Michelangelo’s Kink
part 5

Michelangelo had grown up watching Leonardo and Raphael battle each other for dominance.  It was a dance they did with growing frequency as they got older.

Could it be that the dance had been leading up to this, whatever this was?  Mikey wanted to know.  Mikey needed to know.  Because maybe if this was real, then there was a chance . . . .


It was way too early to be thinking along those lines, Mikey told himself.  Don’t get ahead of yourself.  In a proper experiment one didn’t make assumptions.


Mikey had trailed Raph through the tunnels, keeping far back so that his brother wouldn’t sense his presence.  Low groans told Mikey that Raph had found a place to hide so that he could pleasure himself.


After the dunking in the tide pool, Raph was soaked to the skin.  He should have been too cold and uncomfortable to even have lascivious thoughts, much less to act upon them.

From what Mikey was hearing, such was far from the case.  Anger equaled arousal, no matter what the preceding conditions were.

“Correction,” Mikey thought to himself.  “Anger with Leo equals arousal.”

Now Mikey knew he could hack off Raph and not get the same reaction.  It appeared that Raph did get horny every time he argued with Leo, but what about Donny?  Did Raph get hot and bothered after an argument with the family genius?

“Who am I kidding?” Mikey thought, grinning.  “Raph never gets pissed at Donny.  Nobody gets pissed at Donny.”

Raph’s quiet moans as he jerked off now turned to faint utterances, Leo’s name falling from his lips.  It was a good indication that he was close to peaking and Mikey wanted to watch.

Easing his way along the tunnel, Mikey peeked around the corner and spotted Raph.  His brother sat on the ground, his carapace propped up against the wall as he masturbated.


Eyes closed, Raph ranted about Leo, spittle flying from his mouth as he called his older brother every name in the book.  His hand worked furiously over his thick shaft, pumping his cock with almost the same ferocity he exhibited in a fight.


Mikey was entranced with the scene.  Every time the head of Raph’s cock disappeared in his palm, Mikey felt his own dick pulse.  Raph’s chest was heaving, his curse words interspersed with panting gasps.

“Asshole,” Raph muttered.  “Bet ya’ th . . . think your dicks bi . . . bigger than mine.  Why don’t ya’ prove . . . prove it Leo?  Show me . . . show me your cock!  Come on, Leo!  Fuck . . . Leo!”


On that last note, cum spurted from Raph’s cock.  The release was so strong it looked like a small fountain spraying up from between Raph’s clenched palm.


Mikey’s penis tumbled into the open and he lurched back with a gasp.  Freezing, he waited for the tell-tale sounds of Raph coming to investigate the noise.  When that didn’t happen, Mikey figured that the rush from Raph’s orgasm was still pounding in his ears.


As quickly and silently as he could, Mikey crept away from Raph’s hiding place and went in search of one of his own.  There was no way he could return to the lair until he took care of the stiff problem swinging between his legs.

Finding a spot in a dark tunnel far removed from Raph’s, Mikey leaned against the wall and began to jerk off.  In his mind he pictured Raph daring Leo to show him his cock.  That’s what Raph had said wasn’t it?  Just before he climaxed?  He wanted to see Leo’s dick.

Just the thought of those two whipping out their cocks for each other took Mikey over the edge.  With a grunt he shot his load onto the dirt, continuing to pump his shaft for a full minute until he had completely emptied himself.


Breathing heavily, Mikey stayed where he was, hand covered in cum and cock hanging in the open.  The cool air started to get uncomfortable, so Mikey carefully tucked his dick away.

Finding a spot where rain runoff came through a storm drain, Mikey washed his hands and cleaned the places on his body that were dotted with cum.  Satisfied that the signs of what he’d been doing were gone, Mikey headed back to the lair, hoping to arrive before Raph.

There were no signs of the hot head when Mikey got back.  His first thought was to grab some lunch, but then curiosity over Leo’s whereabouts sent him in search of the leader.

Mikey found Donatello in the service bay, but Leo wasn’t with him.  Taking a seat on the stairs, Mikey watched as Don, who stood on the hood of the moving van, tinkered with the laser cannons.

He waited until Don looked up and noticed him to ask, “Where’d Leo go?”


“To his room to meditate,” Don answered.  Eyeing Mikey, he asked, “Were you following Raph?”


“Why would I follow him?” Mikey countered so that he could avoid telling a direct lie.  Changing the subject quickly, he pointed at a large, tarp covered lump in one corner of the service bay and asked, “What’s under that?  Is it your new project?  Can I see it?”


“That is none of your beeswax,” Don said.

“Did you show it to Leo?” Mikey asked.


“No I did not and anyway, he wasn’t interested,” Don said.  “He only stayed long enough for Raph to vanish to wherever he goes after they fight before he went up to his room.”

Mikey did not want Don to start talking about how much their brothers fought.  “You know, I could always peek under that tarp when you’re not around.”

Hopping down from the hood, Don opened one of the van’s side panels.  “You’d better hope that you don’t,” he said without looking at his brother.  “Remember what happened the last time I caught you messing with one of my projects?”

“How could I forget?” Mikey asked.  “I still have the scar.”


“I did not lay a finger on you,” Don said, turning to wave his wrench at Mikey.


Mikey grinned and flattened a hand on his chest.  “It’s an internal scar, bro’.  You marked me for life.”


“Unless you want two scars on your psyche, you’ll stay away from my things,” Don warned good-humoredly.  Then he sobered.  “Why didn’t you stop them from fighting earlier, Mikey?  You’ve been picking at Raph all day, were you purposely starting something?”


“Why would you even think that?  And besides, what makes you think I could do anything about it?  The only reason they stopped was ‘cause Leo got the upper hand and tossed Raph into the tide pool to cool him off.  They sure didn’t stop because you were yelling at them,” Mikey said.


“I saw the expression on your face when I walked up on that fight,” Don said.  “You looked like you were enjoying it.”

Mikey shrugged.  “Well, it was kinda entertaining,” he admitted.  He waved a hand when Don opened his mouth.  “Don’t bother lecturing me about my juvenile behavior.  Raph already called me out for being bored.  I’m not bored, I’m going stir-crazy.”

“Maybe that’s what’s wrong with Leo and Raph too,” Don mused.  “We have been confined down here for quite a while.  Raph has certainly mentioned it enough.”


“For all his ‘change is good’ talk, I don’t think Leo is ready to chance having Karai find our home again,” Mikey said.

Don turned back to his work.  “I’m not too keen on moving again either.  I’ve spent hours trying to re-create the schematics and project notes from my old lab, not to mention all of the other important things I lost.”

“So you’re on Leo’s side on this,” Mikey said.  “Better not let Raph hear that, he might get mad at you.”


“I’ve already told Raph that I think we should maintain a low profile for a while longer,” Don said, grunting as he loosened a bolt.  “He told me to remember that I’d said that the next time I need some things from the junk yard.”


“He didn’t yell at you?” Mikey asked.

Don glanced at him.  “Why would Raph yell at me?  I wasn’t arguing the point, just stating my opinion.  When he voices his, I listen.  Raph and Leo fight because neither of them is actually listening to the other.”


“They both want to be right,” Mikey said, thinking about Don’s point.

“They both want the other to think they’re right,” Don said.  “About something anyway.  It’s called respect.  And while I do think they both trust and respect each other, neither of them talk as if they do.”


“You’d almost think they enjoyed butting heads,” Mikey said, watching Don carefully.


“It seems to be their standard for communicating,” Don said, appearing unconcerned.  He walked over to one of his work tables and began tossing some things into a box.  “Not my problem and it shouldn’t be yours either, as long as their fighting doesn’t bring the wrath of Master Splinter down on all of us.  I’ve got too much to do.”


He hefted a large chunk of solid metal with apparent ease, moving it to where his acetylene torch sat.  Mikey found himself admiring the way Don’s muscles rippled, wondering if Don could actually beat Raph in a weight lifting competition.

The muscles on Don’s legs were pretty defined as well, Mikey noticed.  The work that Don did had made his hands rough and strong, which meant he had a really nice grip . . . .


Mikey shook his head to dislodge the ideas that were trying to climb inside his brain.  He was already depraved enough for wanting to encourage two of his brothers to continue having sexual thoughts about each other.  Donatello was a perfectly innocent bystander.


Standing up, Mikey said, “I’m gonna get a sandwich.  You want one?”


“Um, sure,” Don said absently, his mind already a thousand miles away.

In the kitchen, Mikey opened the refrigerator and took out the tray holding the leftover turkey.  Setting it on the counter, he peeled back the plastic wrap and began slicing.

While he worked, Mikey contemplated the words Raph had used while masturbating.  Both of the times that Mikey could actually hear his utterances, they had involved Leonardo being in some sort of sexual situation with him.

Raphael seemed fixated on having carnal knowledge of Leo.  It was harder to pin down what Leo thought about while jerking off, other than it somehow involved the brother wearing the red mask.


“Well”, Mikey thought, correcting himself, “at least once it was about Raph.  I’ve only heard him spanking the monkey one time.  That’s not enough of a sample to be a demonstrable phenomenon.  Ha!  If only Donny could hear me now.  I’ve got the science speak down pat.”

Chuckling, he retrieved the bread and a couple of plates.  He was heading back to the refrigerator for the condiments when he saw Raph returning from the tunnels.

Raph stopped to look around, clearly searching for someone.  It was so obvious that Mikey couldn’t resist calling out, “He’s in his room.”


“What makes ya’ think I give a fuck where Leo is?” Raph snapped, glaring at Mikey.


Wearing his most innocent expression, Mikey said, “Leo?  Sorry, I thought you were looking for Master Splinter.  Want a sandwich?”


Raph huffed and didn’t bother to reply.  Using the stairs on the opposite side of the lair from where their bedrooms were, Raph avoided going past Leo’s door.  Arriving in the TV room, he plopped down on the couch.


The television array flickered to life and then Raph turned up the volume.  From the sounds, Mikey could tell he was watching a mixed martial arts match.  After a couple of seconds, he turned the volume up even louder.

It didn’t need to be so loud and Raph normally didn’t turn the sound up that high.  Clearly it was an attempt to aggravate Leo and possibly spark some sort of reaction from him.


Mikey knew right then that he’d been correct in believing that Raph was fixated on Leo.  In fact, it was starting to look as though that was the only thing Raph thought about.

Turning from the refrigerator with his hands full, Mikey nearly plowed into Leo.  His brother deftly caught the mayonnaise jar that had slipped loose when Mikey jerked to a stop.


“Shell!  Give a guy a heart attack, why don’t you?” Mikey griped.


“If you were more aware of your surroundings, I wouldn’t have surprised you,” Leo retorted.

Setting the rest of the fridge supplies on the counter, Mikey thought, “Too bad you don’t know just how aware I am.”


Out loud he asked, “Want a sandwich?  I’m making one for Donny.”

“Sounds good,” Leo said.  “Make it two, would you?”


“Okay.”  Mikey took bread from the loaf while Leo retrieved another couple of plates.


Lining bread up on the plates, Mikey opened the mayonnaise.  As he was spreading some on the first slices of bread, Leo said, “No mayo on one of them.  Let me get the mustard.”

The only one who preferred mustard on turkey was Raph.  Mikey made no comment as he accepted the mustard from Leo and finished preparing the sandwiches.


Leo thanked him and took two plates, one of which held the mustard turkey sandwich.  Knowing that Don was too preoccupied to come looking for his lunch, Mikey watched Leo take the food upstairs to the TV room.


Needing to know what was going to happen next, Mikey climbed the opposite set of stairs and then proceeded up to the ramp that led to his room.  From there he had a bird’s eye view of his brothers.


Leo had taken a seat on the chair next to the couch, setting the plates on the coffee table.  After a minute, he pushed one of the plates in front of Raph, but didn’t say anything.

Balancing the other plate on his knees, Leo began to eat his sandwich, his eyes on the television screen.  He had taken three bites when Raph picked up the offered sandwich and began to eat.


 A tiny, almost imperceptible smile lifted the corners of Leo’s mouth.  If Mikey hadn’t been staring right at him, he might not have seen it, or recognized a touch of smugness in that smile.

Eyes gleaming as he observed this remarkable tableau, all Mikey could think was, “Curiouser and curiouser.”

TBC……..

