	
 ask	
 me	
 next,	
 but	
 only	
 because	
 it	
 was	
 his	
 duty.	
 I	
 

knew	
 he	
 preferred	
 you	
 and	
 I	
 wasn't	
 about	
 to	
 sacrifice	
 my	
 own	
 happiness	
 when	
 you	
 

obviously	
 wanted	
 each	
 other,"	
 she	
 said	
 dismissively.	
 "I'm	
 not	
 a	
 fool."	
 



"And	
 I	
 am?"	
 Castiel	
 asked.	
 



"Oh	
 yes,"	
 she	
 said	
 fervently.	
 "I	
 take	
 it	
 everything	
 is	
 now	
 settled?"	
 She	
 eyed	
 him	
 more	
 closely, a  smile	
 twitching	
 on	
 her	
 lips.	
 "You	
 look	
 flushed.	
 What	
 happened?"  

"He	
 asked	
 me	
 to	
 marry	
 him,"	
 Castiel	
 said,	
 determined	
 not	
 to	
 blush	
 as	
 hard	
 as	
 he	
 did	
 in	
 front	
 

of	
 Dean.	
 "I	
 said	
 yes,	
 of	
 course.	
 We	
 decided	
 to	
 do	
 it	
 quickly.	
 The	
 alliance	
 needs	
 to	
 go	
 ahead	
 

and	
 I	
 don't	
 imagine	
 the	
 humans	
 will	
 stay	
 here	
 for	
 long."	
 



"Oh,	
 so	
 it's	
 in	
 the	
 interest	
 of	
 the	
 alliance?"	
 she	
 asked	
 teasingly.	
 



"Of	
 course,"	
 Castiel	
 snapped,	
 embarrassed	
 by	
 how	
 transparent	
 he	
 must	
 be.	
 His	
 wings	
 

shuddered	
 in	
 long	
 rolling	
 trembles	
 that	
 started	
 at	
 the	
 tips	
 and	
 flowed	
 on	
 down	
 to	
 the	
 ends	
 

at	
 the	
 back	
 of	
 his	
 feet.	
 Castiel	
 wished	
 he	
 could	
 control	
 them,	
 but	
 the	
 way	
 Dean	
 made	
 him	
 

feel	
 was	
 impossible	
 to	
 repress.	
 Even	
 now,	
 turning	
 his	
 mind	
 back	
 to	
 their	
 conversation,	
 to	
 

the	
 thought	
 of	
 Dean's	
 warm	
 rough	
 hands	
 sweeping	
 over	
 the	
 sensitive	
 flesh	
 of	
 his	
 dark	
 blue	
 

wings	
 took	
 Castiel's	
 breath	
 away	
 and	
 made	
 his	
 body	
 ache	
 with	
 want.	
 

"Well,	
 something	
 must	
 have	
 happened,"	
 Anna	
 said.	
 



"He	
 kissed	
 me,"	
 Castiel	
 confessed.	
 



"I	
 see,"	
 she	
 said	
 with	
 a	
 delighted	
 grin.	
 "And	
 how	
 did	
 that	
 go?"	
 



"It	
 was	
 pleasant,"	
 he	
 allowed	
 because	
 any	
 real	
 description	
 of	
 the	
 vibrant	
 arousal	
 that	
 

coursed	
 through	
 his	
 veins	
 when	
 Dean's	
 mouth	
 opened	
 under	
 his	
 would	
 compound	
 Castiel's	
 

embarrassment.	
 "Then	
 we	
 discussed	
 wing-‐touching."	
 

"Oh,	
 well	
 then.	
 Dirty	
 talking	
 already,	
 brother?"	
 	
 



Castiel	
 glowered	
 at	
 her.	
 



"It	
 wasn't	
 like	
 that.	
 Dean	
 wasn't	
 aware	
 of	
 that	
 element	
 of	
 fairy	
 sexuality.	
 I	
 only	
 described	
 it	
 

to	
 him.	
 Nothing	
 else	
 happened,"	
 he	
 assured	
 her,	
 but	
 judging	
 by	
 her	
 gleeful	
 expression,	
 Anna	
 

would	
 have	
 preferred	
 to	
 hear	
 details	
 of	
 a	
 full-‐on	
 sexual	
 encounter.	
 

"Look	
 at	
 you,"	
 she	
 crowed.	
 "I've	
 never	
 seen	
 you	
 this	
 red	
 in	
 my	
 life	
 and	
 just	
 from	
 talking.	
 Do	
 

you	
 even	
 touch	
 your	
 own	
 wings	
 in	
 private?"	
 

Horrified	
 shock	
 stiffened	
 Castiel's	
 spine.	
 "Anna,"	
 he	
 hissed.	
 "I	
 am	
  not	
 discussing	
 this	
 with	
 

you."	
 



She	
 laughed	
 again,	
 this	
 time	
 deeper	
 in	
 her	
 throat,	
 telling	
 of	
 her	
 true	
 and	
 vast	
 amusement.	
 

Castiel	
 felt	
 sure	
 he	
 was	
 red	
 as	
 a	
 cherry	
 now.	
 It	
 wasn't	
 as	
 if	
 he	
 was	
 naive	
 about	
 sexual	
 

practices,	
 but	
 the	
 last	
 thing	
 he	
 wanted	
 to	
 do	
 was	
 tell	
 Anna	
 about	
 his	
 private	
 sexual	
 habits.	
 	
 



Although	
 he	
 wondered	
 why	
 she	
 would	
 ever	
 think	
 he	
  didn't	
 touch	
 his	
 wings	
 in	
 private.	
 He'd	
 

been	
 working	
 under	
 the	
 assumption	
 he	
 was	
 the	
 only	
 fairy	
 interested	
 in	
 doing	
 so.	
 




"You	
 better	
 get	
 used	
 to	
 frank	
 discussions	
 on	
 the	
 matter,"	
 she	
 said,	
 tossing	
 her	
 long	
 hair	
 

over	
 one	
 shoulder.	
 "I've	
 heard	
 that	
 humans	
 are	
 insatiable	
 lovers.	
 Dean	
 will	
 probably	
 want	
 

to	
 mate	
 every	
 night.	
 Maybe	
 more	
 than	
 once."	
 

Castiel	
 raised	
 an	
 eyebrow	
 at	
 that.	
 Fairies	
 had	
 somewhat	
 more	
 sedate	
 mating	
 schedules.	
 But	
 

he	
 thought	
 that	
 level	
 of	
 frequency	
 didn't	
 sound	
 so	
 negative.	
 	
 

Still,	
 he	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 talk	
 about	
 Dean	
 like	
 that	
 with	
 her.	
 Or	
 anyone	
 else	
 for	
 that	
 matter.	
 



"You	
 let	
 me	
 handle	
 Dean's	
 sexual	
 practices.	
 I	
 wish	
 to	
 discuss	
 another	
 matter	
 with	
 you,"	
 

Castiel	
 said	
 firmly.	
 When	
 Anna	
 opened	
 her	
 mouth,	
 a	
 sparkle	
 of	
 humor	
 in	
 her	
 eye,	
 he	
 let	
 his	
 

expression	
 darken.	
 



"Oh,	
 very	
 well.	
 What	
 is	
 it?"	
 

Thankful	
 for	
 her	
 acquiescence,	
 Castiel	
 nodded	
 before	
 gathering	
 his	
 courage.	
 This	
 topic	
 

would	
 not	
 be	
 easy	
 for	
 either	
 of	
 them,	
 but	
 Castiel	
 had	
 to	
 at	
 least	
 try.	
 

"Before,	
 when	
 you	
 pretended	
 to	
 be	
 engaged	
 to	
 Dean,	
 you	
 said	
 you	
 wanted	
 me	
 there	
 with	
 

you,"	
 he	
 said	
 and	
 suddenly,	
 he	
 couldn't	
 look	
 at	
 Anna's	
 face.	
 Instead,	
 he	
 kept	
 his	
 eyes	
 on	
 his	
 

hands	
 twisting	
 in	
 his	
 lap.	
 "Did	
 you	
 mean	
 it?	
 That	
 you	
 wanted	
 to	
 stay	
 together,	
 even	
 if	
 we	
 

both	
 had	
 to	
 leave?"	
 

A	
 long	
 silence	
 met	
 his	
 questions.	
 

"Anna,"	
 he	
 said	
 softly.	
 



"I	
 can't	
 leave	
 here,"	
 she	
 said,	
 sorrow	
 lacing	
 her	
 tone.	
 "Castiel,	
 I'm	
 not	
 even	
 mated	
 yet.	
 I	
 

know	
 I've	
 been	
 teasing	
 you	
 about	
 humans,	
 but	
 I	
 truly	
 don't	
 wish	
 to	
 join	
 with	
 one.	
 You..you	
 

can	
 understand	
 that,	
 surely?"	
 	
 

He	
 chanced	
 lifting	
 his	
 eyes	
 to	
 her	
 face.	
 True	
 regret	
 shone	
 in	
 her	
 brilliant	
 green	
 eyes	
 and	
 

even	
 a	
 hint	
 of	
 wetness.	
 Castiel	
 swallowed	
 hard.	
 He	
 did	
 understand.	
 Just	
 as	
 he	
 couldn't	
 let	
 

Dean	
 leave	
 without	
 him,	
 Anna	
 shouldn't	
 be	
 forced	
 away	
 from	
 her	
 home	
 without	
 the	
 chance	
 

of	
 finding	
 love.	
 He	
 reached	
 to	
 grasp	
 one	
 of	
 her	
 hands	
 between	
 both	
 of	
 his.	
 

"I	
 do,"	
 he	
 struggled	
 to	
 say.	
 "Yes,	
 I	
 do	
 understand.	
 Do..will	
 you	
 think	
 of	
 coming	
 to	
 stay	
 later?	
 

After	
 you	
 marry?"	
 



She	
 squeezed	
 his	
 hands	
 and	
 pulled	
 him	
 into	
 a	
 tight	
 hug.	
 

"Oh,	
 of	
 course	
 I	
 will,	
 brother.	
 It	
 won't	
 be	
 long	
 before	
 I	
 marry,"	
 she	
 said	
 with	
 a	
 watery	
 laugh.	
 

"I	
 am	
 quite	
 beautiful,	
 you	
 know."	
 

Castiel	
 joined	
 her	
 in	
 laughing,	
 relieved	
 to	
 break	
 the	
 tension	
 with	
 humor.	
 Anna	
 might	
 be	
 

kidding	
 him,	
 but	
 what	
 she	
 said	
 was	
 nothing	
 less	
 than	
 the	
 truth.	
 She	
  was	
 beautiful.	
 Already, she'd	
 been	
 approached	
 by	
 a	
 number	
 of	
 eager	
 suitors.	
 Sooner	
 or	
 later,	
 one	
 would	
 please	
 her as	
 much	
 as	
 she	
 pleased	
 them.  



"I	
 find	
 it	
 hard	
 to	
 believe	
 I'm	
 marrying	
 before	
 you,"	
 Castiel	
 said	
 once	
 they	
 pulled	
 out	
 of	
 the	
 

embrace.	
 



"I'm	
 not,"	
 Anna	
 said	
 decidedly.	
 "Castiel,	
 you've	
 never	
 been	
 anything	
 like	
 what	
 people	
 

expected.	
 I'm	
 just	
 surprised	
 it	
 took	
 this	
 long	
 for	
 a	
 big	
 strapping	
 human	
 to	
 come	
 steal	
 you	
 

from	
 us."	
 

"I'll	
 miss	
 you,"	
 he	
 said,	
 sudden	
 and	
 very	
 strong	
 melancholy	
 settling	
 heavy	
 in	
 his	
 chest.	
 

"You	
 won't	
 have	
 time	
 to	
 miss	
 me,"	
 Anna	
 said	
 with	
 a	
 fond	
 smile	
 that	
 quickly	
 turned	
 teasing.	
 

"All	
 that	
 mating	
 will	
 dull	
 your	
 mind."	
 

"Then	
 I	
 won't	
 be	
 required	
 to	
 write	
 to	
 you?"	
 



She	
 shoved	
 at	
 him	
 playfully.	
 



"You	
 had	
 better	
 write!"	
 



Castiel	
 caught	
 her	
 in	
 another	
 long	
 tight	
 hug.	
 

"I	
 will,	
 sister,"	
 he	
 said	
 quietly.	
 "I	
 promise."	
 

**********************	
 	
 



Dean	
 practically	
 floated	
 back	
 to	
 the	
 rooms	
 he	
 shared	
 with	
 Sam.	
 It	
 would	
 be	
 difficult	
 

sleeping	
 that	
 night	
 when	
 all	
 Dean	
 could	
 think	
 of	
 was	
 pressing	
 Castiel	
 down	
 onto	
 his	
 bed	
 

and	
 kissing	
 him	
 breathless.	
 Turning	
 him	
 onto	
 his	
 stomach	
 so	
 Dean	
 could	
 thoroughly	
 

explore	
 those	
 gorgeous	
 wings.	
 Kissing	
 and	
 licking	
 along	
 that	
 sensitive	
 flesh	
 as	
 he	
 thrust	
 

hard	
 inside	
 Castiel's	
 welcoming	
 body.	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 begin	
 to	
 imagine	
 how	
 crazy	
 it	
 would	
 

drive	
 Castiel	
 if	
 only	
 the	
 mere	
 thought	
 of	
 it	
 sent	
 him	
 running	
 from	
 Dean's	
 arms.	
 



And	
 he	
 couldn't	
 wait	
 to	
 find	
 out.	
 

Predictably,	
 Sam	
 was	
 still	
 up,	
 his	
 long	
 legs	
 curled	
 under	
 him	
 on	
 a	
 short	
 chair	
 and	
 his	
 nose	
 

pressed	
 in	
 a	
 thick	
 fairy	
 volume.	
 Probably	
 a	
 stuffy	
 history,	
 knowing	
 his	
 brother.	
 



"Always	
 the	
 student,	
 hey,	
 Sam?"	
 

Sam's	
 dark	
 head	
 popped	
 up	
 from	
 the	
 book.	
 Surprise	
 blasted	
 across	
 his	
 face.	
 



"Dean!	
 You	
 were	
 gone	
 longer	
 than	
 I	
 thought	
 you'd	
 be.	
 What	
 happened?"	
 He	
 peered	
 closely	
 

at	
 Dean.	
 "You	
 look	
 much	
 happier	
 than	
 you	
 did	
 the	
 last	
 time	
 I	
 saw	
 you."	
 




Dean	
 threw	
 himself	
 onto	
 a	
 couch	
 that	
 matched	
 the	
 one	
 on	
 which	
 he'd	
 held	
 Castiel.	
 They	
 

really	
 were	
 comfortable.	
 He'd	
 have	
 to	
 have	
 some	
 sent	
 back	
 home	
 for	
 Castiel.	
 In	
 fact,	
 he'd	
 

have	
 to	
 send	
 home	
 many	
 fairy-‐made	
 items.	
 Anything	
 to	
 make	
 sure	
 Castiel	
 felt	
 comfortable.	
 

"Fortune	
 favors	
 the	
 foolish,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 crossing	
 his	
 ankles	
 and	
 leaning	
 his	
 head	
 on	
 clasped	
 

hands.	
 

"Excuse	
 me?"	
 



"Castiel	
 came	
 back	
 to	
 me,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 shutting	
 his	
 eyes	
 so	
 Sam	
 wouldn't	
 see	
 how	
 deeply	
 this	
 

turn	
 of	
 events	
 truly	
 affected	
 him.	
 "We're	
 getting	
 married	
 tomorrow."	
 

"Tomorrow?"	
 Sam	
 squawked.	
 He	
 tossed	
 the	
 book	
 aside	
 and	
 leaned	
 forward	
 eagerly.	
 "So	
 

soon?	
 What	
 happened?"	
 

Dean	
 explained	
 the	
 plan	
 Anna	
 had	
 hatched	
 and	
 carried	
 out	
 to	
 make	
 Castiel	
 understand	
 

what	
 he'd	
 thrown	
 away.	
 He	
 left	
 out	
 the	
 part	
 about	
 being	
 terrified	
 it	
 wouldn't	
 work,	
 but	
 Sam	
 

probably	
 picked	
 up	
 on	
 it	
 anyway.	
 His	
 brother	
 knew	
 him	
 so	
 well.	
 



He	
 proved	
 that	
 by	
 giving	
 Dean	
 a	
 wide	
 genuine	
 smile	
 and	
 saying,	
 "I'm	
 so	
 pleased	
 it	
 worked	
 

out	
 that	
 way.	
 I	
 wasn't	
 looking	
 forward	
 to	
 a	
 lifetime	
 of	
 moping."	
 



"Oh	
 shut	
 up,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 without	
 any	
 heat.	
 



"Dad's	
 going	
 to	
 be	
 relieved.	
 He's	
 still	
 speaking	
 with	
 King	
 Michael.	
 Their	
 plans	
 can	
 move	
 

forward	
 now.	
 I	
 take	
 it	
 that's	
 why	
 you	
 don't	
 want	
 to	
 wait	
 a	
 few	
 weeks	
 to	
 marry,"	
 Sam	
 said	
 

thoughtfully.	
 

"We	
 don't	
 have	
 a	
 few	
 weeks,	
 Sam.	
 Those	
 fairy	
 units	
 need	
 to	
 deploy	
 to	
 the	
 borders	
 as	
 soon	
 

as	
 possible,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 once	
 more	
 shutting	
 his	
 eyes,	
 this	
 time	
 against	
 the	
 reality	
 of	
 their	
 

situation.	
 



"But	
 no,	
 that's	
 not	
 the	
 reason,"	
 he	
 said,	
 smiling	
 in	
 memory.	
 "Castiel	
 won't	
 let	
 me	
 fuck	
 him	
 

until	
 after	
 we're	
 married."	
 



Sam	
 snorted.	
 "Well,	
 good	
 for	
 him.	
 Making	
 you	
 work	
 for	
 it."	
 



"Like	
 hell!	
 You	
 should	
 have	
 seen	
 him,	
 Sammy.	
 Fairies	
 got	
 this	
 thing	
 about	
 their	
 wings.	
 I	
 

swear,	
 I	
 nearly	
 had	
 him	
 on	
 that	
 couch.	
 Come	
 to	
 think	
 of	
 it,	
 I'm	
 glad	
 you	
 weren't	
 there.	
 I'd	
 

have	
 to	
 punch	
 anyone	
 who	
 saw	
 him	
 like	
 that,"	
 Dean	
 decided.	
 

"Are	
 fairies	
 very	
 sexual	
 creatures?"	
 Sam	
 asked	
 in	
 surprise.	
 



Dean	
 shrugged.	
 "Looks	
 like	
 it.	
 I	
 think	
 I	
 might	
 have	
 my	
 hands	
 full	
 keeping	
 him	
 happy.	
 Not	
 

that	
 I	
 mind."	
 




"No,	
 of	
 course	
 not,"	
 Sam	
 said,	
 rolling	
 his	
 eyes.	
 "I	
 hope	
 you	
 like	
 him	
 for	
 more	
 than	
 that."	
 

Dean	
 scowled.	
 

"Of	
 course	
 I	
 do,"	
 he	
 said.	
 "He's...I	
 don't	
 know.	
 He's..."	
 



"If	
 you	
 can't	
 even	
 put	
 a	
 name	
 to	
 it,	
 I'm	
 sure	
 it's	
 special,"	
 Sam	
 interrupted,	
 saving	
 Dean	
 from	
 

himself.	
 "I'm	
 really	
 happy	
 for	
 you."	
 



"Yeah,	
 well.	
 You	
 better	
 get	
 some	
 rest.	
 Tomorrow's	
 going	
 to	
 be	
 a	
 long	
 day,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 He	
 

fidgeted	
 with	
 his	
 shirt	
 and	
 refused	
 to	
 meet	
 Sam's	
 eyes.	
 Discussing	
 matters	
 of	
 the	
 heart	
 

discomforted	
 him.	
 It	
 would	
 be	
 a	
 trial	
 revealing	
 his	
 desires	
 in	
 front	
 of	
 the	
 entire	
 fairy	
 court,	
 

but	
 he'd	
 do	
 it	
 for	
 Castiel's	
 sake.	
 



"Alright.	
 Aren't	
 you	
 going	
 to	
 sleep	
 too?"	
 he	
 asked.	
 



"Nah,	
 I	
 want	
 to	
 think	
 about	
 all	
 this.	
 I've	
 got	
 a	
 marriage	
 bracelet	
 to	
 design,	
 you	
 know."	
 

"Okay."	
 

Sam	
 gathered	
 his	
 book	
 and	
 started	
 towards	
 his	
 sleep	
 chamber,	
 pausing	
 at	
 the	
 door	
 to	
 look	
 

back	
 at	
 Dean.	
 

"I	
 really	
 am	
 glad	
 you	
 didn't	
 get	
 stuck	
 with	
 someone	
 you	
 don't	
 like,"	
 he	
 said,	
 an	
 echo	
 of	
 his	
 

old	
 guilt	
 etching	
 in	
 his	
 features.	
 



"Yeah."	
 

"Also,	
 don't	
 forget	
 that	
 Dad's	
 not	
 back	
 yet.	
 I	
 don't	
 think	
 you	
 want	
 him	
 walking	
 in	
 on	
 you	
 

thinking	
 about	
 Castiel's	
 wings	
 and	
 touching	
 yourself."	
 

"Go	
 to	
 bed,"	
 Dean	
 ordered,	
 annoyed	
 and	
 embarrassed	
 at	
 how	
 well	
 Sam	
 really	
 did	
 know	
 him.	
 

He	
 had	
 forgotten	
 about	
 John	
 still	
 being	
 out.	
 Sam	
 snorted	
 with	
 laughter	
 and	
 left	
 Dean	
 to	
 

fume	
 until	
 he	
 felt	
 a	
 respectable	
 amount	
 of	
 time	
 had	
 passed	
 before	
 slipping	
 into	
 the	
 privacy	
 

of	
 his	
 own	
 sleep	
 chamber.	
 



He	
 dreamed	
 about	
 a	
 slight	
 smile	
 and	
 shimmering	
 blue	
 wings	
 and	
 a	
 gruff	
 voice	
 whispering	
 

love	
 into	
 his	
 ears.	
 



**********************	
 	
 



The	
 next	
 day's	
 activities	
 started	
 very	
 early,	
 just	
 after	
 dawn	
 began	
 hinting	
 at	
 the	
 horizon.	
 

Dean	
 had	
 not	
 slept	
 much,	
 especially	
 since	
 his	
 father	
 awoke	
 him	
 in	
 the	
 middle	
 of	
 the	
 night	
 to	
 

discuss	
 the	
 alliance	
 and	
 battle	
 plans.	
 John	
 had	
 responded	
 to	
 Dean's	
 change	
 of	
 spouse	
 back	
 

to	
 Castiel	
 with	
 a	
 pleased	
 nod	
 and	
 a	
 congratulations	
 on	
 a	
 job	
 well	
 done.	
 

Dean	
 knew	
 his	
 father	
 well	
 enough	
 to	
 understand	
 it	
 was	
 John's	
 way	
 of	
 expressing	
 his	
 joy.  




John	
 offered	
 to	
 accompany	
 Dean	
 to	
 King	
 Michael's	
 office,	
 but	
 Dean	
 declined.	
 He	
 wanted	
 to	
 

approach	
 this	
 situation	
 on	
 his	
 own,	
 like	
 the	
 king	
 he'd	
 someday	
 be.	
 



He	
 did,	
 however,	
 want	
 to	
 take	
 Castiel	
 with	
 him.	
 Hence,	
 why	
 he	
 made	
 Castiel's	
 apartment	
 his	
 

first	
 stop	
 right	
 after	
 he	
 ate	
 and	
 dressed.	
 



Castiel	
 answered	
 almost	
 immediately.	
 



"Oh.	
 Good	
 morning,	
 Dean,"	
 he	
 said	
 breathlessly,	
 his	
 wings	
 pointing	
 over	
 his	
 shoulders	
 

towards	
 Dean	
 as	
 if	
 greeting	
 him.	
 Dean	
 smiled.	
 He	
 looked	
 forward	
 to	
 the	
 time	
 he	
 could	
 

return	
 the	
 hello.	
 

"Hey,	
 Cas,"	
 he	
 answered.	
 



Castiel	
 cocked	
 his	
 head	
 in	
 confusion.	
 



"What	
 did	
 you	
 call	
 me?"	
 



"Cas.	
 You	
 don't	
 like	
 it?"	
 

Dean	
 had	
 a	
 tendency	
 to	
 shorten	
 everyone's	
 name.	
 Partly	
 out	
 of	
 laziness,	
 but	
 mostly	
 so	
 that	
 

no	
 one	
 would	
 get	
 the	
 idea	
 he	
 was	
 so	
 far	
 above	
 them	
 just	
 because	
 he	
 was	
 a	
 prince.	
 



"I've	
 just	
 never	
 heard	
 it	
 before,"	
 Castiel	
 explained.	
 "It	
 makes	
 me	
 sound	
 like	
 a	
 different	
 

person.	
 And	
 I	
 suppose	
 I	
 shall	
 be	
 after	
 today."	
 



"You'll	
 still	
 be	
 you.	
 Just	
 now	
 you'll	
 be	
 consort	
 to	
 the	
 future	
 king	
 of	
 all	
 humans,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 

with	
 a	
 cheeky	
 grin.	
 



Castiel	
 glared	
 at	
 him.	
 "Please	
 don't	
 make	
 me	
 even	
 more	
 nervous."	
 



"No	
 reason	
 to	
 be	
 nervous,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 reaching	
 out	
 to	
 take	
 Castiel's	
 hand	
 and	
 tucking	
 it	
 in	
 

his	
 arm.	
 "I	
 thought	
 you'd	
 like	
 to	
 come	
 with	
 me	
 when	
 I	
 tell	
 Michael	
 about	
 our	
 marriage."	
 



Castiel	
 jerked	
 back,	
 panic	
 flaring	
 in	
 his	
 captivating	
 light	
 eyes.	
 Dean	
 cupped	
 his	
 chin.	
 He	
 

didn't	
 want	
 to	
 see	
 anything	
 there	
 today,	
 but	
 happiness.	
 



"I	
 know	
 you	
 don't	
 like	
 to	
 draw	
 attention	
 to	
 yourself,	
 but	
 this	
 whole	
 day	
 is	
 about	
 us.	
 Michael	
 

cares	
 about	
 you.	
 He'll	
 be	
 happy	
 if	
 you	
 are."	
 



He	
 stroked	
 his	
 thumb	
 across	
 Castiel's	
 bottom	
 lip,	
 smiling	
 softly	
 when	
 the	
 distress	
 in	
 

Castiel's	
 eyes	
 disappeared	
 in	
 favor	
 of	
 pleasure	
 and	
 desire.	
 




"Are	
 you	
 happy,	
 Cas?"	
 Dean	
 asked.	
 

Castiel	
 leaned	
 into	
 Dean's	
 touch,	
 his	
 eyes	
 fluttering	
 shut	
 and	
 he	
 nodded.	
 

"Yes."  

"Then	
 there's	
 no	
 worry.	
 C'mon.	
 I'm	
 eager	
 to	
 make	
 everything	
 official,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 He	
 started	
 

to	
 move	
 away,	
 but	
 stopped	
 himself.	
 "Oh	
 wait.	
 First.."	
 



He	
 saw	
 a	
 flash	
 of	
 curiosity	
 in	
 Castiel's	
 eyes	
 right	
 before	
 he	
 threw	
 his	
 arms	
 around	
 Castiel's	
 

waist	
 and	
 dragged	
 him	
 forward,	
 off	
 his	
 feet.	
 

"Oh,"	
 Castiel	
 grunted.	
 "You	
 humans	
 are	
 so-‐"  

Dean	
 kissed	
 him.  

They	
 didn't	
 make	
 it	
 to	
 Michael's	
 office	
 for	
 another	
 thirty	
 minutes.	
 

**********************	
 

Michael	
 lifted	
 an	
 eyebrow	
 at	
 Dean	
 and	
 Castiel,	
 his	
 gaze	
 lingering	
 on	
 their	
 joined	
 hands.	
 



"Changed	
 your	
 mind	
 again?"  

"After	
 some	
 discussion	
 with	
 Anna	
 and	
 Castiel,	
 we	
 all	
 decided	
 it	
 would	
 be	
 best	
 if	
 Castiel	
 

became	
 my	
 spouse,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 diplomatically.  

"You	
 mean	
 because	
 you	
 wanted	
 Castiel	
 more,"	
 Michael	
 said,	
 leaning	
 forward	
 on	
 one	
 hand.	
 

"You	
 do	
 want	
 Castiel,	
 don't	
 you?"	
 



The	
 tone	
 was	
 casual,	
 but	
 Dean	
 sensed	
 the	
 test	
 in	
 it.	
 His	
 answer	
 was	
 what	
 would	
 bind	
 their	
 

two	
 nations	
 together.	
 

"Yes,	
 sir,"	
 Dean	
 answered	
 carefully,	
 looking	
 Michael	
 straight	
 in	
 the	
 eye.	
 "More	
 than	
 

anything."	
 

Michael	
 watched	
 closely,	
 keen	
 eyes	
 noting	
 when	
 Dean	
 squeezed	
 Castiel's	
 hand	
 and	
 when	
 

Castiel	
 ever	
 so	
 slightly	
 tucked	
 himself	
 behind	
 Dean's	
 shoulder	
 



"And	
 what	
 about	
 you,	
 Castiel?	
 Do	
 you	
 desire	
 the	
 companionship	
 of	
 Dean	
 Winchester?"	
 

Castiel	
 nodded	
 and	
 pressed	
 himself	
 closer	
 to	
 Dean.	
 



"Yes,	
 sir,"	
 he	
 said	
 quietly.	
 



Michael	
 suddenly	
 leapt	
 up	
 from	
 his	
 chair,	
 his	
 massive	
 green	
 wings	
 rippling	
 on	
 his	
 back.	
 His slender	
 form	
 gave	
 his	
 motions	
 a	
 lightness	
 that	
 Castiel	
 lacked.	
 Not	
 that	
 Dean	
 minded.	
 That  

kind	
 of	
 liquid	
 movement	
 wrecked	
 havoc	
 on	
 demonic	
 foes,	
 but	
 also	
 unnerved	
 Dean.	
 



"Excellent!"	
 Michael	
 exclaimed.	
 "I'll	
 have	
 my	
 staff	
 begin	
 the	
 preparations	
 immediately."	
 



"We'd	
 like	
 to	
 be	
 married	
 today,"	
 Castiel	
 said,	
 surprising	
 them	
 both.	
 Dean	
 could	
 tell	
 by	
 the	
 

way	
 Michael's	
 eyes	
 lit	
 up	
 that	
 Castiel's	
 enthusiasm	
 pleased	
 him.	
 It	
 must	
 not	
 be	
 easy	
 to	
 give	
 

away	
 one	
 of	
 your	
 beloved	
 subjects	
 to	
 a	
 foreign	
 dignitary,	
 but	
 it	
 would	
 be	
 so	
 much	
 worse	
 if	
 

that	
 subject	
 didn’t	
 desire	
 the	
 match.	
 

"And	
 I'd	
 like	
 to	
 hear	
 your	
 troops	
 have	
 joined	
 ours	
 on	
 the	
 border	
 by	
 tomorrow,"	
 Dean	
 

added.	
 



Michael's	
 gaze	
 locked	
 with	
 Dean's	
 for	
 a	
 brief	
 intense	
 moment.	
 In	
 that	
 instant,	
 Dean	
 truly	
 

understood	
 what	
 it	
 meant	
 to	
 wield	
 power.	
 To	
 engage	
 with	
 leaders	
 as	
 an	
 equal	
 and	
 sacrifice	
 

yourself	
 for	
 the	
 greater	
 good.	
 



Not	
 that	
 marrying	
 Castiel	
 displeased	
 him,	
 but	
 Dean	
 wished	
 for	
 the	
 time	
 to	
 court	
 Castiel	
 

properly.	
 	
 They	
 were	
 taking	
 a	
 chance	
 rushing	
 their	
 relationship	
 like	
 this.	
 

"I	
 look	
 forward	
 to	
 taking	
 on	
 our	
 enemies	
 together,"	
 Michael	
 finally	
 said,	
 a	
 frightening	
 feral	
 

grin	
 spreading	
 across	
 his	
 face.	
 

Dean	
 didn't	
 envy	
 the	
 demons	
 that	
 would	
 be	
 meeting	
 the	
 combined	
 forces	
 of	
 their	
 two	
 

armies.	
 



Nor	
 did	
 he	
 want	
 to	
 think	
 of	
 it	
 any	
 longer	
 that	
 day.	
 He	
 was	
 getting	
 married	
 today.	
 

And	
 just	
 like	
 that,	
 the	
 first	
 jolt	
 of	
 nerves	
 crackled	
 through	
 Dean's	
 body.	
 



He	
 was	
 getting	
 married.  

Today.  

Castiel	
 winced.	
 "Dean,	
 you're	
 hurting	
 my	
 hand."	
 

"Sorry,"	
 he	
 muttered.	
 

Dean	
 hoped	
 he'd	
 make	
 it	
 to	
 the	
 wedding	
 night.	
 



**********************	
 	
 



Since	
 Dean	
 didn't	
 know	
 anything	
 about	
 fairy	
 wedding	
 customs,	
 Castiel	
 shooed	
 him	
 away	
 to	
 

meet	
 with	
 King	
 Michael's	
 Chief	
 Scribe.	
 In	
 the	
 fairy	
 kingdom,	
 scribes	
 held	
 a	
 religious	
 

importance	
 that	
 made	
 them	
 quite	
 powerful.	
 Which	
 meant	
 that	
 Dean	
 was	
 being	
 sent	
 to	
 meet	
 

with	
 one	
 of	
 the	
 most	
 significant	
 figures	
 in	
 fairy	
 culture	
 for	
 wedding	
 lessons.  

He	
 felt	
 rather	
 foolish.	
 



But	
 Castiel	
 insisted	
 Dean	
 needed	
 the	
 instruction	
 and	
 Michael	
 insisted	
 on	
 offering	
 his	
 scribe,	
 

so	
 late	
 that	
 morning	
 Dean	
 found	
 himself	
 following	
 a	
 fairy	
 guard	
 along	
 a	
 stone	
 corridor	
 

towards	
 the	
 Chief	
 Scribe	
 while	
 Castiel	
 stayed	
 behind	
 to	
 pick	
 out	
 flowers	
 or	
 whatever	
 fairy	
 

weddings	
 needed.	
 Hopefully	
 this	
 guy	
 was	
 used	
 to	
 annoying	
 intrusions.	
 



"Um,	
 I'll	
 take	
 it	
 from	
 here,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 to	
 the	
 guards.	
 They	
 eyed	
 him	
 suspiciously,	
 as	
 if	
 he	
 

were	
 going	
 to	
 burst	
 into	
 the	
 Chief	
 Scribe's	
 chambers	
 and	
 beat	
 him	
 to	
 a	
 pulp.	
 But	
 they	
 didn't	
 

say	
 anything.	
 None	
 of	
 the	
 fairies	
 were	
 willing	
 to	
 risk	
 the	
 alliance.	
 Not	
 when	
 fairy	
 lands	
 were	
 

the	
 next	
 under	
 threat	
 if	
 the	
 demons	
 destroyed	
 Dean's	
 kingdom.	
 



"Thanks,"	
 he	
 grunted	
 with	
 some	
 amount	
 of	
 sarcasm	
 before	
 rapping	
 lightly	
 on	
 the	
 heavy	
 

dark	
 wood	
 door.	
 	
 



It	
 made	
 him	
 think	
 of	
 John's	
 frequent	
 admonishments.	
 Sooner	
 or	
 later,	
 he	
 might	
 have	
 to	
 

actually	
 polish	
 his	
 personality.	
 At	
 least	
 enough	
 so	
 that	
 he	
 didn't	
 offend	
 people	
 important	
 to	
 

his	
 kingdom’s	
 survival.	
 

Maybe	
 Cas	
 could	
 teach	
 him	
 patience.	
 



"Enter!"	
 



That	
 voice	
 that	
 bellowed	
 from	
 beyond	
 the	
 door	
 sounded	
 as	
 though	
 it	
 belonged	
 to	
 a	
 tall	
 

barrel-‐chested	
 human	
 male.	
 In	
 fact,	
 it	
 rather	
 made	
 Dean	
 feel	
 homesick,	
 if	
 a	
 bit	
 confused.	
 

Even	
 Castiel,	
 with	
 his	
 deep	
 raspy	
 voice,	
 didn't	
 fill	
 up	
 a	
 room	
 with	
 his	
 voice	
 like	
 this	
 fairy.	
 

So	
 it	
 was	
 something	
 of	
 a	
 surprise	
 when	
 Dean	
 opened	
 the	
 door	
 to	
 see	
 a	
 short	
 fairy	
 with	
 

wispy	
 brown	
 hair,	
 slender	
 lavender	
 wings	
 and	
 a	
 smug	
 expression	
 on	
 his	
 pinched	
 features.	
 	
 

"Ah,	
 so	
 it's	
 the	
 barbarian	
 who's	
 purchased	
 poor	
 dull	
 Castiel,"	
 he	
 said,	
 his	
 voice	
 now	
 higher	
 

and	
 nasal.	
 "And	
 for	
 the	
 bargain	
 price	
 of	
 one	
 human	
 army."	
 



Boiling	
 anger	
 immediately	
 inflamed	
 Dean.	
 No	
 one	
 spoke	
 about	
 Castiel	
 that	
 way.	
 Not	
 even	
 

some	
 Chief	
 Scribe.	
 



"Now	
 you	
 listen	
 to	
 me,	
 you	
 little	
 troll,"	
 Dean	
 growled,	
 marching	
 into	
 the	
 room	
 and	
 up	
 to	
 the	
 

edge	
 of	
 the	
 Scribe's	
 desk.	
 "Castiel	
 isn't	
 a	
 purchase.	
 He's	
 my	
 soon-‐to-‐be	
 husband	
 and	
 if	
 you	
 

want	
 to	
 keep	
 talking	
 about	
 him	
 like	
 that,	
 you	
 and	
 I	
 are	
 going	
 to	
 have	
 a	
  real	
 problem."	
 

The	
 Scribe's	
 hazel	
 eyes,	
 brilliant	
 with	
 terrifying	
 intelligence,	
 narrowed	
 thoughtfully.	
 Dean	
 

knew	
 he	
 presented	
 a	
 ridiculous	
 picture,	
 puffed	
 up	
 with	
 protective	
 aggression,	
 his	
 chest	
 

heaving	
 with	
 angry	
 breaths.	
 The	
 perfect	
 picture	
 of	
 an	
 untamed	
 human	
 that	
 Dean	
 knew	
 

fairies	
 still	
 held	
 dear.	
 	
 




"Good,	
 good,"	
 the	
 Scribe	
 finally	
 said	
 with	
 a	
 satisfied	
 nod.	
 "Castiel	
 never	
 thinks	
 to	
 defend	
 

himself	
 and	
 you	
 think	
 of	
 little	
 else.	
 I	
 assume	
 he'll	
 smooth	
 away	
 some	
 of	
 those	
 rough	
 edges,	
 

hmmm?"	
 

Dean	
 stared.	
 



"What?"	
 



The	
 fairy	
 popped	
 up	
 from	
 his	
 chair	
 and	
 strode	
 to	
 a	
 bookshelf,	
 his	
 light	
 colored	
 wings	
 

flowing	
 behind	
 him	
 like	
 two	
 great	
 banners.	
 Dean	
 had	
 never	
 seen	
 a	
 fairy	
 with	
 such	
 wide	
 

wings.	
 If	
 he	
 weren't	
 so	
 confused	
 and	
 ready	
 to	
 become	
 angry	
 again,	
 Dean	
 might	
 ask	
 about	
 

them.	
 Instead,	
 he	
 watched	
 silently	
 as	
 the	
 fairy	
 searched	
 along	
 the	
 shelf	
 until	
 he	
 found	
 the	
 

book	
 he	
 wanted	
 and	
 grabbed	
 it	
 with	
 a	
 soft,	
 'aha!'	
 



"My	
 name	
 is	
 Gabriel,"	
 he	
 said	
 on	
 the	
 way	
 back	
 to	
 his	
 chair.	
 "I've	
 been	
 told	
 you're	
 entirely	
 

ignorant	
 of	
 fairy	
 wedding	
 ceremonies.	
 I	
 assume	
 you'll	
 be	
 wanting	
 a	
 complete	
 fairy	
 

ceremony?"	
 

"Ah,	
 yeah,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 "We're	
 doing	
 a	
 human	
 ceremony	
 for	
 my	
 people	
 after	
 we	
 get	
 home."	
 

"Then	
 the	
 first	
 ceremony	
 will	
 be	
 the	
 one	
 that	
 truly	
 binds	
 you,"	
 Gabriel	
 commented,	
 his	
 eyes	
 

fixed	
 on	
 the	
 book	
 in	
 his	
 hands.	
 

"Excuse	
 me?"	
 Dean	
 asked,	
 mildly	
 affronted.	
 "Human	
 weddings	
 count."	
 

"Not	
 in	
 the	
 fairy	
 religion,"	
 Gabriel	
 countered.	
 "At	
 least	
 not	
 to	
 the	
 fairy	
 people	
 and	
 I	
 assume	
 

that's	
 the	
 important	
 part."	
 

It	
 galled	
 Dean,	
 but	
 he	
 knew	
 Gabriel	
 had	
 a	
 point.	
 There	
 was	
 a	
 part	
 of	
 Dean	
 that	
 wouldn't	
 feel	
 

entirely	
 joined	
 with	
 Castiel	
 until	
 he	
 could	
 slip	
 a	
 marriage	
 bracelet	
 on	
 his	
 wrist.	
 Castiel	
 

probably	
 felt	
 the	
 same	
 way	
 about	
 whatever	
 this	
 ceremony	
 entailed.	
 



"Whatever.	
 Just	
 tell	
 me	
 what	
 happens,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 eager	
 to	
 get	
 to	
 the	
 point.	
 "The	
 wedding	
 is	
 

in	
 two	
 hours,	
 Scribe."	
 



"Right.	
 Well,	
 here,"	
 he	
 said,	
 opening	
 the	
 book	
 to	
 a	
 picture	
 inset	
 amongst	
 text	
 that	
 showed	
 a	
 

circular	
 area	
 that	
 contained	
 round	
 rows	
 of	
 seats	
 within	
 it.	
 At	
 the	
 center,	
 there	
 was	
 drawn	
 a	
 

small	
 blue	
 dot	
 beside	
 a	
 kind	
 of	
 altar.	
 "This	
 is	
 a	
 typical	
 fairy	
 chapel.	
 It's	
 the	
 basic	
 set	
 up	
 of	
 the	
 

Royal	
 chapel,	
 which	
 is	
 where	
 the	
 wedding	
 will	
 take	
 place."	
 



It	
 differed	
 totally	
 to	
 the	
 churches	
 of	
 the	
 main	
 religion	
 of	
 Dean's	
 kingdom.	
 In	
 those	
 

sanctuaries,	
 the	
 altar	
 stood	
 at	
 the	
 head	
 of	
 the	
 room	
 with	
 a	
 long	
 aisle	
 stretching	
 to	
 the	
 

backdoor	
 and	
 straight	
 lined	
 rows	
 of	
 seats	
 on	
 either	
 side.	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 figure	
 out	
 how	
 

they'd	
 walk	
 in.	
 Or	
 maybe	
 they	
 just	
 took	
 their	
 places	
 at	
 the	
 altar?	
 



His	
 confusion	
 must	
 have	
 shown	
 because	
 Gabriel	
 chuckled,	
 not	
 unkindly.  

"Don't	
 worry.	
 It's	
 really	
 quite	
 simple,"	
 he	
 said,	
 pointing	
 to	
 two	
 spaces	
 in	
 the	
 outside	
 circle	
 of	
 

seats,	
 one	
 on	
 either	
 side	
 of	
 the	
 room.	
 "You'll	
 both	
 start	
 at	
 one	
 of	
 these	
 two	
 entrances.	
 When	
 

the	
 music	
 starts,	
 you	
 walk	
 in	
 through	
 the	
 spaces	
 in	
 these	
 rows,"	
 Gabriel	
 explained,	
 pointing	
 

to	
 spaces	
 set	
 at	
 regular	
 intervals.	
 "This	
 symbolizes	
 the	
 separate	
 journeys	
 you	
 took	
 to	
 find	
 

your	
 way	
 to	
 each	
 other,	
 here	
 in	
 the	
 middle."	
 

"Oh,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 Gabriel	
 smirked	
 at	
 his	
 slightly	
 dazed	
 expression.	
 



"In	
 your	
 case,	
  really	
 separate."	
 



He	
 had	
 a	
 good	
 point	
 there.	
 



"Anyway,	
 once	
 you	
 get	
 there,	
 you'll	
 both	
 kneel	
 on	
 either	
 side	
 of	
 the	
 pool	
 of	
 water.	
 The	
 

water	
 is	
 set	
 to	
 a	
 very	
 cool	
 temperature,	
 which	
 symbolizes	
 how	
 cold	
 and	
 empty	
 your	
 life	
 

presumably	
 was	
 before	
 you	
 met	
 each	
 other,"	
 he	
 said,	
 snorting	
 with	
 amusement.	
 



Dean	
 scowled.	
 The	
 really	
 stupid	
 thing	
 was	
 that	
 the	
 ceremony	
 was	
 absolutely	
 right.	
 Dean	
 

loved	
 his	
 home	
 and	
 his	
 family,	
 but	
 something	
 had	
 always	
 been	
 missing.	
 A	
 kind	
 of	
 warmth	
 

he	
 hadn't	
 felt	
 until	
 he	
 saw	
 Castiel	
 for	
 the	
 first	
 time	
 in	
 that	
 ballroom.	
 



"When	
 instructed	
 by	
 the	
 Scribe	
 performing	
 the	
 wedding,	
 in	
 this	
 case,	
 me,"	
 he	
 said	
 with	
 a	
 

wink,	
 "You'll	
 joined	
 hands	
 over	
 the	
 pool	
 and	
 a	
 golden	
 light	
 will	
 shine	
 through	
 it.	
 It's	
 all	
 

symbolic,	
 of	
 course.	
 Everything	
 in	
 fairy	
 culture	
 is,	
 but	
 really	
 it's	
 just	
 a	
 light	
 bulb	
 and	
 a	
 

heater.	
 Anyway,	
 it'll	
 make	
 everyone	
 sigh	
 happily,	
 so	
 don't	
 question	
 it."	
 



"Um,	
 okay,"	
 Dean	
 promised.	
 

"The	
 next	
 bit	
 will	
 be	
 a	
 string	
 of	
 religious	
 drivel	
 you	
 don't	
 believe	
 anyway,"	
 Gabriel	
 said,	
 

finally	
 laying	
 the	
 book	
 down	
 to	
 regard	
 Dean	
 with	
 a	
 raised	
 eyebrow.	
 "I	
 suggest	
 you	
 take	
 that	
 

moment	
 to	
 watch	
 Castiel's	
 face	
 because	
 he's	
 a	
 pretty	
 devout	
 little	
 fairy	
 and	
 I'm	
 sure	
 he'll	
 be	
 

aglow	
 with	
 love	
 for	
 the	
 Goddess."	
 

Gabriel	
 might	
 be	
 teasing,	
 but	
 Dean	
 made	
 a	
 mental	
 note	
 to	
 do	
 just	
 that.	
 



"Just	
 say	
 yes	
 when	
 I	
 ask	
 you	
 questions	
 about	
 staying	
 by	
 Castiel's	
 side	
 and	
 sharing	
 your	
 

heart	
 with	
 him,	
 etc	
 and	
 so	
 forth."	
 

That	
 flush	
 of	
 nerves	
 Dean	
 had	
 felt	
 earlier	
 returned	
 with	
 tremendous	
 fervor.	
 Promising	
 such	
 

a	
 thing	
 was	
 easier	
 said	
 than	
 done.	
 

"Right,	
 so	
 after	
 that	
 comes	
 the	
 histories	
 and	
 then	
 the	
 vows."	
 



"The	
 histories?"	
 Dean	
 asked,	
 suddenly	
 imagining	
 reciting	
 a	
 long	
 speech	
 about	
 the	
 

development	
 of	
 his	
 kingdom.	
 He	
 certainly	
 hoped	
 it	
 didn't	
 involve	
 anything	
 of	
 the	
 sort.	
 Dean	
 

knew	
 his	
 history	
 forward	
 and	
 backward.	
 Every	
 royal	
 did,	
 but	
 with	
 these	
 nerves,	
 he'd	
 likely make	
 a	
 stupid	
 mistake.  

"One	
 of	
 the	
 most	
 important	
 parts	
 of	
 fairy	
 culture	
 is	
 personal	
 history.	
 Kingdom	
 histories	
 

matter	
 too,	
 but	
 we	
 try	
 to	
 focus	
 first	
 on	
 where	
 we	
 as	
 individuals	
 each	
 came	
 from,"	
 Gabriel	
 

said	
 with	
 a	
 seriousness	
 Dean	
 had	
 not	
 seen	
 in	
 him	
 thus	
 far.	
 He	
 leaned	
 forward	
 and	
 really	
 

concentrated.	
 "You'll	
 both	
 give	
 an	
 account	
 of	
 how	
 your	
 parents	
 met,	
 how	
 long	
 they	
 courted	
 

and	
 were	
 married,	
 that	
 sort	
 of	
 thing."	
 



Dean	
 frowned.	
 "But	
 what	
 if	
 your	
 parents	
 never	
 married?	
 Or	
 split	
 up?"	
 

That	
 question	
 seemed	
 to	
 genuinely	
 surprise	
 Gabriel.	
 

"Fairies	
 don't	
 split	
 up,"	
 he	
 said	
 bluntly.	
 	
 



"What...ever?"	
 Dean	
 asked,	
 incredulous.    

"Technically	
 speaking,	
 it's	
 legal	
 and	
 if	
 it	
 ever	
 happened,	
 we'd	
 still	
 want	
 to	
 know	
 your	
 

history	
 at	
 your	
 own	
 wedding,"	
 Gabriel	
 said	
 slowly,	
 as	
 if	
 trying	
 to	
 make	
 up	
 an	
 answer	
 to	
 a	
 

question	
 he'd	
 honestly	
 never	
 considered	
 before.	
 "But	
 despite	
 this	
 situation,	
 fairies	
 are	
 very	
 

cautious,	
 they..how	
 do	
 I	
 say	
 this	
 in	
 a	
 human	
 way,"	
 he	
 mused.	
 "Ah,	
 fairies	
 mate	
 for	
 life.	
 Once	
 

you	
 marry,	
 Castiel	
 will	
 be	
 yours..well,	
 forever."	
 



Shock	
 blew	
 most	
 thoughts	
 out	
 of	
 Dean's	
 mind.	
 All	
 he	
 could	
 do	
 was	
 again	
 stare	
 at	
 Gabriel.  

No	
 wonder	
 Castiel	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 jump	
 into	
 this	
 relationship.  

"Forever?"	
 

"Well,	
 you	
 know..it's	
 sort	
 of	
 a	
 genetic	
 thing,"	
 Gabriel	
 said,	
 his	
 own	
 frown	
 matching	
 Dean's.	
 

"Fairies	
 choose	
 carefully	
 because	
 once	
 we	
 allow	
 someone	
 to	
 touch	
 our	
 wings,	
 it	
 becomes	
 

repugnant	
 for	
 another	
 to	
 do	
 so.	
 Which	
 is,	
 I	
 might	
 add,	
 the	
 last	
 part	
 of	
 the	
 ceremony.	
 Sure,	
 

nowadays,	
 most	
 kids	
 have	
 already	
 touched	
 each	
 other's	
 wings,	
 but	
 in	
 this	
 case,	
 I	
 assume	
 

you	
 haven't?"	
 



Dean	
 gave	
 a	
 vague	
 headshake,	
 his	
 disappeared	
 thoughts	
 returning	
 to	
 whirl	
 in	
 his	
 mind.	
 

Castiel	
 had	
 given	
 himself	
 to	
 Dean	
 even	
 though	
 their	
 genetics	
 did	
 not	
 match	
 up.	
 Even	
 though	
 

Dean	
 had	
 no	
 wings	
 to	
 offer	
 him.	
 

"Then	
 the	
 last	
 part	
 of	
 the	
 ceremony	
 will	
 be	
 more	
 than	
 symbolic	
 for	
 you,"	
 Gabriel	
 said,	
 

sounding	
 pleased.	
 "I	
 have	
 no	
 idea	
 what	
 he'll	
 do	
 to	
 you,	
 but	
 you'll	
 be	
 called	
 upon	
 to	
 touch	
 his	
 

wings	
 publicly	
 and	
 mark	
 him	
 as	
 yours.	
 After	
 that,	
 Castiel	
 will	
 only	
 ever	
 welcome	
 your	
 

touch."	
 



"But	
 he	
 said..."	
 Dean	
 didn't	
 know	
 if	
 he	
 should	
 feel	
 embarrassed	
 by	
 this	
 or	
 not,	
 so	
 he	
 just	
 

plunged	
 ahead.	
 "Cas	
 said	
 it	
 was	
 a	
 sexual	
 thing.	
 I'm	
 supposed	
 to	
 do	
 that	
 in	
 public?"

Gabriel	
 chuckled.	
 "Why	
 there	
  is	
 some	
 hope	
 for	
 Castiel	
 yet."	
 

"I	
 don't	
 understand,"	
 Dean	
 complained.	
 

"It's	
 only	
 sexual	
 when	
 you're	
 both	
 in	
 the	
 mood,"	
 Gabriel	
 said.	
 "I	
 think	
 Castiel	
 must	
 just	
 be	
 

pent-‐up."	
 

It	
 was	
 all	
 a	
 little	
 too	
 much	
 to	
 handle.	
 In	
 less	
 than	
 three	
 hours,	
 Dean	
 would	
 have	
 to	
 stand	
 in	
 

front	
 of	
 dozens	
 of	
 strangers,	
 tell	
 them	
 how	
 his	
 father	
 pursued	
 the	
 hell	
 out	
 of	
 his	
 mother	
 and	
 

then	
 grope	
 Castiel	
 to	
 claim	
 him	
 from	
 every	
 other	
 creature	
 in	
 the	
 world.	
 



"I	
 need	
 a	
 drink,"	
 he	
 said.  

Gabriel	
 just	
 laughed	
 again.	
 

**********************	
 	
 



"I'm	
 not	
 sure	
 I	
 can	
 do	
 this."  

Dean	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 say	
 the	
 words.	
 A	
 part	
 of	
 him	
 wished	
 he	
 could	
 physically	
 gather	
 them	
 

from	
 the	
 air	
 and	
 shove	
 them	
 away,	
 to	
 keep	
 himself	
 safe	
 from	
 the	
 possibility	
 of	
  not	
 having	
 

Castiel.	
 But	
 after	
 he	
 left	
 Gabriel's	
 office,	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 stop	
 thinking	
 about	
 what	
 he'd	
 been	
 

told.	
 If	
 Dean	
 touched	
 Castiel's	
 wings	
 and	
 then	
 Castiel	
 couldn't	
 love	
 him	
 the	
 way	
 Dean	
 hoped,	
 

he’d	
 have	
 ruined	
 him	
 for	
 life.	
 It	
 wasn't	
 fair	
 to	
 ask	
 that	
 of	
 Castiel,	
 even	
 to	
 save	
 his	
 own	
 

kingdom.	
 



"You	
  have	
 to	
 do	
 this,"	
 Sam	
 said	
 as	
 he	
 fiddled	
 with	
 the	
 knot	
 of	
 his	
 belt	
 to	
 prevent	
 his	
 sword	
 

from	
 sliding	
 off	
 his	
 hip.	
 Human	
 dress	
 uniforms	
 were	
 too	
 complex	
 in	
 Dean's	
 opinion,	
 but	
 

wearing	
 anything	
 less	
 for	
 his	
 wedding	
 was	
 unacceptable	
 and	
 wearing	
 a	
 flowing	
 fairy	
 robe	
 

out	
 of	
 the	
 question.	
 

"Castiel	
 deserves	
 something	
 better	
 than	
 this."	
 

Dean	
 worded	
 it	
 to	
 imply	
 he	
 meant	
 the	
 rushed	
 wedding,	
 but	
 Sam	
 obviously	
 heard	
 another	
 

message	
 because	
 he	
 threw	
 a	
 frown	
 over	
 his	
 shoulder.	
 

"He	
 wants	
 you,	
 Dean.	
 And	
 you	
 want	
 him.	
 You	
 already	
 know	
 how	
 fortunate	
 that	
 makes	
 you,"	
 

he	
 groused,	
 near	
 spitting	
 mad	
 at	
 his	
 misbehaving	
 belt.	
 "You	
 could	
 have	
 been	
 stuck	
 with	
 

someone	
 horrible	
 or	
 ugly	
 or	
 who	
 wasn't	
 inexplicably	
 dazzled	
 by	
 your	
 girly	
 looks."	
 



"Oh,	
 come	
 here,	
 you	
 giant	
 child,"	
 Dean	
 snapped	
 and	
 only	
 just	
 resisted	
 the	
 urge	
 to	
 pull	
 the	
 

belt	
 uncomfortably	
 tight.	
 "I	
 thought	
 I	
 was	
 the	
 one	
 to	
 be	
 pampered	
 and	
 dressed."	
 



"You're	
 not	
 a	
 bride,"	
 Sam	
 grumbled.  

"Why	
 are	
 you	
 so	
 out	
 of	
 sorts?"    

"Because	
 you're	
 trying	
 to	
 worm	
 out	
 of	
 happiness!"	
 Sam	
 exclaimed.	
 "You've	
 been	
 given	
 the	
 

chance	
 to	
 marry	
 someone	
 you	
 truly	
 like,	
 maybe	
 even	
 could	
 love	
 and	
 you're	
 trying	
 to	
 fuck	
 it	
 

all	
 up.	
 Do	
 you	
 have	
 any	
 idea	
 how	
 worried	
 I've	
 been?	
 How	
 I've	
 been	
 fighting	
 with	
 myself	
 for	
 

wanting	
 to	
 selfishly	
 keep	
 Jessica	
 when	
 you	
 were	
 doomed	
 to	
 certain	
 unhappiness	
 having	
 to	
 

settle	
 for	
 someone	
 you	
 didn't	
 love?	
 Stop	
 being	
 an	
 idiot,	
 Dean.	
 That	
 fairy	
 isn't	
 going	
 to	
 want	
 

anyone	
 else's	
 stupid	
 hands	
 on	
 his	
 wings	
 anyway!"	
 



After	
 this	
 heated	
 rant,	
 Dean	
 could	
 only	
 stare	
 at	
 his	
 frustrated	
 younger	
 brother.	
 It	
 was	
 

probably	
 a	
 ploy	
 to	
 ease	
 Dean's	
 doubts.	
 Sam	
 always	
 knew	
 how	
 to	
 play	
 Dean,	
 but	
 he	
 only	
 did	
 

it	
 with	
 Dean's	
 best	
 interests	
 at	
 heart.	
 	
 

"Yeah?"	
 he	
 finally	
 asked	
 quietly.	
 



"Dean,"	
 Sam	
 said,	
 putting	
 his	
 hands	
 on	
 Dean's	
 shoulders	
 and	
 squeezing.	
 "I	
 spent	
 the	
 

morning	
 helping	
 him.	
 He	
 was	
 practically	
 trembling	
 with	
 excitement.	
 Not	
 even	
 in	
 a	
 quiet	
 

Castiel	
 way.	
 Actually	
 trembling	
 and	
 babbling	
 and	
 the	
 way	
 his	
 eyes	
 lit	
 up	
 whenever	
 anyone	
 

mentioned	
 your	
 name..seriously,	
 it	
 was	
 sort	
 of	
 embarrassing,	
 but	
 sweet."	
 



Dean	
 shoved	
 him	
 away.	
 "Shut	
 up,"	
 he	
 said,	
 but	
 it	
 didn't	
 sound	
 angry	
 in	
 the	
 slightest.	
 

Nothing	
 could	
 make	
 him	
 angry	
 when	
 he	
 had	
 the	
 mental	
 image	
 of	
 Castiel	
 quivering	
 and	
 

senseless	
 with	
 anticipation	
 about	
 marrying	
  him.	
 It	
 was	
 unfathomable	
 and	
 wonderful.	
 

"Also,	
 if	
 you	
 embarrass	
 Castiel	
 by	
 cancelling	
 the	
 wedding	
 two	
 minutes	
 before	
 it	
 starts,	
 he	
 

might	
 tear	
 off	
 your	
 balls,"	
 Sam	
 said,	
 now	
 sounding	
 calm.	
 He	
 held	
 out	
 both	
 hands.	
 "Did	
 I	
 do	
 

this	
 right?"	
 	
 



"Thanks	
 for	
 that	
 douse	
 of	
 cold	
 water	
 right	
 before	
 my	
 wedding,	
 Sam,"	
 Dean	
 said	
 as	
 he	
 gave	
 

Sam	
 the	
 critical	
 eye.	
 Like	
 Dean,	
 Sam	
 was	
 clad	
 in	
 a	
 traditional	
 green-‐and-‐white	
 striped	
 kilt,	
 

pinned	
 in	
 one	
 corner	
 with	
 a	
 silver	
 brooch	
 in	
 the	
 shape	
 of	
 an	
 ivy	
 leaf,	
 the	
 symbol	
 of	
 the	
 

Winchester	
 Royal	
 house.	
 Over	
 the	
 other	
 hip	
 hung	
 Sam's	
 broadsword,	
 the	
 twin	
 of	
 Dean's	
 

own,	
 both	
 of	
 which	
 had	
 seen	
 true	
 battle.	
 Dean	
 reminded	
 himself	
 to	
 adjust	
 the	
 thing	
 before	
 

he	
 knelt	
 by	
 the	
 pool.	
 The	
 last	
 thing	
 he	
 needed	
 was	
 to	
 gouge	
 himself	
 in	
 the	
 stomach	
 on	
 his	
 

wedding	
 day.	
 	
 



"Looks	
 good.	
 And	
 me?"	
 Dean	
 asked,	
 offering	
 himself	
 for	
 inspection.	
 Unlike	
 Sam,	
 who	
 wore	
 a	
 

green	
 sweater,	
 Dean	
 wore	
 a	
 dark	
 green	
 jacket	
 and	
 white	
 dress	
 shirt	
 to	
 emphasize	
 his	
 status	
 

as	
 groom.	
 He	
 hated	
 how	
 the	
 material	
 choked	
 him	
 at	
 the	
 throat,	
 but	
 it	
 did	
 make	
 him	
 hold	
 

himself	
 straighter.	
 According	
 to	
 human	
 standards,	
 Dean	
 cut	
 a	
 regal	
 and	
 authoritative	
 figure.	
 



"Very	
 nice.	
 Castiel	
 will	
 swoon	
 and	
 in	
 fact.."	
 Sam	
 glanced	
 at	
 the	
 tall	
 wall	
 clock.	
 "It's	
 time	
 to	
 

see	
 if	
 he	
 does."  

Those	
 irrepressible	
 nerves	
 swelled	
 up,	
 more	
 stifling	
 than	
 his	
 collar.	
 It	
 obviously	
 showed	
 

because	
 Sam	
 smiled	
 gently	
 and	
 pulled	
 Dean	
 into	
 a	
 massive	
 hug.	
 




"Remember,	
 don't	
 be	
 an	
 idiot,"	
 Sam	
 said	
 and	
 Dean	
 chuckled.	
 

Right.	
 Castiel	
 wanted	
 him	
 and	
 more	
 than	
 anything,	
 Dean	
 wanted	
 to	
 give	
 Castiel	
 what	
 he	
 

wanted.    

It	
 was	
 time	
 to	
 get	
 married.	
 

**********************	
 

Given	
 the	
 short	
 notice,	
 there	
 was	
 a	
 surprisingly	
 large	
 group	
 of	
 fairies	
 crowded	
 into	
 the	
 

Royal	
 Chapel.	
 Dean	
 supposed	
 everyone	
 who	
 lived	
 in	
 the	
 Palace	
 must	
 be	
 there.	
 They	
 might	
 

think	
 Castiel	
 boring,	
 but	
 Dean	
 was	
 beginning	
 to	
 understand	
 how	
 highly	
 fairies	
 value	
 

tradition	
 and	
 ceremony.	
 



Plus,	
 everyone	
 likes	
 a	
 good	
 party.	
 

Dean's	
 nerves	
 hadn't	
 really	
 receded	
 since	
 leaving	
 the	
 dressing	
 room,	
 but	
 they	
 were	
 now	
 

joined	
 by	
 the	
 thrill	
 of	
 anticipation	
 and	
 a	
 deeply	
 satisfying	
 sense	
 of	
 possessive	
 pleasure.	
 

After	
 today,	
 Castiel	
 would	
 belong	
 to	
 him	
 and	
 every	
 single	
 one	
 of	
 those	
 fairies	
 in	
 the	
 Chapel	
 

would	
 know	
 it.	
 They'd	
 see	
 Castiel	
 being	
 valued	
 the	
 way	
 he	
 always	
 deserved.	
 	
 

"Are	
 you	
 ready,	
 Prince?"	
 asked	
 a	
 young	
 fairy	
 attendant.	
 



His	
 father	
 and	
 brother	
 were	
 already	
 in	
 place	
 alongside	
 King	
 Michael	
 and	
 Anna,	
 both	
 clad	
 in	
 

their	
 finest.	
 The	
 fairy	
 version	
 of	
 dress	
 clothes	
 amused	
 Dean	
 to	
 no	
 end,	
 though	
 he	
 suspected	
 

fairies	
 would	
 think	
 the	
 same	
 thing	
 about	
 the	
 short	
 woolen	
 kilts	
 he	
 and	
 his	
 family	
 wore.	
 In	
 

place	
 of	
 the	
 typical	
 tight	
 revealing	
 cloaks,	
 each	
 fairy	
 wore	
 a	
 long	
 billowing	
 robe	
 that	
 swirled	
 

around	
 their	
 feet.	
 As	
 far	
 as	
 Dean	
 could	
 tell,	
 the	
 robes	
 were	
 one	
 piece	
 that	
 covered	
 the	
 entire	
 

body	
 and	
 then	
 extended	
 into	
 a	
 hood	
 over	
 their	
 heads.	
 Some	
 robes	
 exactly	
 matched	
 the	
 

fairy’s	
 wing	
 color	
 while	
 others	
 wore	
 complimentary	
 colors.	
 Never	
 one	
 to	
 bother	
 with	
 

fashion	
 or	
 colors,	
 Dean	
 nonetheless	
 burned	
 with	
 curiosity	
 over	
 what	
 color	
 robe	
 Castiel	
 had	
 

chosen.	
 



In	
 fact,	
 Dean	
 burned	
 to	
 see	
 Castiel	
 pure	
 and	
 simple.	
 He	
 hadn't	
 even	
 spoken	
 with	
 him	
 since	
 

being	
 directed	
 to	
 Gabriel's	
 chamber.	
 



Speaking	
 of	
 Gabriel,	
 the	
 Scribe	
 stood	
 behind	
 the	
 altar	
 at	
 the	
 pool,	
 his	
 own	
 cloak	
 the	
 radiant	
 

white	
 of	
 religious	
 figures.	
 	
 

"Um,	
 yeah,"	
 Dean	
 said,	
 nodding	
 to	
 the	
 young	
 fairy,	
 who	
 then	
 made	
 a	
 complicated	
 gesture	
 to	
 

someone	
 across	
 the	
 room.	
 

Quiet	
 music	
 began	
 to	
 play.	
 It	
 sounded	
 like	
 a	
 wooden	
 panflute.	
 Dean	
 grinned.	
 Fairies	
 were	
 

not	
 really	
 what	
 he'd	
 expected,	
 but	
 at	
 least	
 this	
 part	
 matched	
 the	
 traditional	
 human	
 view.	
 

When	
 the	
 attendant	
 fairy	
 gave	
 the	
 signal,	
 Dean	
 stepped	
 under	
 an	
 arch	
 of	
 leafy	
 branches	
 and	
 

began	
 the	
 circuitous	
 journey	
 towards	
 the	
 center	
 of	
 the	
 room.	
 A	
 movement	
 directly	
 opposite	
 

him	
 caught	
 Dean's	
 attention	
 right	
 off	
 and	
 he	
 felt	
 the	
 breath	
 abruptly	
 leave	
 his	
 lungs.  

For	
 a	
 brief	
 step,	
 a	
 stumble	
 that	
 earned	
 him	
 a	
 few	
 fond	
 chuckles,	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 think.	
 



Castiel's	
 cloak	
 shimmered	
 a	
 bright	
 silver	
 so	
 luminous	
 Dean	
 thought	
 it	
 must	
 be	
 a	
 fairy	
 trick.	
 

It	
 shone	
 against	
 the	
 dark	
 of	
 his	
 wings,	
 the	
 deep	
 blue	
 and	
 light	
 silver	
 reminding	
 Dean	
 of	
 the	
 

night	
 sky.	
 Waiting	
 through	
 the	
 ceremony	
 to	
 finally	
 stroke	
 his	
 fingers	
 along	
 those	
 fluttering	
 

wings	
 must	
 surely	
 be	
 punishment	
 for	
 some	
 unknown	
 crime.	
 



For	
 the	
 first	
 several	
 steps,	
 Castiel	
 seemed	
 intent	
 on	
 not	
 tripping	
 over	
 the	
 cloak,	
 but	
 once	
 he	
 

found	
 a	
 stable	
 pace,	
 he	
 lifted	
 his	
 eyes	
 to	
 Dean's	
 face.	
 



And	
 promptly	
 tripped	
 the	
 exact	
 way	
 he'd	
 been	
 working	
 to	
 avoid.	
 A	
 nearby	
 fairy	
 reached	
 out	
 

to	
 catch	
 him	
 as	
 Castiel	
 flushed	
 a	
 deep	
 scarlet.  

He	
 was	
 beautiful.	
 



The	
 moment	
 the	
 thought	
 crossed	
 Dean's	
 mind,	
 it	
 swept	
 away	
 every	
 last	
 bit	
 of	
 nervous	
 

tension	
 he'd	
 been	
 feeling,	
 leaving	
 behind	
 only	
 the	
 excitement	
 and	
 desire.	
 With	
 renewed	
 

purpose,	
 Dean	
 strode	
 forth,	
 weaving	
 through	
 rows	
 of	
 smiling	
 fairies.	
 Their	
 pleased	
 

expressions	
 further	
 proved	
 Dean	
 had	
 made	
 the	
 right	
 choice.	
 And	
 that	
 these	
 creatures	
 did	
 

care	
 about	
 Castiel,	
 even	
 if	
 they	
 didn't	
 know	
 what	
 to	
 do	
 with	
 him.	
 



Luckily,	
 Dean	
 knew.	
 



"Welcome	
 travelers,"	
 Gabriel	
 said	
 once	
 both	
 Dean	
 and	
 Castiel	
 finally	
 reached	
 the	
 altar.	
 "You	
 

have	
 come	
 to	
 pledge	
 yourselves	
 to	
 one	
 another?"	
 



He	
 looked	
 to	
 Dean	
 first,	
 who	
 nodded	
 and	
 said,	
 "Yes."	
 



Castiel's	
 own	
 'yes'	
 sounded	
 breathy	
 and	
 nervous.	
 Dean	
 smiled	
 encouragingly.	
 It	
 was	
 okay	
 if	
 

Castiel	
 was	
 nervous	
 though.	
 Dean	
 felt	
 strong	
 enough	
 for	
 the	
 both	
 of	
 them.  

"In	
 that	
 case,	
 I	
 invite	
 you	
 to	
 kneel	
 over	
 the	
 marriage	
 pool	
 and	
 join	
 hands."	
 



Dean	
 thought	
 maybe	
 the	
 Scribe	
 would	
 be	
 less	
 specific	
 for	
 two	
 fairies,	
 but	
 he	
 appreciated	
 

the	
 directions.	
 He	
 thankfully	
 remembered	
 to	
 tilt	
 his	
 sword	
 up	
 before	
 he	
 got	
 to	
 his	
 knees	
 

beside	
 the	
 small	
 dark	
 pool,	
 a	
 mere	
 three	
 feet	
 across	
 from	
 Castiel.	
 When	
 he	
 reached	
 for	
 

Castiel's	
 hands,	
 Dean	
 found	
 them	
 cold	
 and	
 slightly	
 trembling.	
 Instead	
 of	
 just	
 holding	
 them,	
 

Dean	
 cradled	
 them	
 between	
 his	
 own,	
 rubbing	
 softly	
 to	
 warm	
 them.	
 A	
 brief	
 smirk	
 ghosted	
 

Gabriel's	
 lips	
 at	
 the	
 action,	
 but	
 he	
 continued	
 on	
 without	
 comment.	
 

"Your	
 journey	
 has	
 led	
 you	
 to	
 each	
 other	
 and	
 from	
 this	
 day	
 forth,	
 you	
 shall	
 never	
 travel	
 

alone	
 again,"	
 Gabriel	
 said	
 above	
 them.	
 Neither	
 Dean	
 nor	
 Castiel	
 looked	
 anywhere,	
 but	
 at	
 

one	
 another.	
 If	
 he	
 had	
 years	
 to	
 court	
 another	
 being,	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 imagine	
 feeling	
 the	
 same	
 

satisfaction	
 he	
 felt	
 looking	
 into	
 the	
 eyes	
 of	
 this	
 fairy	
 he	
 just	
 met.	
 



"May	
 your	
 life	
 together	
 be	
 full	
 of	
 love	
 and	
 warmth."	
 

From	
 deep	
 within	
 the	
 pool,	
 a	
 soft	
 golden	
 light	
 began	
 to	
 glow,	
 dim	
 at	
 first	
 and	
 then	
 growing	
 

steadily	
 brighter.	
 As	
 the	
 light	
 grew,	
 so	
 did	
 a	
 pulse	
 of	
 heat	
 that	
 warmed	
 the	
 air	
 around	
 their	
 

joined	
 hands.	
 Castiel's	
 expression	
 was	
 full	
 of	
 wonder,	
 as	
 if	
 he	
 never	
 truly	
 believed	
 he'd	
 ever	
 

find	
 himself	
 in	
 this	
 particular	
 position.	
 Around	
 them,	
 the	
 crowd	
 of	
 fairies	
 murmured	
 

appreciatively.	
 Dean	
 quickly	
 glanced	
 to	
 his	
 family	
 and	
 tried	
 not	
 to	
 laugh	
 at	
 the	
 look	
 of	
 

consternation	
 on	
 John's	
 face.	
 Ah,	
 well,	
 Castiel	
 would	
 probably	
 find	
 it	
 strange	
 when	
 the	
 

human	
 minister	
 tied	
 a	
 white	
 ribbon	
 around	
 their	
 hands	
 and	
 doused	
 them	
 with	
 rosewater.	
 

Once	
 the	
 light	
 had	
 faded	
 down	
 to	
 a	
 mere	
 glimmer,	
 Gabriel	
 started	
 the	
 religious	
 portion	
 of	
 

the	
 ceremony.	
 As	
 expected,	
 Dean	
 lost	
 interest	
 at	
 that	
 point.	
 Not	
 that	
 he	
 didn't	
 want	
 to	
 learn	
 

more	
 about	
 an	
 important	
 part	
 of	
 Castiel's	
 life,	
 but	
 he	
 couldn't	
 concentrate	
 on	
 stuffy	
 

histories	
 and	
 religious	
 rhetoric	
 when	
 Castiel	
 looked	
 so	
 overwhelmed.	
 His	
 blue	
 eyes	
 were	
 

wide	
 and	
 worshipful.	
 Until	
 that	
 moment,	
 Dean	
 didn't	
 really	
 understand	
 just	
  how	
 deeply	
 

Castiel	
 felt	
 about	
 the	
 fairy	
 religion.	
 He'd	
 have	
 to	
 have	
 a	
 small	
 chapel	
 built	
 and	
 maybe	
 

convince	
 a	
 fairy	
 scribe	
 to	
 accompany	
 them.	
 In	
 fact,	
 Dean	
 needed	
 to	
 ask	
 Michael	
 for	
 a	
 

number	
 of	
 fairy	
 companions	
 and	
 servants	
 to	
 help	
 Castiel.	
 He	
 tucked	
 that	
 thought	
 away	
 for	
 

later	
 and	
 concentrated	
 on	
 Castiel's	
 soft	
 expression	
 while	
 Gabriel	
 droned	
 on	
 about	
 the	
 

Goddess'	
 goodness	
 in	
 bringing	
 them	
 together.	
 



Finally,	
 what	
 seemed	
 like	
 an	
 age	
 later,	
 Gabriel	
 cleared	
 his	
 throat	
 and	
 said,	
 "Dean	
 

Winchester,	
 will	
 you	
 agree	
 to	
 share	
 your	
 heart	
 fully	
 with	
 this	
 fairy?"	
 



"Yeah,"	
 he	
 said	
 quickly	
 and	
 behind	
 him,	
 he	
 heard	
 Sam	
 snort	
 at	
 his	
 informal	
 address.	
 



"Well,	
 good,"	
 Gabriel	
 said,	
 with	
 a	
 slight	
 eye	
 roll.	
 "Castiel,	
 will	
 you	
 agree	
 to	
 share	
 your	
 heart	
 

fully	
 with	
 this	
 human?"	
 



"Yes,"	
 Castiel	
 said	
 and	
 Dean's	
 heart,	
 now	
 thoroughly	
 given	
 away,	
 jumped	
 in	
 his	
 chest.	
 

"Excellent!	
 And	
 now,	
 Castiel,	
 these	
 gathered	
 desire	
 to	
 know	
 your	
 history.	
 Will	
 you	
 give	
 it?"	
 

Dean	
 saw	
 Castiel's	
 throat	
 move	
 around	
 one	
 hard	
 swallow,	
 but	
 his	
 apparent	
 nerves	
 didn't	
 

keep	
 Castiel	
 from	
 beginning	
 his	
 recitation.	
 	
 

"Yes,	
 Scribe.	
 I	
 was	
 brought	
 to	
 this	
 world	
 by	
 Haniel,	
 the	
 daughter	
 of	
 Uriel	
 and	
 Sandrel.	
 She	
 

shared	
 the	
 burden	
 of	
 my	
 life	
 with	
 my	
 father,	
 Ginn,	
 the	
 son	
 of	
 Raphael	
 and	
 Coret,"	
 Castiel	
 

said,	
 his	
 hands	
 gripping	
 Dean's	
 harder	
 than	
 ever.	
 Clearly,	
 he	
 didn't	
 enjoy	
 being	
 the	
 center	
 of	
 

attention,	
 but	
 Dean	
 liked	
 hearing	
 his	
 rough	
 voice	
 echoing	
 across	
 the	
 vaulted	
 wooden	
 

ceilings.	
 "My	
 parents	
 met	
 when	
 they	
 began	
 school	
 at	
 age	
 five.	
 My	
 father	
 told	
 me	
 he	
 fell	
 in	
 

love	
 with	
 my	
 mother	
 when	
 she	
 pushed	
 him	
 into	
 a	
 mud	
 puddle	
 during	
 break	
 one	
 afternoon."	
 



The	
 crowd	
 tittered,	
 which	
 seemed	
 to	
 help	
 Castiel	
 relax	
 some	
 as	
 he	
 continued.	
 



"When	
 my	
 mother	
 left	
 school,	
 she	
 was	
 determined	
 to	
 become	
 a	
 Daughter	
 of	
 the	
 Goddess, but	
 my	
 father	
 was	
 determined	
 to	
 have	
 her	
 as	
 a	
 wife	
 of	
 Ginn,"Castiel	
 said,	
 which	
 made	
 both Dean	
 and	
 Sam	
 laugh.

"When	
 she	
 left	
 for	
 the	
 Academy,	
 he	
 followed	
 her	
 and	
 would	
 not	
 leave until	
 she	
 told	
 him	
 she	
 did	
 not	
 want	
 to	
 marry	
 him.	
 Once	
 it	
 became	
 apparent	
 she	
 couldn't	
 say it,	
 my	
 mother	
 knew	
 she	
 had	
 been	
 making	
 the	
 wrong	
 choice.	
 I	
 asked	
 her	
 once	
 if	
 she	
 ever regretted	
 not	
 following	
 the	
 religious	
 path	
 and	
 she	
 told	
 me	
 that	
 the	
 Goddess	
 rejoiced	
 as much	
 in	
 a	
 love	
 match	
 as	
 she	
 did	
 in	
 a	
 faithful	
 servant.	
 This	
 is	
 a	
 brief,	
 but	
 honest	
 account	
 of the	
 two	
 that	
 ensured	
 I	
 would	
 be	
 standing	
 here	
 today."  

Some	
 of	
 the	
 words	
 sounded	
 rehearsed.	
 Words	
 that	
 each	
 fairy	
 obvious	
 knew	
 by	
 heart	
 and	
 

that	
 Dean	
 had	
 never	
 once	
 heard.	
 When	
 Gabriel	
 turned	
 to	
 him,	
 Dean	
 considered	
 panicking,	
 

but	
 only	
 for	
 a	
 moment.	
 Everyone	
 knew	
 he	
 was	
 human.	
 Might	
 as	
 well	
 be	
 himself.	
 

"And	
 now,	
 Dean,	
 these	
 gathered	
 desire	
 to	
 know	
 your	
 history.	
 Will	
 you	
 give	
 it?"	
 



"Um,	
 sure,"	
 Dean	
 said.	
 "My	
 dad's	
 name	
 is	
 John	
 and	
 his	
 parents	
 were	
 Joseph	
 and	
 Adelaide	
 

Winchester.	
 My	
 mom	
 was	
 called	
 Mary	
 Campbell	
 before	
 she	
 married	
 Dad	
 and	
 she	
 was	
 the	
 

daughter	
 of	
 Samuel	
 and	
 DeAnna	
 Campbell.	
 Samuel	
 was	
 the	
 groundskeeper	
 at	
 the	
 palace,	
 

which	
 means	
 Mom	
 was	
 a	
 commoner	
 while	
 Dad	
 was	
 a	
 prince.	
 They	
 got	
 married	
 because	
 my	
 

dad's	
 a	
 stubborn	
 son	
 of	
 a	
 bitch	
 that	
 changed	
 the	
 laws	
 against	
 royals	
 marrying	
 commoners	
 

the	
 second	
 my	
 grandpa	
 passed	
 on.	
 Mom	
 died	
 when	
 I	
 was	
 just	
 a	
 kid,	
 but	
 I	
 know	
 Dad	
 didn't	
 

regret	
 a	
 second	
 they	
 were	
 together.	
 And	
 so	
 here	
 I	
 am.	
 That's	
 it,	
 I	
 guess."	
 



There	
 was	
 a	
 short	
 silence	
 after	
 this	
 speech	
 and	
 then	
 Gabriel	
 grinned.	
 



"I	
 don't	
 think	
 anyone	
 is	
 surprised	
 human	
 stubbornness	
 brought	
 you	
 here	
 today,"	
 he	
 

commented.	
 



Dean	
 rolled	
 his	
 eyes	
 and	
 only	
 just	
 refrained	
 from	
 asking	
 if	
 they	
 could	
 get	
 on	
 with	
 it.	
 



Gabriel	
 laid	
 his	
 hands	
 over	
 Dean	
 and	
 Castiel's	
 and	
 muttered	
 a	
 few	
 sentences	
 in	
 a	
 tongue	
 

Dean	
 didn't	
 recognize.	
 Probably	
 some	
 kind	
 of	
 ancient	
 fairy	
 language	
 kept	
 alive	
 by	
 the	
 

religion	
 and	
 its	
 scribes.	
 At	
 the	
 end	
 of	
 the	
 sentences,	
 the	
 entire	
 group	
 of	
 fairies	
 stood	
 as	
 one.	
 

"In	
 the	
 eyes	
 of	
 the	
 Goddess,	
 you	
 are	
 now	
 married,"	
 Gabriel	
 announced.	
 	
 



Dean	
 hadn't	
 expected	
 to	
 feel	
 different,	
 but	
 as	
 soon	
 as	
 the	
 words	
 left	
 Gabriel's	
 mouth,	
 his	
 

heart	
 lightened.	
 So	
 much	
 that	
 Dean	
 felt	
 somewhat	
 faint.	
 They	
 were	
 married.	
 Bound	
 in	
 a	
 

way	
 Dean	
 still	
 couldn't	
 really	
 comprehend.	
 Castiel	
 belonged	
 to	
 him	
 and	
 he	
 to	
 Castiel.	
 	
 



"It	
 is	
 now	
 your	
 right	
 to	
 claim	
 Castiel's	
 wings,"	
 Gabriel	
 said.	
 

Oh	
 yes.	
 The	
 part	
 Dean	
 was	
 so	
 eager	
 to	
 complete.	
 And	
 he	
 wasn't	
 the	
 only	
 one.	
 A	
 low	
 thrum	
 

of	
 murmurs	
 arose	
 in	
 the	
 Chapel.	
 This	
 part	
 must	
 be	
 the	
 big	
 romantic	
 moment	
 everyone	
 

enjoyed,	
 like	
 the	
 exchanging	
 of	
 the	
 marriage	
 bracelets	
 in	
 a	
 human	
 wedding.	
 Dean	
 felt	
 bad	
 

about	
 having	
 no	
 wings	
 for	
 Castiel	
 to	
 claim,	
 but	
 it	
 obviously	
 couldn't	
 be	
 helped.	
 Judging	
 by	
 

the	
 hopeful	
 affection	
 glowing	
 in	
 Castiel's	
 eyes,	
 he	
 didn't	
 mind.	
 Very	
 slowly,	
 Castiel	
 extended his	
 wings	
 over	
 his	
 shoulders,	
 pressing	
 them	
 towards	
 Dean	
 and	
 on	
 impulse,	
 Dean	
 suspected,  

lifted	
 Dean's	
 hands	
 to	
 his	
 mouth	
 for	
 a	
 light	
 kiss	
 before	
 releasing	
 them.	
 



Dean	
 didn't	
 wait	
 even	
 a	
 second	
 to	
 reach	
 up	
 and	
 skim	
 the	
 pads	
 of	
 his	
 fingers	
 along	
 the	
 hard	
 

ridge	
 at	
 the	
 top	
 of	
 each	
 wing.	
 His	
 first	
 impression	
 was	
 of	
 incredible	
 heat.	
 The	
 wings	
 

warmed	
 his	
 hands	
 far	
 more	
 than	
 the	
 pool	
 had	
 and	
 Dean	
 couldn't	
 help	
 thinking	
 about	
 those	
 

same	
 wings	
 warming	
 his	
 bed	
 on	
 cold	
 nights.	
 



Castiel	
 let	
 out	
 a	
 soft	
 whimpering	
 noise	
 that	
 made	
 Dean's	
 hands	
 falter.	
 He	
 couldn't	
 get	
 

through	
 this	
 part	
 if	
 Castiel	
 produced	
 more	
 quiet	
 needy	
 sounds	
 in	
 the	
 back	
 of	
 his	
 throat.	
 

Dean	
 saw	
 Castiel	
 take	
 a	
 deep	
 breath,	
 obviously	
 trying	
 to	
 steel	
 himself.	
 Doing	
 this	
 publicly	
 

may	
 not	
 be	
 sexual,	
 but	
 that	
 didn't	
 mean	
 it	
 wasn't	
 an	
 intense	
 experience	
 for	
 a	
 fairy	
 who'd	
 

never	
 shared	
 his	
 wings	
 before.	
 And	
 so	
 Dean	
 kept	
 his	
 touch	
 light	
 and	
 gentle	
 as	
 he	
 rubbed	
 the	
 

back	
 of	
 his	
 knuckles	
 across	
 the	
 thin	
 supple	
 flesh	
 stretched	
 between	
 each	
 bone.	
 The	
 wings	
 

rippled	
 under	
 his	
 hands	
 as	
 Castiel's	
 breaths	
 shallowed.	
 Dean	
 leaned	
 forward	
 and	
 spoke	
 

words	
 quiet	
 enough	
 that	
 only	
 Castiel	
 heard	
 them.	
 



"These	
 are	
 mine	
 now."	
 



Castiel	
 gave	
 him	
 a	
 jerky	
 nod,	
 seemingly	
 beyond	
 words.	
 The	
 part	
 of	
 Dean	
 that	
 wanted	
 to	
 

thoroughly	
 explore	
 the	
 wings	
 lost	
 its	
 battle	
 against	
 the	
 need	
 for	
 privacy.	
 With	
 one	
 last	
 

caress,	
 Dean	
 finally	
 lowered	
 his	
 hands	
 to	
 take	
 Castiel's	
 back	
 and	
 hold	
 them	
 close.	
 

Now	
 they	
 belonged	
 together	
 entirely.  



