De Novo
part 12

The hour he spent waiting for his friends and family to fall asleep was the longest in Raph’s life.

Watching the clock count off each second was completely unproductive, but he couldn’t think of anything else to do to pass the time.  The book he’d been reading didn’t interest him and any other activity he could engage in might alert someone to the fact that he wasn’t going to sleep.

When after what seemed like an eternity the hour had passed, Raph rose noiselessly from his bed and retrieved his weapons.  He thought about simply going out of his window but nixed that idea because he wasn’t sure if everyone in the house was asleep.


The best way he could think of to find out was to go downstairs and see if his movements attracted anyone.  As quietly as he could, Raph exited his room, careful to close the door behind him, and then descended to the bottom floor.


Raph glanced into the living room first to be sure that no one had come down to watch television.  Though he half expected to see Mikey there, the TV was thankfully off and the room devoid of life.

He next went into the kitchen with two purposes in mind.  The first was to grab some food for Slash and the second was to see if Leo had heard him moving around again.  Raph figured that if his big brother appeared, he could always say he’d gotten the munchies.


There were plenty of leftovers to choose from and Raph started filling some plastic baggies with them.  He didn’t completely empty any of the containers in the refrigerator because that would have been too obvious; he just took a good sized sample of several things.


No one interrupted his rummaging around and Raph breathed a sigh of relief, fairly certain all of the occupants of the household were in dreamland.  Finding a large plastic tote bag in the pantry, Raph dumped some ice into it and then placed the packed leftovers inside.  He didn’t think they’d have to be on ice for long; Slash was a big turtle.

 
Ice cream kitty meowed at him as Raph checked to see if there was anything else he could take from the freezer so he quickly closed the door.  What he’d collected would have to be enough, Raph had already spent too much time messing around inside the house.

Using the shadows, Raph moved around to a side of the house that couldn’t be seen from any of the bedroom windows and then darted into the woods.

Raph was all nerves during his journey to the cabin.  Jittery and tense, every noise made him think he was being followed, and it took almost twice as long for him to reach his destination because he kept stopping to check his back trail.  It made him more determined than ever to find a way to bring Slash and his brothers together.  There was no way he could continue on with this cloak and dagger routine.

Approaching the cabin cautiously, Raph noticed a faint glow showing through the walls and lighting up the area immediately around the building.  He then noticed a metal pipe that hadn’t been there before protruding from one corner of the roof, a wisp of smoke curling up from it.

Hesitating as he took in the changes, Raph heard a faint creek from the door and then the sound of his friend’s voice.  “Come in, Raphael.”

Leaving behind the dark chill of the silent woods, Raph entered a surprisingly warm cabin.  His first thought was to look towards the corner where he’d seen the pipe coming through the roof.  Raph stared in fascination at the small brick and stone structure that had been newly erected there.

“You built a fireplace,” Raph said in amazement.

“I had the time,” Slash told him, smiling complacently.  “It’s not big but it gives off enough heat to keep this room warm and provides me with a place to cook.”


“I was thinking we might have to build something outside,” Raph said as he presented the bag of leftovers to Slash, “but this is better.  How’d you know how to do this?”


Slash dumped the leftovers into the cooking pot that Raph had given him a couple of days earlier, mixing everything together with no concern for how it might taste.  He then placed the pot over the fire to warm the contents.

“I looked into a few windows on my way here,” Slash said.  “I was checking for you.  Most of the large cabins had fireplaces like this, so I just copied what I saw.”


“Resourceful,” Raph muttered, slightly uneasy and not sure what to do with himself.


“Please sit down and be comfortable,” Slash said, waving a hand towards his bed.


Raph hesitated, but since Slash appeared busy at the fire, he crossed the room and sank down on the blankets.

 
“Most turtles are, you know,” Slash said without looking up.  “Resourceful I mean.  We adapt to conditions in order to survive.  When it gets cold, we burrow under the mud, conserving our oxygen until the weather warms.  I suppose the mutagen enhanced that ability.  It gave Donatello superior intellect and expanded my natural ingenuity.”

Slash used the wooden mixing spoon Raph had brought him to stir the contents of the pot.  Grimacing slightly, Raph said, “You know that’s gonna taste disgusting, right?”

With a grin, Slash scooped up a helping of the mixture and transferred it to his mouth.  Swallowing it down with an audible gulp, he said, “Seems fine to me.”


“And here I was worried when Mikey kept trying to feed you pizza,” Raph said dryly.


On one knee by the fireplace, Slash ate another spoonful of food, patted his stomach, and said, “That’s another thing the mutagen did for me; it gave me a cast iron belly.”


 “While robbing you of your taste buds,” Raph said, smiling.

“As big as I am, that’s probably not a bad thing,” Slash said.  “It means I don’t have to be picky about what I eat.”

“Yeah?  Well any meals we share it’s gonna be me doing the cooking,” Raph told him.


“Deal,” Slash said and they both laughed.


After one more heaping serving followed the first two, Slash moved the pot off to the side, a little ways from the fire.  Raph grew quiet as he watched the larger mutant, unsure as to what was expected of him now.

Slash turned in Raph’s direction but didn’t make a move towards him, instead contemplating the red banded turtle for a few minutes.  Raph worked to keep his nerves under control, his eyes flitting around the room as he self-consciously avoided locking gazes with his friend.


“Raphael,” Slash said, staring at the smaller turtle intensely, “why are you here?”


The question caught Raph off guard.  “What do you mean?  I’m here because you’re family and you need me.”


“It’s more than that and we both know it,” Slash insisted.  “At the pond I was clear about my desires and you said yes.  That could just be you saying what you thought would make me happy.  I can’t go forward until I hear you say what it is you want for the two of us.”

Raph went completely still as he battled with that question.  It was time for the truth; Slash needed it and Raph was tired of second guessing himself.


“I want to start over,” Raph said in a low voice, “with you.”


Still Slash remained where he was.  “Start over as in we put aside the fact I was once your pet turtle and you come to think of me as a mate?  Do you understand what that means?  You’d have to care about me at least as much as you care about your brothers.”

“It also means you’d have to care about my feelings enough not to ask me to make a choice between them or you,” Raph responded quickly.  “You’d have to believe me when I say you’re just as important to me and not be jealous when I’m with them.”

Slash touched his chest and said, “You’re in here, Raphael.  Always have been.  Always will be; no matter what decision you make tonight.  I want to be a part of something with you.  That’s my nature.  I’m not really a loner kind of turtle.  Whatever I have to do to prove I’m not a menace to your brothers, I’ll do it.”

“I guess you’ve already been doing that for a few days now,” Raph admitted.  “Nothing was stopping you from barging into the farmhouse and letting them all know you’re here.  Leo ain’t a hundred percent and . . . .”

“And I’ve changed,” Slash said, interrupting before Raph could continue.  “I don’t want you by force, I want you because you made the choice of your own free will.  If you tell me this won’t work, I’ll check out of here in the morning and you won’t see me again.”


The idea of Slash disappearing again made Raph’s heart skip a beat and he knew he couldn’t let that happen.  “I said yes when you asked me to be your mate because I meant yes,” Raph said as firmly as he could.  “We’ve got things to work out but who doesn’t?  Just . . . you know, cut me some slack here.  It’s not as though I’ve ever done this before.”

“Neither have I,” Slash said, rising slowly.  Moving with great care, as though he was afraid Raph might bolt, Slash approached the bed and sat down next to Raph.  “Let’s let our instincts guide us.  We managed to kiss, I think we can figure out how to proceed.”


“O . . . okay,” Raph stammered, twisting to face Slash and then freezing, unsure of what to do next.


Slash didn’t move at all, though his tongue came out and touched the jagged edge of his mouth.  “Smell me,” he finally said.


Raph blinked.  “What?”


“Scent is important to turtles.  Connect to your basic nature, Raphael.  Take my scent,” Slash answered.


Since Raph wasn’t sure if there was a right way to do that, he decided to go with how he used to find out if dinner was ready.  Tilting his head back, he sniffed the air, his nostrils flaring.  Right away he was hit by Slash’s unique musk and found his body reacting favorably to the scent.


Something in his expression must have telegraphed that response because Slash made a noise in the back of his throat.  When Raph looked at him quizzically, Slash bent down, drawing closer to the young turtle.

“Again,” Slash directed.  “The way I did it when we were in the barn.”

Nodding, Raph passed his teeth across his lower lip and leaned towards Slash.  In response, Slash put his arms around Raph and tilted his head to one side.

Very tentatively, Raph nuzzled into Slash’s neck, feeling Slash’s nails as they loosely raked across his carapace in approval.  Emboldened, Raph burrowed deeper and then inhaled.

Suddenly light headed, Raph found himself overwhelmed by Slash’s pheromones to the point where his entire body began to shake.  Every nerve ending felt as though it was tingling and Raph’s shell across a certain part of his anatomy seemed to become much too tight.

“Let’s get rid of our gear,” Slash murmured, his deep voice against Raph’s head adding another set of fireworks to those already growing in Raph’s groin.


He released Raph and it was all the smaller turtle could do to let go as well.  When Raph began to untie his mask, Slash reached over and brushed his hands aside.

“I’ll remove yours and you take mine off of me,” Slash proposed.


Swallowing thickly, Raph didn’t attempt to respond, instead allowing Slash to take the mask from his face.  When Slash lowered his head, Raph fumbled as he undid the knot on the black mask, his trembling hands making him clumsy.


Slash didn’t call him on it, whether because he understood or because he too was feeling a certain level of nervousness.


The elbow and wrist guards came off next, each turtle taking their time with the others protective equipment.  Slash’s nails were now retracted and his fingertips caressed Raph’s skin as he tugged the pads from the young turtle’s arms.  From the look of reverence in Slash’s eyes, it was clear that this ritual held special meaning to him.


When Slash’s hands slipped into the belt around Raph’s waist, the smaller mutant gasped.  He was already struggling to keep his arousal hidden and Slash’s fingers working in an area so close to Raph’s groin was stimulating him to a nearly painful degree.

A noise slipped out of Raph’s mouth; part groan and part chirp, much like the sound Slash had made when they were at the pond together.  Slash stopped what he was doing and looked into Raph’s eyes, his own both tender and needful.

“Do m . . . mine too,” Slash stuttered before removing Raph’s belt and pushing it and his weapons aside.

It was the stutter that provided the impetus to get Raph’s hands moving.  He realized then that Slash was just as excited as he was and more nervous than he was letting on.


Raph got Slash’s belt off of him and then took the initiative to kneel in front of the large turtle and slowly strip off his leg wrappings.  By the time Raph was finished, Slash was breathing heavily and his hands were clenching and unclenching rhythmically.

“Please . . . .” Slash began before stopping to take a deep breath.  “Sit next to me so I can remove your knee pads.”

Doing as he was asked, Raph lifted first one leg and then the other as Slash finished stripping him.  Each time Slash’s hands touched his skin, the feeling traveled straight up between Raph’s legs and made his hidden manhood twitch.


“I don’t know if this is such a good idea,” Raph suddenly blurted, wanting to rush from the cabin before his penis could make an appearance.

“Shhh,” Slash intoned softly, his hand against Raph’s face surprisingly gentle.  “We are both reacting exactly as we should be.  Let it happen, Raphael.”

“What . . . what should I do next?” Raph asked.


“I want you to touch me,” Slash said, stroking Raph’s cheek before removing his hand.


“Wh . . . where?”  Raph could feel the heat rising along his neck and face but didn’t know if it was because he was so turned on or from embarrassment.


Slash held Raph’s gaze, not allowing the young turtle to look away.  “Everywhere.  There was no part of me that you didn’t know back when I was Spike.  You were as comfortable with me as I was with you.  That’s what we need to find again; our total trust in each other.  I’m going to lie down and I want you to explore my body with your hands.  Learn everything about me, Raphael.”


The words were part command, part instruction, part beseeching and as Slash laid down on the bedding, Raph placed a hand on his arm.  Touching Slash at that point was instinctual; the sound of his voice almost begged for support and it was Raph’s nature to provide him with that.

Slash’s skin was neither warm nor cold, somewhere between those ranges and not much different from when he was Spike.  The texture was leathery and surprisingly soft, with just a hint of pebbling on the scales.

As Raph ran a hand down Slash’s arm, he thought that if he closed his eyes, he could easily imagine it was Spike that he was touching.  Other than the sheer size of him, Slash did not feel all that different.


The feeling of familiarity eased some of Raph’s tension and he proceeded more boldly, twisting around so that he could use both hands on Slash’s body.  Careful to avoid the spikes that protruded from various spots, Raph smoothed his hands across Slash’s plastron, up along his collar bones, and onto his neck.

Slash’s pheromones were spiraling upwards and Raph could smell them.  The effect on him was telling; Raph couldn’t have lifted his hands away even if his brothers had burst into the cabin.  He pet Slash’s face, letting his fingers explore the jagged jaw line and on to his strong brow.  When his hands played over Slash’s head, Raph took the time to touch each of the spikes that grew there, memorizing their placement with his fingertips.

Finally Raph rose up on his knees so that he could lean over Slash.  It dawned on him then that the conical formation of the scutes on Slash’s carapace kept him elevated by at least a foot off the bedding.

“Are you comfortable like that?” Raph asked, sliding a hand along the exposed part of Slash’s carapace.

“Yeah, sure.  Why not?  I sleep pretty good this way ‘cause most of me is in the shell anyway.  Sometimes I sleep on all fours just to change it up,” Slash replied, though his voice was lower and more guttural than normal.


“Oh,” Raph said, an image of Slash on his hands and knees coming into his mind.  The picture was so erotic that it curled Raph’s toes and he had to take a deep breath and shake his head to clear it.

Once more Raph’s hands began to move and he trailed them downwards.  As bold as he was feeling, he avoided Slash’s lower plastron and skipped to his legs, exploring each individually.


After he’d gently smoothed across Slash’s feet, Raph looked up and in a breathy tone asked, “Could you flip over?”


Slash said nothing as he levered himself up and turned over onto his plastron.  Looking down at the big turtle’s muscular legs, Raph’s licked his lower lip and took another steadying breath before continuing his exploration.

Raph could hear Slash now, his breathing ragged and irregular.  When Raph’s hands slid up along Slash’s inner thighs, the giant mutant gasped and then churred, loudly.


The sound froze Raph.  He knew exactly what it meant and his hands began to tremble, the rush from affecting Slash to that extent making him press his knees together.


“Raphael,” Slash said, his tone husky with need, “let me explore your body now.”


His throat constricting with excitement, Raph could barely squeak out, “Okay.”  It took him a minute to gain enough muscle control to lie down next to Slash and as the big turtle loomed over him, Raph went stiff.

“Relax, Raphael,” Slash intoned hypnotically.


For a few moments neither of them moved.  Raph’s eyes were shut, his body rigid as he anticipated Slash’s touch.  When nothing happened, he opened one eye and saw that Slash was kneeling down next to him, his weight on his calves and his hands resting against his thighs.

Slash’s calm posture helped to set Raph at ease and his muscles began to loosen up.  As soon as Raph was at some semblance of repose, Slash brushed a hand across his face.

 
The touch was whisper soft and Raph sighed, feeling suddenly that he’d regained the deep connection he’s once had with Spike.  When Slash’s hands began to stroke his plastron, Raph realized that this thing between them was more; it was something almost spiritual.

While Slash continued to map Raph’s body with his hands, Raph reached up so that he could stroke the large turtle’s skin.  It wasn’t long before they were both panting and Raph had begun to vocalize his arousal with churrs that matched Slash’s.

Raph didn’t have to glance down Slash’s body to know that he was sporting a hard on beneath his shell.  If it was anything like the one Raph continued to try and hide, it was probably hurting him.


Slash obviously noticed the pained expression on Raph’s face because he leaned in close and passed his tongue across Raph’s neck, licking slowly up towards the younger turtle’s ear.  When he reached it, Slash whispered, “Drop down.”

When Raph hesitated, Slash tipped back again and said, “We need to learn everything about each other.  If it will help, I’ll go first.”

As soon as he finished speaking, Slash relaxed his pelvic muscles and his erection sprang free from its confines.  It was half hard and enormous.


“Damn,” Raph murmured, his voice cracking.


“Now you,” Slash instructed.


Raph swallowed heavily and finally allowed his cock to escape its crushing prison.  The relief was incredible and his shaft filled quickly.


“I know that you know how to masturbate, Raphael,” Slash said in a gravelly tone.  “I remember that you used to pleasure yourself.”

Flushing, Raph asked, “You remember that?  You watched me?”


“Yes~s,” Slash acknowledged with a hiss.  “Your awakening sexuality imprinted on me and you became the object of my deepest desires forever.  Don’t feel shy now.  I want to make you happy and the ideal way to do that is to learn what it is you like best.  Go ahead and masturbate for me, teach me.”


His tone was so avid that Raph couldn’t refuse, nor did he want to.  His erection was throbbing with need and closing his eyes, Raph wrapped a hand around his shaft.


The reaction to his own touch was immediate as Raph’s cock jumped in his hand.  Knowing that Slash was watching added a touch of eroticism and Raph began to jerk off.

In a second he felt Slash’s hands on his plastron and the large turtle began to pet him as Raph masturbated.  Raph didn’t bother trying to hide his excitement, churring freely as pre-cum dribbled over his fist.


Then he felt Slash’s hand cover his and Raph’s eyes snapped open as his rhythm faltered.

“Let me take over now,” Slash said.


With a moan, Raph relinquished his erection to the giant mutant, whose large hand wrapped perfectly around Raph’s thick shaft.


Setting a rhythm that matched Raph’s own, Slash began pumping Raph’s cock, sliding a large thumb across the head periodically.  The foreign hand on his most intimate flesh had Raph’s entire body quivering and a fire began to swiftly build in his gut.

When Slash’s movements changed a bit Raph glanced over and saw that the big guy had started to jack himself, his large cock emitting a steady stream of pre-ejaculate.  Raph couldn’t take his eyes off of Slash’s erection, the sight of the meaty swollen flesh bouncing in Slash’s hand enormously arousing.

The prelude to his orgasm took Raph by surprise.  His cock twisted, the fire in his loins expanded, and Raph suddenly tipped over the edge, climaxing harder than he ever had in his young life.


Embarrassed at how quickly he’d cum, Raph started to stammer, “S . . . sorry, s . . . sorry . . . .”

“No,” Slash said, squeezing Raph’s cock and wresting another small orgasmic tremor from the smaller turtle.  “You . . . you are young and . . . and virile.  You are . . . inexperienced.  This . . . this is . . . how it . . . should be.”


Slash was panting between words and Raph saw that his hand hadn’t slowed on his own erection.  Rolling onto his side dislodged Slash’s grip on him and Raph curved a hand over the big turtle’s.

“Keep going,” Raph urged as Slash slowed down.  “I wanna know what you like best too.”


Together they serviced Slash and Raph quickly picked up on Slash’s preferred tempo.  After a couple of minutes Slash removed his hand, his labored breathing and tightly closed eyes telling Raph that the large turtle was close.

“Lay down,” Raph said, shifting upwards as Slash slowly sank onto the bedding.


Raph’s hand never faltered.  Though Slash’s erection was quite large, Raph’s grip from years of holding a sai was incredibly strong.


“Raphael,” Slash said his name in a breathy exhale.  “Raph~ael.  Oh yes, that’s good.  That’s so . . . good . . . .”


In wide eyed amazement Raph watched as Slash’s cock expanded and then exploded.  Cum shot out in copious amounts, drenching Raph’s arm and landing in pools across Slash’s plastron.


It took a few minutes for his orgasm to subside and then Slash grabbed a blanket from the end of the bed.  He used it to wipe down Raph’s arm and hand, passing it along Raph’s plastron to remove the younger turtle’s cum.  Once Raph was relatively clean, Slash used the blanket to soak up the ejaculate that had puddled on his own body.

The endorphins released by his climax began to wear off and Raph suddenly found that his body felt too heavy for him to remain upright.  Slash saw Raph’s eyelids start to droop and placed a hand on his shoulder, urging Raph to lie down.


It didn’t require much encouragement for Raph to sink onto the bed next to his lover.  When Slash leaned over and slid his tongue across Raph’s mouth, the young ninja opened up for him and they kissed.


With a satisfied sigh, Slash lay back down and pulled Raph closer.  Cuddling up against Slash, Raph rested his head against one large bicep.


“From now on we will share everything,” Slash whispered.

Raph wanted to ask what he meant by that, but he couldn’t find the energy.  As his eyes drifted shut, Raph told himself not to fall asleep, that he couldn’t stay much longer.


It was his last thought as Raph dropped off into a deep sleep.

TBC……………..

