Michelangelo’s Kink
part 4

Normally after a strong, healthy release Michelangelo slept really well.


He’d fallen asleep just fine, but instead of the usual good dreams, nagging thoughts kept waking him up.  Mikey’s mind was gnawing on his new bit of knowledge like a dog worrying a bone.


Raphael fought with Leonardo, became aroused as well as enraged, and ran off to masturbate.


Leonardo fought with Raphael.  He too became aroused, but not because he was angry.  Something else involving Raph got Leo’s juices flowing.


That’s really what was bothering Michelangelo enough to interfere with his sleep.  He wasn’t sure what it was about fighting with Leo that got Raph so hyped up, but at least Mikey knew it was the fighting that did it.

With Leo there was still a big mystery.  Was it the physical fight with Raph that excited him?  Was it winning that fight that turned him on?  Was it something else entirely?

Mikey finally decided that what he needed was empirical data.  Like Donatello was always saying, observe the phenomenon, form an idea about what you’ve observed, test your idea with an experiment or two to see if its correct, record the results, and analyze the results to arrive at a conclusion.


The result of his experiment would be Mikey’s empirical data.  Mikey smiled up at the ceiling.  Don would be surprised to know how much of the stuff he said was actually understood and retained by his little brother.

Right now the problem was in finding a chance to observe the phenomenon again.  Leo and Raph had just gotten into big time trouble with Master Splinter for their fighting.  If they stopped arguing, Mikey wouldn’t be able to find out why his two brothers suddenly seemed to have awakened sexual desires in each other.

A fleeting thought went through Mikey’s mind that maybe it was wrong for siblings to be thinking that way, but then that made him just as guilty.  Just imagining Raph stroking his own dick, head back, mouth open, eyes squeezed tight made Mikey hard as a rock.  The sounds Raph made as he masturbated were enough to bring Mikey right to the edge.

Was he a sick puppy for not wanting Raph to stop?


Maybe so, Mikey thought as he turned over and burrowed into his pillow to get more comfortable.  He decided he was fine with that.  What else did they have, what else did he have?  He was a teenage mutant turtle with raging hormones and so were his brothers.

Mikey also decided that he was going to find a way to get his two brothers arguing again.  He’d just have to figure out how to fan those flames in such a way that Master Splinter didn’t know that’s what he was doing.


A switch kicked over in Mikey’s head as soon as he reached his decision and he was finally able to fall soundly asleep.


When Mikey awoke the next morning he was filled with a sense of purpose.  He’d realized that he had to make certain the phenomenon he meant to observe was a singular one.  After all, in the last two weeks the only family member Raph had gotten angry with was Leo.  Suppose Raph’s reaction wasn’t to Leo in particular, but to anyone who crossed him?

If there was one thing Michelangelo was good at, it was aggravating Raphael.  After all, that had always been one of his favorite pastimes.  Since Mikey knew what really annoyed his brother, he planned to goad Raph hard enough to make him lose his temper.  Then Mikey would see if being pissed at him would send Raph into the tunnels.

Mikey pushed himself into a seated position and slowly eased his legs out from under the blanket.  At some point during the night Klunk had left his small cat bed in favor of sleeping on top of Mikey’s feet.  Not wanting to disturb his little pet, Mikey climbed out of bed slowly and then geared up.  Before leaving the room, he stroked Klunk’s head, earning himself a purr but not actually waking the cat.

As he expected, Mikey saw Donatello first.  His genius brother was seated in front of his bank of computers, his eyes fixed on one of the screens.  When Mikey called out a good-morning to him, Don barely acknowledged the greeting.

In the kitchen, Mikey touched the teapot and found that it was still warm.  He could hear Master Splinter calling out instructions from inside the dojo and the answering kiai was definitely Leo’s.  Walking around to the end of the counter, Mikey looked up and saw that Raph’s bedroom door was still shut.

Quickly darting to the cupboards, Mikey took out the box containing Raph’s favorite breakfast cereal.  There was just enough left for a bowlful, which suited Mikey’s purposes perfectly.  Taking out the bag of pop rocks he’d brought with him from his candy stash, Mikey dumped them into the box and then shook it to distribute the little rocks evenly.

He was just putting the box away when he heard Raph’s door open.  Mikey very quickly dashed to the refrigerator and took out the box of leftover pizza.  Tossing it onto the kitchen table, Mikey poured out a glass of orange juice and sat down.  When Raph entered the kitchen a couple of minutes later, Mikey was munching on a slice and reading the comic page from the newspaper that Leo had left behind.

“’Morning, Raph,” Mikey said without taking his eyes from the paper.  “Do you think Don got any sleep last night?”


“Probably not enough,” Raph said, grabbing a bowl and spoon before retrieving his cereal.


He set the bowl on the table and yawned widely as he poured cereal into it.  Half asleep still, he didn’t notice the little raspberry colored candy pieces mixed into the cereal.


When Raph turned his back to get the milk from the refrigerator, Mikey lowered his paper enough to see over it.  Raph sat down before opening the milk jug and pouring milk over his cereal.

As soon as the milk touched the pop rocks they did exactly what they were advertised to do - they popped.


Startled, Raph sprang up from his chair, knocking it over in the process.  “What the fu . . . ?”


It was hard for Mikey to contain his mirth.  Hand over his mouth, he snorted out his laughter, watching Raph’s face redden in anger.


“At least now you don’t have to add any sugar,” Mikey said quickly.

“I never add sugar and ya’ know it, ya’ little shit,” Raph said.  “I should dump this on your head.”


Mikey sprang from his chair, snatching up the last slice of pizza before darting out of Raph’s reach.


“Enjoy your cereal!” Mikey called out as he ran towards the dojo.


He could hear his brother cursing as he paused outside of the dojo in order to finish his pizza.  One prank wasn’t enough to set Raph off, but it was the first in a salvo that Mikey intended to unleash.

Mikey was early to practice, earning approving looks from Master Splinter and Leo.  If they’d known why he’d arrived early he wouldn’t have received such favorable glances.

When Raph showed up he scowled at Mikey, but was otherwise calm.  Leo had to step out of the dojo in order to call to Don, who arrived a couple of minutes later.


Master Splinter had them pair off to spar, which suited Mikey just fine, especially when he was told that he’d be fighting Raphael.  Since his main project for the day was Raph, Mikey was unusually focused, and that spelled bad luck for his hot headed brother.

Nothing rattled Raph more than when Mikey taunted him during a fight.  Making certain to be especially acerbic in his comments, Mikey told Raph that he was slow and clumsy, that his moves were predictable, and that he couldn’t hit the side of a barn.

The running commentary got to his brother exactly as Mikey expected it would.  As Raph grew angrier, his movements became sloppy and predictable.  Mikey took advantage of every mistake, dropping Raph several times before Master Splinter finally called an end to their contest.


As practice drew to a close, the four brothers kneeled before their father to await his critique.  He admonished Donatello for seeming distracted, told Leonardo to work on his counter attack, and spoke to Michelangelo about watching his footwork.

Then he sighed and turned to Raph.  “My son, you have such raw power and incredible technique, yet you allow your temper to defeat you.”


“If Mikey would just shut up . . . .” Raph began.


“You should not even hear it,” Master Splinter snapped, interrupting him.  “As his brother you have been subjected to his fighting style for years.  His words should no longer penetrate your focus, yet I am at a loss to understand why you allow them to annoy you.  In a fight, Michelangelo’s taunts are but another weapon in his arsenal, one that you must learn to defend against.”

“Yes, Sensei,” Raph muttered.


“You are all excused,” Master Splinter said, after giving Raph a final, long look.


The cereal escapade had annoyed Raph, but getting his butt handed to him first by Mikey, and then by Master Splinter had raised the heat index to boiling.  An extra push or two would set off enough fireworks for Mikey to learn what he wanted to know.

Usually Raph would take to his punching bag to work off his frustration.  That was the last thing Mikey wanted him to do, so he made a beeline for the weight bench, which sat next to it.  Plopping down on the bench, Mikey began to do bicep curls with a seventy pound dumbbell.

Mikey made certain that he was facing the punching bag.  A little while later when Raph approached his bag, he found his little brother staring directly at him.


Raph’s glare earned him a cheeky grin.  Trying to ignore his brother, Raph hit the bag a few times and then glanced at Mikey, who winked at him.  When Raph turned his shell to Mikey and tried to continue his workout, Mikey began humming the theme from ‘Rocky’.

Whirling angrily, Raph demanded, “What the fuck is wrong with ya’?”


Wearing his most innocent expression, Mikey said, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.  I am absolutely perfect.”


With a low growl, Raph turned back to his bag.  Mikey uttered not a sound for a full minute, waiting for Raph to start to settle into his routine.


“I mean, I did wax your sorry shell during practice,” Mikey said.


Raph’s shoulder’s tensed but he didn’t turn.  “Shut up, Mike,” he said.  “You’re getting on my last nerve.”

“Loser,” Mikey mumbled sotto voce.

Spinning, Raph strode towards the younger turtle and snatched the dumbbell from his hand, throwing it onto the floor.  Mikey stood up quickly but made no attempt to flee, the way he normally did when pranking Raph.  Instead he faced off with his thoroughly angered brother.

“I swear, if ya’ don’t stop screwing with me I’m gonna smack ya’ into next week!” Raph shouted.


“You and what army?” Mikey challenged.


Raph’s hands clenched into fists.  “I mean it, Mike!  I’ve had enough of your shit!”


“Then why don’t you do something about it?” Mikey asked.  “Afraid of a repeat match?”

For a moment it looked like Raph was going to hit him, but then he checked himself.  Mikey could almost see Raph’s control returning.


“You’re bored,” Raph said.  It was a statement rather than a question.  “Ya’ always fucking do this when ya’ got nothing better to do.  Ya’ listen to me, Mike.  I ain’t your personal entertainment committee.  Leave off messing with me.”


Ready with a snappy comeback, Mikey hesitated when he caught movement from the corner of his eye.  Leonardo had made a sudden appearance.


“Mikey, stop annoying Raph,” Leo ordered.


A wild gleam flared in Raph’s eyes and he spun on his older brother.  “I can fight my own damn battles!”

“Why do you have to fight at all?” Leo asked in a deceptively mild tone.

Mikey thought to himself that Leo couldn’t be baiting Raph, not after being rebuked the night before by their father.  But Leo didn’t walk away to avoid an argument and from his stance it appeared that he was digging in.


Raph seemed to read something in Leo’s body language as well.  There was a perceptible change in Raph’s demeanor and his attention turned completely away from Mikey.  In fact, Mikey might not have been in the area at all as far as either of his brothers were concerned.


“’Cause his brains are all in his fists,” Mikey said, hoping to draw Raph’s notice back to him.

He mightn’t have spoken at all as far as Raph was concerned.  Leo’s presence eclipsed everything else and in that moment, Mikey realized that he’d gotten the answer to his experiment.  Raphael was only going to really fight with Leonardo.


Raphael really only wanted to fight with Leonardo.


Michelangelo was merely a distraction and an annoyance.  Though he might actually mange get Raph mad enough to try and pound him into the dirt, Mikey wasn’t going to be the reason Raph sprang a woody.

“I knew it,” Raph said, giving Leo the dirtiest of looks.  “Ya’ got a yellow streak running down the back of your shell.  That’s why we ain’t been topside.”


For a moment, Mikey felt a slight disappointment that Raph was only interested in Leo, but that was just his vanity.  Since what he mostly wanted was a repeat of the phenomenon he’d already seen a couple of times, Mikey decided to fan the flames.


“Or maybe Leo’s worried you can’t hold up your end of a fight,” Mikey said, putting a touch of a sneer into his voice.  “He spanked you last night and I kicked your butt today.”

Normally Leo wouldn’t have rubbed something like that in Raph’s face, but he clearly didn’t appreciate Raph’s intimation that he was a coward.  “Is that the problem, Raph?  Are you over compensating because you’re feeling inadequate?”

“Ya’ want a rematch asshole?  ‘Cause we can throw down right here, right now, without Master Splinter breathing down our necks!” Raph yelled.


Mikey was very glad that in this new lair Master Splinter’s room was so far away.  They were at a crucial juncture and he didn’t want any interruptions.

Leo’s posture changed in response to Raph’s challenge.  Sliding a foot back, he turned his body sideways to Raph’s, and lifted his arms defensively.


“Bring it on, hot head,” Leo challenged.


“Careful what ya’ wish for, Splinter Junior,” Raph retorted before leaping at his brother.


The pair hit the floor, grappling with each other for dominance.  Rolling around, they punched, jabbed, and wrestled, both of them snarling like wild things.

There was absolutely no finesse to their fight, no technique, no skill whatsoever.  To Mikey it looked like they’d both digressed into some sort of an animalistic state.


“What the heck is going on in here?  Mikey, why are you just standing there?”

Mikey turned to find Donatello coming towards him.  The sounds of fighting had apparently drawn him up from the service bay.


“Stop it before Splinter sees you!” Don reprimanded in a loud voice.


The words had barely left his mouth when Leo managed to plant his foot squarely into the center of Raph’s plastron.  His hard kick sent Raph flying right into the tide pool.

Leo was on his feet by the time Raph surfaced, irate and spluttering.  Ignoring him, Leo looked at Don and said, “Sorry, Donny.  You’re right.  Why don’t I help you with whatever you’re working on?  I could use a break.”


From his tone one would have thought he was chagrined, but Leo’s behavior belied that.  If anything, he seemed to be preening himself, going so far as to give Raph a self-satisfied glance while he was walking away with Donatello.


“Fucking prick!” Raph shouted at his brother’s carapace.  “This ain’t over, not by a long shot!”


Heaving himself out of the pool, Raph angrily yanked his headband off and wrung it out.  He was so mad he was quivering, but Mikey could see that his tail was stiff and there was a slight bulge in his crotch.

Mikey quickly lifted his eyes so he wouldn’t be caught staring at that particular area of Raph’s anatomy.  He was just in time because Raph looked up and glared at him.

“What the fuck are ya’ looking at?” Raph asked.

“Nothing,” Mikey said, lifting his hands in a placating gesture.  “Not a thing.”


“I need some air,” Raph said, scowling at his brother.  “If Leo wants to know where I went, tell him to shove it up his ass.”


With that, Raph strode out of the lair.  Mikey counted to ten slowly, and then followed him.

TBC…………..
