Rekindling

“Why the hell do we have to go?  If Don needs this shit, he can get it himself.”


“Language, Raph,” Leo admonished, returning the glare his brother was giving him.  “You and Mike are making this run because Master Splinter said so.  It’s bad enough the two of you can’t even get through a practice session without sniping at each other, but when you do it while we’re on patrol, it’s dangerous.”

“I smacked him ‘cause he was being obnoxious,” Raph griped.


“All I said was that I couldn’t see what was going on in the warehouse because your ginormous head was in the way,” Mikey said.  “I spoke the truth.”


“Enough.”  Leo crossed his arms and gave them a stern look.  “Your bickering gave away our position and we didn’t found out what the Purple Dragons were up to.  Master Splinter said that our investigation is on hold until you two work out your differences.  Get the supplies on that list and come back home without attracting attention.  If you can’t even manage that, then we’ve got a problem.”


Raph rolled his eyes.  “Come on, Mikey.  Splinter Junior here is about to go into lecture mode.  I’d rather get hit by lightening than listen to him.”

If he expected to get a rise out of his older brother, he was unsuccessful.  Leo remained where he was, his face expressionless.


“We’ve got this, Leo,” Mikey said, flapping the paper list near Raph’s head and yanking it back quickly when his brother grabbed at it.  “No sweat.  Be back in a jiffy.  Call if you need anything else.”


As they headed out into the sewer system, Raph muttered, “Suck up.”

Neither spoke as they traversed the tunnels, not until Mikey turned towards a ladder and started up.

“Where are ya’ going?” Raph asked.


“Auto parts,” Mikey said, pausing in his climb.  “It’s closest.”


“Dumb ass, it’s also the heaviest crap on the list,” Raph told him.  “Save it for last.

“We can leave the stuff right here near the ladder and grab it on the way back,” Mikey said.  “That way we’re not carrying other stuff when we have to break into the shop.”


“Yeah, okay,” Raph acknowledged grudgingly.  “Guess that’ll work.”

“Work smarter, not harder,” Mikey said, a cheerful tone in his voice.  “Leo taught me that.”

He was pushing the manhole cover aside and missed the glower that Raph sent in his direction.

They came up in a small parking lot between an auto repair shop and an appliance store.  Delivery trucks and vehicles awaiting repair provided them with cover as they approached the back door of the shop.


“Think you can hit the camera over the door?” Mikey asked.


“The stuff Don needs is in the service bay,” Raph said.  “There’s no camera over that door.  We’re going in that way.”


He darted off in that direction.  “Wait!” Mikey called after him.  “The alarms!”

Raph was already jabbing the tip of his sai into the locking mechanism before he even registered what Mikey was trying to warn him about.  Alarms started to chime and overhead search lights snapped on.  Startled, Raph dove behind a van and then ran to where Mikey was waiting.


“Good one, Raph,” Mikey said as the pair climbed to the roof of the appliance store.  They turned to look back as a police car came screaming around the corner and screeched to a stop in front of the auto shop.


“How was I supposed to know they had alarms on those damn doors?” Raph demanded.

“Donny told Leo and Leo told us when he gave me the list,” Mikey said.  “Weren’t you listening?”

“All I hear when Leo talks is ‘blah, blah, blah’,” Raph said, turning to leave.  “That’s all I hear when you talk, too.”

Mikey had to hop to catch up to him.  “We still have to get stuff from the drug store and hardware store.  Which one do you want to hit first?”

“How about ya’ take the drug store and I’ll grab what Don needs in the hardware place,” Raph said.  “It’s not like ya’ know the difference between a hammer and a screwdriver anyway.”


“Leo said we’re not supposed to split up,” Mikey said.


“Leo said, Leo said.  You’re a fucking parrot,” Raph snapped.


“He’s only repeating what Sensei told him.  If you want to experience the ‘Wrath of Splinter’, you go right ahead.  The drug store is the next closest.”  


He didn’t wait for Raph as he jumped to another rooftop, ran across it, and then spun effortlessly into the air to grab a lamp post.  Swinging off of the post, Mikey flipped across to a street sign and then onto a roof across the street.  Raph stood watching him for a moment, his expression shifting from anger, to admiration, and then to something else entirely before he followed.


Mikey was waiting for him on the roof of the building that housed the drug store.  When Raph squatted down next to him, Mikey pointed at the maintenance hatch.

“That’s where Leo said to go in.  He said if we open it about a quarter of an inch, we’ll see the alarm contact.”  He was chewing on a piece of gum and retrieved it from his mouth.  “It’s an old type alarm and all I’ve gotta do is stick gum on the upper and lower contacts.”


“Great.  Marvelous.  Let’s do this before I grow old,” Raph said.


They both moved over to the hatch and got down on their knees to examine its edges.  There was one spot that was a bit darker than anywhere else and Raph slid both his sai into the space to either side of it.  Using great care, he lifted the hatch.


“Stop.”

Raph froze while his younger brother tore his gum in half and attached it to the alarm contacts.  Then Mikey grasped the hatch and opened it all the way.


The brothers looked at each other as they waited for alarms to sound, but when it was clear they’d succeeded in bypassing them, the pair dropped through the opening into the store.


Standing in an aisle filled with household cleaners, Mikey held the list so that Raph could read what was on it.  “You use more bandages and disinfectant than the rest of us combined, so I think you oughta grab that stuff,” Mikey said.

“Who died and made you king?” Raph asked.


“Ha!  If you wanted to lead this expedition, you should have taken the list when Leo offered it to you,” Mikey told him.  “Leader holds the list, Leo said so.”


This time when Raph snatched at the piece of paper, he was fast enough to catch the bottom edge.  Mikey pulled back in an attempt to hold on, and the paper tore.


“Way to prove Leo’s point,” Mikey said.


“Would ya’ just shut up about Leo already?  The way ya’ go on about him, maybe ya’ oughta be shopping for a fucking wedding ring,” Raph growled.


“We all know you don’t like being told what to do,” Mikey said.  “But we’re a team and he’s the leader.”

“Whatever.”  Raph stormed off, grabbing a shopping bag before rounding the corner towards the bandages.


Mikey shook his head and then sighed deeply.  Hoping that Raph would get at least a few of the things they actually needed, he picked the lock on the pharmacy door and went looking for the prescription medications they’d run out of.


They met up in the cleaning aisle ten minutes later, each holding a plastic bag full of items from the store.  Mikey opened the backpack he’d brought along and they dropped their acquisitions into it.

“The hardware store is three blocks from here,” Mikey said, slipping the backpack over his carapace.


Raph gave him a sour look and then said, “Head on up.  I forgot something.”


Mikey started to ask what he’d forgotten, but changed his mind at the look on his brother’s face.  When he realized that Raph wouldn’t move until he did, Mikey jumped for the opening overhead and climbed through.

He didn’t have to wait long before Raph appeared, carrying with him a six-pack of beer.


“That’s not on the list,” Mikey said.

Raph snorted.  “Yeah, well, it ain’t going back to the lair and neither am I.”


There was no chance for Mikey to protest that decision as Raph stomped off.  At the building’s edge, he jumped onto the fire escape of the next building over and climbed up to the roof.

Mikey looked at the list and then up to where Raph had disappeared.  He could get the rest of the things on his own, but that hadn’t been the point of sending the two of them out together in the first place.  Nor did Mikey want to get his brother into trouble.  Making a face, Mikey went after him.


Reaching the next roof, Mikey looked around, expecting to see Raph running across nearby rooftops as he attempted to put distance between them.  Instead, he saw Raph seated on one of the ledges, a beer in one hand as he looked down at the city streets.


Rather than joining Raph right away, Mikey just stood and watched him.  One of the things Mikey was good at was reading his siblings, especially Raphael.  Something was eating Raph; it had been for a while.  Most of Mikey’s teasing was in an effort to brighten Raph’s spirits, to draw him out of himself, but that hadn’t been working.


When any of Mikey’s brothers was down, it bothered him deeply, but more so with Raph.  They were close, or at least they had been as youths.  He hadn’t liked that Raph seemed to be drawing away from them, it even upset him a little when his brother had made friends with Casey Jones.  It had taken a while for him to understand that Raph needed a buddy outside of the family.

With Casey, Raph could talk about family things without judgment or fear of retribution.  When they were kids, Mikey could get Raph to talk to him that way, but years and events had changed them both.


Seeing the dejected slope of Raph’s shoulders and the way he sipped the beer, as though he didn’t really want it, made Mikey realize that whatever was bothering him wasn’t a problem he wanted to share with Casey.  Mikey decided that he needed to give Raph someone to talk to, exactly the way he had when they were younger.


Walking over, Mikey removed his backpack and dropped it behind them before sitting down.  Raph didn’t look at him.

They sat in silence for a few minutes, then in a low voice, Mikey asked, “Mind if I have one of those, or should I go back and get my own?”


In response, Raph pulled a can off the plastic ring and passed it over.  Mikey popped the top and took a gulp, happy that his brother had swiped an expensive brand.  Beer was not Mikey’s favorite drink; it didn’t even make the top ten.

“What the hell are we doing here?” Raph finally muttered.

It took Mikey a minute to process the question, trying to decide if it was rhetorical or not, and if his brother meant their physical location or something else.


He decided to answer the question with a question.  “What are you looking for, Raph?”


Raph took a drink of his beer.  From the corner of his eye, Mikey saw his brother’s jaw working from side to side.


“Something more, I guess.  Something that don’t make me feel like a hamster on a wheel.”


Mikey thought he understood.  “Something that doesn’t make us immune to all the bad things that happen to people?”

“Yeah.” Raph chugged his beer and crumpled the can, tossing it behind him.  “Do you think it’s this?  What we do?  The fighting, the killing?”


“It probably is,” Mikey answered.  “It’s what Leo says I guess.  If you think too hard about the person before you strike, then they’ll strike first.”

Raph turned his head to stare at his younger brother.  “What Leo says is pretty damn important to ya’, isn’t it?”


Mikey frowned.  “I guess if Sensei trusts him enough to put him in charge, then we have to trust that he’ll make sure we do the right thing.  Do you resent him for that?”


“Not for that.”


He clamped his mouth shut without elaborating on what he meant and turned away again.  Mikey studied the side of Raph’s face, seeing the scowl there.  It was clear that there was more he wanted to say, but didn’t know how.  At least he wasn’t leaving.


In the gentlest tone he could muster, Mikey asked, “What do you resent?”


Raph jerked another beer off the ring and angrily popped it open.  He started to lift it to his mouth, but instead let out a strangled cry and threw the entire can at the building across the street.  It smashed on impact, the contents flying out in a geyser of liquid and foam.

He turned on Mikey, golden eyes aflame.  “I resent this thing ya’ got going with Leo!  I resent that he’s got your heart and ya’ can’t even see me!”


Raph was breathing rapidly, his nostrils flaring as he glared at his brother.  Mikey’s eyes widened as he met Raph’s gaze.


“Wait.  I . . . I thought you . . . I mean you fight with him all the time and . . . don’t you do that because you want his attention?”


“What the fuck are ya’ talking about?” Raph demanded.

Mikey waved his hands in the air.  “I don’t have a thing for Leo.  Never have, never will.  I thought you did.”


“Why would I have a thing for the turtle with a huge stick up his butt?” Raph asked.  “It’s not like anything else is ever gonna fit up in there.”


“Okay, first, gross,” Mikey said, moving the beer out of the way so he could scoot closer to Raph.  “Second, my heart belongs to a certain big oaf who wears a red mask.  It always has.”

The anger visibly drained from Raph’s expression.  “Ya’ mean me?”

“I mean you if you mean me,” Mikey said.  “I mean that I mean you even if you don’t mean me.”

“Stop talking.”


Raph wrapped a hand around the back of Mikey’s neck and pulled him into a kiss.  Their mouths fit perfectly together and the pair immediately deepened it, their tongues exploring as their breathing quickened.

Arms wrapped around each other, the kiss grew more passionate, their mouths shifting hungrily.  Mikey groaned, trying to press his body against Raph’s, and his brother responded with a churr.  They grew so lost in each other that they forgot where they were until Mikey tried flinging a leg over Raph’s and the pair nearly fell.

Regaining their balance broke the kiss and both started laughing.


“Damn, I wanna take this back to the lair and finish it in my room,” Raph said, his voice an octave lower.


“Me too.”  Mikey licked his lips, his vivid imagination already running wild.  The crinkling of paper reminded him of what they were supposed to be doing.  “Maybe we should finish the shopping first though.  I don’t wanna be interrupted by you-know-who.”


They stood up; the beer forgotten.  It took all of Mikey’s willpower to strap on the backpack rather than to move back into Raph’s arms.


When he looked up, he saw that Raph was frowning again.  “What about Master Splinter?  He might have a problem with the two of us having a, uh, a relationship.”

Mikey smiled brightly.  “See? That’s something you and Leo have in common. You both worry too much.  Let the Mikester handle it.”


“Speaking of Leo . . . .” Raph began.


“Not a problem,” Mikey said.  “You don’t think he sent us off just because we’ve been bickering do you?  He wanted to be alone with Donny.”


He started across the roof and Raph jumped to catch up to him.  “No?  Seriously?  How do ya’ know?  Tell me everything.”


Mikey started talking and for the first time in a long while, Raph listened avidly and with great appreciation.

End


