Walking in Daylight
part 15

One advantage to being a trained ninja was that no matter how heavily Mikey slept, an alarm of any kind jolted him to full awareness.


The first thing he did was to turn off the beeping noise that had alerted him.  Mikey wanted to be aware of the intruders, not make them aware of him.


Quickly tying on his mask, Mikey tucked his nunchucks into his belt and grabbed his headset.  While he was settling it on his head, he looked at the monitor, which had been set to flip between camera views.  The mini camera that he’d placed on the back of the wooden outbuildings showed him a group of darkly dressed figures dropping to the ground a few yards from the camp.


Mikey exited his tent and set a roundabout course to the outbuildings, making certain not to pass within view of the men he was stalking.  Once he was settled into a hiding spot behind the building that housed the showers, he got a better look at the intruders.


Right away he saw that at least three of them had night vision goggles.  Mikey was glad he’d had the foresight to approach from the side.


They weren’t moving, just studying the camp.  It was the perfect time to call in a report to Leo and so he did, keeping his voice down.  The intruders weren’t going to become aware of him until he was good and ready.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx


At the first sound of the phone alert, Leo’s eyes flew open and he rolled off the floor mattress.  Raph came out of bed at almost the exact same instant, snatching up his sais and running for the door as Leo slid his swords into their sheaths.

Neither of them bothered with the elevator.  Bounding down the staircase, they heard Nicco and Don coming along right behind them.


Mase met them in the hallway.  “I was asleep on the couch,” he explained at his brother’s questioning look.  “What do you want me to do?”

“Monitor the camera feeds,” Nicco told him.  “We need to know the position of every one of Hun’s goons.”


Leo’s phone buzzed and he quickly answered.  “What’s happening, Mike?”


“I’m watching a bunch of guys watch the camp,” Mikey whispered.  “They aren’t doing anything right now but lying flat on the ground.  Dude, they’re all dressed in black, from head to toe.  Sort of like a certain bunch of ninjas we used to fight.”

“It’s not the Foot,” Leo said, “just trained military men.”


“Yeah, well, they’re wearing some of those night vision thingies like Don uses so they can scope out the camp,” Mikey replied, keeping his voice low.  “I think they’re watching the patrols to see how many guys there are and what routes they take.”

“We’re on our way, Mike,” Leo said.  “If they start to move before we get there . . . .”


Mikey didn’t give him the chance to finish that sentence.  “Delay them.  Don’t worry, bro’, I’m totally gonna mess with their minds.”

“Just don’t be seen,” Leo reminded him.


The call disconnected.  As they headed out the front door, Nicco paused to tell Mase, “Wake Novan and tell him to come inside with Yoshi.  I don’t want them out there in the open right now.”

“Roger that,” Mase said, going to the back of the house.


Nicco lifted the key fob and unlocked the van as the fivesome ran towards it.  He took the wheel and squealed tires as he raced away from the house.

“Masks on,” Leo said as they sped to the camp.

Don dug into his duffel bag and produced a strip of red-orange material, a color he’d chosen by asking for his artistic brother’s help.  “I made a mask for Nicco.  I’ve got our headsets in here too; they’re synced up to our new phones.  Mikey took his with him.”

He passed headsets to his brothers, who slipped them on over their masks.  The first thing Leo did was to open a live channel to Mikey and let him know they were on their way.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx


The question of how to stall the saboteurs was running through Michelangelo’s mind as he did a quick scan of the area to make sure there weren’t others with this group.  He didn’t actually want to scare them off because that would defeat the purpose of his being there in the first place.  


Mikey also had to be careful not to attract the mutant lookouts with whatever delaying tactic he chose.  If they saw him, his cover would be blown and so would his ability to gather information from inside the camp.


He had told Leo that he’d mess with the intruders’ minds.  Maybe just making them think they were seeing things would be enough to interrupt their plans until the calvary arrived.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Niccolo drove as fast as he dared, fully aware of the urgency of the situation but also knowing that if they were stopped by the authorities, they might wind up spending the rest of the night in jail.

On the seat next to him, Don studied the map that Mikey had sent them.  “I think Mikey missed his calling as a map maker.  This is going to come in handy.”

He passed his phone over to Leo, who skimmed through the images.  Anyone who didn’t know him would think he was only taking a perfunctory glance at the pictures, but in fact he was committing every line to memory.


“Know the land, conquer all,” Leo recited, handing the phone to Raph.


“You’re sure doing a lot of quoting during this trip,” Raph said.  “Bet ya’ got one for every occasion.”


Don shot a look at Raph that he hoped would cut off the potential for another argument.  Fortunately, whatever animus Raph meant to convey was ignored by his older brother.

“They aid my focus,” Leo murmured, his gaze directed at the scenery outside of the van window.


“I wonder how Mikey is going to delay Hun’s men,” Don said, retrieving his phone from Raph and turning to face forward again.

Raph snorted.  “Whatever he comes up with will probably be pure Mikey.”

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx


An idea came to Mikey and he grinned.  Raph liked to say he had a hyperactive mind, but Mikey preferred to think of it as imaginative. 

One of the many things Mikey enjoyed about Central Park in the summertime were the fireflies.  Little incandescent lights flitting around, blinking off and on so you were never sure where they were.  It was kind of magical and even Donatello’s explanations about bioluminescence hadn’t spoiled that; in fact, it had sort of enhanced the enchantment as far as Mikey was concerned.

He could well imagine how blinking lights would look to someone wearing night vision goggles.

Producing that effect was another matter.  Mikey couldn’t very well run back and forth periodically flicking his flashlight on because they would see him.  Then he remembered his poppers.


Quickly making his way back to his tent, Mikey dug around in his bag until he found the box containing the gag item he was looking for.  Inside were individually wrapped bits of course sand with a tiny bit of fulminate high explosive inside.


Donatello had modified the formula so that the poppers they carried weren’t as loud as the ones sold commercially, but produced a bit more of a flash and more smoke.


Satisfied with his idea, Mikey returned to where the intruders lay in wait and silently climbed onto the roof of the showers building.  Taking careful aim, Mikey threw a popper against a tree trunk near the men.

The tiny ‘pop’ and flash of light had its intended effect.  Someone gasped, while another of the men uttered a clearly audible curse word.

“Shh!” 


“What was that?”


“Shut up.”


Mikey clapped a hand over his mouth to quiet his chuckles.  Careful to keep his eyes on the men and not on the flash, he tossed another popper, this time hitting a rock twenty yards in front of them.

This drew another round of low exclamations and calls for silence.

“Maybe it’s bugs.”


“Maybe it’s mutant bugs.”


“Shut the fuck up.”


After only two poppers the men were exactly in the state Mikey meant for them to be in; wary and too cautious to move.  He slowly counted to sixty before throwing another popper.

This was keeping them pinned down but he had no idea how long the trick would work.  Mikey started counting again, popper in hand, and hoped his brothers weren’t worrying about speed limits.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx


“Slow down when we’re near the camp,” Leo directed.  “I don’t want them to know we’re here until we’re ready.”


Nicco made the turn off the highway and onto the road that would take them to the mutant camp.  The road condition wasn’t conducive to speed, but Nicco slowed down even more to prevent the crunch of tires rolling over dirt from carrying far.

They stopped when the van was still out of sight of the camp.  After they’d exited the van, Niccolo tied on his new mask for the first time.


Even though it was dark outside, Donatello could see that the color choice had been a good one.  He stared up at Nicco, feeling the same thrill he did each time he looked at his mate.  Wearing nothing but knee and elbow pads, with his hachiwari tucked into his belt, Nicco appeared to be every inch a ninja.


Nicco seemed to feel Don’s eyes on him.  Turning his head he winked, a corner of his mouth lifting with the same cocky assurance that had stolen Don’s heart.

“So what’s the plan, Fearless?” Raph asked.

“We’re going to give them and the man they’re working for something to think about,” Leo replied.  “Mikey, can you hear me?”

“Yep.  Glad you joined the party.  I’m keeping them pinned with those poppers Donny made,” Mikey whispered.  “The flashing lights are confusing them, but I don’t know how much longer that’s gonna work.”
 
“Where are you?”  Leo leaned over to look at the map on Don’s phone as his brother held it out towards him.

“On the roof of the showers building.  Come around back of it if you don’t wanna be seen.”

“We’ll be right there.  Okay, the plan is to render these men unconscious and take them to the authorities.  Avoid a fight; we aren’t going to make noise.  No one in the camp need ever know anyone who didn’t belong was here tonight,” Leo said.


“At least we’re getting some action,” Raph grumbled.  “My muscles are starting to atrophy.”


No one said another thing as they took a circuitous route to reach the showers building.  The terrain was rough and the ground rocky.  They had to spread out and stay low to the ground because cover was minimal; a few trees, some shrubs and bushes were all they had as a means to blend into their surroundings.

Considering this was his first outing as a bona fide ninja, Nicco did a first-rate job of remaining both silent and unseen.  Don knew that part of it was due to his experience as a soldier, and also partly because he was a quick learner.


When they neared Mikey’s hiding spot he sensed their presence and jumped down from the roof to join them.  Without speaking, the younger turtle used the sign language they’d designed in order to indicate where each of the men were hiding.

Leo nodded and then gestured to each turtle in turn, assigning them to their own target.  Three of the men were close together and Leo signaled that they would be handled by Nicco and him.


Don had hoped to fight alongside Nicco, but he understood why Leo wanted to keep the other turtle close.  This was Nicco’s rookie training run, and being with his instructor was the prudent move.


Before they split up, Leo asked if Mikey still had some of the poppers.  Flashing a grin, Mikey held up a palmful of them.  Nodding his approval, Leo motioned for him to continue using them to draw the men’s attention.

 
Though it was Raph who usually expressed the most pleasure at the chance for a good fight, Mikey too felt a great surge of adrenaline at the beginning of one.  It always left him grinning like a mad turtle and tonight was no exception.

Sliding into a hidden spot near his quarry, Mikey tossed another popper and was pleased to hear a curse from someone along the line.  These men might have had some training, but they were clearly ninja wanna-be’s.


Mikey would have loved to make use of Don’s night goggles so he could see his family take out the intruders, but they would have put him at a disadvantage.  He might have been tempted to look into the flash of a popper and then blinded himself.

Feeling his way along the rough ground, Mikey crept closer to his assigned man.  By his count, it had been thirty seconds since he’d tossed the last popper, so he threw another at a center point directly in front of the gang.

As soon as it hit, Mikey launched himself at the man.  Leaping onto his back, Mikey wrapped his left arm around the man’s neck and placed his other hand atop his head to stabilize it.  Looping the fingers of his left hand through the inner elbow of his right arm locked his arm in place.


The man gurgled but made no other noise as he clawed at Mikey’s arm, but he could do no more than that as the ninja applied pressure to the sides of his opponent’s neck.  Within seconds the man’s struggles subsided and he was out cold.

Raph and Don were side by side when the first popper hit and both heard Raph’s quarry curse.  At that point they separated to meld into the darkness, out of sight of each other.


Aiming towards the sound of that curse, Raph used his keen night vision to make himself aware of every obstacle in his path.  He located his man crouched behind a boulder and could just make out the protrusions covering his eyes, a good indication he was wearing goggles.


When a second popper hit, Raph used the distraction to make a great bound upwards, landing lightly and silently atop the boulder.  Drawing one of his sai, he spun the weapon in his hand so that the pommel was facing outwards.

Reaching down, Raph yanked the goggles off of the man’s head.  In reaction, the man jerked upwards, his head cocked to one side as he looked up, and Raph hit him right behind the ear.


Striking that bundle of nerves had an instantaneous effect.  Raph saw the whites of the man’s eyes as his pupils rolled back and he slumped to the ground.


Donatello located his target pressed against the trunk of a tree that was close to an end row of tents.  The man’s focus was entirely on the camp and Don saw why; one of the patrols was drawing near.

Seizing upon that opportunity to approach while the man’s attention was elsewhere, Don dropped down low and crept towards him.  He froze when the second popper hit, waiting to see if the man would turn his head.  When he didn’t, Don began moving again, simultaneously drawing his bō .


The patrol reached the last tent and stopped to look out at the surrounding area.  Their perusal didn’t last long before they turned and started back towards the center of the camp.


While they were walking away, the man reached into his pocket and pulled out a lighter.  At this point, Don had reached the tree and was in position just on the other side of the trunk.

Whipping his bō down, Don smacked the lighter out of the man’s hand and stepped into the open.


“What the . . . .”


Before he could finish that sentence, Don swung his staff up and into the man’s jaw.  His head rocked back violently and he sank like a stone in water.


When Leonardo spotted their quarry, he dropped to one knee and Nicco followed suit, giving him a quizzical look.  Pointing, Leo indicated the locations of their three targets.  Nicco nodded his understanding, his night vision not quite as sharp as that of a ninja who’d been raised in the sewers.

Giving Nicco a couple of seconds to adjust his sight, Leo began moving again.  His shinobi in training followed, walking in Leo’s footsteps in order to perfect his silent approach.

The second popper hit while the pair were still several yards from their prey.  Leo slowed but didn’t stop his approach, staying low in order to blend into the tall, scrubby grasses that grew intermittently from the rocky ground.


A low gurgling sound reached their ears, followed by a barely perceptible exclamation.  Those noises had the three men murmuring to each other before they rose from their hiding places and started forward.

Leo immediately burst into action, rushing at the two men who were the closest to each other.  Behind him he heard Nicco break off to go for the third man.


As the two men turned to face him, alerted by his running footsteps, Leo slid in between them.  Pivoting, Leo aimed a fist at the nearest man’s neck, striking downward in order to connect with his vagus nerve.  The hit was sharp and solid, dropping the man before he had a chance to put up a fight.


Leo spun just in time to avoid a knife aimed at his head.  He caught hold of the man’s wrist and jerked him forward, while at the same time delivering a hard jab directly into his opponent’s nose.

He was rewarded with the crunch of broken cartilage.  His opponent dropped his knife as blood stained his face mask and his eyes started to water profusely.  Blinded by the tears, he tried to swing at Leo, who sidestepped and snapped a quick punch to the man’s chin.  He crumpled with no more than a slight groan.


Turning, Leo was just in time to see Nicco put his entire body into a direct punch to his opponent’s solar plexus.  There was a loud huff as the air was knocked out of the man, and then he hit the ground, unconscious.


All was silent for a few minutes as the group of turtles stopped moving in order to listen.  Mikey looked up at the hill where Hun did most of his spying from, but didn’t see the man, or anyone else for that matter.  In their headsets, they heard Mase report that there were no other intruders in the area.

It was only after Raph began dragging his man back towards the others that everyone else followed his example.  Soon the turtles were all together again behind the showers building with their captives piled next to them.


“I’m guessing we’ve gotta haul their heavy asses back to the van?” Raph asked.


“They sure aren’t in any condition to walk on their own,” Mikey said as Don used zip ties on the unconscious men’s wrists.

Raph reached down and wrapped the cloth from the backs of two men’s shirts into his fists, lifting the men partially off the ground.  “Nobody said I gotta be gentle with ‘em.”

No one worried about the bruises and scrapes the men acquired as the turtles dragged them over the rocky ground and back to the van.  In all, the entire action had taken a very short period of time and attracted no attention from inside the mutant camp.

Before loading them into the van, Leo yanked off each man’s mask, exposing their faces.  “Don, take their pictures.  I want to know the identity of every one of the men doing this sort of dirty work for Hun.  Mikey, check their pockets for identification.”

“I’d like to create a dossier on Hun and his men that I can give to my army pals inside the camp,” Nicco said.  “The more information they have, the better.”

“I’ll print extra copies,” Don told him.

“Let’s hold off on giving out any information we gather,” Leo said.  “At least until we fully vet those army buddies of yours.  I don’t want to show our hand too soon; right now we are an unknown factor to Hun and it would be best to keep him in the dark for as long as possible.”


Nicco’s eyes narrowed in concentration.  “You think Hun’s spy might be one of the mutant soldiers?”

“I’m not pinning that title on anyone and I’m not clearing anyone yet either,” Leo said.  “Mikey has just started his task of weeding through the camp’s inhabitants and searching for anything suspicious.”

“Speaking of suspicious, I’d better get back to my tent,” Mikey said, having come up empty during his search of the men.  “Not saying that anyone would take a notion to peek inside, but it’d be better if I wasn’t missing in case they did.”


“You’d better get some sleep too,” Don said.  “Wouldn’t want you dozing off in the middle of teaching a class.”


Mikey darted away, heading back towards his tent.  The other turtles unceremoniously dumped their captives into the back of the van and then Nicco started the return drive to the city.


It was a short trip to a police sub-station.  At Leo’s suggestion, Don pinned a note to one of the men that read ‘tried to rob a convenience store’.  As Nicco pointed out, that would garner more serious attention than explaining that the men had attacked the mutant camp.

For one last time they hauled the men across a distance in order to deposit them near the sub-station’s front door, just out of range of any security cameras.  When they got back to the van, Raph announced that he wanted to drive and Nicco tossed the keys to him before climbing into the back row of seats.

Don sat close to Nicco during the drive.  While his brothers talked, Don leaned in to ask, “So how did your first real fight as part of our clan feel?”


Nicco’s eyes were gleaming as his gaze raked over Don’s form.  He draped an arm over the seat back so that he could squeeze Don’s shoulder.  Turning slightly, he settled the other hand on Don’s thigh, his fingers caressing the skin close to his mate’s groin.


Breath hot against Don’s neck, Nicco replied, “I’d rather show you how I feel when we get home and away from prying eyes.”


A thrill of anticipation shot down Don’s spine.  The guttural tone in Nicco’s voice had his lower extremities tingling and it took all of his will-power not to urge Raph to drive faster.

When they reached the house, Nicco was quick to exit the van, pulling Don along with him.  “Don and I are headed for the attic.”

Donatello felt his face heat up when he saw his brothers exchange knowing looks.  Mikey was grinning like the Cheshire cat and Don was glad Nicco was moving fast because then they could avoid the younger turtle’s teasing.


The overall exuberant feeling crashed immediately upon entering the house.  As soon as Nicco was inside, Mase came rushing up to greet him, a frantic expression on his face.


“What’s wrong?  What happened?” Nicco demanded.


By now the other turtles were inside and they all crowded forward.


“Keep your voices down, Yoshi’s still asleep,” Mase said.  “It’s Novan.  I couldn’t talk him out of it.”


“Geez, Mase, spit it out,” Nicco said.


“He left to go back to his apartment,” Mase explained.  “He said Hun would be occupied at the camp and this was his chance to retrieve something important that he’d left behind.”

“Dammit!” Nicco cursed.


“What?”  Mase’s eyes flicked from him to the other turtles and then back again.  “What, Nicco?”


“Hun wasn’t at the camp tonight.”

TBC...............
