Michelangelo’s Kink
part 3

Leonardo stared at Raphael for a good thirty seconds without saying anything.  Raph in turn glared at him, refusing to back down.

It was clear that Raph wasn’t going to drop it and just as clear that he was itching for a fight.  Michelangelo had a pretty good idea as to why, but he doubted that Leo knew.


In a voice dripping with disdain, Leo said, “Talking implies a certain intelligent give and take.  You aren’t offering that on any level.”

Raph growled low in his throat.  “If ya’ wanna play the insult game, I can give as good as I take.  That ain’t answering my question.  We need to be out on the streets reminding the gangs that they don’t have the run of things.”


“You’re becoming a broken record,” Leo said.

“Shove it,” Raph retorted.  “Just ‘cause you’re content to hide down here don’t mean the rest of us are.”

“Staying out of sight is not the same as hiding,” Leo said.  “In case you’ve forgotten, we’re not human.  The time we spend topside should be used wisely.”


“Paying Hun back for the shit he pulls is the best way to spend that time,” Raph insisted.  “It ain’t like we have to hide who we are from him and his goons.  They already know!”


Leo’s jaw worked, a sure sign that he was holding himself back.  He still sounded in control as he said, “We are not in the vendetta business, Raphael.”


“Ya’ know what I think?” Raph asked, though it was clear the question was rhetorical.  “I think you’re avoiding Hun ‘cause the last couple of times ya’ went against him ya’ got spanked.”

“That was because you guys treated it like a game,” Leo snapped, his calm demeanor crumbling.  “When we’re out there, we have to be a team.”

“So it’s our fault?  Ya’ ever think maybe ya’ ain’t got what it takes to lead us in one of them fights?” Raph demanded.


“Did you ever stop to think that you questioning every order I give might be the problem?” Leo countered.


Raph straightened, puffing out his chest belligerently.  “If your orders didn’t always include the words ‘hide’ or ‘retreat’ then maybe I’d listen to them!”


From his expression, Mikey was sure that Leo was about to blow.  Before he had the chance, an authoritative voice sliced the air between the warring brothers.


“That is enough!”


Master Splinter stood just outside of the kitchen, his tail whipping dangerously, a sure sign that he was perturbed.

“I have tried to ignore these arguments in the hopes that the two of you would find some resolution on your own,” Master Splinter said.  “It does not appear that you are doing anything more than having the exact same disagreement night after night.”


“My apologies, Master Splinter,” Leo said.


“Sorry, Sensei,” Raph said at almost the same time.


“You should be apologizing to one another,” Master Splinter said.  “It is obvious that you won’t.  Therefore, we will take this to the dojo.  Come with me right now.”


From his tone it was clear that they had no choice.  Raph and Leo trailed along behind their father, neither saying anything, but both throwing the occasional scornful glare at the other.


They were much too intent on each other to notice that Mikey was bringing up the rear of the procession.  If he kept quiet and drew no notice to himself, he might not get booted out of the dojo.  He really didn’t want to be excluded at this point.  Mikey had a feeling that whatever happened next would be very telling.


Master Splinter turned once he was standing in the center of the dojo.  Leo and Raph took up positions in front of him, dropping to their knees as they waited to hear what he expected of them.

“Since talking does neither of you any good, you are going spar until you are both too tired to continue, or one of you pins the other.  You will then go to your rooms.  Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sensei,” they said together.


“Good.  Stand up, place your weapons against the wall, and return to face each other,” Master Splinter commanded.


Mikey’s interest grew.  Remaining as unobtrusive as possible, he watched as his warring brothers faced one another and bowed.  As soon as Master Splinter stepped back and gave the signal, the pair flew into action.

Right from the outset it was clear that Raphael was intent on overpowering his brother, while Leonardo’s tactics were more about finesse.  Mikey had watched them spar thousands of times over the years, but there was an underlying intensity in this bout that he’d never before witnessed.
Raph threw an overhand left to draw Leo’s block and then tried for a kidney punch with his right. Effortlessly blocking the first, Leo caught the second strike on his forearm and forced Raph’s arm high, landing a quick punch to his gut before aiming an elbow at his face.

Leaning back and catching the blow with his arm, Raph spun a kick at Leo’s head, which his brother easily ducked under.  Turning in a full circle, Raph came back around, swinging with his right fist.

Leo’s hands rose to block his brother’s punch, but Raph’s leg came up again to catch Leo across his forearms.  The force pushed Leo back, but he countered with a spinning back kick that connected with Raph’s jaw.

The brothers separated, pausing in their fight to stare at one another.  Raph moved his jaw from side to side while Leo opened and closed his right fist a few times.  Their eyes remained locked and Mikey realized that even if he did move from his hiding spot, they wouldn’t pay him any heed.

Circling one another, the pair took up fighting stances and then Raph rushed in, throwing an overhand right.  Leo’s left hand came up to block it, and then he brought his right fist down onto the inside of Raph’s elbow.
When Raph’s arm went down, Leo delivered a hard kidney punch and then a fast front snap kick that shoved his brother away from him.

Raph came back in, aiming a kick at Leo’s knee which the older turtle blocked with his leg.  Leo aimed a high kick at his brother’s head, but Raph caught it and pushed it down.  Then Raph tried for a roundhouse kick of his own, but Leo danced away from it.

The fight continued in this fashion for several minutes.  Blood seeped from a cut on Leo’s lip and dripped from Raph’s nostrils.

Seeking to put Leo on the ground, Raph attempted a front snap kick to his brother’s plastron, but Leo’s arms caught his foot and forced it down.  In the same smooth movement, Leo dropped to the ground, his left arm bracing his body as he pivoted and tried to sweep Raph’s legs from under him.
Anticipating the sweep, Raph jumped over Leo’s leg.  As he landed, Leo spun on his toes, coming back around and jumping to deliver a one, two kick to Raph’s chest.

The force of the kick hurled Raph backwards and he hit the wall hard.  As Leo moved forward to press his advantage, Raph came off the wall like a rushing bull and plowed into his brother.

Leo struck the floor but as Raph pounced, Leo brought both legs up and kicked him.  Raph stumbled back and Leo leaped to his feet to rush his brother before Raph could get his balance.

Rather than trying to block the fist aimed at his head, Raph lifted his shoulder to take the blow and then grappled with Leo, lifting him and throwing him partway across the dojo.  Rolling over and onto his feet, Leo braced himself as Raph stalked towards him.
As Raph swung a left at his head, Leo hit his arm and then stepped in, trapping Raph’s arm under his own and forcing it behind his back.  Raph grunted in sudden pain, coming up on his toes to counter the downward pressure.  Bringing his right hand around, Raph tried for a punch, but Leo smashed a fist into Raph’s gut which made the younger turtle cry out.
Infuriated, Raph jammed a foot behind Leo’s ankle and shoved him off balance.  When the pressure on his arm lessened, Raph yanked it free and hooked an arm behind Leo’s head, whirling him around and throwing him to the floor.

Leo rolled as Raph came after him, stomping down at his brother.  Crossing his arms, Leo caught Raph’s foot and pushed back as he whipped his legs around to kick Raph’s other foot out from under him.
As Raph went down, Leo came off the floor as though shot from a cannon.  Landing atop his brother, Leo pressed his knees tightly against Raph’s sides and stabbed at pressure points beneath his brother’s arms.

“Shit!” Raph yelled, his hands and arms instantly freezing. 

Kicking at the ground with his feet, Raph attempted to buck Leo off, but his brother was immovable.  The tableau held for several moments until Raphael stopped kicking and glared up at Leo.
As Leonardo stared down at his brother, Mikey was surprised to see his eyes dilate and his nostrils flare.  Both combatants were breathing hard, but their expressions weren’t what Mikey typically saw after one of their fights.

Rather than anger at being beaten, Raph wore a look of expectancy and acceptance, as though he was waiting for something else to happen and welcomed it.

For his part, Leo seemed keyed up, excited, and just a little self-satisfied.

The clap of Master Splinter’s hands broke whatever spell they were under and Leo swiftly released Raph.  He did not offer to help his brother stand, perhaps knowing that Raph would not have accepted his hand.

Raph’s arms still hung at his sides as he got up.  From experience, Mikey knew it would take several minutes for the feeling to return.

“Go to your rooms,” Master Splinter ordered, offering no other commentary.


Leo and Raph both bowed, gathering their weapons before trudging out of the dojo.  Though they walked side by side across the lair and up the stairs to their individual rooms, neither looked at the other.


Knowing that Master Splinter was still very much out of sorts, Mikey made certain not to draw attention to himself.  Nevertheless, as his father started out of the dojo, he stopped as he drew alongside his youngest.

Without turning to face him, Master Splinter asked, “Have you had enough entertainment for one evening, Michelangelo?”


“Not really,” Mikey blurted, then quickly corrected himself.  “I mean, that wasn’t really entertaining.  It’s more of a trying to figure out what’s going on.”


“Yes,” Master Splinter said in a thoughtful manner.  “There does appear to be more below the surface than their usual disagreements.”


“Like, by now they’d have solved whatever it was that’s eating at them,” Mikey said.


Master Splinter nodded, then turned his head to look at his son.  “I would appreciate feedback on any insights you might glean from your observations.  It is clear that your brothers are not going to be very forthcoming.”


“Don’t really know anything useful,” Mikey said.  He wanted to be as truthful as possible without giving away his brothers secrets.  Especially since he hadn’t figured out exactly what they were.


“Yet,” Master Splinter said, almost as though finishing Mikey’s thoughts for him.


“Sure, Sensei,” Mikey responded agreeably.

It was as noncommittal a reply as he could offer and Master Splinter seemed to accept it at face value.  He walked away, going directly to his room to turn in for the night.


Mikey waited a few minutes to make sure his father wasn’t going to put in another surprise appearance, and then headed for the stairs.  The TV array was dark, as was Donatello’s computer workstation.  Since the genius’ bedroom door was closed, Mikey figured that his brother had heeded Master Splinter’s warning and was getting some sleep.


Going up the next flight of stairs, Mikey crept up to Raph’s closed door.  Leaning in, he pressed his ear against the door and listened.  He heard exactly what he’d expected to hear, the guttural utterances and churrs that indicated Raphael was actively jerking off.


Interspersed between the curse words and suggestive language, the name ‘Leo’ fell from Raph’s lips repeatedly.  That meant that what Mikey had observed the night before was clearly not a one-time thing.

Wondering how Leo was dealing with the aftermath of their fight, Mikey snuck downstairs again, bypassing Don’s room to go down to Leo’s.  Knowing how sensitive Leo’s hearing was, Mikey tiptoed up to his door, careful to stay to one side so his shadow wouldn’t be seen beneath the door.

Mikey held his breath as he listened.  For a second no sound registered from within the room and Mikey thought his big brother might have gone to sleep.  Then he heard a low sigh.


Biting his lower lip, Mikey took a chance and touched his ear to the wooden panel.


A low groan rewarded his efforts.  Eyes widening, Mikey was shocked to hear Leonardo begin to churr.  Though Leo didn’t speak, the sounds that Mikey did hear were unmistakable.  Leo was pleasuring himself.


As soon as he realized what was going on behind that closed door, Mikey started to pull away.  Something stopped him though, and he continued to listen.  He could almost swear he heard the squelching sounds of a cum slicked hand frantically pumping away on a fully erect cock.

Mikey’s own shell began to feel tight as he listened.  It wasn’t long before the low grunts he was hearing became almost continuous moans.


“Ugh . . . arr . . . humph . . . uh . . . uh . . . ah!  Raphael!” Leo cried out before biting off the sounds.


Backing off from the door quickly, Mikey made for the stairs.  He was completely turned on and his room felt as though it was miles away.


All he wanted at that moment was relief.  He’d think hard about the meaning of what he’d heard from both of his brothers after he satisfied his own desperate need.

TBC………
