Walking in Daylight
part 6

Raph had to hand it to Donovan, the guy knew how to make an entrance.


“If we had meant to talk behind your back, we would have done so behind closed doors,” Nicco said, his tone mild.  “Have you had breakfast?”

“No, nor am I especially hungry,” Novan said.


Mase stood up and headed for the kitchen.  “Coffee then.  Black, one sugar?”


“I know the house rules, Masolino,” Novan said.  “I can get it myself.”


“Well I’m already here,” Mase said cheerfully.


Nicco reached over and pulled out the chair Mase had vacated.  “Have a seat.  We were just bringing up the subject of Hun and could use your input.  Where’s Yoshi?”


For a moment Novan seemed undecided as to whether he should accept the seat or not.  Then his expression smoothed out and he came towards them, his walk seductive in a catlike way.


There was something feline in the way he sank onto the seat as well.  The shirt he was wearing was dark purple with an image of a starry night sky covering the entire front.  His sleeves were three-quarter length and when he reached up to accept the coffee from Mase, they pulled back enough for Raph to get a glimpse of what looked suspiciously like track marks on the inside of Novan’s arm.

Raph frowned.  On Earth, a guy who was both a prostitute and a junkie was bad news.  He didn’t want to jump to conclusions, but to him, something about this business wasn’t adding up.


“Why don’t you take a picture, darling, it will last longer,” Novan said.


Blinking rapidly, Raph realized that Novan was addressing him.  He’d been staring without meaning to.


“Sorry,” Raph said gruffly.  “I was thinking about Hun.  Where we come from, there’s someone just like him and there ain’t a good bone in his body.”


The corner of Novan’s mouth lifted slightly, as though he knew Raph had come up with that on the spur of the moment.  Rather than calling him on it, Novan directed his attention to Nicco.

“If you are going to take on Hun, you’d best have a game plan,” Novan said.  “Going in fists swinging will only land you in jail.”


“What is so special about the land the mutant camp is sitting on?” Leo asked.  “If it has no value for development or agriculture as Mase said, then what could Hun’s purpose be for wanting it so badly?  Surely if he needs another waste disposal site he could find property that would be easier to obtain.”

Novan blew on his coffee and then took a sip, apparently unperturbed at having six pairs of eyes directed at him.  After he set the cup down, he said, “Yoshi’s in the sitting room with his school workbooks.  Just because I had to take him out of class doesn’t mean he’s going to fall behind on his studies.”

Whether that was a stalling tactic or Donovan was answering questions in the order they came was hard to tell.  To Raph, it seemed that for the most part, Novan looked at the world in general with amused tolerance.


“Should I go help him?” Mase asked.  “I can go through any lessons he might have missed and get him a little ahead of the class.  You know, he’s really bright and having to be in school with the other mutant children is holding him back.  He should have a private tutor and . . . .”

“Masolino,” Nicco said sharply, stopping his brother mid-speech.  “That’s off topic.”


Mase grinned, not at all put off by the interruption.  Novan shook his head.  “That’s a sweet offer, darling, but no.  I’d love for you to check his work afterwards though.  He’s doing mathematics and you know how much I despise that subject.”


In a tone that brooked no argument, Nicco looked directly at the albino turtle and said, “There’s more to your avoiding Hun than merely not being in the mood for him, Novan.”

“Is that a question?” Novan asked, crossing his legs and leaning back comfortably in his chair.


“Frame it however you like, just tell us the whole story.  Answer Leonardo’s question,” Nicco said.


Novan waved his fingers in Nicco’s direction.  “I never found this side of you to be very appealing.”  He glanced at Donatello.  “This is partly why we never became, if you catch my drift.”


Don stiffened and Raph had to resist the urge to snap out a biting remark in his defense.  If he had learned anything through the years it was one, that Don could take care of himself in a verbal altercation and two, Novan might be stalling.  Raph wasn’t going to be the one to play into his hands.


“Hun is planning something and whatever it is, he needs that piece of land to accomplish it,” Nicco said.  “He’s always been cautious enough with his dealings to keep the wrong people from asking questions.  He and that brother of his are good at compartmentalizing their business, but I’ve always had the feeling that they wanted to branch out.”

“Corius and I have heard rumors from Professor Honeycutt,” Mase said.  “He meets with a lot of business leaders and politicians in the course of growing their pharmaceutical company.  Since the war ended, the government has become very focused on its military complex.  Rather than downsizing, they’re looking more towards exploring options to deal with the possibility of future invasions.”

“Does the government need that land, Novan?” Nicco asked.  “Your business puts you in touch with influential people as well.  People who tell you things they don’t even realize they’re giving out.”

“As you well know, I stay in business because my customers know they can rely on my discretion,” Novan said.  “My clientele tend to be exclusive and quite generous.  Many of them remain that way due to certain conditions of our arrangement.”


“You mean because of what you know about them.  That little secret list of yours be damned,” Nicco said.  “Whatever Hun is planning affects the lives of all the mutants who live on that land.  That information is not a bargaining chip.”

“My secret list isn’t a secret anymore, now is it darling?  Don’t assume things about me Nicco.  I thought you learned a long time ago that I won’t side with humans against my own kind no matter how profitable it might be,” Novan said with a touch of sharpness to his tone.

“I never assume,” Nicco said.  “And I know you get evasive when you’re in danger.  That’s what brought you to my door in the middle of the night and had you breaking the porch light so that no one would see you.”

“Oh for crying out loud,” Raph finally burst out.  “Just tell us what the hell Hun is up to.  What is with all this damn dancing around?  He’s about to fuck over a bunch of mutants, you’re a mutant, so what gives?”


Novan’s eyes raked over him, giving Raph the feeling that the guy was trying to read him from the inside out.  “I don’t really know you and your brothers, now do I?  Speaking out of turn could put Yoshi is danger, and he is my first priority.”

“I’ll vouch for them,” Nicco said gruffly.  “They aren’t from our world, Novan.  We are their only connections here.  They are family now and believe me when I say that they can handle themselves in dangerous situations.”

“I can certainly see for myself that they all carry quite a lovely collection of scars,” Novan said.  

He lifted his coffee cup and took another sip.  Finding that it was at a comfortable temperature, he drank half of the liquid before setting it down again.  Tapping one claw against the side of the cup, Novan seemed to contemplate something and the others remained silent.
With a sigh, Novan uncrossed his legs and sat forward.  “Your information is correct, Mase.  The government does want that land, but they don’t want anyone to know about it.  I’m not sure why they want it.  Hun had a visit from his attorney during one of the evenings I was there helping him relieve stress.  I remained in the bedroom while Hun took his meeting.”

“So it wasn’t something that Hun told you directly, but what you overheard,” Leonardo said.  “Seems careless of him.”
Novan’s gaze, when it landed on Leo, was as close to expressionless as Raph had seen from the guy.  “He doesn’t like Leo,” Raph thought.  “Wonder why.”
“People do tend to let their guard down when I’m with them, darling,” Novan said.  “It’s one of the tricks of the trade.”  He turned to Nicco.  “Hun assumed that I’d stay in bed and keep it warm for him, but I’m naturally curious.”
“I’ve always said you should be a reporter,” Mase said.

"Maybe in a different world," Novan wryly replied.

“What did you manage to learn?” Nicco asked.
“His attorney told him that the city council couldn’t move the mutant camp or issue an order to vacate because the land had been legally deeded to the Mutant Rights Now organization.  The man said he’d put out feelers on whether the MRN would be willing to sell and they would, but only at a substantial price and only a parcel or two.  They are trying to raise money to build proper housing on the land,” Novan said.

“They have a strong enough voice to prevent the corrupt city council members from throwing up obstacles like deed restrictions in front of them,” Mase said.

“Exactly,” Novan said.  “Apparently Hun has already tried that.”

“What happens to the land if none of the mutants camping there now remain?” Don asked.  “I mean, if every mutant moves off of that property, would the MRN sell at a lower asking price?”
“Ah, you are attractive and smart,” Novan said.  “No wonder Nicco was drawn to you.  That is the million dollar question.  It seems that there is a kicker in the deed.  The land remains the property of the MRN as long as it is used to support mutants.  Since it can’t be used for agriculture, and developing anything on it other than homes would be expensive, that support has to come in the form of housing.”

“So as long as one mutant calls it home, the land remains in the hands of the MRN,” Don said.  “If the mutants are all gone, what does the kicker say has to happen?  Does the MRN have the right to sell?”

“No,” Novan answered.  “The land reverts to the city government, giving the city council the right to say what happens to the property.”

“Aren’t they the ones that want it though?” Mikey asked.  “I’m confused.  Why is Hun trying to chase everyone off land that he wants if it’s just going to revert to the government?”
“Because it isn’t the local government who wants the land, it’s the federal government,” Novan said.
“What Mase said earlier,” Raph said.  “It’s the military that wants that land.  Why?  What’s so damn special about that land?  Can’t they set up shop on any open piece of property?  There has to be some around here that they wouldn’t have to put up such a big fight to get hold of.”
“And why would the military need to keep it a secret that they want that particular piece of property?” Leo asked, looking thoughtful.
If it was meant as a question for Novan, it went unanswered.  Nicco leaned towards the albino to get his attention.  “Is Hun after you because he discovered you’d overheard his conversation?”
Novan frowned.  “That is actually quite embarrassing.  I am normally good at keeping it to myself when I’ve learned a potentially useful bit of information, but as I said, I’m curious.  I thought that once I’d loosened Hun up I could get him to drop hints as to why everyone is so focused on the mutant’s land.”

“Your questions tipped him off that you’d heard what he and his attorney talked about?” Nicco asked.

“Not until I was leaving,” Novan said.  “The only other thing I learned during our pillow talk is that he was going to be very rich and that he wasn’t going to be known as a ‘garbage man’ for much longer.”

“What happened when you were leaving?” Mase asked.

“He suddenly wanted to know why I was asking him about the land,” Novan said.  “Unfortunately I said something about how the subject must be important if he’d get up in the middle of the night to talk to his attorney about it.  That was a mistake.”
“Because it told him that you heard them talking,” Mikey said.  “Did he try to hurt you?”
Mikey had such an indignant look on his face that Novan had to smile at him.  “Aren’t you sweet?  No darling, he tried to get me to stay.  He said he wanted to talk about what I’d heard so that I wouldn’t get the wrong impression.  That’s always code for ‘I need to figure out what I’ll have to do to shut you up’.  I told him I had a previous engagement with someone whose name he recognized, and then I walked out of there very quickly.”  He leaned back and crossed his legs again.  “With style, of course.  Always leave them wanting more even if they plan to hunt you down for less pleasurable activities later on.”

“And of course the name you dropped was someone he wouldn’t want to piss off,” Nicco said.
“You know me so well,” Novan said, flashing him a smile.

“I know you’ve gotten yourself into a fine mess this time,” Nicco said without a hint of humor.
“I’ll get myself out of it too, thank you very much,” Novan said adamantly.  “I only came here because of Yoshi.  You and Mase are important to him and this is one of the few places where he feels safe.”

“How?” Nicco asked.  “How are you going to extract yourself from this without any help?  From the sound of it, Hun is trying to slide in as the owner of that land before the military gets wind of his machinations.  To do that, he can’t afford for anyone outside of his trusted circle of cronies knowing what he’s doing and why he’s terrorizing the occupants of the camp.  You do know and that makes you a loose end.”

For the first time Donovan didn’t have a ready answer.  He still retained an unperturbed aspect as he picked up his cup and drained the contents.

“Novan, are you worried that he’ll send people after you?” Mase asked.  “Is that why you packed up a bunch of your things and took off with Yoshi?  You have to know that Hun won’t stop looking and this isn’t something that a short cooling off period will solve.”

“Hun has to be dealt with on his level,” Leo said.  He looked at Nicco.  “I’m sorry, I know this isn’t our world, but your Hun and the one we’ve dealt with sound exactly the same.  He won’t operate within the law and pays to have that law look the other way.  If you don’t want him to build an empire on the backs of mutants, then you have to cut down the framework he’s building it on.”
“One of dad’s scientist buddies has an in with the State District Attorney,” Mase said.  “If we had proof of what Hun is doing, dad could get Dr. Chaplin to arrange a meeting for him with Oroku Karai.”
“Chaplin?” Mikey repeated with astonishment.
“Karai?” Raph piped up at the exact same time.

Nicco looked at them.  “I take it those names are familiar?”

“Remember some of those stories I told you about the enemies we’ve faced?” Don asked.  “That pair played prominent roles and not in a good way.”
“If your Karai is an honest District Attorney, then this really is bizarro world,” Raph said.

“She’s actually one of the most honest and fearless state officers we’ve ever had,” Nicco said.  “You give her something solid to link Hun and corruption together, and she’ll go after him with everything she’s got.”
Leo appeared thoughtful.  “Let’s not forget the role the military plays in all of this.  We can guess that Hun wants the land so he can resell it at a huge profit.”

“Or lease it,” Don said.  “He could retain ownership and lease it to the military.  He’d make more money that way.  Once they’ve sunk money into whatever project they want to use that land for, they wouldn’t want to move.  Hun could raise the rent every couple of years and there would be nothing they could do but pay.”

“He’d be sitting on a gold mine,” Raph said.

 “We could go at Hun from that angle,” Mase said.  “Try to find out why the military wants the land.  I’ll bet Professor Honeycutt could at least learn the name of the military liaison who has been making the behind the scenes overtures.”
“Is Corius coming by today?” Nicco asked.
Mase nodded, a huge grin lighting up his face.  “Yep.  He’ll be here in a little while.”  He glanced at Novan.  “He wanted to know if we could give Yoshi a quick check up.”

“I suppose it has been awhile,” Novan said.  “The nasal spray works well, but the bottle is nearly empty.”

“Corius looked at the records and realized it might be,” Mase said.  “He’s bringing another bottle.”

“Talk to him about this,” Nicco told his brother.  “Ask him to get Professor Honeycutt to do some digging around but to be very low key about it.  Don’t give Honeycutt any of this other information, just tell him we’d like to know who in the military might be interested in the land.  The less the professor knows, the safer it will be for him.”

Raph cracked his knuckles.  “What are we gonna do?  Sitting around while Hun runs roughshod over a bunch of helpless mutants ain’t my style.  I say we go ninja on his ass.”
“Give him a real taste of the turtle,” Mikey said in agreement.

“My, aren’t you two the action types,” Novan said.  “Are you planning to out muscle his muscle?  He employs a lot of people, many of them ex-soldiers.”

“I’ve seen some of those employees,” Nicco said with disdain.  “Hun hired the cream of the dishonorably discharged crop.”
“Not the ones who ran away from fighting though, darling,” Novan said.  “He hired the ones who enjoyed inflicting pain or killing just a little too much.”
“Is that who he has hassling the mutants at the camp?” Leo asked.

“Wait,” Nicco said, frowning.  “If he’s sending his ex-soldiers into the camps, they’re going to run up against the mutant ex-soldiers who live there.  That won’t end well.”

“No it won’t,” Novan said.  “And guess what happens if the mutants get arrested, because I guarantee that Hun will ensure that the only ones taken into custody after a fight will be the mutants.”

“It’s a good tactic,” Leo said.  “It’s what I would do.  Remove the element who are capable of putting up a defense and that leaves behind only the weak who pose no threat.”
“Divide and conquer,” Nicco said, looking at Leonardo.
“Two peas in a pod, aren’t they?” Novan asked, his eyes on Raph.  “Is your brother like Nicco, always trying to think everything through before he acts?”

“Not every time,” Raph replied, feeling as though he should defend Leo.  He couldn’t help but be a little amused at Novan’s irreverence.  “He’s a good leader though.  A real good one.”

Novan harrumphed.  “If I hadn’t seen Nicco’s impulsive side, I would have taken them for twins.”

“It’s funny you should say that,” Mase said excitedly, leaning towards Novan.  “I have got to tell you how Nicco and Don met and the really interesting coincidence of our mutations.  See, on their world . . . .”
“Save that story for later, Mase,” Nicco said, cutting his brother off.  “It seems to me that our first course of action is to visit the mutant camp right now.  We need to meet with some of my men and get a sitrep.”
“Novan can’t go,” Mase said.  “You know that Hun will have someone watching the camp.  If they see him, they’ll connect him to us and come here to get him.”

“You stay here with Novan and Yoshi,” Nicco said.  “Corius will be here in a bit and the two of you have business with Yoshi anyway.”  He looked at Novan.  “I know you’d rather not be here alone with Annabelle and my dad.”

“Sorry, darling,” Novan said, though he didn’t sound apologetic in the least.  “As you know, my trust does not extend nearly as far as Yoshi’s.”
The mutant child chose that exact moment to enter the dining room, flourishing a spiral bound notebook and pencil in his small hands.  Annabelle came in behind him with items from the freezer chest and took them into the kitchen.
Stopping next to Novan, Yoshi said, “I finished my sums.  Now you have to check my work.”

“Show that to Masolino, cookie-nose,” Novan said, patting Yoshi’s head before standing up and grabbing his coffee cup.
Yoshi tugged on his sleeve before he could walk away.  When Novan bent down, Yoshi said in a loud whisper, “You are not being nice to Annabelle.  Is very important to say sorry!”
“No, I’m a rude ass bitch,” Novan said teasingly.
Yoshi frowned at him.  “No!”

Novan grinned.  “Yes.  Now sit here and give Mase your workbook.”

Raph had no idea as to Yoshi’s age, but based on his size, he didn’t think that he was very old.  It surprised him that Novan referred to himself in those terms to the youngster.
Yet it didn’t seem to affect Yoshi as he happily climbed onto the chair his brother had vacated and pushed his workbook over to Mase.  Novan carried his cup into the kitchen and then paused as he saw Annabelle begin to gather the dirty dishes from earlier that morning.  Shaking his head politely, he took them from her and began to wash up.

Nicco rose from his chair and the others followed suit.  “We’ll take Dad’s van, that way we can carry a few things from the attic to give away at the camp while we’re reconnoitering.”

Without looking up, Mase said, “Now you sound like you’re back in the army.  Want to put on your old uniform while you’re at it?”
“Shut up, jerk,” Nicco said good-naturedly.

The four visiting brothers went upstairs with Nicco and sorted out a few things to take with them.  It wasn’t a lot, because the van would already be full with five large turtles, but it was a start on clearing out some space.
When they came down they found that Corius had arrived.  After greeting him, the group loaded up the van and then climbed in for the drive to the mutant camp.

For Raph this new venture, even though it might mean they could be heading into a fight, filled him with anticipation.  Sitting around playing tourist was not his cup of tea.

TBC……………
