Michelangelo’s Kink
part 13

When his eyes started to burn, Mikey realized that he needed to blink.


He did so quickly, afraid of missing something.  His interest wasn’t in the recording on Donatello’s computer screen, it was on Donatello himself.


Head back, mouth open, Don continued to masturbate, his hand moving ever faster.  His eyes were closed to mere slits but they never left the screen.


Though the sight was enticing, it was the sounds that stirred the fire in Mikey’s gut.  Don was churring, the call of sensual pleasure causing Mikey’s barely hidden erection to throb.


When the recorded scene reached the part where Leo’s hand disappeared between Raph’s legs, Don groaned long and low before climaxing.


That was all Mikey could take.  Somehow he managed to close the door without making a sound and then he bolted for his room.

Pushing the door to as he rushed inside, Mikey didn’t bother trying to reach his bed.  His carapace hit the wall and he slid down to the floor, his cock already clutched in one tight fist.


Eyes shut so that he wouldn’t lose the visual of Donatello masturbating, Michelangelo began to do so as well.  There were no thoughts in his head, only a visual and auditory playback that was so erotic Mikey could feel himself peaking rapidly.

He didn’t hear his door hinges squeak, too lost in his fantasy.  However, the snap of the lock did catch his attention.


Mikey jerked his head up so fast that it hit the wall and his eyes flew open.  Standing a few feet in front of him was Donatello.


Shocked, Mikey stopped moving to gape at his brother.  Don stared back at him, his gaze intense.

“Keep going, Mike,” Don ordered, speaking in a deeper voice than Mikey had ever heard him use.  “You watched me, I think it’s my turn.  Make it good.”


Michelangelo’s cock was crying for attention.  Precum dripped from the head to roll over his clenched fingers and there was a deep ache within his loins that refused to be ignored.  He had never viewed himself as an exhibitionist when it came to his carnal side, but Donatello’s gaze was hypnotic.

Very slowly, Mikey began to jack off again.  As his hand moved, sliding up and down on his slick shaft, he watched Don.  His brother’s brown eyes seemed to glitter, his focus completely on the younger turtle.


He didn’t know what came over him but having such undivided attention motivated Mikey to go further.  Making a show of it, he stuck a finger from his free hand into his mouth and sucked on it, opening his mouth so that Don could see how his tongue lapped at the digit.

Mikey then slipped his hand down over his plastron, his nails producing a sensuous scraping sound.  Don took a step closer as Mikey’s hand drifted past his stiff cock to his tail.

Hand working feverishly to pump his dick, Mikey began to quiver.  Caressing the underside of his tail with his thumb, Mikey moved the wet finger toward his bunghole.

Donatello gasped, his breathing growing harsh.  His own cock had dropped down sometime during Mikey’s lewd show and Don began jacking off.

Very slowly, Mikey pushed his finger into his ass.  Breaching himself that way was an alien feeling and he had to fight against the protective tightness around his entrance.  Having Don totally concentrated on everything he was doing, seeing how turned on his brother was at such a lascivious performance, spurred Mikey to continue.


“Do . . . nny . . . .” Mikey stammered, the staccato tapping of his shell against the wall reminiscent of a telegraph machine.

He raised one knee, planting his foot on the ground nearer his body.  This lifted his butt higher, affording Don a better view of Mikey’s finger as it disappeared into his asshole.


“Mike!” Don cried out in appreciation at the sight.


“Umm . . . .” Mikey moaned, drawing a churr from his brother.


The pair never stopped looking at one another as they masturbated, their hands moving almost in unison.  Their heavy breathing and churrs, the slick sounds of fists sliding over cum wet skin filled the room around them.

Mikey’s toes curled suddenly, the pressure in his groin sweeping into one tight knot at the base of his cock.  He shoved his finger in as far as it would go and felt his asshole clench around it.


“I’m . . . ahh!”  Mikey’s entire body jerked when his orgasm hit, cum spraying out to splatter the lower half of his body and both of his hands.


Don groaned long and low before biting his bottom lip and climaxing too.  His jizz splashed the floor between his legs and coated his hand as he continued to pump his cock until it was empty.

Both brothers were breathing hard, chests rising and falling rapidly as they stared at each other.  Then Don walked towards Mikey to kneel between his now outstretched legs.


“H . . . how . . . .?” Mikey stuttered, not sure what to ask first.

Rather than answer, Don reached out to cup Mikey’s chin, his thumb just below his brother’s lip.  Pulling down lightly parted Mikey’s lips and Don leaned in to kiss him, sliding his tongue into his brother’s mouth after a couple of seconds.


If Mikey hadn’t just cum, he was pretty sure that kiss would have made him hard again.  A feeling stirred in Mikey’s chest, like his heart had just suddenly grown to a point where his body couldn’t contain it.


He started a hand for Don but his brother broke the kiss to sit back.  Mikey moaned at the loss of contact and made as if to move forward, but Don’s hand on his chest stopped him.


“I wish I had recorded that,” Don said, his voice still guttural.  “I’ve never seen you look more enticing.”

“Dude,” Mikey breathed out.  “That was awesome.”  His expression turned questioning.  “How’d you know I was watching you?”

“There’s a tiny camera above my bedroom door,” Don answered simply.  “I always know what’s going on in and around my room.”


“Figures,” Mikey said, wanting to kick himself for not realizing his security paranoid brother might do something like that.  Then he remembered what he’d seen.  “You had a video of Leo and Raph.  Where’d that come from?”


Don chuckled.  “As if you didn’t know.  After all, you were the one who sent the robotic lizard in there to spy on them.”


“But I didn’t know it was going to record anything,” Mikey protested.


“I designed them to auto record anytime they are activated,” Don explained.  “As soon as I showed you my project I realized you might ‘borrow’ one of the devices.”

“Did you know . . . I mean . . . .”  Mikey rubbed the back of his head and then grimaced when he felt how sticky his hand was.  “Leo and . . . and Raph . . . um, me . . . could you tell . . . how long . . . .”

“Mike, stop,” Don said with a small smile, placing the tip of a finger against his brother’s lips.  It was all Mikey could do to resist licking it.  “One question at a time.  Ask me the one you most want to know the answer to first.”


The words came spilling out.  “Did you know I was starting to feel things for you?  Like, not brother things?”


“I had an inkling, yes,” Don said, gently caressing the side of Mikey’s face.

“How?” Mikey asked.  “I mean, I didn’t even know.  Not really.  Not until . . . .”  He paused, thinking back to when he’d first started noticing, really noticing, Donatello.


“Until when?” Don prompted.  When Mikey hesitated, Don looked slightly amused.  “Was it when you became aware of the change in how Leo and Raph were behaving with each other?”


“You noticed it too, right?  Beyond them just fighting more for dumber reasons?  ‘Cause you acted like you didn’t,” Mikey said.


“No, I acted like I didn’t want them to fight because I don’t,” Don corrected.  “I did notice the fighting and it wasn’t hard to figure out why.”


Mikey pouted.  “I didn’t know until I started following Raph to see where he was going after their fights.”


Shaking his head, Don said, “Don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t until you began snooping that I came to question their emotional shift.  Your curiosity drew my attention to the frequency of their fights.  After that I analyzed their behavior and my knowledge of our basic turtle instincts to assign a cause to their frequent battles.”

“You would be proud of me,” Mikey said, brightening.  “I made notes of my observations, formed some ideas, and then tested my ideas by experimenting.  That’s what you always say to do.”

“Setting aside the fact that you used that scientific approach on your brothers, I am proud of you,” Don said, looking amused.  “I’ve always known that you were a lot smarter than you let on.”

“Uh, thank you, I think,” Mikey responded.  “Wait, is that what you like about me?”


“That amongst other things,” Don admitted.


Mikey preened under his gaze.  “I am the total package.”  He sobered quickly.  “You like Raph too, don’t you?”


“Not in the way you mean,” Don said.  “What makes you say that?”


“’Cause you’re always hanging out with him,” Mikey said.  “You guys talk, you know, like real conversations and stuff.  You do things together and Raph never gets mad at you.”

Don snorted.  “He gets mad at me.  There are plenty of things I tell him that he doesn’t want to hear.”


“But he listens anyway,” Mikey insisted.  “When you guys are working on stuff, he gets really close to you, like touching close.  That’s gotta mean he likes you.  Since you don’t move away, that means you like it too.  Do you have a thing for Raph?  Like a kind of thing that makes you want to do what you just did with me?”

“No, Mike. When the mating instinct hit me, my first and only thought was of you,” Don said.  “The only instances of physical closeness you could have observed between Raph and I was likely due to our work space being too small for us to be very far apart.”
Mikey frowned.  “Dude, am I the last one to get hit by this mating instinct thing?  Raph and Leo were at each other’s throats way before I started investigating and you already knew about basic turtle whatsis.”

Don stroked a palm down Mikey’s throat and across his shoulder, his eyes following the route his hand was taking.  “You aren’t the last.”  His eyes came back up to meet Mikey’s.  “You identified what you were experiencing and associated it with me, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” Mikey answered slowly, waiting for Don to tell him more.

“Raph and Leo haven’t acknowledged anything,” Don said.  “Not from what I’ve seen.”

“Geez Donny, they wrestled each other to the floor so they could start groping and kissing,” Mikey said, as if stating something clearly obvious.  “You saw it.”
“I’ve seen it twice, actually.  I also saw them stop and argue about what they were doing,” Don said.  “Before Casey showed up like a raging bull, I also watched the two of them dance around their feelings and argue in circles.”

“Oh right!  That’s another reason I thought you had the hots for Raph ‘cause you put a lizard in his room,” Mikey stated triumphantly.  He would have moved to emphasize his point, but he liked the feeling of Don’s hand exploring the contours of his body.

“Have you been feeling jealous, Mike?” Don asked as his fingers glided over Mikey’s collarbones.  He stopped to lean closer, making Mikey’s breath catch.  “Don’t deny it because I recognize the signs.  I experienced them during every moment you spent special time with Leo.”
Mikey’s eyes widened.  “You thought I liked Leo and I thought you wanted Raph.  Hanging out with him, lizard in his room, getting him to talk stuff out when no one else can . . . .”
“None of that is new, other than the lizard,” Don said.  “For your edification, I had Raph’s permission before I deployed it to his room.”  He raised his hand to stop Mikey’s next question.  “No, I didn’t tell him about the robotic lizards, you’re still the only one who knows about them.  What I told him was that I was working on new surveillance equipment and that I needed him to tell me if he noticed it.  Raph was quite aware that it could be anywhere.”
“That’s kinda underhanded though, don’t you think?” Mikey asked.  “I mean, he wouldn’t think that your spy stuff was gonna be crawling around on four legs.  He wouldn’t notice something so small unless it was a bug.”

“I’ll concede that he either thought I wouldn’t invade his room or that he forgot something might be watching him as soon as Leo walked in,” Don said.
“You recorded it anyway,” Mikey said.

“Yes I did,” Don acknowledged.  “It seems that you and I have something in common.  We both like to know what’s going on and . . . .”

“We both like to watch,” Mikey said, finishing the sentence for him.

Don reached up to cup his cheek and Mikey leaned into his touch.  “That’s another thing I’ve always loved about you, Mike.  You’ll talk things through and you listen.  You don’t get defensive.”
“Raph sure does,” Mikey said.  “Leo does too, in different ways.  It’s like they both expect to get attacked at any moment.”

“Which is why they aren’t connecting, not in the way they really need to.  Neither one is willing to lower their guard.”  Don grew thoughtful.  “Mike, during your experimental period, were you meaning to make them mad and then to make them jealous?”

“Both,” Mikey confessed.  “I was mostly working on Raph.  The first thing I wanted to know was if he only got turned on after arguing with Leo, or if fighting with anyone would do the trick.  By the way, he only gets hot and bothered over Leo.”
“I take it that after you determined that you then decided to try and make him jealous to see if he’d act on his desires,” Don said.

 “Yep, totally,” Mikey squirmed when Don’s hand left his face.  “I never thought about either of them the way I think about you.  Honestly, Donny.  I even like the way you call me ‘Mike’.  It’s like a private thing between us ‘cause hardly anyone calls me that.”
“You do realize that we can’t be together openly until Leo and Raph resolve their conflict,” Don said.
“Why?”  Mikey wanted to reach for Don again, but his brother stood up.  The sense of loss was immediate, so Mikey rose too.  He didn’t want to seem to be pleading, but he couldn’t help the tone that crept into his voice.  “Maybe if they see how good we are together they’ll kiss and make up.”

“They won’t,” Don said.  “You know them.  How would they react, really?  Think about it, think about what they’ve been saying to each other.”

He waited as Mikey reasoned it through.  It took a couple of minutes to sift over the past weeks’ worth of conversations, fights, and actions.

Don nodded when Mikey looked up at him, a gleam of understanding in his eyes.

“They’d get resentful, wouldn’t they?” Mikey asked.  “Like feeling as if they got together it’d only be ‘cause they were obligated too or something.  Or that they were copycatting us.”

“There would always be a question in the backs of their minds as to whether the other was with them for the right reasons,” Don said.  “They have enough trust issues as it is.”
“So let’s get them together,” Mikey said.  “I’ve kinda already been trying, but if both of us were . . . .”

“It has to seem as though it was their idea, Mike,” Don said.
“That’s cool.  I get that.  I mean, I’ve already been trying to be subtle about it.  I even came up with a code name.  I’m calling it ‘Operation Sex’,” Mikey said.

“A different name might be better,” Don said indulgently.  “Those two having sex isn’t really the ultimate goal.”

“It is part of the goal though, right,” Mikey asked, his tone hopeful.

Don grinned.  “You want to watch them, don’t you?”

Mikey flashed a brilliant smile of his own.  “It is pretty hot.  I wanna watch us do it too.  You did say you wished you’d recorded us, Donny.”
“I’ll do it next time,” Don said, moving in to wrap his arms around Mikey and kiss him.
Grabbing onto Don’s biceps, Mikey kissed back for all he was worth.  His body felt as though it was melting into his brother’s and it was warm and inviting there.  Their tongues glided together and Mikey lost himself to the sensation, his whole being in that moment belonging completely to Donatello.

Mikey didn’t want to let go when Don finally separated from him.  “Could next time be right now?” he asked hopefully.
“It’s getting late,” Don said with real regret in his voice.  “If we did anything more, there’s a good chance we’d fall asleep together and have a lot of questions to answer in the morning.  We should both take a shower to get our scent off of each other.”

Perking up, Mikey asked, “Shower together?”

“You’re incorrigible,” Don said, chuckling.  “Still not a good idea.  You go first.  I’ll clean your floor while you’re gone.  It wouldn’t do to leave any tell-tale signs of our activities.”

“Okay,” Mikey said.  “But I’m not gonna be able to keep my hands off of you for very long.”

“First chance we get we’ll try something new,” Don said.  “How does that sound?”

“Awesome!” Mikey chirped as he headed for the door.

“Wait a second,” Don said, making Mikey spin around immediately.  “We have another obstacle to overcome for both us and for Leo and Raph.  Master Splinter.”

“Yeah, I’ve kinda thought about that too,” Mikey said.  “You heard Raph bring it up to Leo and how fearless leader reacted.  Master Splinter told me he thinks there’s more going on with them than just their usual disagreements.”

“You talked to Master Splinter about them?” Don asked, surprised.

“More like he talked to me,” Mikey said.  “He said he’d appreciate feedback on any insights I might have.  His words.”
Don’s brow furrowed.  “What did you say?”

“I was honest and said I didn’t know anything useful,” Mikey answered.  “At the time I didn’t.  Not sure I do now either, at least nothing on how to deal with the head butting those two are doing.”
“Since you’ve already got an open line of communication with Sensei, then you’ll have to be our conduit to him,” Don said.  “This could get tricky for all of us if he disapproves.”
“You don’t think he would, do you?” Mikey asked, suddenly struck by that harrowing thought.

“I truly don’t know,” Don said.  “This is uncharted territory.  To me it’s completely logical that we weren’t going to be merely brothers forever.  While we can appreciate the human form, nature dictates that our deepest attraction will be for our own kind.”

“There’s exactly four of those,” Mikey said.  “But Donny, I’m pretty sure Master Splinter doesn’t think about sex, so how do we explain any of this to him?”

“Have you met Master Splinter?” Don countered, shaking his head.  He waved in the general direction of the living area with its TV array.  “Those shows of his are thinly disguised sex romps.  Everybody is always sleeping with everybody else.”

“Those characters are all human,” Mikey said.  “They aren’t his sons.”

“If you’ll remember my dear Mike, Dad was the one who insisted we have lessons about the birds and the bees when we were younger,” Don said.  “He made a point of talking about how our own bodies work and how it was normal for us to get erections.”
“Oh I remember all right,” Mikey said, grinning.  “You were helping him give that talk and both Leo and Raph looked like they were gonna have fits.  I missed part of that lecture ‘cause I was watching them and wondering which one would blow a gasket first.”

“I’m fairly certain some of the reason for that talk was because he knew we’d get curious and might start experimenting with each other,” Don said.  “Maybe he thought he could head it off.  I don’t know and I think we need to if we want to smooth the way for not only Leo and Raph, but for us too.”

“I’m open to suggestions,” Mikey said.

“Choose your words carefully and lead him,” Don said.  “Feel him out the way you normally do when you want something and you think he’ll say no.”

Mikey made a face.  “The problem with that is he still does say no.”

“Has that ever mattered?” Don asked.  “Don’t you usually talk him around?”

“May~be,” Mikey said, not wanting to commit himself.

Don walked across the room to touch Mikey’s arm.  “I’m with you the whole way, Mike.  If you’re too uncomfortable with trying to ease Master Splinter into accepting what we want to have together, then we’ll think of another way to get him on board.”

Mikey took the opportunity to plant another quick kiss to Don’s lips.  “Nah, I can do it,” he said.  “The trick is not to think too hard on what I want to say and just let the words flow.  Like you said, I listen.  Gotta do that if you want to get inside someone’s head.”
“You’re inside mine.”  Don tapped his chest.  “You’re in here too.  I love you, Michelangelo.”
“I love you too, Donatello,” Mikey replied.

“Better go,” Don whispered, looking at Mikey with longing.

Mikey sighed.  “Guess so.  Don’t wanna spoil everything by being caught together.”

Somehow Mikey found the wherewithal to open the door and leave the room.  During his shower, all he could think about was Don and how amazing it felt to be in a relationship with him.

He’d always been drawn to Donny but had never questioned why.  Now he knew and it was like the universe had opened up to divulge all of its secrets.  Mikey wanted to sing at the top of his lungs and only just managed to restrain himself.
When he got back to his room, it was both clean and empty.  Not really empty; all of his clutter was still scattered around, but it felt empty without Don.

Mikey crawled into bed, suddenly very tired.  Hugging a pillow to his chest, he imagined it was Donatello.

Knowing that wouldn’t happen until Leo and Raph pulled their heads out of their asses strengthened Mikey’s resolve.  He’d get those two together or die trying.

TBC………..

