De Novo
part 1


Unsettled, uneasy, unsatisfied . . . or maybe it was just nerves.  Raphael couldn’t quantify how he’d been feeling lately other than it seemed as though the walls of the farmhouse were closing in on him.

It was funny to think that he’d spent most of his life confined to a small space and had been just fine with that.  His first taste of the world of light had left him hungering for more.


He had to admit that he got plenty of time in the sun these days, but recently even that wasn’t enough.  Raph was more jittery than usual and nothing eased that feeling; not video games, or television, or training, not even the usual fun he got from manhandling Mikey and Don during a sparring match.

Talking to Leo about it was out of the question.  His brother would say a lot of stuff and Raph would stop listening part way through.  As soon as Leo suggested the inevitable - that he needed to spend more time practicing his martial arts - Raph would agree just to cut off the flow of words.  Really, if more physical exercise was the answer then Raph would have discovered that on his own, he already spent most of his waking hours working out.

Raph stood at the edge of a pond in the woods near the farmhouse.  Heaving a sigh, he crossed to a fallen tree trunk and sat down, feet dangling in the water.


There had been a time when he got to run with Casey and clean up petty crime waves but being exiled to the country had put an end to that.  Even though Raph was sure they could find something to do together, Casey seemed to be spending most of his time with Donatello.


Even now, as it was coming onto twilight, Casey and Don were in the barn working on either the jalopy or the van, maybe both.  They were probably exchanging good humored insults and sharing energy drinks along with ideas.  How was it possible for his nerdy brother to have so much in common with that psycho hockey nut?


Raph’s shoulders sagged as the weight of his loneliness hit him.  He’d never felt this way when he’d had Spike.  Taking care of his pet gave Raph a purpose that he felt had meaning.  It occupied his time with something that he could call his own and that was a big thing when you lived in a family that measured way below the poverty scale.  Heck, Raph thought with a snort, they weren’t even on the poverty scale.

What he missed most though was talking to Spike.  Raph always felt like Spike could understand what he was saying and was sympathetic; something he wasn’t going to get from his siblings.


As Raph found out after Spike mutated to Slash, his little friend had understood his words, at least to a certain extent.


Slash turned out to be pretty possessive in his mutated form and to have taken Raph’s words too literally.  Raph couldn’t seem to make the rampaging mutant understand that his angry rants about his brothers didn’t mean he wanted to ditch them.


How does someone explain to a freshly mutated turtle companion the concept of love and frustration and how they’re not necessarily mutually exclusive?

Sitting alone by the banks of a pond it was easy to look back on everything that had happened and recognize that Slash was feeling protective of his former owner.  He’d thought he was offering Raph an opportunity to escape his family’s smothering control.  Slash just hadn’t been mature enough or aware enough to know right from wrong.

The sad thing was that before the Kraang invasion, he and Slash had actually had a couple of decent interactions.  Raph hadn’t wanted to get his hopes up but his rescuing Slash the first time his mutated pet had been captured seemed to have changed something between them.

With a sigh of regret, Raph kicked at the water and sent a small ripple out towards the center of the pond.  Not only did he have no idea as to their father’s fate, he had no clue about where Slash might be, if he hadn’t been caught for a third time.


The only thing that had gone right for Raph lately was that Leo had survived his injuries and was on the mend, physically at least.  Everything else was totally messed up and there was no longer anyone with whom he could share his deepest thoughts, dissatisfactions, and fears.


Head down and slumped over, Raph allowed a touch of depression to settle on his broad shoulders.  The weight of his responsibilities was heavy at times.  Leo couldn’t get around very well yet and it fell to Raph to keep Don and Mikey on their toes with their training.  He also felt burdened with keeping the six of them safe and hidden, even with things mutating around them left and right.

It was times like this when Raph thought about how nice it would be if he were Mikey; so carefree and optimistic.  Or even lovesick Donnie because at least the genius had two people he could talk to.

Deep in thought it took a few minutes before the uneasy feeling that he was being watched crept over Raph.  Under normal circumstances he would have jumped to his feet and drawn his sai, ready to do battle.  Tonight the best he could manage was to lift his head and look around.

The moon had risen while Raph had been sitting there and its reflection in the pond helped to illuminate the entire vicinity.  As his eyes drifted over the area closest to him, Raph heard a rustling of leaves from across the pond.  Though he didn’t much care at this point if something popped out and attacked him, Raph was curious enough to look in that direction.

Standing atop a large boulder, outlined by the moon, Slash stared back at him.
TBC……………

