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The grotesque, shadowy eyes of the Leviathan bore into me, a chilling intensity that sent shivers down my spine. Its voice, a deep and resonant echo, reverberated through the air as it intoned, "We are Legion... We are Leviathan." Just as the words hung ominously in the atmosphere, its massive, legless form began to tremble violently at our feet, a harbinger of something both powerful and terrifying. The very ground seemed to vibrate with the weight of its presence, as if the earth itself was responding to the creature's dark proclamation.

As the Leviathan continued its ominous chant, "We are..." the tension in the air thickened, a palpable sense of dread enveloping us. Suddenly, without warning, the half-severed creature's body lurched forward, collapsing onto the ground with a thunderous crash. Its once-mighty form now lay motionless, face down, as if the life had been abruptly snatched away. The silence that followed was deafening, a stark contrast to the chaos that had just unfolded, leaving us in a state of disbelief and fear, grappling with the enormity of what we had just witnessed.

In that moment, the world around us felt suspended in time, the echoes of the Leviathan's last words lingering like a ghostly whisper. The darkness that had enveloped its eyes seemed to seep into the very fabric of our reality, casting a shadow over our thoughts. As we stood there, the weight of the creature's presence still heavy in the air, we couldn't shake the feeling that this was not the end, but rather a prelude to something far more sinister. The Leviathan, though seemingly lifeless, had left an indelible mark on our souls, a reminder of the unfathomable depths of darkness that lurked just beyond the veil of our understanding.

"What was that creature trying to communicate with us?" I inquired, my fingers instinctively running through the hair at the nape of my neck, a gesture of both confusion and disbelief. "I thought it was referred to as the burnt," I added, my mind racing to comprehend the bizarre encounter we had just experienced.

Thorn's gaze remained locked on the lifeless form of the Leviathan, a mixture of awe and trepidation etched across his features. "I was under the impression that it couldn't articulate thoughts or words," he countered, his voice barely above a whisper. "Yet, it identified itself as Leviathan. Have you ever come across any mention of such a being in your readings or tales?"

"Indeed, I've heard of them, but they are merely legends... figments of imagination," I replied, casting a sidelong glance at him, searching for reassurance. "Do you think they could actually be real?" Thorn met my gaze, his expression unwavering. 

"Castiel, I am a man with white wings, capable of healing in mere moments. In this world we inhabit now, I would argue that the boundaries of possibility have expanded beyond our wildest dreams."

I find myself pondering aloud, questioning whether Job had somehow morphed into one of those formidable Leviathans, gaining the ability to articulate thoughts and engage in conversation just like them. The idea lingers in my mind, a curious blend of wonder and disbelief, as I contemplate the implications of such a transformation.

Thorn's eyes widen in surprise as he processes my musings. "Wait... you actually witnessed what happened to Job, Micheala's father? What exactly did you see, Cas?" he inquires, his voice tinged with urgency and intrigue. The atmosphere thickens with anticipation, as if the very air around us is charged with the weight of the revelation.

I take a deep breath, recalling the chaotic scene from the battle. "I saw Job get bitten by one of those Leviathans, and in mere moments, he underwent a shocking transformation, becoming one of them. It was as if he had received a command, and without hesitation, he bolted away from us, leaving behind a sense of bewilderment and fear. The sight was both mesmerizing and terrifying, a stark reminder of the thin line between humanity and the monstrous."

A wave of confusion washed over me, and I couldn't help but exclaim, "This is all so bewildering!" My gaze shifted away from the lifeless form of the Leviathan, oblivious to the sinister trail of its dark blood that was inching closer to me, a creeping menace that seemed to have a will of its own.

Suddenly, Thorn's voice pierced through my thoughts, urgent and sharp. "Castiel, look out!" he yelled, his instincts kicking in as he rushed to pull me away from the ominous pool of Leviathan blood that was slithering toward me like a predatory serpent. His grip was firm, and I could feel the adrenaline coursing through him as he acted to save me from an unseen danger.

As I turned to face the source of his alarm, my heart raced at the sight before me. The Leviathan's inky blood was not merely a lifeless substance; it appeared to be animated, writhing and twisting as it attempted to ensnare my shoe. The realization struck me like a bolt of lightning—this was no ordinary creature, and its remnants were just as perilous as the beast itself.

We observe as the blood of Leviathan appears to transform into ash, swirling gently in the breeze before vanishing completely, leaving behind the motionless figure of the man who lies there, utterly still.

I offered a brief nod to Thorn, my heart heavy with unspoken words. "I have to leave now," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper as I turned away from him. The streets of Babylon lay before me, scarred and battered from the relentless conflict that had raged for weeks ago. Each step I took felt like a weight on my soul, the memories of Cylin haunting me as I searched for her among the ruins. The thought of her body lying somewhere in this desolate landscape filled me with an urgency I could not shake, a desperate need to find her and bring her home.

Thorn's voice broke through my thoughts, pulling me back to the present. "Where are you headed?" he inquired, his concern evident as he fell into step beside me. I could see the determination in his eyes, a flicker of hope that perhaps together we could uncover the truth of what had happened to Cylin. "If you're searching for Cy, I can help," he offered, his wings unfurling majestically behind him. The sight of them was both awe-inspiring and a reminder of the power he possessed, a power that could lift us above the chaos and devastation below.

I hesitated for a moment, weighing my options. The idea of soaring over the city, scanning the ground from above, was tempting. Yet, a part of me felt tethered to the earth, compelled to walk through the remnants of what once was, to honor Cylin's memory in the most tangible way possible. "I appreciate it, Thorn," I finally said, my voice steadying as I met his gaze. "But I need to do this on foot. I need to feel the ground beneath me, to connect with the places she might have been." With that, I resumed my search, the echoes of battle still ringing in my ears, each step a tribute to the friend I had lost.

Thorn made the choice to accompany me as we traversed the desolate and ravaged streets of Babylon, a city scarred by conflict and neglect, in search of her body. I felt a deep sense of gratitude for his decision to forgo the ease and swiftness of flight. His magnificent wings, capable of soaring through the air with grace and speed, remained folded against his back, a testament to his respect for his fallen friend. This act of solidarity spoke volumes about his character, revealing a profound loyalty that resonated deeply within me.

As we walked side by side, the remnants of Babylon's once-great architecture loomed around us, their crumbling facades echoing the stories of a vibrant past now lost to the ravages of war. The air was thick with the scent of dust and decay, each step we took stirring up memories of what had been. Thorn's presence beside me was a comforting reminder that I was not alone in this grim search; his silent strength bolstered my resolve. Together, we navigated the debris-strewn paths, our footsteps a soft rhythm against the backdrop of a city that had seen better days.

With each passing moment, the weight of our mission pressed heavily upon us, yet there was an unspoken bond forming between us, forged in the shared purpose of honoring her memory. Thorn's quiet determination mirrored my own, and as we ventured deeper into the heart of Babylon, I could sense the flicker of hope amidst the despair. The journey was not just about finding her body; it was a pilgrimage of remembrance, a tribute to the life that had once thrived in this now-silent landscape. In that moment, I realized that our footsteps were not merely tracing the outlines of a forgotten city, but rather, they were paving the way for healing and closure in a world that had been irrevocably changed.

The lifeless form of Cy rested in the very spot where her life had been cruelly extinguished weeks ago. Thorn and I made our way toward her, the air heavy with the scent of decay that lingered around her. Once a radiant figure, her once-gleaming white wings now lay severed, remnants of a fierce struggle against the monstrous being that had taken her from us. The sight was heart-wrenching, a stark reminder of the battle she had fought valiantly, yet ultimately lost.

As I knelt beside her, a wave of sorrow washed over me, mingling with the determination that surged within. I scanned the ground, my heart racing with the hope of uncovering the fabled sword that had been wielded by the creature—a weapon I saw possess the power to vanquish even the mightiest of Nordic warriors. It was the very sword that had been used to end my beloved Cylin's life, and the thought of it filled me with a burning desire for retribution. The landscape around us was eerily quiet, as if the world itself mourned the loss of Cy and the darkness that had befallen us.

With each passing moment, the memories of Cy flooded my mind, her laughter echoing in the silence, her spirit a beacon of light that now felt extinguished. I felt the weight of my grief, but alongside it, a fierce resolve began to take shape. I would not let her death be in vain; I would find that sword and confront the creature that had wrought such devastation. The quest for vengeance was not just a personal journey; it was a promise to Cy, a vow to honor her memory by ensuring that the darkness that had claimed her would be met with the light of justice.

Thorn's voice broke the heavy silence that enveloped us, his suggestion hanging in the air like a fragile whisper. "There's a cemetery not far from here. I could take Cylin and wrap her in some cloth, and we could lay her to rest there. What do you think, Castiel?" His words were laced with a somber urgency as I cast one last glance at Cy's still form, the weight of our loss pressing down on me like a thick fog. The thought of moving her felt both necessary and profoundly heartbreaking, a final act of love in a world that had turned so cruel.

I nodded slowly, the memories of our time together flooding my mind, each one a bittersweet reminder of the vibrant spirit that once filled this space. "I agree," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. "I believe she would want to be laid to rest in this beautiful city of Babylon, or what remains of it. It was a place that held so much promise and joy for her." The ruins around us seemed to echo my sentiment, a testament to the beauty that had once thrived here, now overshadowed by the shadows of loss and decay.

With a heavy heart, I turned my gaze back to Thorn, determination mingling with sorrow in my chest. "Let’s go to the cemetery you mentioned," I said, my resolve strengthening with each word. "It’s the least we can do for her, to honor her memory in a place that once brought her happiness." Together, we would carry her to that final resting place, a sanctuary amidst the remnants of a city that had seen better days, ensuring that her spirit would forever be intertwined with the beauty that still lingered in the air.

I turned to Thorn, a sense of confusion washing over me as I spoke. "I have no idea how Cy came to possess her wings, Thorn. She never shared the tale of her transformation with me, unlike the way you opened up about your own experiences." My voice carried a hint of curiosity mixed with concern, as I pondered the mystery surrounding Cy's extraordinary change. It felt as if there was a hidden chapter in her life that I had yet to uncover, a story that could shed light on the remarkable being she had once been.

Thorn's expression shifted, a knowing look crossing his face as he began to recount the events that led to Cy's metamorphosis. "I know exactly how she earned those wings. It all started when she was desperately trying to protect her grandmother. One fateful night, a ravenous brown bear invaded their orchard, and her grandmother, brave as ever, ventured outside to confront the beast. Armed with a shotgun—back when the ammunition was still reliable—she attempted to scare the creature away. But before she could take aim, the bear lunged at her, and in that moment of chaos, Cylin was paralyzed with fear, watching the scene unfold before her eyes."

Thorn continued, his voice heavy with the weight of the memory. "In a split second, the bear turned its ferocity towards Cylin after finishing with her grandmother. It was a moment of sheer terror, and in that desperate instant, she summoned every ounce of courage within her. The transformation that followed was nothing short of miraculous, as if the very essence of her love and bravery manifested into those magnificent wings. It was a sacrifice born from love, a testament to her unwavering spirit, and a reminder of the lengths one would go to protect those they hold dear."

The moment Thorn recounted the tale of how Cy had acquired her magnificent wings, a wave of sorrow washed over me, deepening the ache of her absence. It was unfathomable to think that she had met such a tragic end, only to be brought back to life adorned with ethereal wings—a true miracle amidst the grief. The thought of her vibrant spirit, now forever silenced, left a gaping void in my heart, one that had already been aching for weeks. The realization that I would never again hear her laughter or see her radiant smile filled me with an overwhelming sense of loss.

In our shared grief, we gently lifted her lifeless form, wrapping her in a frayed tapestry that Thorn had salvaged, a makeshift shroud that felt both inadequate and sacred. Each movement was heavy with the weight of our sorrow, as we prepared to honor her memory in the way we had promised. With a shared understanding, we made our way to the cemetery Thorn had described, a place that now felt like a sanctuary for our mourning. The air was thick with unspoken words, and the world around us seemed to fade as we focused solely on the task at hand, driven by love and respect for the one we had lost.

Once we arrived at the serene resting place, we gathered our thoughts and spoke a few heartfelt words, each syllable a tribute to the beauty that Cy had brought into our lives. As we began to dig the grave, the earth felt heavy beneath our hands, mirroring the burden in our hearts. Finally, we laid her once-vibrant body to rest, covering her with the soil that would cradle her for eternity. The finality of it all struck me like a thunderclap, and as we stepped back, the reality of our loss settled in, leaving us with nothing but memories and the bittersweet knowledge that she would forever soar in our hearts, even if her physical presence was gone.
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