Walking in Daylight
part 3

After the departure of Masolino, Corius, and Michelangelo, the remainder of the group discussed the sleeping arrangements.  Niccolo explained how they’d once had a guest room on the second floor, but that Mase had knocked down the dividing wall in order to enlarge the room to accommodate a custom made bed for him and Corius to share.

“Corius has his own place in the building which houses his pharmaceutical company,” Nicco said.  “When he works late he usually stays at his apartment.  He’s here a lot though.”


“We can bed down on the floor in here,” Leo suggested.  “Please don’t go to a lot of bother on our account.”

“Actually, I was thinking it would be better if you guys took my room,” Nicco said.  “We still have the mattress from Mase’s bed stored up in the attic and can move it in there.  There’s a bathroom in my room and one on the other side of it that’s meant for guests.  It would be more convenient than all of you trying to share the small bathroom down here.”


“Where will you sleep?” Leo asked.


Nicco pointed at the large sofa and said, “It has a pull out sleeper bed.  I can bunk down on that.”


“I’ll share it with you,” Don said quickly.  “It seems big enough to hold both of us, as long as we sleep close together.”


“Can’t imagine sleeping any other way,” Nicco said, giving Don a loving look.

Raph rolled his eyes but said nothing.  He’d be the last to admit it, but he was actually happy for Don.  He wasn’t a turtle to give up on things, but the idea that any of them would ever find a partner was a notion Raph had written off as impossible long ago.

Nicco led the way up to the attic and looked through the piles of things that had been stored up there.  It took him only a couple of minutes to find the mattress.  When he turned around, he saw that Donatello was pacing off the room dimensions.  His brothers were looking on with knowing expressions.

As though he could feel Nicco’s eyes on him, Don turned to look at his mate.  “There’s plenty of space of up here for two bedrooms and a bath,” he said.  “We could store everything else on one side of the room.”

Nodding his agreement, Nicco said, “Actually, it would be a good opportunity to get rid of some of this stuff.  We’ve been talking about it for a couple of years, but never found the time.”


“Then let us make ourselves useful,” Leo said.  “Once you’ve decided what you want to keep, we can haul the rest of it out of here.”

“Some of these things can be sold at second hand stores,” Nicco said.  “Other things could be of some use to our brethren who live at the mutant camps.  The junk we can haul to the dump.  Any money we make from sales will buy supplies for the camps.”

“I’d like to see these camps,” Raph said.  “What’s the deal with them anyway?  Ya’ got a housing shortage here?”

“You could say that,” Nicco replied.  “The housing that is available is best suited to mutants of our size and build, one that is similar to the human population.  Multi-family specialty housing is expensive to build and the permitting process is slow.  Skilled labor is hard to find and while we are supposed to be a free society, there is still a hostile element who can’t grasp the difference between mutants and the alien invaders.”

“In other words, people who are prejudiced,” Don added.


Raph glanced at Don.  “Remember that group back on Earth who called themselves H.A.T.E?”


“How could I forget them,” Don said.  “Their idea of defending the human race was to blow everything up.”


“There are extra linens downstairs,” Nicco said.  “Let’s get you guys set up before Dad wakes from his nap.”

Raph grabbed one end of the mattress and helped Nicco carry it down to the second floor.  When they reached Nicco’s bedroom, they placed the mattress at the foot of his bed and Don covered it with linens from the dresser.

“Are you sure you’re okay with giving up your room?” Leo asked Nicco.  “We can sleep anywhere.  We’ve made do with a lot less.”


“You’re my guest,” Nicco said.  “This arrangement works perfectly.  Besides, I don’t want Annabelle to worry she’ll wake you guys when she’s banging around in the kitchen.  Waking me up has never concerned her.”


He laughed as he said it and the brothers could easily see the affection that Nicco had for his live-in housekeeper.


After showing them the bathroom and the guest bath next to it, the group headed back down to the first floor.  While Nicco went to the laundry room to fetch more bedding, the brothers rearranged the furniture in the front room and pulled open the sleeper bed.


Sitting on the edge, Raph bounced up and down before looking at Don.  “I can feel the metal supports under this thing.  Ya’ might be better off pulling the mattress off of here and putting it on the floor.”


“He’s right,” Nicco said as he entered.  Giving the sofa bed a critical look, he added, “I haven’t slept on this thing in a few years.  It’s better suited to someone who isn’t wearing a hard shell on his back.”


Raph pulled the mattress off so that Don and Leo could put the sofa back to its original position.  As they were making up the bed, a sharp crack of thunder startled the turtles.


“Sounds like we’re in for a storm,” Leo said.

“I’m glad Corius went with Mase on their shopping trip,” Nicco said.  “My brother would get sidetracked and take forever getting home if left to his own devices.”


“So would Mikey,” Don said.  “I hope Corius can handle the two of them.”


Having completed their primary chore for the day, Nicco took the brothers on a tour of the house.  On the third floor he showed them Baxter Stockman’s laboratory.  Raph and Leo were both impressed at how the space had been modified to accommodate the man’s wheelchair.

They returned to the first floor to wait for Mase, Corius, and Mikey to return.  Nicco took them into the entertainment area that was adjacent to the kitchen where they all sat down and got comfortable.


Nicco turned on the television.  “Since it’s raining and we can’t really go out, the next best way for you guys to learn about my world is from the shows that are broadcast.  The local news won’t be on for another hour, but we can watch some sports or daytime TV.”

“Sports,” Raph said quickly.  “If your daytime TV is anything like ours, the only one who’d enjoy it is Master Splinter, and he ain’t here.”


“Don’t say that too loudly,” Nicco said, laughing.  “Annabelle loves her daytime dramas.”


He changed channels until he came to a sports program and then sat on the couch next to Donatello.  Their hands found one another’s in a matter of seconds.

Raphael surreptitiously watched them, though he pretended that his entire focus was on the game, which was similar to basketball.  He noted how they seemed to need to touch each other, how they always drifted into each other’s proximity, and how they were constantly exchanging knowing glances.


When he’d first learned that his genius brother had taken a mate, Raph had been confused and angered.  He didn’t understand what had happened between this interloper and Donatello.  To Raph it felt very much like Niccolo was trying to steal his brother, something that could not be allowed to happen.


It had taken quite a while, and a fist fight, before Raph and Nicco came to understand one another.  Raph finally understood that Nicco wasn’t trying to take Don away from them and that he too had Don’s best interests at heart.  Right then Raph had accepted Nicco as a part of their family.


Now Raph wondered what it was like to be so close to someone.  To be so intimate with someone.  He even had to admit to feeling a touch of jealousy at the fact that Don had found love when that wasn’t something any of them ever expected to experience.

Raph glanced at Leo, who seemed engrossed in the game.  They had never talked about how Nicco’s involvement with Don could change their whole dynamic.  Not the part about being a team during battles; that was something that had been discussed in depth.  The part where they had once been four brothers who shared everything, where they stuck together whenever they were out of their home, even down to sharing where they would sleep.

That had changed.  It felt like it was going to be Raph, Leo, and Mike and then Nicco and Don.  Raph couldn’t think of himself as belonging to a foursome anymore.  He was part of a trio.


Thinking about that brought a lump to Raph’s throat which he quickly swallowed.  What the hell was he doing letting a bunch of sappy emotions get to him?  He was damn well going to be happy for his brother.


Despite her complaints about having no food in the house, Annabelle was soon in the kitchen starting on her dinner preparations.  She paid no mind to group gathered around the TV and Nicco assured the turtles that it would be best to leave her to it.

It wasn’t long after that when Mikey returned with Mase and Corius.  They were carrying bags and boxes filled with their shopping.  Most of the items went to the kitchen or into the chest freezer in the laundry room.  Mikey dropped a couple of large bags onto the coffee table in front of his brothers.

“Clothes,” Mikey announced with a flourish.  “Trust me, we’ll need them to go outside.  If I wasn’t wearing that big raincoat, I’d have gotten some strange looks.”

“Am I the only one who thinks it’s weird hearing him say that all we’d get is some strange looks for being naked?” Raph asked.


Leo chuckled.  “It is, considering how on our world the lack of clothing was the last thing to concern anyone who happened to see us.”


“Well we’ve got them now,” Mikey said as he began pulling things from the bags.  There were several pairs of loose fitting hakama like trousers as well as sleeveless shirts exactly like the ones Nicco had.  They opened in the front and were longer in the back to accommodate a carapace.  When tied with the attached sash, the hem of the shirt hung evenly on its wearer.

Annabelle approached them, carrying a cup and saucer.  “Good, you’ve got clothes.  I’d suggest you put them on.  I’m taking tea up to your father, Nicco.  He’ll want to meet our guests.”


After she left the brothers each selected garments and put them on.  The fit was good and the clothing loose enough not to hinder movement.  Mikey had managed to find shirts that matched each of their mask colors.

When he was dressed, Leo removed his mask and Raph and Don followed his lead.  Mikey had removed his mask before leaving the house.


Minutes later Annabelle reappeared, telling Nicco that his father was ready for them.

Mikey began adjusting his clothes.  “Do I look okay?”  He lifted an arm to sniff at his armpit.  “Do I smell okay?”

“You’ll be just fine, Mikey,” Nicco said.  “There’s no need to feel nervous.”


“Hang back behind the rest of us,” Raph said.  “That way Mr. Stockman will never get a glimpse of your ugly mug.”

Mikey stuck his tongue out at his brother.  “That’s only because he’ll have passed out after seeing yours.”

“Not too hard to tell they’re brothers, is it?” Mase asked Corius.


“Their bickering does have a familiar ring to it,” Corius said with a smile.


The pair opted to remain downstairs while Nicco took the turtles up to the third floor.  Nicco knocked on the door of his father’s sitting room and then opened it, leading the way into the room.

Dr. Stockman sat in his wheelchair on one side of his coffee table, his expression one of good-humor and curiosity.  Once the visiting turtles had filed into the room, he said, “Welcome to our home.  I hope you will all make it yours as well.  Please, sit down and tell me who is who.”


Don took a spot in the center of the couch, with Nicco on one side and Raph on the other.  Leo and Mikey took the lounge chairs and once they were all comfortable, Nicco made the introductions.

“We are honored by your hospitality, sir,” Leo said, acting as group spokesman when Nicco had stopped speaking.  “We will do our best to behave with dignity and respect while we are here.”

“All I ask is that you follow the same house rules as Nicco and Mase do,” Dr. Stockman said, smiling slightly at Leonardo’s formal tone.  “You are all family now.  Trust me when I say that Annabelle and I are used to rambunctious teenagers.”

“Are they ever,” Nicco said with a grin.  “Mase has always been a handful.”

“Masolino is certainly my unpredictable one,” Dr. Stockman acknowledged, a twinkle in his eyes.  “For sheer bull-headedness and a seemingly rapacious desire to get into trouble, my oldest wins hands down.”


“There’s plenty of that in our family too,” Don said, glancing at both Raph and Mikey.

“What of your father?” Dr. Stockman asked, looking at Leo.  “Donatello told me about your family and upbringing.  Master Splinter was unable to join you?”


“He sends his regards but felt that since this was a first attempt at stabilizing the connection between our two worlds, he should stay at home to monitor things,” Leo said.  “Two of our human friends are keeping him company.  One of them is extremely intelligent and she and her uncle know quite a lot about the transport artifact.”

Dr. Stockman nodded his understanding.  “Safety first.  That is paramount in any experiment.”

“You’d think so, wouldn’t ya’?  Donny here sometimes doesn’t get that message,” Raph said with a laugh.


“Hey,” Don said in protest.


“Oh, do tell,” Dr. Stockman said, leaning forward.


Mikey’s hand shot up.  “Me, me!  There’s this one time when Don built this glider but he never tested it ‘cause really, how can you test a flying machine in the sewers?  But then he said he was dying to try it and we were on top of the bridge scoping out the Foot clan and he jumped off.”


“It worked, didn’t it?” Don asked, giving his younger brother a dirty look.


“Ya’ crashed into the water genius,” Raph said.


“That wasn’t my fault,” Don argued.  “I still managed to get the intel we were after.”

“The Foot clan?” Dr. Stockman asked.  “Is this an organization of some sort on your world?”


“A criminal organization, sir,” Leo answered.  He launched into the history of the Foot, telling Dr. Stockman about the Utroms and how their existence was inextricably linked to them.


Dr. Stockman seemed deep in thought as Leo’s tale drew to a close.  “This is quite interesting.  The ooze that transformed the four of you appears to have been the same as that which transformed my sons.  However, it was not a peaceful race of beings called Utroms who brought that ooze to our planet.”

“Perhaps it was stolen from them,” Don said.  “The Utroms are a peaceful race for the most part.  They are intelligent and innovative beings.”


“It’s quite likely that some other alien race or even one of their own who had evil intent subjugated the Utroms,” Leo said, thinking of the Shredder.


“Something similar to that almost happened on our world,” Raph said.  “Sounds like our transformation, being different from Nicco and Mase’s, is what changed events on our two worlds.”


“So this alien being who you call the Utrom Shredder existed in both of our timelines,” Dr. Stockman said, expanding on the theory.  “The four of you thwarted his plans for world domination in your universe, whereas here he did manage to bring the fight to us.”

“But on our world the creatures he inadvertently mutated were instrumental in defeating him,” Nicco said.


“In essence, turtles were his undoing in two universes,” Don said.


“I love being a turtle,” Mikey said proudly.


“It’s interesting how the actions of a small child affected all of our destinies,” Dr. Stockman said.


“In other alternate universes the storylines are quite different.  Some of them don’t have happy outcomes,” Don said.

From the expression on his face, Nicco guessed where Donatello’s thoughts were.  Reaching over, he took one of Don’s hands in his and gave it a comforting squeeze.


A chime rang from somewhere inside the room and Dr. Stockman sat back in his wheelchair.  “There’s the dinner bell.  Time to find out if Mase has been helping Annabelle or getting under her feet.”

The turtles rose as Dr. Stockman began to wheel his chair towards the door.  It was equipped with a battery powered motor, so he needed no help getting into the elevator.  Everyone else took the stairs.


Corius was just putting the finishing touches to the table settings when the group walked in.  A couple of table leaves had been added in order to expand the table size and extra chairs had been distributed around it.

“Before we came into his life, Dad used to entertain a lot,” Nicco explained.  “Colleagues and donors, scholars, artists and writers.  He has many intellectual friends.  That’s why the house is so big.”


Mase walked over carrying a platter of food, which he set down on the table.  “He used the appearance of aliens and his physical disability as an excuse as to why he stopped being so social.  Really it was because he was hiding two turtle tots from the world.”

“He chose us over everything he’d ever known,” Nicco said, his voice filled with admiration and a touch of awe.


“Best decision I’ve ever made,” Dr. Stockman said as he maneuvered into position at one end of the table.


Annabelle and Mase brought over the rest of the food while everyone else found their seats.  Once those two were seated, Dr. Stockman cleared his throat as an indication that he was about to speak.  When the three turtles who had never been there before saw all of the others lower their heads, they did as well.
“I give thanks for the food before us, which are the fruits of our planet,” Dr. Stockman intoned. “I give thanks for my family and for the fact that all are safe and strong. I give thanks for my new extended family, who have brought such beauty into all our lives.  I give thanks for each day, good or bad, because it is another day I share with those I love.”

 “As do I,” the others murmured as Dr. Stockman finished speaking.

While the meal progressed there was much conversation and light hearted banter.  Raph for his part couldn’t help but watch Dr. Stockman, who was so very different from his duplicate on Earth.  Donatello had explained how this Stockman hadn’t lost his mother at an early age and his theory on how that had affected the man’s upbringing and mental stability.

When dinner was over, Raph jumped up to help clear the table.  For some reason Annabelle reminded him of Mrs. Morrison, an elderly blind woman who had befriended him.  Though Annabelle was gruff and no nonsense, it was easy to tell that she dearly loved the two turtle boys she’d help to raise.
The warm look she gave him as she explained how a dishwasher worked and patiently helped him to load it made Raph feel more at home than anything else that had occurred thus far.
Corius soon said his good-byes, explaining that he had an early morning meeting and would be staying in his studio apartment at the pharmaceuticals company he co-owned with Professor Honeycutt.  Mase walked him out to his vehicle, which was parked at the curb.
Since it was early still, Nicco suggested they have a little movie viewing party, to which everyone agreed.

“Nothing too gory please, Niccolo,” Dr. Stockman said.  “I know that’s all special effects, but some of it makes my stomach lurch.”

“Don’t worry, Dad.  We’ll find something we can all agree on,” Nicco assured him.

Mase returned and they debated movie titles before finally making a selection.  They were just about to start the film when the doorbell rang.

Dr. Stockman glanced at his watch.  “Now who could that be at this time of night?”
“I’ll get it,” Nicco said, heading for the door.
Mase trailed along after him, as did Don.  The fact that no one was expected made Raph cautious, and he followed his brother.

Nicco reached over to flick on the porch light and then looked through the door glass.  Frowning, he glanced at the light switch and clicked it a few times.
“Wasn’t the light working when you walked out with Corius?” Nicco asked.

“Yep,” Mase said.  “Maybe the bulb burned out.”

With a shrug, Nicco unlocked and opened the door.  Standing practically on the threshold was another turtle.  From his position in the hallway, Raph could see that the unannounced visitor was carrying a smaller, clearly sleepy mutant turtle in his arms.

The mystery turtle pushed past a surprised Nicco and said, "Hello, darling. Got a spare bed for the night?"
TBC…..

