Walking in Daylight
part 8

Discussion about what they’d learn during their trip to the mutant camp was postponed until after dinner.  No one wanted to talk in front of Yoshino about what they’d seen or their speculations on what was happening.

At the table, Yoshi sat between Donovan and Masolino.  During the meal, Donovan was very attentive to his little brother, helping him cut his meat and keeping his glass filled with milk.

Though they didn’t talk about the problem at the camp, there was lively conversation about many other things.  Some of that focused on the camp school, where Yoshi attended classes.  The child, obviously shy, didn’t say much but he did contribute to the conversation when they were talking about the school.  It was clear that he enjoyed learning.

Raphael took the opportunity to study Yoshi when the child did speak.  The first thing he noticed was that the red stripes by his eyes were not painted on, the way Donovan’s were.  A glance in Novan’s direction verified that his stripes had been touched up and that they duplicated Yoshi’s in every way.

It crossed Raph’s mind that Donovan didn’t need those stripes in order to look more striking, he was already quite exotic enough.  They were just another mystery about the turtle that added to the growing list of questions Raph was already contemplating.

When dinner was finished, Don and Nicco got up to help Annabelle clear the table and wash up.  Novan took Yoshi to brush his teeth and while they were gone, Leo told Dr. Stockman, Mase, and Corius about what they’d learned at the mutant camp.  Mikey filled them in on what he had garnered from his new acquaintances.

By the time Novan returned with Yoshi, Nicco and Don were back in their chairs and ready to talk.  Nicco glanced meaningfully at his father, who rolled his wheelchair back from the table.

Holding his hand out towards Yoshi, Dr. Stockman said, “How about we watch a movie, Yoshi?  You pick which one.”


Yoshi took his hand and happily climbed onto Dr. Stockman’s lap.  “Can we watch ‘Aladdin’?” he asked bashfully.

“Of course we can,” Dr. Stockman said as he rolled towards the doorway.  “Anything you want little buddy.”


“Mind if I join you?” Annabelle asked.  “I’ve only seen that movie once.”


Yoshi clapped his hands in excitement and nodded.  Once all three of them were gone, the turtles and Corius sat for a moment just looking at each other.


“Are you going to keep me in suspense?” Novan finally asked.

This time it was Nicco who recounted the tale of their findings, filling in Mikey’s part of their discoveries as well.


“Hun is making his move,” Nicco said.  “We’ve taken one step towards thwarting his plans, but we need to decide what our counter offensive is going to be.  My lads can’t stand watch forever, they were meant to put that sort of life behind them when the war ended.”


“Finding out why the military complex wants that land would help,” Leo said.  “Knowing your enemy’s end game is the best way to stay ahead of them.”

“So sayeth Sun Tzu,” Mikey said with a grin.

“That’s just peachy,” Raph said.  “Anybody here got an in with the Mayor?  City Council? Anybody at all who’s in charge of the local government?”


“Professor Honeycutt has a few friends,” Corius said.  “I will ask him to make some discreet inquiries.  If nothing else, perhaps he can learn who is representing the branch of the military interested in that property.”


“So what do we do?” Raph asked.

“We track the car license plate number that was given to Mikey,” Don said.  “If we can connect the sabotage to Hun, that will give us something concrete to turn over to the State District Attorney.”


“What else?  Are we supposed to just sit around on our asses?” Raph demanded.

“A turtle of action,” Novan murmured.


Nicco shook his head.  “No, we’re not going to sit idle, we’re going to keep an eye on the camp.”


“Why?” Don asked, frowning.  “You’ve already got your army pals keeping a watch.”


Leo and Nicco exchanged glances.  It was Leo who answered.  “Because someone at the camp could be aiding Hun.  We can’t know that for certain, but we can’t take that chance either.”


“If we don’t clear this situation up, mutants will start leaving,” Nicco said.


“They’re already leaving,” Mikey said.  “Lotus told me two have already gone.”


“Lotus?”  Raph scowled at his brother.  “How many women did you talk to?”

Mikey ignored him.  “One of the mutants that left, a skunk named Pepe, was in the shower when the drain backed up.  He was really freaked.”


“Why?” Raph asked.  “What’s scary about a damn shower not draining?”


“Well duh, Raphie,” Mikey said.  “Skunks are afraid of water.  Lotus said it got up to his calves before he noticed.  The poor guy came running out of the building yelling bloody murder.  Scared everyone.”


“The little things like that begin to add up.  They make residents jumpy,” Corius said.  “Then the difficulties escalate.”


“Like with tents burning down in the middle of the night,” Mase said.  “Maybe we should sleep there, keep watch around the clock from inside the camp.  The mutants all know me and wouldn’t be surprised by my presence.  I mean, they might wonder why I’m staying there when I have a home, but I could weave some tale that would explain . . . .”


“Thank you, Mase,” Nicco said, stopping the flood of speech.  “Your sudden presence would probably put our quarry on alert.”

“If it were me, I would find a way to sabotage the school,” Novan said abruptly.  “If you want to put fear into families, strike at their children.  It would be at the top of my list were I the one trying to rid the land of mutants.”

“You have a sly mind,” Nicco said.

“It’s an advantage, darling,” Novan shot back smugly.

“Maybe one of us should work there,” Mikey said.  “You know, in the school.  I volunteer.”

“What the hell do you know about being a teacher?” Raph asked.  “Seems to me Don or Mase would do better at that sort of job.”

“I can teach art,” Mikey said.  “There’s nothing I don’t know about drawing comics.”

“There’s more to art than comics, Mikey,” Don said.

“Sure there is,” Mikey retorted.  “There’s lines, and coloring, and shading, and perspective, and . . . .”
“We’ve all seen Mikey’s artwork,” Leo said, interposing quickly.  “He’s very good.  I think he could pull it off.”

“Guess so,” Raph said grudgingly.  “We already know the women will talk to him.”

“I would make the introductions to Ms. Kala, the school teacher, but I suppose that I should continue not to be seen at the camp,” Novan said.

“I can present Mikey to Ms. Kala,” Mase said.  “I’m sure she’ll be thrilled to have a bona fide artist teaching the children.”


Raph snorted but didn’t say anything.  Novan shot an amused glance in his direction.


“Yoshi will be sad not to have the experience his classmates will be enjoying,” Novan said.

“I can teach the little dude too,” Mikey said.  “We’ll have private classes here.”


“Yeah, it’d probably be best not to have Mikey sleeping at the camp too,” Raph said.  “Before long, he’d be the one causing problems among the mutants, especially the female ones.”


“Aww, don’t be jealous, Raphie,” Mikey teased.  “I’m sure if you tried really hard, maybe took a bath now and then, some woman would talk to you, even if it’s just to yell at you to get your big club feet off of hers.”


Novan leaned towards Mase and said in a not so subtle undertone, “They are clearly brothers.”

Mase started to snicker but caught Nicco’s eye and quickly swallowed his glee.

“Is there a computer I could borrow?” Don asked.  “I have some experience with hacking into government databases.”


“Sure.  The one in the basement is configured to bounce signals all over the globe so no one can trace it,” Mase told him.  He got up.  “Come on, we can get started on the search.”


Corius stood up as well.  “I will be taking my leave.  Tomorrow I shall speak to the Professor about our concerns and have him begin inquiries on our behalf.”


“I’ll take Don to the basement,” Nicco told his brother.  “Why don’t you walk Corius out?”

“One should always be attentive to one’s mate, Masolino.  Isn’t that right, Nicco darling?” Novan asked with a wink.


Rather than appearing disconcerted by the obvious teasing, Nicco slid an arm around Don’s waist.  “I think my brother and I are both doing just fine in that department.”


Novan’s eyes were twinkling with humor as he watched the two Stockman brothers leave with their respective mates.  Leonardo tagged along with Nicco and Don, leaving Mikey, Raph, and Novan alone in the dining area.

Mikey once more emptied his pockets and lined up the slips of paper containing phone numbers on the table in front of him.


“What have you there, Michelangelo?” Novan asked, curious about the perplexed expression on Mikey’s face.


“It’s the phone numbers of all his new girlfriends,” Raph said a touch snidely.

“They offered,” Mikey said, looking at Novan with something akin to wonder in his eyes.  “I mean, at first.  Then I started to ask for them and no one turned me down.”


“You are quite a handsome turtle,” Novan said.  “A prime catch.  Did you make them laugh?”


“Uh, I guess?” Mikey said.  


“It was his face,” Raph said.  “People usually do laugh at it.”


“Was not,” Mikey said, glaring at Raph before turning back to Novan.  “I just talked about stuff and told some stories.  They seemed to enjoy them.”

Novan studied him for a second, taking in the wonder that shown in Mikey’s eyes.  “I take it you haven’t much experience with the fairer sex.”


“How about none,” Raph muttered.


Neither Mikey nor Novan paid him any mind.  Mikey shook his head in the negative in answer to Novan’s question.


“Women like a man they can talk to,” Novan said.  “They especially like one who is confident and can make them laugh.  You have shown both of those attributes.”

“What do I do now?” Mikey asked.  “I mean, where I come from, we hardly ever leave the sewers.”


“If they’ve given you their phone number, it means they want you to call them for a date, Michelangelo,” Novan said, as if stating the obvious.


“Call me Mikey.”  He was staring at the papers again.  “Where do you take someone on a date here?”

“Oh geez,” Raph said, leaning back in his chair and rolling his eyes.


“I believe your best option for a first date would be to invite one of them to have a drink with you,” Novan said.  “Coffee or tea at a coffee house, perhaps lunch.  If things do not go well, it is much simpler to extricate yourself with the excuse that you have another obligation.”


“More like give her an excuse to duck out on ya’,” Raph said.


Novan looked at him, the red eyes clearly unimpressed.  “Have you some objection to your brother enjoying himself, darling?”


Raph planted his hands on the table and leaned forward.  “Maybe just that we probably won’t be here all that long and he shouldn’t get all caught up in entanglements.”

"Oh? Then what about Donatello, I haven't heard you object to his enjoyment. A mate is certainly more permanent than a date to try and see if there is chemistry. And I assure you, darling." He leaned in, smirking. "Nicco and Donatello are most certainly tangled together. In more ways than one."

“That ain’t exactly the same thing,” Raph said, just short of spluttering.  “Don and Nicco getting together was in no way planned.  It just happened.”

“Then perhaps you should allow it to happen for Mikey as well,” Novan said with a touch of complacence.  “You are here after all.  Perhaps all of you should embrace the opportunity to enjoy yourselves while you can.”


“Yeah, Raph,” Mikey said.  “Isn’t that why we came here?”


“We came here to meet the family and take a look at Nicco’s world,” Raph snapped.


“So I’m having a real good look,” Mikey replied with a grin.  “I just choose to look at the prettiest part of his world.  Want me to introduce you to someone?”

“No I do not,” Raph said, jumping up from his chair.


“Not into women, darling?” Novan asked, his tone carrying a mild taunt.


Raph looked so indignant that Mikey thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head.


Leaning back in his chair, Mikey said, “I wondered why you were giving Don a hard time about Nicco.  I thought you were just being protective, but now I have to ask myself if . . . .”


“Shut it,” Raph growled, his hands curling into fists.  “Don’t ya’ even think about finishing that sentence.”


They heard the front door being closed as Mase came back inside and Raph stomped out of the room to join him.

“Your brother is rather volatile, isn’t he?” Novan asked.


“Yep,” Mikey answered as he gathered up his slips of paper.  “He’s a big teddy bear.”


“Interesting,” Novan said, drawing out the word.

Mikey glanced at him and then did a double take as he noticed that Novan was still staring in the direction Raphael had gone.


When Raph met up with Mase in the hallway, he curtly told the turtle that he wanted to go down to the basement where the others were.  Mase gave him a quizzical look but didn’t comment, probably unsure if Raph was upset about something or if the attitude was normal for him.


There were a pair of desks in Mase’s workspace and they found Don seated at the one which held a computer.  Nicco and Leo stood to one side of him conversing in low tones as Donatello’s fingers flew over the keyboard.

“Ya’ learn anything yet, brainiac?” Raph asked.


“The car is registered to a holding company,” Don said.  “It took me a while to peel back several layers of registered brands and legal filings to get that much.  Now I have to sift through all the limited liability corporations to find out who runs that holding company.”


“Let Mase take over,” Nicco said, touching Don’s arm.


Don looked up.  “Huh, why?  I think I’ve got a handle . . . .”


He stopped when Nicco lifted his eyes ridges meaningfully.  “You don’t want Mase to feel left out of this hunt, do you?”


With a knowing smile, Don stood up and Mase slid into the seat.  It only took the other brainy turtle a second to see where Don had left off and then he began speed typing.

Catching hold of Don’s hand, Nicco said, “We’ll be leaving you now.  Don and I have a project to work on.
“Need any help?” Leo asked.

The mated pair exchanged glances.  “Nope,” Nicco said.

Raph chuckled.  “Read between the lines, Leo.”

Nicco and Don moved away hand in hand, not waiting to hear Leo’s response.  As they came out of the basement and headed for the stairs, the pair spotted Novan and Mikey.  The two turtles were side-by-side, talking and laughing as they walked into the front room together.


“They seem to be getting along,” Don observed.


“Novan sees the fun side of Mase in your brother,” Nicco said.  “The side that’s not very serious and just a little irreverent.”

Don read a touch of disapproval on Nicco’s face.  “Is that a bad thing?”


“No,” Nicco said, still wearing a frown.  “It’s just that . . . let’s just say that Novan is complicated and leave it at that.  I don’t want to talk about him anymore tonight.  No more problems or mysteries.  We’re finally getting some alone time and you’re all I care about.”

They climbed all of the way up to the attic.  That morning the group had managed to clear out a small section of the space and together Don and Nicco shifted things around to leave one corner completely empty.

There were a couple of dressers and a standing wardrobe that the pair used to create a makeshift wall that separated the corner from view.  Inside the wardrobe there were extra pillows and blankets that had all been stuffed into large plastic bags to keep them clean.  These they spread out on the floor to create a makeshift bed.

When they were done they kneeled on the blankets facing each other.  Nicco cupped Donatello’s face in both his hands and leaned in to kiss him.  The kiss was soft, gentle, their tongues just touching before their mouths separated.

“I’ve missed this,” Nicco whispered against Don’s lips.


“So have I,” Don said.

Once more their mouths connected, this time with greater need.  Nicco’s arms wound around Don, pulling the younger turtle against him as their passion grew.


“Gods, I need to feel your body,” Nicco husked, pulling frantically at Don’s clothes.


“Let me . . . let me take these damn pants off,” Don said, huffing as he fell back against the bedding.


Nicco began to laugh as he helped to pull Don’s trousers off of his legs.  “I don’t think I’ve heard you curse before.”


“I curse,” Don said, faking indignation.  “Just not usually in a language anyone can understand.”

Laughing delightedly, Nicco fell forward into Don’s arms and began to ply his mouth and neck with kisses.  “I love you, Donny.  I can’t believe how lucky I’ve been to find you.”


“You’ll get lucky again tonight if you’ll take your pants off,” Don said, his brown eyes gleaming with lust.


Sitting back up, Nicco quickly stripped off the remainder of his clothes.  Before he tossed his pants aside, he dipped into a pocket and brought out a bottle of lubricant.

“Boy scout,” Don teased.  “Always prepared.”


“I’m about to make certain that you are too,” Nicco said with a salacious grin.

Don spread his legs and then traced the ends of his fingers along his center front line.  Making a show of it, he slid his hand over the bulge between his legs and then touched his index fingers against his entrance.  Slowly rotating his hips, he tilted back on his carapace and brought his hand back up, gripping his cock as it made an appearance.


All the while his eyes were fixed on Nicco, who was practically drooling at his mate’s lascivious show.  As Don pumped his cock to full hardness, Nicco’s dick tumbled out of hiding and began to swell.


Taking a deep breath, Nicco splashed lubricant onto his fingers and touched one to Don’s opening.  Pressing into his ass with great care, Nicco watched Don, looking for any signs of discomfort.


“You don’t have . . . have to be so . . . so g . . . gentle,” Don stammered, precum glistening on his penis.


“Impatient little ninja,” Nicco murmured, maintaining his concentration.  “It’s been a few days.  I’m not about to hurt you.”

“Being without you has hurt more,” Don said, churring as Nicco’s finger sank all of the way into him.


With great care, Nicco prepped Don, first with one finger and then two.  As he scissored them to stretch his mate, Nicco turned his hand.  Don suddenly gasped and his hips jerked up from the blankets.


“Found that spot, didn’t I?” Nicco asked with a smug smile.


“N . . . Nicco I swear, if you d . . . don’t take m . . . me now . . . .” Don stuttered.

Taking the warning to heart, Nicco removed his fingers and slicked up his dick with lubricant.  Bracing himself one handed, Nicco guided his cock against Don’s asshole and pushed in.


Don ground his head back against a pillow, his eyes half closed and his teeth gripping his bottom lip.  His nostrils flared to inhale as much of his mate’s scent as possible, Nicco’s pheromones making him high with desire.


Once his cock was fully seated inside of Don, Niccolo paused to take in the sight of his mate.  Don’s face was flushed, brown eyes swimming with love and longing.

Pushing his hand underneath one of Don’s thighs, Nicco lifted it up over his hip as he slid a knee up higher to where it touched his mate’s butt cheek.  With that and one arm to brace himself, Nicco began to thrust.


Don’s gasp of pleasure had Nicco churring.  Having left himself with one free hand, Nicco shoved Don’s hand out of the way so that he could wrap his own around his mate’s shaft.


Grasping the blankets, Don began rocking his hips upward to meet each of Nicco’s thrusts.  Nicco’s thick, meaty cock filled him completely, each drive striking the sweet spot that set fire to all of Don’s nerve endings.


“Nicco, ah, ah, yes,” Don panted, his breath coming out is short, sharp gasps.

“What do you want, Donny?” Nicco asked, pumping his mate’s cock in rhythm with the movement of his pelvis.


Don grunted, one hand lifting from the blankets to clutch at Nicco’s forearm.  “Faster,” he crooned.  “Faster, Nicco!”

Grinding his knees against the bedding, Nicco sped up until he was rutting into Donatello.  His hand on Don’s cock was a blur, his fist caked with the younger turtle’s precum.


Only moments later Don began to shake, his asshole spasming against Nicco’s cock.  With a shout, he peaked, his cum splattering over Nicco’s arm and onto both of their plastrons.


The feeling of his lover’s ass clenching so tightly around his shaft and the sight of Don in the throes of release tipped Niccolo over into his own strong orgasm.  Head down, he pushed into Don as far as he could go and rode out his climax.

Nicco let go of Don’s cock so that he could use that hand to help hold himself up.  Both turtles were breathing heavily and completely spent.


Once his arms were steady enough, Nicco slipped out of Don and flopped down next to him.  Sliding a hand under Don’s head, Nicco pulled the younger turtle against his side.  Turning his head, Nicco met Don’s mouth in a slow, sensual kiss.

Curving his other arm around Don, Nicco held him close even as the kiss ended.


“I think I like it up here.  It’s like we’re in our own world again, away from everyone and all alone together,” Don whispered, burrowing into Nicco’s shoulder contentedly.


“We’ll make a proper bedroom up here,” Nicco said, kissing the top of Don’s head.  “This could be our own private hideaway.”


“Mm, yes,” Don said sleepily.  “I like that idea.  I love you, Nicco.”


“I love you too, Donny,” Nicco said as Don drifted into slumber. 


The soft sounds of Don’s breathing soon lulled Nicco to sleep as well.

TBC……………..

