Michelangelo’s Kink
part 17

Michelangelo sat in Donatello’s lab, slumped over and looking morose.  “I might have blown it,” he said.


Don looked up from the array of mechanical objects on his work table and blinked at Mikey from behind thick magnification goggles.  “You didn’t blow it.  Honestly, Mikey, you did better than I could have.  Better than any of us could have managed.  Master Splinter didn’t say no.”

“He didn’t say yes either,” Mikey said lugubriously.  


After leaving Master Splinter’s room, Mikey had immediately gone in search of Don.  He was relieved to find that not only was he alone, but that he was in his lab.  There they had a modicum of privacy, since the room was on the other side of the lair from the bedrooms, a good distance from the TV room, and tucked into a corner.  The nearest common area was the kitchen, but it was currently unoccupied.


“You couldn’t possibly have expected that Father would immediately acquiesce,” Don said, waving a tiny screwdriver at his brother.  “The goal was to apprise him of the situation, make our feelings known, and let him know that we’ve thought this through.  It sounds to me like that’s exactly what you’ve done.  You’ve given him something to think about.”

“Yeah, and as soon as he comes out of his room and announces that nobody is sexing up anyone else under his watch, Raph will blow a gasket and Leo will murder me in my sleep,” Mikey said.


Don pushed the goggles up on his head so that he could meet Mikey’s eyes.  “I have never known you to be so negative,” he said.  “Where is the Michelangelo who sees what he wants and goes for it without have an existential crisis?”

Mikey gave him a sour look, deciding to look that word up later.  “You weren’t there looking at Master Splinter.  You didn’t hear how he said ‘sometimes doing what is for your own good may not be what makes you the happiest’.”  The younger turtle had changed his voice to imitate his father and now went back to normal.  “He practically chewed me out for going behind Leo’s back.”


“When have you ever known him not to put his foot down immediately if he thinks something we’re doing or that we want to do is wrong?” Don countered.  “He’s going to meditate on it, which means he’ll spend hours reviewing our entire lives, every interaction we’ve ever had, every action and word he’s seen lately between us all, and every bit of the conversation you just had with him.  Hours, Mikey.  Maybe even days.”

Something in his younger brother’s demeanor suddenly changed at those words.  “Wait,” Mikey said, eyes brightening as he straightened in his seat.

He didn’t say anything for a few minutes and Don watched him, practically seeing the wheels turning in his brother’s head.  Don would never tell him that he was very much like Leo and their father in these moments because he doubted that Mikey realized that he was doing what they would, examining a problem from every possible angle.  Mikey would have said that he was much more spontaneous than that.
“Master Splinter won’t make a snap judgment, not on this,” Mikey said slowly.  “It’s too important and he’s gotta know that if we want something badly enough, we’ll do it whether he accepts it or not.  Especially Raph.  And Raph will drag Leo along because he always manages to do that, even if Leo doesn’t want to go against Sensei’s wishes.”
A small smile appeared on Don’s lips.  “You and I won’t ignore our feelings for one other either.”
“Habits of a lifetime, right?” Mikey asked.  “How many times do you think he told us not to go after Shredder and the Foot clan?”

“Eight hundred and fifty-two times,” Don said without missing a beat.  “That includes Karai as the new Shredder.”
“Figures you’d know,” Mikey said.  “Anyway, what I’m thinking is that if he wants to tell us we can’t be together, he’s gotta figure out a way to talk us out of it to where even we think he’s right.  So all we gotta do is prove him wrong.”
“That’s not going to be easy with Leo and Raph going at it hammer and tongs,” Don reminded him.
“It’s all or none too,” Mikey said.  “Even with us showing Master Splinter how good we are together, if Leo and Raph can’t stop dancing around each other, then they’ll ruin everything.  ‘Cause even if we’re all doing what we want, if we’re doing it against Father’s wishes, then we don’t really have a family anymore.”
“Leo won’t last long under those conditions,” Don said.
Mikey shook his head.  “No he won’t.  He and Raph will come apart at the seams and I don’t even wanna think what’ll happen after that.”

“If I’m hearing you correctly, the key to everything is Leo and Raph, not Master Splinter,” Don said.

“Yeah.  I mean, Sensei didn’t even seem all that negative until he asked why I was the one coming to him and not our Fearless leader,” Mikey said.

“We’ve done a fairly decent job of getting those two to talk to each other,” Don said thoughtfully.
“Sure, now we just have to get them to see that they have to know exactly what they want and be able to be together without conflict before going to Master Splinter,” Mikey said.  “They’ve got to have sex first.  You know, the whole vested interest thing.”
“Getting them to do that won’t be easy,” Don said.  “Not because they don’t want to, but because Leo won’t want to do anything that might give away their secret to Master Splinter before he gets the chance to tell him.  As if the fighting didn’t raise enough questions.”
There was a sly expression on Mikey’s face that caused Don to look at him suspiciously.  In response to that look, Mikey grinned.
“Temptation, dude.  Leo might be the master of self-control, but Raphie always gets under his skin,” Mikey said.  “If they stay away from each other they can hold out, but if things sort of happen that force them to be alone together, then . . . .”

“The way your mind works is both frightening and fascinating at the same time,” Don said.  “What do you propose?”
“What is Leo’s highest priority right now?” Mikey asked in return.  “Not the personal stuff.”

Don frowned.  “To avoid another confrontation with Karai, at least until our new home is fully secure.  Not to go looking for trouble with Hun and to stay off of Bishop’s radar.  But Mikey, we can’t goad Raph into trying to do something rash because he won’t try, he’ll just do it.”
“I’m not thinking that we get him to do anything crazy, I’m thinking we give him a job that takes him out into the tunnels,” Mikey said.  “You did say our new lair isn’t fully secure and you did already tell Leo about the areas that need work.  No way will Leo let Raph go off alone.  We just have to make sure we’re both too busy to go with and then Leo will have to.”
“Raph doesn’t have Leo’s self-control,” Don said, grasping where Mikey was headed.
“Alone in the dark tunnels, no one around to catch them at it, Raph will get notions,” Mikey said.

“Especially if he knows that we’re occupied elsewhere,” Don said.  “I’m liking this idea, Mikey.”

Preening, Mikey rubbed the nails of one hand on his chest and then blew on them.  “I’m the goods all right.”
All signs of his earlier funk were gone.  Mikey’s resilience was just another of the things that Don adored about his younger brother.

“I love that you never let anything get you down for long,” Don told him.
A cunning look crossed Mikey’s face and he got up to stand behind Donatello.  Sliding an arm around his brother’s chest, Mikey leaned in close and whispered against the side of his head, “You know what I’d love?”
Anticipation sent a shiver down Don’s spine.  “What’s that, Mike?”

“For you to have sex with me while our bro’s are wandering around in the tunnels,” Mikey said in a guttural tone.

“Not afraid Master Splinter will catch us?” Don asked.
“Double bolt the door,” Mikey said, planting a kiss on the side of Don’s face and then one on his neck.

Don turned his head so that their lips could meet.  As their tongues danced together, Mikey slipped his hand down Don’s arm while still keeping his plastron pressed tightly against his brother’s shell.  Mikey’s hand jumped from Don’s arm to his stomach and then continued its downward movement.

Spreading his legs wider, Don inhaled sharply through his nostrils when Mikey’s fingers grazed his most sensitive area.  Don’s hidden cock twitched in reaction and his kiss turned hungry.

Something clattered in the kitchen, the sound loud enough to startle the pair.  Mikey jumped back to stare guiltily at the door, which was closed but not locked.

“Where the hell is the big frying pan?” Raph shouted.
Don turned to look at his brother.  “That’s probably meant for you,” he said.

“Shell,” Mikey cursed shakily, rubbing a hand over his face.  “Got any cold water?”

“If you’re all wet when you walk out of here he’ll ask questions,” Don said.  “Try this mental image; Ch’rell in a bubble bath.”

“Gross,” Mikey said, scrunching up his face.  “Yep, that did the trick.  I’ll never have another erection ever.”

He headed for the door, followed by the sounds of Don’s laughter.  Mikey was grinning as he walked out into the lair, but managed to hide his good humor before encountering Raph.
Several hours passed with no sign of Master Splinter.  Leonardo insisted on going to check on him when he didn’t come up for a meal or his favorite afternoon television program.
Mikey nearly panicked when Leo headed for their father’s room, but Don jumped up from his seat in front of the computers and said he’d check too.  The pair returned only minutes later and Leo seemed perplexed when he announced that Master Splinter was in a deeply meditative state and had told them he didn’t wish to be disturbed.

Looking over at Don, Mikey caught the genius’ slow wink.  It was a signal that between the two of them, they could manage to keep Leo from having a private conversation with Master Splinter until the time was right.

It appeared that Donatello had also come up with a plan to deal with that as well.  Dinner had consisted of leftovers and was not a formal affair.  Each of the turtles grabbed what they wanted when they were hungry and then drifted off to their own devices.
That was until Don called his brothers together.  They gathered around a set of maps that he’d laid out on a work table in the service bay.

“These are the schematics I reviewed with Leo earlier,” Don said, stabbing at the papers on the table.  With his finger he indicated two spots on the map, both marked with a red X.  “I’ve identified these locations as the most vulnerable, both to searches by our enemies, or as places where city crews might inadvertently stumble across our home.”
Leo picked up the explanation from there.  “After looking this over with Donny, we’ve determined that the location to the south of here should be bricked over.  It does not serve as an ingress or egress by any of the city departments, and is not necessary as an overflow tunnel during storms.  As an escape route for us, it’s the long way around.  There’s a much better location just two klicks northwest of this spot.”
“This area however should remain open to us,” Don said, indicating the other red X.  “I’ll have to build a secret entryway here, making it look to outsiders as though it’s also been bricked over.  Press the correct sequence of bricks, and the entry opens and then quickly closes behind you.”
“As we build these security features, we’ll all need to remember which ones are the fake walls and which are not,” Leo said.

“I’d hate to be shoving on bricks that won’t move if a score of Foot soldiers are chasing me,” Mikey said.

He said that partly because it was the sort of thing he’d say, and partly to keep the danger from Karai and the Foot at the forefront of Leo’s mind.

“Since there’s a certain amount of engineering that has to go into building the fake wall, that location is where I’ll be working,” Don said.  “Raph, you’re the best and fastest bricklayer in the lair, so you’ll need to erect the true barrier.  I’m taking Mikey with me, and Leo will go with you.”

Leo and Raph glanced at each other and then looked quickly back at Donatello.  Both spoke at the same time.

“I don’t need Fearless looking over my shoulder.”

“Perhaps it would be better if Mikey worked alongside Raph.”

Don held up his hand, his expression one they didn’t often see but when they did it always meant he would brook no argument.
“I’ve not had the chance to complete the installation of all of the parameter alarms in the tunnels,” Don said.  “There are more of them in the area where the fake wall is going.  Since Raph and I will be doing the majority of the work, our two assistants need to be on their guard and totally aware of their surroundings while we’re working.  Who thinks Mikey can be more focused than Leo in an area without alarms?”

“Hey, I resent that,” Mikey said, pretending to be offended.

“Fine,” Raph conceded with an ill-mannered huff.  “But I’m in charge of this foray.”
“Just remember that this job has to be started and finished in one night,” Don said.  “Even if you guys hear someone prowling around you can’t start tracking them.  Should the Foot see that we’re trying to block off that tunnel, it will give them a place to focus their search.”

A slight sneer appeared on Raph’s face and though Leo avoided looking at him again, there was a more purposeful set to his shoulders.  Mikey had to hand it to Donny, he’d taken the younger turtle’s idea and run with it and he had applied their new watchword while he was at it.  Don’s hint about avoiding their enemies was subtle and effective.
“Ya’ gonna be able to get your job done with Mikey running all over the place distracting ya’?” Raph asked.  “I mean, if we’re preaching about all work and no play it oughta be aimed in the right direction.”
“I know when I’m supposed to be working,” Mikey protested.

“Everything you’ll need is on that pallet dolly over there,” Don said, indicating said item with a jerk of his thumb.  “I built a hover lift mechanism into it so it glides on air rather than wheels to make it easier to transport things through the tunnels.  Mine is the one with mechanical components sitting on top of the bricks.”

“Let’s get going then,” Raph said, “unless ya’ got some more sage wisdom to impart.”
Don stared meaningfully at both he and Leo.  “The only thing I have left to say is that I hope you two can complete this job without fighting.  If not, then I’ll have to do both tasks myself and one of you will be explaining to Master Splinter why it is that I can’t be at practice.”

Mikey hadn’t expected him to be quite that direct and he held his breath, waiting for the explosion.  Rather than the genius’ words upsetting the pair, they both had the decency to look discomfited, though Mikey could have sworn he saw a touch of suspicion come and go in Leo’s expression.
“We can work together, Donny.  Don’t worry,” Leo said.  “If something comes up and you need us, call my shell cell.”

“Likewise,” Don said, watching as Raph grabbed the handle on the dolly and pressed a button to activate the air lift feature.

Don walked over to retrieve his dolly, hanging back so that Leo and Raph could exit the lair first.  In the tunnels the turtles separated.

When Leo and Raph were out of sight, Mikey leaned close to Don and whispered, “How are we gonna know if this worked?”

Putting a finger to his lips, Don stopped and tilted his head to listen.  The slight sound given off by their brother’s pallet dolly faded until it could no longer be heard.  Don immediately turned around and pulled his dolly back to the service bay.

“Help me take everything off of this and put it away,” Don said as he began unloading tools.
“Don’t we have a wall to build?” Mikey asked, removing bricks and placing them on a stack that was sitting next to where Don had parked the dolly.

“I already built it a few nights ago,” Don said.  “Why do you think I haven’t been getting enough sleep?”

Mikey stopped to gape at his brother.  “Did you know that far back that you’d need to pull this trick?”

“Nope,” Don said.  “It just came in handy.  I’m glad I didn’t tell Leo back then that I’d completed that task.  He and Raph were probably fighting at the time.”
“So now what?” Mikey asked as he started working again, moving as fast as he could.

“So now we spy on them,” Don said.  “This will be a great test for the pair of lizards I deployed yesterday night.  As soon as I knew where I was going to send Leo and Raph, I moved the lizards into that area.  I programmed them to follow the trackers in both of their shell cells.”
“You think of everything,” Mikey said admiringly.  “Are they recording?”

“Always,” Don said, quickly washing his hands in the work sink.

Mikey followed suit while Don retrieved the robotic lizard’s controller from beneath the tarp.
“Where are we going?” Mikey asked.  “I don’t want to get caught by Master Splinter.”

“My lab,” Don said.

He was moving fast and Mikey had to rush to keep up with him.  Once they were in the lab, Don closed and locked the door.  Mikey followed him as Don led the way to the back of the room where there was a clearing behind a bookcase.  There Don had placed a futon on the floor, for those times when he was too tired to walk all of the way to his room.

His laptop was already on the futon and Don flipped it open when he and Mikey sat down.  After activating the lizard’s controller, Don handed it to Mikey and typed a series of commands into the laptop.
A split screen appeared showing almost the exact same image from two different viewpoints of a section of the underground tunnel system.  The same picture was showing on the tiny screen attached to the controller.

Setting the laptop on the ground in front of them, Don took the controller from Mikey but then simply held it in his lap.

“We’ll leave them on automatic for now, since Leo and Raph are still moving,” Don said.  “The laptop will give us a broader view.”

Mikey could see his brother’s feet and legs.  The view was from low to the ground, so it was clear that the lizards were trailing along behind the pair.

A quiver of anticipation rushed through Mikey’s system and he scooted closer to Don so that their thighs were touching.  “Think anything will happen?” he asked.

“You saw how stiff Leo was when they left,” Don said.  “Raph’s wound up tight too.  That tension has to go someplace soon.”

They stopped talking then to simply watch.  Neither Raph nor Leo were speaking and though walking side by side, they were as far from each other as the tunnel allowed.
It took them a quarter of an hour to reach their destination.  Though their trip was uneventful and thus pretty boring, Mikey couldn’t take his eyes off the screen.  Despite the darkness of the tunnel, the image from the two lizards was crystal clear; they could even see the eyes of the rats who scurried to get out of the way.
“Guess this is the spot,” Raph finally said, bringing the dolly to a stop.  “There’s a red X on the wall.  Gotta be Don’s handiwork.”

“We’ll have to level the ground first,” Leo said.
Raph made a sound akin to a growl.  “Uh, uh.  This is my show.  You’re the assistant, not the boss.”

From the positions of their feet it was clear that they were now facing each other.  Don reached for the controller and manipulated the control stick, sending one lizard up onto the left side wall and the other up the wall to their right.

With a flick of his finger, Don widened the viewing lenses on each of the lizards so that there was now a clear, full picture of both Leo and Raph.

He set the controller aside.  Seeing that his hands were now free, Mikey caught hold of one of them and twined his fingers through Don’s.
Leo reached for the shovel.  “There is no point in setting bricks on uneven ground.”

Snatching the shovel away from him, Raph said, “There’s no point in leveling the ground if we don’t take measurements of how much needs to be leveled.”

“That should take about two seconds,” Leo told him, grabbing at the shovel.

Raph held onto it.  “Remember what Donny said?  I’m the best at this, not you.”

For a moment there was a tug of war for the shovel, both brothers glaring at each other.  Then Leo suddenly let go of his end, causing Raph to stumble backwards and hit the wall.
“Ya’ son of a . . . .” Raph began.

“Why are we fighting about this?” Leo asked.  “We have a job to do and should be doing it.”
Straightening up, Raph glowered at his brother.  In spite of the reasonable sounding words, there was a hint of complacency in Leo’s features, as though he’d just scored a point at Raph’s expense.

That look wasn’t lost on Raph.  “What are ya’ acting so smug about?  You’re the one who got a bug up his ass as soon as Don said ya’ had to come down here with me.  After all that big talk of yours about communicating ya’ can’t even manage to listen to me even now.”
“You told Don you didn’t need me here,” Leo countered, his expression smoothing out the way it did when he was getting riled.

“Aw, were your little, tiny feelings hurt?” Raph jeered.  “Ya’ tried to shove Mikey at me.  I’m surprised ya’ didn’t want to keep him for yourself.”

“Don’t drag Mikey into this,” Leo said.  “You need to start handling your own problems and insecurities without trying to find a way to blame everyone around you.”

“This is going well,” Mikey whispered sarcastically.  “Not.”
“My only problem is you!” Raph shouted.  “’Hurry up and wait, Leonardo’.  That’s your new name.  I think you’re screwing with me and ya’ got no intention of telling Master Splinter anything about us.  Ya’ talk a big ass game, whisper some shit in my ear that ya’ probably read about in a porno magazine, and then get scared when it’s time to put up or shut up!”
The stoic mask suddenly snapped and Leo lunged, barreling into Raph and shoving him back against the wall.  “I don’t get scared,” he hissed right in his brother’s face.
“Get off of me before I lose my temper,” Raph threatened from between clenched teeth.
His arms came up as though to defend himself, but Leo was faster.  Slipping a hand past Raph’s guard, Leo pressed one finger against a spot on the side of the larger turtle’s neck.
The result was instantaneous as Raph lost all feeling in his arms.

“Fuck!” Raph shouted, his arms falling to his sides.  With a snarl, he kicked at Leo’s knee, but his brother anticipated the move and twisted aside to avoid him.

“Do that again and I’ll freeze your lower half too,” Leo said, his voice deep and guttural.  

He slid a hand down Raph’s scutes, clearly petting him, until he reached a spot between his brother’s legs.  Raph gasped and Leo leaned against him to keep him pinned to the wall.

“You want to feel this, don’t you?” Leo asked.  He was rubbing against the area that hid Raph’s manhood.  From the way the softer cartilage bulged outward, it was a good bet that it wouldn’t be hidden for much longer.
“Sh~shell,” Mikey breathed, his eyes wide as he watched them.  His heartbeat had quickened and his tail was stiff.  A pulse was beating between his own legs and from the way Don squeezed his hand, it was a sure bet that he too was feeling stimulated.

“Hngg!” Raph grunted, shifting his hips as though trying to move away from Leo’s questing fingers.
“Notice he hasn’t tried to make a run for it?” Don whispered.

“Running’s not his style,” Mikey replied, leaning closer to Don so that their shoulder’s touched.  “If he really wanted to stop Leo, he’d head butt him.”

Raph leaned his head back, closing his eyes and baring his teeth.  He looked exactly like a guy trying hard to fight back his arousal.
“He’s not running or head butting,” Don observed.

“Stubborn,” Leo murmured just before biting down on Raph’s collarbone.

Raph’s surprised yelp echoed through the tunnel and his cock dropped heavily into Leo’s hand.  Leo’s lips curled back and Mikey could see how his teeth had sunk into Raph’s skin.  A small trickle of blood slipped past Leo’s mouth, rolling down Raph’s chest until it hit the upper edge of his plastron.
A loud churr erupted from Raph.  The following groan was a good sign he hadn’t wanted to make that sound since it denoted that he was taking pleasure from what Leo was doing to him.

As if to reward his brother, Leo began to slowly tug on his dick.

Lifting his mouth away from the love bite, Leo said, “I don’t read porn.  What I do read is very old text, written when the giving of sensual pleasure was an art form.  Slide down to the ground.”
“No,” Raph snapped, opening his eyes to glare at Leo.

“I said slide down,” Leo ordered.  He kicked against the backs of Raph’s heels, dislodging them just a little.  “I’m not letting go of your penis.  If I have to force you to the ground, I might accidently pull too hard.  It would be better if you get down on your own.”

The threat to that very delicate part of his body did the trick.  Keeping his carapace braced against the wall, Raph pushed his heels forward in the dirt so that he began to slide down.  His golden eyes threw daggers at Leo as he moved.
For his part, Leo maintained a firm grip of Raph’s thick shaft.  It was the first good look Mikey had of Raph’s cock, his previous view having been from a hiding spot in a very dark tunnel.  To say that Raph was well endowed would have been an understatement.

When Raph’s rear hit the ground, Leo positioned himself on his knees between his brother’s legs.  Still holding Raph’s cock, Leo leaned forward, bracing himself with a hand on the wall next to his brother’s shoulder.
It was clear he was going in for a kiss and Raph turned his head away.  Leo smiled and yanked hard on his dick.

“Ow!” Raph yelped.  “You son of  . . . .”

Leo’s mouth swallowed his curse word.  Muffled protests reverberated from Raph’s throat but when Leo shifted his head, Raph’s lips followed.  Both of their tongues were visible then and Raph’s was clearly warring for dominance.

 Breaking the kiss, Leo pulled back to stare into Raph’s eyes.  “I gave you pain, let me make it up to you.”

His mouth began a downward path along Raph’s center front line, his tongue dipping into the sensitive groove.  Raph was breathing hard as he watched his brother, who did not falter or hesitate as he approached his ultimate goal.
When Leo’s tongue swiped over the tip of his brother’s cock, Raph’s head went back and struck the wall with a loud thump.

“Easy, Raph,” Leo said, his voice rough with desire.  “Don’t knock yourself out before you get to enjoy this.”

Anything remotely resembling resistance was gone from Raph’s demeanor.  Leo watched him for a second before adjusting himself into a more comfortable position and lowering his mouth to Raph’s cock again.
“He . . . he’s sucking Raph off,” Mikey said, astonished at what he was seeing.

“Tricky,” Don said, swallowing hard.  It seemed to be his favorite descriptive term for their leader.

Reaching out with his free hand, Don began stroking Mikey’s thigh without tearing his gaze from the screen.  When Leo deep throated Raph’s cock, Mikey gave up on trying to keep his contained.  It popped free from confinement and filled quickly.
Quickly glancing into Donatello’s lap, Mikey saw that he too was sporting a full erection.

The slurping, sucking sounds that Leo was making were both obscene and hotter than anything Mikey had ever heard.  Leo periodically lifted his mouth free in order to pump Raph’s cock and then he’d lick up the precum before returning to his blow job.
Raph’s thighs were twitching, his legs sliding around in the dirt as he tried pushing more of himself into Leo’s mouth.  There was no longer any effort on his part to disguise the churrs and moans of pleasure.  His shoulders moved from side to side as though he was trying to bring his arms back to life.  Mikey was sure that if he could have moved his hands, Raph would have grabbed onto the back of Leo’s head.

“Ahh, fuck!  Oh shit, Leo, shit!” Raph exclaimed, panting as his hips gyrated, his ass sliding around on the dirt.  “Yeah, yeah, there!  Ng, ahh, keep . . . oh shit, shit!”
His legs stiffened as Raph threw back his head and howled.  He had peaked with Leo’s mouth on the upper quarter of his cock and Mikey could see cum spilling past Leo’s lips.
Rather than move away as Raph climaxed, Leo took his entire length into his mouth and swallowed his brother’s jizz.  As the orgasm faded, Leo gently lapped up any cum that had escaped, thoroughly cleaning Raph’s cock.

Breathing hard, Raph’s lowered his head to look at Leo, who wore a Cheshire grin as their eyes met.

Raph lifted a hand to rub his forehead and then stared at it in surprise.  “Figures the feeling would come back now,” he muttered.  “I can’t fucking believe ya’ just sucked me off like that.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll return the favor at some point,” Leo said, licking his lips lewdly.

“Oh hell no I won’t,” Raph told him.  “Ya’ ain’t cumming in my mouth.”
Leo sprang at him, catching Raph off guard.  As Raph’s hands closed on his brother’s shoulders, Leo’s mouth once more descended on his and forced it open.

Raph’s gurgled complaint went unheeded.  When he finally managed to push Leo back, a long string of saliva mixed with Raph’s own spunk hung between their mouths, until a swipe of Leo’s tongue snapped it off.

“Do you like how you taste?” Leo asked.  “I do.”

“Asshole,” Raph said.  He repeated it, stretching the word out.  “Ass~hole.”

“Don’t we have a job to do?” Leo asked.

“After that I still gotta work,” Raph complained, accepting Leo’s hand and rising shakily to his feet.  “Ya’ got the worst timing ever.”

Leo’s response went unheard as Don pressed a button to mute the sound.  When Mikey looked at him, he saw pure lust shining in his brother’s deep brown orbs.

“I can’t wait any longer for you, Mike,” Don announced.
Michelangelo’s heart skipped a beat.  Everything and everyone else was forgotten as he waited to see what Don planned to do with him.

TBC………….

