Michelangelo’s Kink
part 15

Mikey started towards the service bay but Don quickly caught his arm to drag him in another direction.

“The lizards . . . .” Mikey began.


“My room,” Don hissed, moving fast and forcing Mikey to keep up with him.  “There’s a lizard in Leo’s.”


“When did you do that?” Mikey asked as they plunged through the entrance into Donatello’s bedroom.  He barely pushed down his excitement enough to quietly close and lock the door.

“I was late to dinner, remember?” Don answered.  He dropped into the chair in front of his computer desk, his fingers flying over the keyboard almost before he was fully seated.

Mikey pulled a stool up to the desk and sat down next to his brother, eyes on the computer screen.  An image of a section of Leo’s room sprang up immediately.  Manipulating the robotic lizard’s head, Don soon located both Leo and Raph.

It appeared they hadn’t missed anything.  Leo was standing behind his chabudai table, apparently having risen when Raph entered.  The pair were staring at each other, but neither were doing any talking.

After another few minutes of inaction, Leo started around the table.  He didn’t get far before Raph lifted his hand, palm outward.

“Stay where ya’ are,” Raph said.  “I want to talk and anytime I get too close to ya’ I can’t think straight.”


Leo didn’t appear surprised at the confession, halting where he was with a nod of understanding.  “I’d like to talk.  I want to be better at that for you.”

“Ya’ do?” Raph asked, seeming slightly stunned to hear that from his brother.


“Of course I do,” Leo said.  “Every word you say to me is important, Raph.  I know it doesn’t always seem that way and I very much regret ever giving you the impression that I don’t care.”


“Ya’ have a funny way of showing it,” Raph snapped and then immediately looked grieved.  “Sorry, that was habit.”

“Our conversations do seem to have fallen into a set pattern,” Leo said with a grimace.  “We’re both pushing at each other so hard that we’ve forgotten how to communicate.”


Raph’s jaw shifted from side to side, a sure sign that he was struggling with something.  “Let me ask ya’ a question.  When ya’ went off to study with the Ancient One, ya’ were gone for over two months without a word to us.  No calls, no letters, nothing.  If Karai hadn’t found our lair and destroyed it, would ya’ have spent more time in Japan?”

Frowning, Leo said, “Yes I would have.  The Ancient One had much to teach me and I benefited greatly from what I learned.  Why do you ask?”

Rather than answer, Raph asked another question.  “If we hadn’t needed ya’, would ya’ have even come home?”

Leo opened his mouth and then closed it again, his expression changing to one of awareness.  “I would absolutely have come home.  You guys are my family.  I . . . I thought about you in particular every single day.”

“I thought about ya’ too,” Raph said.  “I thought about how ya’ didn’t seem to care that Master Splinter was sending ya’ away.  How ya’ never tried to stay in contact with us.  How maybe ya’ was relieved to be out from under the burden . . . .”

Leaning closer to Don, Mikey whispered, “He told Casey all of that while Leo was gone.”


“Shh,” Don warned, adjusting the volume so as to miss nothing.


“I argued with Master Splinter over his decision,” Leo protested hotly.  “I told him that I didn’t want to leave but he overruled me.”


“So like a good son ya’ packed your shit and took off,” Raph said.

“What would you have done?” Leo asked.  “Tell me, Raph, how would you have responded if Master Splinter had insisted that you leave to train with someone else?”


Raph exhaled heavily and rubbed his forehead.  “Fuck, I don’t know.”  He laughed humorlessly.  “I’m always half expecting him to do that and tell me not to come back.”

Shaking his head, Leo said, “That’s not funny.  He wouldn’t and you know it.  Just in case you want to know how I’d respond to something like you leaving us, it would be to stop you in any way I could.”


A corner of Raph’s mouth quirked up and this time the humor seemed genuine.  “I’d like to see ya’ try.  Really, I would.  Could be interesting.”


Leo took a couple of steps towards him but stopped when Raph’s hand came up again. 

“That wasn’t an offer,” Raph said.  “Not yet.  We still got stuff to work out.”
“Why were you so worried that I wouldn’t come home?” Leo asked softly.  “I’d have thought my not being around would be a welcome reprieve.”

“Hey, don’t get me wrong, ya’ can be a major pain in my ass,” Raph said.  His mouth tightened into a thin line for a moment before he finally added, “Wouldn’t want to live without ya’ though.”
A half smile curled Leo’s lips.  “What was that?” he asked.

“Ya’ heard me,” Raph said.  “Don’t even start to think that I’m gonna turn into a sap just ‘cause I’ve got feelings for ya’.”

Mikey’s heart did a flip at the way Leo was looking at Raph.  Their leader was always so stoic, never wanting to show any of his deeper emotions.  He surely wasn’t trying to hide them now.

“I always intended to come home, Raph.  There was never any doubt of that.  If there had been a way to contact you, a way to let you know that, I would have done it.  Where I was . . . .”  Leo waved that away with the flick of a hand.  “I couldn’t, not by traditional means.  Often when I meditated I hoped that my thoughts were reaching you.”
“If I’d have known that, I would have done some meditating of my own,” Raph said.  A smile lit up his features.  “I sure did a lot of one handed thinking about ya’ though.”

Leo snorted and shook his head.  “You’re incorrigible.”

“Ya’ gonna lie to me and say ya’ don’t ever jerk off?” Raph asked.

“No more lies,” Leo said.  “Not to you and not to myself.”
Raph gave Leo a sly look.  “So~o, when you’ve got little Leo in your hand, what do ya’ think about?” 

The guttural tone in his voice had Mikey’s legs clenching together.  As if reading his mind, Don whispered, “I’m recording.”
“I think about you,” Leo said, very matter-of-factly.  “I’ve always thought about you, even when I didn’t feel it was right to want you that way.”
“Damn, ya’ really meant it when ya’ said ya’ wanted to be better at the whole talking thing,” Raph responded.

“You asked me what I wanted from this,” Leo said.  “You were right to call me out for not really knowing what that meant.”  He took a deep breath before going on.  “I want something meaningful, something lasting.  Something that’s forever.”

“Ya’ can use the four letter word for that, Leo,” Raph said.

Leo gestured towards him.  “I already love you, Raph.  I always have.  What I want is for the two of us to be in love.”

“Okay, I can work with that,” Raph said.  He swiped a hand across his mouth.  “Relationship then.  Ain’t gonna be easy.”
“Nothing worth fighting for ever is,” Leo told him.

“Ya’ got control issues,” Raph stated flatly.
“Yes, I do,” Leo acknowledged.  “This is who I am.”

“Don’t get me wrong, I ain’t asking ya’ to change,” Raph said.  “Don’t expect me to either.”

“The worst thing we could do is to try being something that we’re not,” Leo replied.  “We’d both end up resenting each other for that.”

Raph went on as though Leo hadn’t spoken.  “’Cause ya’ know, I kinda get off on ya’ being aggressive with me.”
Leo’s brow lifted.  “You do?”

“As if ya’ didn’t notice,” Raph said.  “I saw ya’ take my scent when ya’ pinned me down during the fight Master Splinter forced us to have.  That worked both ways ‘cause I smelled arousal coming off of ya’ in waves.”
“I knew it,” Mikey whispered excitedly.  “Raphie does get turned on when Leo’s ordering him around.”
“More likely when Leo exerts his dominance,” Don said. 
“Raph’s stronger,” Mikey said.

“Leo’s more skilled and a lot trickier,” Don replied.  “Watching them spar has always been a fascinating study.”
Don had turned his head to speak to Mikey and the allure of his mouth was too much for the younger turtle.  Mikey kissed him on the lips, breaking off only when Leo, who had taken another couple of steps closer to Raph, began to speak.
“Your strong will feeds me,” Leo said.  “It makes me stronger, makes me better.  It forces me to dig deeper into myself and to never be complacent.  I realized that during my time in Japan.”
Raph laughed.  “Ain’t we a pair?  We’ve spent our whole lives butting heads ‘cause of those exact personality traits and it turns out that’s what we want in each other.”
Leo was moving again and this time Raph made no attempt to stop him.  Mikey was practically holding his breath as he watched the pair draw close to each other.  Manipulating the controls, Don zoomed in on the pair.  The picture quality remained excellent; Mikey could even see Raph’s nostrils flare and the way his pulse beat in his neck when Leo stepped to within a couple of feet of him.
“We have to learn to talk even when we’re near each other,” Leo said, his voice husky.  “If we can’t behave normally we’ll call attention to ourselves.”
Clearing his throat, Raph said, “Yeah, guess we should practice.  What happens when we spar?  I don’t exactly want to put on another show like we did the last time.”

“Then fight harder,” Leo said, his eyes flashing a challenge.
Mikey’s mouth dropped open as something clicked into place.  “Holy crap!  I get it now.”

“Get what?” Don asked.

Pointing at the screen, Mikey said, “Raph likes to be forced into submission.  Wrestling and gaining control of him is what gets Leo’s motor running.”

“They fit perfectly,” Don whispered.  “Like us.”
“ . . . let ya’ have it all your way,” Raph said.

Mikey had missed the first part of that because he’d been talking, but the feral grin on Leo’s face was enough to fill in the blanks.
“Since when have you ever let me do anything?” Leo countered.  “Your challenges are very motivational.  Right now I can think of several responses to what you just said.”

“Oh yeah?”  Raph squared his shoulders and lifted his head so that he could look down on his shorter brother.  There was both defiance and invitation in his next words.  “What can ya’ show me?”
Quick as a flash Leo grabbed onto his brother’s mask tails, winding them around his hand until he had a tight grip on them at the back of Raph’s head.
Raph inhaled sharply but didn’t try to pull away.  Their eyes locked and color rose to Raph’s cheeks, which in turn brought a small self-satisfied smile to Leo’s face.

With great deliberation, Leo forced Raph’s head back and then pressed against him in order to run his tongue across his brother’s pulse point.  Raph’s hands shook and he curled them into fists, pushing them against his thighs as though willing himself not to reach for Leo.
Once more Leo licked Raph’s throat and then swiped his tongue up the side of his brother’s neck.

Raph’s entire body quivered and in a deepened voice he demanded, “More.”

Leo’s teeth sank into his neck before quickly releasing the skin so that he could lick at the slight mark he’d left.
“Harder,” Raph insisted.
It was easy to see that Leo wanted to do it; that he was wrestling with himself and his need to go further.  With a visible shudder he pulled back but didn’t relinquish his hold on Raph’s mask.

“I don’t want to leave a mark,” Leo told him.

“To hell with that,” Raph said gruffly.  “Don’t ya’ fucking hold out on me.”

They were face to face now, their bodies touching.  Leo shook his head.  “And what will you say when Master Splinter asks for an explanation?  We may leave a lot of marks on each other when we fight, but bites haven’t been a part of that since we were three.”
“But we know what we want now, right?  Ya’ said we have to be able to define what we’re committing to before we tell him about us.  So let’s tell him about us,” Raph countered.
“Timing is everything,” Leo said.  “It’s not only about choosing the right moment, but also finding the right approach.”
“Or we could just procrastinate forever,” Raph said, a sour look on his face.  He reached up to try and untangle Leo’s fist from his mask, but his brother was not relinquishing his hold.  “Why don’t ya’ let me tell him?”

“No,” Leo said sharply.  In a softer tone, he continued, “No. You would be blunt and that’s the wrong approach.”

“Hell, Leo, I think Master Splinter would appreciate us being straight with him,” Raph argued.

“It’s not just Master Splinter, there’s still Don and Mikey to consider,” Leo said.  “Whether or not Master Splinter accepts our choice, our brothers must also be told.  We’re too close to them to try and hide anything.”
There was a slight sneer on Raph’s face as he replied, “Just how close are ya’ to Mikey?  Maybe you’re thinking that paving the way with me will open him up to some of your advances.”

The words were barely out of his mouth when Leo lunged towards him, his lips closing forcefully over Raph’s.  When Raph’s hands came up to grab at his shoulders, Leo thrust one of his legs between his brother’s, hooking the back of his ankle against Raph’s while leaning into him.
In that position, Raph couldn’t move to achieve the leverage he needed to shove his brother off, not unless he wanted to end up on his shell.  His grunts of protest were swallowed by Leo’s mouth and if he wanted to pull away, the hand still wound tightly in his mask kept him from doing so.

“I told you, trickier,” Don whispered with a touch of satisfaction.

It took only a couple of minutes before Raph was clutching at Leo rather than trying to push against him.  The sounds of their heavy breathing and churrs were easily picked up by the microphone in the robotic lizard.
Mikey hadn’t realized he was leaning even closer to Don until their shoulders touched.  He was completely turned on by the sight of his two brothers kissing, their tongues visibly twisting together each time their mouths shifted.  Dropping a hand to Don’s thigh, Mikey began to stroke the toned olive colored skin, his eyes never leaving the screen.

Don churred in response.  One of his hands left the keyboard so that he could rub Mikey’s thigh as well.  That hand crept inward and his fingers brushed across the slit which hid Mikey’s cock.
“Sh . . . shell,” Mikey stuttered, trying hard to ignore the stimulation.  There was nothing he wanted more in that moment than to drop down and feel Don’s hand wrap around his dick.

Exhaling slowly, Don pulled his hand away and caught hold of Mikey’s.  “We can’t, not just yet.  We can’t risk being caught.”
Raph and Leo’s lips and the skin around them were reddened and puffy when the pair finally separated.  When Raph’s tongue slipped out to lick at the moisture left behind, Leo’s eyes were glued to it.
“The only advances I’m ever going to make are going to be directed towards you,” Leo said in a breathy voice.  A corner of his mouth quivered and then curled up into a smug grin.  “Go ahead and be jealous though.  I’ll enjoy proving you wrong.”

“I got no problem with ya’ trying to prove something to me right now,” Raph said, his expression slightly hopeful.
In response, Leo moved close again, only this time he bypassed Raph’s mouth to slide his lower lip along his brother’s cheek all of the way up to his ear opening.
From the way Raph’s color changed, the red creeping up from his neck to his face, it was clear that Leo was whispering something provocative to him.  The only problem was that it was so low that the microphone in the robotic lizard wasn’t picking it up.

“Can you adjust that or something?” Mikey asked, practically sprawling across Don’s desk in an effort to catch Leo’s words.

“He’s whispering right against Raph’s head,” Don said, though he fiddled with a few controls.  “I can’t get it.”

“We’re missing something good,” Mikey said, nearly whining.  “Look at Raph’s face!  Leo must be kinkier than even I could have imagined.”

“Did you really think the only thing he reads is Sun Tzu?” Don asked.

Mikey glanced at him, doing a double take when he saw that Don was quite serious.

“You’ve been holding out on me,” Mikey said with fake disapproval.
Don merely smiled knowingly.  In that moment at least six ideas for making him talk raced through Mikey’s mind, every one of them salacious.  Then the action on-screen pulled his attention back to Leo’s room.

There was real regret in Leo’s expression as he released Raph’s mask and stepped back.  Raph remained frozen in stunned surprise while Leo walked back to his chabudai table.
Blinking rapidly, Raph snapped out of his dazed state as Leo moved away from him.  The bulge between his legs was unmistakable.
“Shit!” Raph exclaimed.  “Ya’ would fucking whisper that kind of filth and then just walk away.  You’re a real bastard, ya’ know that?”

“I’m just giving you something to think about when you’re all alone in your hammock,” Leo said, appearing much too pleased with himself.

“Who says I’m gonna think about ya’ at all once I walk out this door?” Raph asked belligerently.
“I’ll certainly be thinking about you,” Leo said as he sat down behind his table.
Raph’s mouth pressed into a thin line.  It was easy to see that he would have liked to storm out, but that instinct was warring with the one that refused to allow Leo to have the last word.

“Ya’ want me pretty bad, don’t ya’, Leo?” Raph asked, his eyes narrowed.

“I would have thought that was fairly obvious by now,” Leo answered, warily watching his brother.

“You’ve been in my face, ordering me around, chasing me,” Raph said.  “How do I know if I let ya’ catch me the fire’s still gonna be there?”

For a moment Leo didn’t answer, but he wasn’t ignoring his brother or avoiding the question.  Finally he said, “You told me you wouldn’t change and I believe that.  I don’t think you’ll ever let me do anything.  I’ll have to earn whatever I get from you and that is exactly the way I want it to be.  You’ll always be stubborn, you’ll always fight me.  There’s no denying that’s your nature.  That is the kind of fire that never goes out.”
“As long as we understand each other,” Raph said.  He started for the door, and then spun around at the last second.  “This talking to Master Splinter stuff, we do that together.  Ya’ get me?  If we’re gonna have a relationship, then anything having to do with us gets shared.”
Leo folded his hands together and placed them on the table.  “Agreed.  That goes for Mikey and Don as well.  I know you spend a lot of time with Donatello and tend to talk freely to him.  In fact, he seems to garner a lot of your attention.  When it’s time for him to know about us, both of us will explain it to him.”

It was Raph’s turn to favor his brother with a smug smile.  “Go ahead and be jealous,” Raph said, repeating Leo’s words back to him.  “I’ll enjoy proving ya’ wrong.”
As he reached for the door knob, Don jumped up from his chair, almost knocking Mikey off his stool in the process.

“Move fast!” Don urged.

There was no time for questions as Mikey bolted from the room behind his brother.  Don turned to his computer workstation and waved Mikey towards the kitchen.

Mikey had never moved so fast in his life.  He heard Leo’s door close as he fled across the lair and he was halfway down the stairs when he chanced to look back the way he’d come.  Raph was starting up the flight of stairs to the living area, his head down as though in deep thought.
Grabbing a bag of chips and a bowl off the kitchen counter, Mikey counted to ten before retracing his steps, this time at a more leisurely pace.
Upon seeing Raph sprawled on the couch, Mikey feigned surprise and said, “Oh hey, Raph.  I thought you’d turned in for the night.”

“Nope, bathroom run,” Raph said, lying with a straight face.  “Ya’ want details?”

“Not especially,” Mikey said, forcing Raph to move over so he could sit down.  “There’s a monster movie marathon on channel six.”
Raph snorted a laugh.  “Is that a hint?”

Holding out the bag of chips, Mikey said, “As precious as my babies are to me, I’m willing to share them if you’ll change channels.”
Lifting the remote, Raph did as he was asked, saying, “You’re lucky I happen to like those kinds of chips.”  He watched Mikey pour the contents of the bag into a bowl and added, “You’d better not hog them either.”

Mikey had studiously avoiding looking at Don, but as he and Raph settled back to watch television, he chanced a glance in the genius’ direction.  Donatello seemed completely absorbed in whatever he was doing on his computers and appeared undisturbed by any of the sounds going on around him.

Given a moment to think, Mikey had to wonder why his brother deemed it so vital that they split up before Raph could learn they were together in Don’s room.  There would have been nothing unnatural about Mikey and Don being in the bedroom together.  Mikey had often gone into Don’s room looking for his brother’s assistance with something.

Despite the smart turtle’s assurances to the contrary, Mikey couldn’t help the tiny sprigs of doubt that crept into his mind when it came to the subject of how Don felt about Raph.  After all, Leo had noticed something too, otherwise he wouldn’t have showed his insecurity on the subject by mentioning it to Raph. 
Mikey sighed and then quickly pretended it had been a burp when Raph looked at him curiously.

Once Raph’s attention returned to the screen, Mikey told himself to relax and stop thinking about his quandary for the night.  There was nothing he could do about any of it at that moment, so there was no use continuously running questions through his head.
“But tomorrow . . . .” Mikey thought to himself.  “Tomorrow I’m talking to Master Splinter and then I’m gonna get Don alone so I can tackle him too.”
The double meaning behind that resolution was not lost on him and Mikey grinned.
TBC………

