De Novo
part 3

A couple of days after his ordeal with the Creep, Raphael had gone back to the cabin in the woods to look at the scene of his transformation.  It wasn’t Raph’s way to avoid things that were unpleasant anymore, the way he’d once done with bugs.  He’d discovered that such avoidance usually provided a fertile growth medium for fear.

The inside of the cabin hadn’t produced anything more than a residual repugnance because Raph really didn’t have much memory from his time as a plant creature.  To deal with that leftover feeling, Raph had raked out the cabin, disposing of remaining plant material and leaving the floor clean.


He’d gone back by himself and hadn’t talked to his brothers about his pilgrimage because he hadn’t wanted to get Mikey started on how he should share his feelings.  For Raph some things were better dealt with alone.


The jar containing the remains of the Creep had been on a shelf in the barn, left there after Don had returned Raph to normal.  Don had discovered that the jar had cracked and fearing that the Creep would escape, he’d taken the jar into the Kraang scout ship located underneath the farmhouse.  The containment unit that had held April’s fake mom was still functional and Don had placed the jar into it, freezing it and rendering the Creep harmless.

Raph knew that with the Creep permanently dealt with his brothers would have no interest in the cabin and it would be the perfect spot for Slash to live.  When he and Slash arrived at the cabin Raph was glad to see that it was exactly as he’d left it.


The single door at the front of the cabin was undamaged but the double doors on the left wall weren’t.  Fortunately, only the two top panels had been broken; the bottom two were still whole and functional.  Since that opening was wider, Raph and Slash entered the cabin through those doors.  Raph went directly to the small table against the opposite wall and lit the candles that were still there.

Looking up, Raph noted that the only other wreckage was the two holes in the roof.  Because there were plenty of wooden planks stacked behind the cabin, Raph estimated that a few hours of work would put things right.

“How do you like it?” Raph asked, his arms sweeping out to indicate the interior of the cabin.

Slash was looking around and he nodded.  “Not bad.  Even with the holes it’s still warmer in here than outside.”


“Tomorrow we can start fixing those holes and the door,” Raph said.  Turning to look at Slash he added apologetically, “I can’t stay out much longer or I’d try to do something about them tonight.”

“Your brothers,” Slash replied, indicating he understood.  “Wouldn’t want them to come looking for you and discover me in the process.”


“You helped us defeat the Newtralizer, I’ll bet my brothers wouldn’t be as distrustful as you think,” Raph said.


“What happens if they are?” Slash asked.  “It’s better if I don’t test them and I think you know it, Raphael.  This is good for now; at least I’ve got a place to stay.  It’ll be nice to sleep on something other than cold, wet grass.”

Raph took a folded tarp down from one of the shelves and opened it, shaking it out before spreading it on the floor in one corner of the room.  “This will have to do for a bed until I can bring you some supplies.”

“Like some choice juicy leaves?” Slash asked with an unmistakable twinkle in his eyes.

That memory brought a smile to Raph’s face and a catch in his throat.  How many times had he talked things over with Spike while feeding him a nice green leaf?  How many times had he pretended that Spike understood him by asking the small pet to take a bite if he agreed with Raph?

“I get the feeling that leaves ain’t gonna tide you over anymore,” Raph said after clearing his throat.


Slash touched his stomach.  “Oh I still like them, but I need something that’s more filling these days.”


“Don’t worry, I’ll get you stocked up with food,” Raph promised.  A portion of his mind asked how he intended to do that without giving away his secret, but Raph shoved the thought aside.  Digging into his belt, Raph extracted a slightly flattened granola bar and handed it to Slash.  “Here.  It ain’t much but hopefully it’ll give your stomach something to think about so you can get some sleep.”

Slash accepted the food with a smile.  “Thank you, Raphael.”


“No problem,” Raph said.  He and Slash gazed at one another for a moment, neither saying anything until Raph finally took a deep breath and headed for the door.  “I’ll be back tomorrow.  When I get close I’ll call out so you’ll know it’s me.”


“You needn’t,” Slash said, turning to watch Raph.  “After all this time I can recognize your footsteps.  And your scent.”


The way Slash said that made Raph glance at him.  There had been a softness in his tone, an almost wistful longing that made Raph stop and say, “We aren’t going to be separated anymore.  You’re my family too.”

“Being with you is all I’ve ever wanted,” Slash admitted.


Raph gave him a reassuring smile as he pulled the bottom swinging door panels closed behind him.  Slash’s voice stopped him again.


“I drank the mutagen on purpose.”


Looking up, Raph saw that Slash was gazing at him with an intensity that was almost disconcerting.


“What?  I – I thought it was an accident,” Raph said, slightly flustered.


“You’ve been blaming yourself, haven’t you?” Slash asked.


“Well yeah,” Raph answered.  “Look, you don’t have to say that ‘cause you think it’ll make me feel better.  I took that damn canister into my room because I was annoyed with my brothers.  If my head was on straight I wouldn’t have put you in that kind of danger.”


Slash shrugged.  “I learned how to fight from watching you guys; I learned about the mutagen the same way.  When the canister hit the floor and cracked, I could have stayed away from it.  I didn’t want to, I wanted to be like you, I wanted to be the team you needed.  To you I might have been a pet, but I still had a mind of my own.”

“You were never just a pet to me,” Raph told him.

“I was family that you could take care of,” Slash said, the smile flashing across his face again.  With a glance around the cabin, he added, “You’re still taking care of me.”


Raph felt a flush rising to his cheeks.  “Comes natural to me I guess.”


“Maybe sometime you’ll let me return the favor,” Slash said, the soft tone creeping into his voice once more.


Not knowing how to respond to that, Raph merely said, “Get some sleep buddy.  We’ve got a lot of work to do tomorrow.”


He watched as Slash leaned his mace against the wall and sank down onto the tarp.  As Slash began to peel the paper off the granola bar, Raph slipped away from the cabin.


Raph hadn’t gone far when he suddenly heard his brother’s calling his name.  With a mild curse, he started to run, trying to put distance between himself and the cabin.  When Leo called out for him, Raph realized they were a lot closer than he’d thought.

His best chance at keeping his secret was to circle around his family and pull them off course.  If they stayed on their present track, they were going to stumble upon the cabin and find Slash.  Raph wasn’t ready for them to learn that the large mutant had trailed him here and keeping them away from the cabin was imperative.


Raph only hoped he could get into position before Leo discovered Slash’s tracks in the woods.  If that happened, no amount of fast talking would pull the turtle leader off the trail and Raph doubted that Slash would bother trying to hide from them.

TBC……………….

