De Novo
part 10

Various thoughts swam through Raph’s mind as Slash’s mouth drew ever closer.  First was that they shouldn’t be doing this because it was probably wrong somehow, second was that he didn’t care because deep down he’d wanted it to happen.

The third thing that swept through his thoughts was Slash couldn’t possibly kiss him given that the larger turtle had a row of sharp, jagged protrusions on his lower jaw rather than a proper mouth.


That wasn’t stopping Slash who was very focused on his intended target.  With his eyes locked on Raph’s, Slash slowly and deliberately opened his mouth.  Tilting his head down, he gently pressed the spikes on his lower jaw into the skin beneath Raph’s chin.  Though he was effectively held in place, Raph was unafraid.

When he didn’t try to move away from Slash, the larger turtle emitted a sound that was a cross between a chirp and a click.  Without consciously meaning to, Raph responded with a similar noise, albeit lower in volume.  As soon as that instinctive verbal response rose from his throat, Raph’s whole body grew warmer.

Slash’s grip on Raph’s shell tightened and the smaller turtle reacted by sliding his hands upwards until his fingers curled over Slash’s shoulders.  It was then that Raph felt Slash’s breath blow across his mouth and his tongue slip across Raph’s lips.


Opening his mouth slightly, Raph let the tip of his own tongue peek out from between his teeth.  He felt Slash’s questing appendage touch his tongue and then Slash’s bottom jaw moved downwards, allowing Raph to open his mouth wider.


As soon as the gap between his lips increased, Slash’s tongue entered Raph’s mouth.  It was an odd kind of kiss; they didn’t fit together properly but somehow it worked.  Raph’s entire focus turned inward to the feeling of their tongues moving against each other and how right it seemed, as if their entire lives together had been leading directly to this.

A surge of adrenaline swept through Raph’s core, every atom aflame with animalistic desire.  In his entire young life Raph had never been so turned on.  His needy moan was answered by an equally eager grunt and Raph found himself wanting nothing more than to drop to the muddy ground with Slash and rut until every last ounce of energy was gone from his body.


Even as his instincts begged him to follow through on that idea, a tiny voice of caution rang in his head.  When it asked him if he thought they’d be seen, Raph remembered where they were and gently began pushing against Slash’s shoulders.

A low groan issued from Slash’s chest but he adhered to the smaller turtle’s wishes by slowly releasing his hold on Raph’s chin.  When his tongue left Raph’s mouth, the young ninja felt an immediate sense of loss.

The kiss was broken but the two turtles continued to cling to each other.  Raph looked into Slash’s eyes and could easily read the desire there. 


“Is this why you came for me?” Raph asked in a near whisper.


Slash’s voice was a low rumble as he answered.  “I told you why.  You’re my family.  I drank the mutagen because I wanted to be more to you, to be closer to you.  I want you in every possible way, Raphael.”


Raph wasn’t sure his voice would work but somehow he managed to squeak out, “Every way?”

“Yes,” Slash hissed and started to lean in again.

Just at that moment the fishing pole under Raph’s foot shifted and started to slide away.  With a startled yelp, Raph twisted out of Slash’s grip and dove for the pole, but wasn’t fast enough to catch it before it was pulled into the pond.  Raph’s leap sent him into the water, where he flailed about as he tried to catch the end of the pole.

Water flew up in a geyser around Raph as he bounced in the pond, throwing his body after the receding pole and splashing every time his arms hit the water’s surface.  A last desperate lunge put him within range of the pole and he managed to snag it, then nearly lost it again as it began to slip from his wet hand.

Slash stood on the embankment watching as Raph quickly wrapped both hands around the pole and lifted it from the water.  The fishing line was pulled taut as soon as Raph grabbed the reel and turned it, determined to land the fish who’d tried to make off with the pole.

“Play it or he’ll break your line!” Slash called out excitedly.

Slash’s enthusiasm was mirrored exactly by Raph, who let the line out and allowed the fish to run with it before pulling him back.  Little by little he drew his catch closer, tiring it out in order to land it.

 
The fight was exhilarating and Raph was elated when he finally won, pulling his catch from the water.  It was another largemouth bass and easily weighed seven pounds.

Wet and laughing, Raph made his way out of the pond, holding the fish proudly out in front of him.  His joy was contagious and Slash laughed along with him, admiring the above average sized catch.


“Let’s put this one in the bucket so you can munch on it for later,” Raph said teasingly, placing the fish into the bucket Slash had brought along.  “I brought a container of salt in case you wanted to preserve some fish for a day or so.”

“Or you could come back to the cabin with me and I could cook it for you now,” Slash offered hopefully.


Raph felt his face heat up, thoughts of things he’d rather do than eat flashing through his mind.  He might be young and inexperienced, but his daydreams were neither of those things.

“I . . . I’d better not,” Raph stammered, though there was nothing he’d choose over that.  “I came up with a story that would get me away from the family, but it’s only good for a couple hours at a time.”


Slash frowned slightly and Raph could almost see that he was thinking about Leo’s hold on his brother, but this time the large turtle refrained from saying anything on the subject.


“I suppose I must accept our situation for what it is at the moment,” Slash said philosophically.


Raph suddenly felt shy and tentative, emotions that were almost completely foreign to him.  “How about after everyone is asleep I sneak out if I can and come to the cabin then?”


A gleam came into Slash’s eyes and Raph had to work to control his needful shudder.  “Does that mean you accept me?” Slash asked.

“Ac . . . cept you?” Raph countered, wishing he could stop stuttering.


“As a mate,” Slash said bluntly, stepping up close to Raph.


Raph’s shiver had nothing to do with being cold and wet.  “Yes,” he answered, his voice small.  Clearing his throat, he said more firmly, “Yes.”

Slash’s jaw moved from side to side, his hands clenched tightly.  “I want . . . I want to hold you again; to kiss you again.  But you have to go and I don’t want to leave my scent on you.  I mean, I do but I don’t want Leonardo to start asking questions.”


“I’ll find a way to tell him,” Raph promised.  “A way that will make him understand and to trust you.”


The look Slash gave him was enigmatic.  “I doubt that anything you say will do the trick,” he said.  “I destroyed his trust through my actions and that will be the only way I can regain it.”

“What are you talking about?” Raph asked.


Slash shook his head, his expression softening.  “It’s nothing, just an idea I’ve toyed with.”  He took the fishing pole from Raph’s hand and said, “I hope you can make it tonight.  I’ll be waiting.”


The way he said those words sounded like an erotic invitation and Raph swallowed heavily.

“I’ll be there,” Raph told him.  There were very few things that would keep him away now.


Slash smiled knowingly and Raph reluctantly backed away from him.  Exhaling hugely, Raph turned and began to jog back towards the farmhouse.


Running helped to dry and warm his skin, but did nothing to lessen the tight knot that had formed in his belly.  Raph was no stranger to anticipation, in fact he knew the feeling well.  Usually he succumbed to it when going into a fight, but experiencing it now was something new.  

Everything about his relationship with Slash was new and all sense of misgivings over the shadow of his lost Spike had disappeared.  Spike was no longer lost, he’d finally fulfilled his destiny.

The van was just pulling up to the farmhouse when Raph jogged into the yard and he was happy to have the distraction of helping to haul groceries inside.  It was pretty clear that having Mikey along for the shopping trip had meant they’d bought more than had been on the original list, but that was good for Raph.  He could pilfer things for Slash much more easily if the pantry was full.

As Raph and Mikey simultaneously set bags down on the kitchen table, Mikey’s beak wrinkled with distaste and he said, “Phew!  You smell like fish.”


“You’re wet too,” Casey observed.  “What’d you do, fall in the pond?”

“Raph, your weapons are wet,” Leo said, frowning at his brother’s sais.  “You need to clean them quickly.”

“I was about to do that,” Raph said, glad for an excuse to leave the room.  “Rock I was standing on rolled out from under me.”

Leo looked as though he was going to say something more but Raph beat a hasty retreat before he could.  Going up to the bathroom, Raph took a quick bath to scrub the smell of pond water off of himself.  Afterwards he washed his gear and draped it over his window sill to dry.

Raph was on his bed cleaning his weapons when someone knocked on the door.  With a slight scowl at the interruption, he called out, “Come in.”


It was no surprise to Raph when Leo walked into the room and closed the door behind him.


“What’s up?” Raph asked, barely sparing his brother a glance before returning his eyes to his chore.


“Did anything happen during your run?” Leo asked.


“You mean other than my tumble into the pond?” Raph countered.  “Nothing to speak of.  Why do you ask?”


“I thought you might have been distracted,” Leo answered.  “Normally an unstable rock wouldn’t have caught you off guard.”


Raph’s breath puffed from between his lips in frustration.  “Please tell me you’re being this clingy with everyone.  I fell off a damn rock, Leo.  I jumped from the bank onto the rock so I could look at some fish and it rolled as I landed.  Big deal.”

“It’s more than just being cooped up, isn’t it?” Leo guessed, ignoring the aggravation in his brother’s voice.


Raph caught the hint of self-recrimination in Leo’s tone and looked up.  “Cut it out.  I want to go home, you want to go home.  We can’t right now for a number of reasons that don’t all have to do with your injury.  I’ve accepted that and ain’t blaming anybody but Shredder and the Kraang.”

“But still you’re frustrated,” Leo insisted.


“I got a right to be,” Raph said with a shrug.  “I got plenty of reasons to be.  Just because I am doesn’t mean I’m gonna do something stupid or rash.  You don’t have to watch me like a hawk.”


“Do you feel like that’s what I’ve been doing?” Leo asked.


“Haven’t you?”  Raph set his sai aside.  “My duty is to my family first bro’.  I might disagree with you sometimes over the way we do things, but I’m never going to leave my family because of that.  I told you that a couple nights ago, but if it makes you feel better to have me repeat myself, I will.”


Leo’s head dropped, his gaze directed at the floor.  Even with his face shielded that way, Raph could see the pain in his expression.

Standing quickly, Raph said, “Sit down.  Is your leg bothering you?”


“No, no,” Leo said, shaking his head.  “It’s not that.”


Raph frowned, puzzled at Leo’s tone.  His brother was looking at him again and though he denied that his leg hurt, the pained aspect was still there.


“Then why . . . ?” Raph began.


“The others seem so . . . content,” Leo blurted out.  “It’s like they’re comfortable with being here and have no thoughts of leaving.  Even April, for all she talks about her dad, seems accepting of the way things are.  They aren’t just making do anymore.  They’re settling in.”

Raph thought that over and nodded slowly.  “I can see that.  Don and Mikey avoid training even though they have to know we’ll be facing the Kraang again.  Don tinkers in the garage for all hours and Mikey rots what little is left of his brain watching television.  But maybe that’s just denial of our situation, Leo.  It doesn’t mean they’re happy to stay here, it just means they’re finding a way to deal with it that best suits them.”


The thin layer of moisture in Leo’s eyes was easy for Raph to see and a dull pain thudded in his own chest in response.


“You don’t think they’ve forgotten Father?” Leo asked in a small voice.


“No,” Raph said as strongly as he could.  “None of us have.  Like you said before, he’s out there and he’ll find a way to tell us how to find him.  I think he’ll wait until he knows we’re all ready to make the trip.  That’s what I hang onto when I’m feeling impatient.”

“And you don’t even meditate,” Leo said with something akin to awe in his tone.


“I told you, I do my thinking when I’m moving,” Raph said, unable to hide a tiny satisfied smirk.  Sobering quickly, he added, “I’m here, Leo.  I’m here with you, for you.  I’m here for this family.  Ain’t nothing gonna change that.”

Leo rubbed a hand across his forehead.  “I’m tired,” he admitted.  “I guess I’m seeing things that aren’t there; imagining the worst and trying too hard to get ahead of it.  Over the last few days you’ve seemed distracted and like you’re keeping things, important things, to yourself.  I need you, Raph.  I don’t tell you that enough.  I need your strength, your courage, and more than anything, your challenges.  Without that I won’t look at myself or my decisions hard enough.”


“If you think there’s ever a chance I won’t question stuff you do then you really are tired,” Raph said half-jokingly.  “Why don’t you go take a nap?  Meditation might seem restful, but it ain’t a substitute for sleep.  Stop worrying about us so much.  We’ll do what has to be done when it’s time to do it, we always have.”

Leo straightened, pulling his slumped shoulders back.  “I think I will lie down.  Thanks for the reassurances, bro’.  Talking things out with you seems to be better for my peace of mind than meditation.”


“Glad to hear you admit that meditation doesn’t solve everything,” Raph said, walking Leo to the door.


“Don’t let Mikey hear you say that,” Leo said with a laugh, pausing in the open doorway.  “He doesn’t need anything else to add to the growing list of why he should never have to meditate.”


“He doesn’t turn his brain on and Don doesn’t turn his off,” Raph observed.  “You’d think they’d be the perfect team.”


“Could be they are,” Leo said.  “When we get back to New York they’ll probably get the chance to prove it.”


With that comment Leo parted company with his brother and went into his own room.  As soon as Leo’s door closed behind him, Raph ducked back into his, sitting down on the bed to think about the conversation he’d just had with his brother.


Raph was glad that Leo felt like he could confide in him.  Opening up about his misgivings and fears was hard for Leo to do and Raph appreciated the faith his brother was showing him.


As he thought about that and about how he needed to support Leo, Raph’s mind also drifted towards his own new found desires.  Slash was his family too, albeit estranged from the rest of the clan.  Raph wanted Slash to be with them again, to be able to live with and interact with his brothers.  He wanted Slash with him, as a partner, as a mate.

With Leo’s confidence so fragile and his reliance on Raph so palpable, bringing Slash home was going to be a monumental challenge.  Slash was right about one thing, gaining Leo’s trust would be a major hurdle.


Knowing those things didn’t dissuade Raph from making plans for the evening.  Whatever the future might hold, he was sure that he was meant all along to be with Slash.  Fate had decided many things for the young mutant and this he knew was one of them.

Raph was going to sneak out of the house tonight no matter what.  Slash’s intimations on what they could have together still rang in Raph’s head and his gut was still warmed by the kiss they’d shared.

Eagerness for nightfall gave Raph renewed energy and he jumped up, grabbing his now dry gear off the sill and pulling it on.  He was going to head downstairs and light a fire under his extended family just so they’d know he hadn’t checked out for the day.  This was how he’d show Leo that their small clan was still important to him.


His brother didn’t need to know just yet that it wasn’t the only thing that was important to him.

TBC……………….

