Michelangelo’s Kink
part 1
They were at it again.  Michelangelo could hear them from the kitchen and instantly left the room to find them; to get closer to the argument.  He wanted to see Raph's face.
Master Splinter was on the couch watching one of his shows and ignoring his two quarrelsome sons.  That meant Leo and Raph were in the dojo.  Mikey grinned; their best shows happened in the dojo where their dad usually let the fights continue without interruption.
Entering the dojo quietly, Mikey stepped to one side of the door and leaned against the wall, his arms crossed.  Neither of his older brothers noticed him, too caught up in their fight.

“I say Hun’s challenging us!” Raph shouted.  “He’s thumbing his nose at us with that stunt of his!”

“That ‘stunt’ as you call it is nothing more than what his Purple Dragons do every night,” Leo replied, clearly refusing to be riled.  “It had nothing to do with us.  We can’t chase after him every time Hun’s minions rob someone.”

“Why the hell not?” Raph asked, sneering at his brother.  “When are ya’ gonna get off your ass and prove to him that he don’t have the run of the city?”

It seemed like a good time to jump in with some fuel for the flames.  “Yeah Leo, why do we let Hun get away with stuff?” Mikey asked.

Leo didn’t bother to look at him.  “Stay out of this, Mikey.”

“Why should he stay out of it?  It affects him too!” Raph roared.  “You’re just pissed that he agrees with me!”

Mikey was gratified to see Leo grow angrier, his dislike for having his authority questioned doubled now that Mikey seemed to have chosen sides.
The fight continued in a circular pattern, neither brother giving ground.  It was always interesting to see the usually stoic Leonardo blow his top, but then Raphael had a knack for making that happen.

Lately Raph had seemed to be pushing Leo a lot more, their fights growing in frequency.  That had made Mikey curious, because there really hadn’t been an appreciable change in their lives.

Over the last week and a half there had been a fight a day.  It had gotten so routine that both Master Splinter and Donatello were ignoring the pair.  But not Mikey.  Such a radical change in the status quo was a mystery that he felt obliged to investigate.  Even if it meant playing the role of instigator.
Leo had just made his standard argument that if Raph had so much energy to burn, he could spend more time practicing.  Raph would counter with something like ‘how about I practice on you?’ and then they’d trade blows.

Mikey didn’t want Raph to get quite that angry.  Just angry enough.

“What’s the point of all the practicing if we can’t go topside and put our skills to good use?” Mikey asked, once more drawing Leo’s attention.

“Just because we have the skills doesn’t mean we should try to look for a reason to use them,” Leo snapped at him.
“Are ya’ seriously gonna lecture how we should ‘avoid the unnecessary fight?” Raph demanded in his most sarcastic tone.  “If we followed your philosophy, Shredder would still be around and millions of lives would be in danger.”
Leo snarled, his voice dropping to a dangerous level.  “There’s a big difference between Shredder and Hun.  Shredder was actively hunting us.  Going after him was about self-preservation.”

“Says you,” Raph jeered.  “I think it was about saving your face.  Ya’ got your ass kicked by him and ya’ wanted payback.”

It was a low blow, one guaranteed to push Leo’s buttons.  Leo’s enlightenment training with the Ancient One hadn’t gone on long enough to teach him how to deal with Raphael’s insults.
“Don’t put off on me the real reason you’re so hot to go after Hun,” Leo barked.  “At least we did defeat Shredder.  For all your trying, you and Casey still haven’t even slowed Hun down.”
“There it is, the royal ‘we’,” Raph retorted.  “Come to think of it, every time we take on Hun, he manages to slide out from under.  Why is that, Leo?  Your great leadership skills ain’t good enough to take down the Purple Dragons?  Are ya’ hiding down here ‘cause you’re afraid he’ll make ya’ look bad again?”
“I am not hiding!” Leo shouted, now thoroughly angry.  “I’m not afraid of Hun either!  What I’m afraid of is your bad judgment!”

Bingo.  Raph had gotten Leo to yell at him.  Mikey straightened as he watched Raph’s eyes dilate.  This was what Mikey had been looking for; these new signs in Raph’s behavior.  He’d first noticed them a couple of days earlier during an argument between the two.
“You’re the one with bad judgment!’ Raph bellowed.  “Leo the leader; can’t handle Hun, can’t handle Karai, can’t handle Bishop!  Hides in the sewers so he can avoid them all!”

“If you want to run out there and do something stupid, be my guest!” Leo thundered, pointing at the door.
A shudder ran over Raph’s body, imperceptible to anyone who wasn’t looking for it.  “Thank you for giving me the go ahead, Fearless leader!”

Raph spun on his heel and stomped out of the dojo.  As he passed Mikey, the younger turtle saw that in spite of being obviously furious, there was also a touch of satisfaction in Raph’s expression.

“Don’t you dare confront Hun!” Leo yelled at Raph’s retreating shell.  “Do you hear me?”

No longer interested in Leonardo, Mikey also left the dojo.  Leo would fume for a few minutes, and then either run through katas or sit down and meditate to calm himself.  What he wouldn’t do was to go after Raphael.
He didn’t need to.  Despite his anger, Leo knew from past arguments that though Raph stormed out each and every time, he didn’t go where he could pick a fight.  Leo was certain that Raph would run off steam in the tunnels or on the rooftops and then return home.

At first, Mikey had thought that’s what Raph did too.  Since noticing those interesting new tell-tale signs, Mikey had begun to have suspicions that Raph was purposely starting arguments for an entirely different reason than was usual.
Mikey gave Raph a head-start, noting which direction his brother turned when he left the lair.  Master Splinter was still engrossed in his program and Donatello was in the service bay working on the moving van.

When Mikey slipped out of the lair to follow Raph, he made certain that no one noticed.
Anger made Raphael slightly less cautious than usual, but he was still a highly trained ninja.  He would be conscious of his back trail because there was always the chance that Leonardo would decide to chase him down.  These were things that Mikey was aware of as he trailed his brother, using his wiles to remain far enough back so that Raph would be confident that he was alone.
This was the first time that Mikey had decided to see where Raph was going.  Curiosity had finally gotten the better of him, heightened by the unusual frequency of his brothers’ fights, the fact that Raph seemed to be going out of his way to start them, and his strange reaction to Leo’s loss of temper.
Hanging back so that Raph was far enough ahead of him not to sense that he was being followed, Mikey depended on small clues to keep him on track.  The imprint of a toe, freshly disturbed dirt, rats that were just peeking out of hiding after running from an intruder, and broken cobwebs.
Mikey was just beginning to think that Raph was simply pacing off his fury when he thought he heard his brother’s voice and stopped to get a sense of direction.

“F . . . fuck ya’, Leo,” Raph stuttered.
Frowning because he knew Raph couldn’t possibly be talking to Leo, Mikey crept forward.  He could hear Raph muttering and cursing, the sound coming from a side tunnel a few yards ahead of him.

Pressing himself against the wall, Mikey carefully peered around the corner.  It took a second for his eyes to adjust to the lower light conditions, but when they did, Mikey’s mouth dropped open.

Raphael was leaning back against the metal grate at the end of the tunnel, his eyes tightly closed while he feverishly pumped his dick.

“Fuck ya’ and your t . . . tight ass rules,” Raph stammered, precum spurting from between his clenched fist.  “How about I sh . . . shove my fat cock d . . . down that big mouth of . . . grr . . . ugh!”

He climaxed, curse words continuing to spill from his mouth.
Mikey fell back quickly while his brother was still in the throes of his orgasm.  Shocked at what he’d discovered, it took a few minutes for Mikey to understand that he’d better get moving if he didn’t want to be caught.

It wasn’t until Mikey was halfway home before he began to wrap his head around what he’d just seen.  At almost the exact same moment he also realized that he was sporting the beginnings of a huge boner beneath his shell.

TBC………..
