Michelangelo’s Kink
part 7

During the ride to the junkyard, Michelangelo surreptitiously watched both Raphael and Leonardo.


They were studiously avoiding eye contact, which was interesting considering the staring contest at the dinner table.  Even though comments had passed between the four as they prepared to leave the lair, neither Raph nor Leo had directly addressed one another.


Donatello, behind the wheel of the van, seemed oblivious to the undercurrent of tension.  For the most part, he didn’t seem much aware of any change taking place at all.  A loud straight up fight would get his attention, but anything more subtle didn’t appear to catch his notice.


Then of course, Don did have better things to do with his time.  If not for him, they’d probably be living in a dark hovel and getting around town on stolen bikes.  Or maybe not even have lived long enough to learn how to ride a bike.

It was Donatello who had figured out how to tap into the third rail of the subway to provide them with electricity.  He told them that the third rail was a potent source of power and nearly untraceable by the city.

Candles were all well and good for light, but for heating the lair or their bath water they were pretty useless.  The flame wasn’t much use for cooking either and sure couldn’t run the entertainment system Michelangelo so often depended on.


Michelangelo made a mental note to thank his genius brother more often.

As his mind drifted back to earlier, Mikey couldn’t help thinking that the current situation was pretty funny.  Not more than a couple of hours ago, three of the turtles seated in the van were furiously masturbating, though not for the same reasons.

Maybe that was why there was tension without fighting.  A healthy release was always followed by a certain sense of euphoria.  How long that would last between his two alpha brothers was anyone’s guess.


They entered the junkyard through a side gate as they usually did, with Raph jumping out to unlock it and then relock it behind them.  Being thoroughly familiar with the layout of the yard, Donatello drove directly to the area filled with salvage vehicles.

After they were all out of the van, it struck Mikey that the only ones who knew what they were looking for were Don and Raph.  Fully aware that Karai was still hunting them, Don had strategically parked the van where it could not be seen from the other side of the fence line.  That did not mean they could let their guard down.

Apparently Leo had the same thoughts.

“Mikey, since the two of us can’t help find vehicle parts, we’ll patrol the yard.  Keep your eyes open, we don’t want the Foot to catch us with our shells down,” Leo said.


Raph and Donny were already dividing up quadrants to search, neither of them paying any notice to what their brothers were doing.  Or at least that’s how it appeared.  Mikey was sure that Don’s mind was entirely taken with the task at hand, but when Leo slipped away through the piles of junked cars, Raph’s eyes followed him.

When Raph and Don separated, Mikey remained near his genius brother.  Not wanting to incur the wrath of Leonardo, he made certain to make a pass around the fence line, keeping his eyes and ears open.  After each round, Mikey would head back in Don’s direction, determined to be the one keeping an eye on that particular brother’s shell.

During the first couple of passes, Mikey encountered Leo, who seemed satisfied at seeing his younger brother following his orders.  After that, Mikey didn’t see him again, but didn’t find that to be reason for concern.  Leo was good at staying hidden.


On the next round Mikey didn’t run across Raph either and that got him worried.  He didn’t think Raph could really be so rash as to take off on his own, but Mikey did have to admit that his behavior of late was nothing less than extraordinary.

It made Mikey wonder if Leo had discovered Raph’s defection and had gone after him.  He was about to go to Don and tell him what might be happening when he heard something that sounded like a body slamming against metal.  Check that, not a body per se, but a carapace.


Fearing the worst, Mikey raced towards the sound.  He was definitely going to chew his brothers out for not yelling for help.

Mikey crested a stack of cars, his hands starting for his nunchakus, when he saw the cause of the noise and froze.

Raph was pressed back against the side of a delivery truck, Leo’s hand on his chest ostensibly holding him in place.  The pair were close together and though there were angry overtones to their murmured conversation, they weren’t actually fighting.

Looking around, Mikey tried to see if there was a way to get closer so that he could hear what they were saying.  Much to his disappointment it just wasn’t possible.  Even with Leo so focused on Raph, there was no way Mr. Super Ninja wouldn’t sense Mikey’s approach.


It wasn’t hard to guess what had started this.  Raph probably caught Leo spying on him and called his brother out on it.  He’d have claimed Leo didn’t trust him.  Instead of covering and saying he was simply watching Raph’s back, Leo would have popped off something about how he needed babysitting.

They’d have gotten in each other’s faces, Raph would have jabbed a finger into Leo’s plastron, and in retaliation Leo would have shoved him back.  But his holding him thing, this keeping his hand on Raph, well that was new.


Mikey noticed that his brothers were breathing heavily as they glared at one another.  By now Raph should have slapped Leo’s hand away, but both of his were at his sides, flattened against the truck.  There was zero indication that Raph was making any attempt to escape.


The sharpness of their tones didn’t change, but Mikey noticed that Leo shuffled a little nearer to Raph.  From his position, Mikey could see the sudden flare of Raph’s nostrils and the widening of his eyes.  As soon as he reacted that way, Leo reached out and flattened his other hand on the truck near Raph’s head so that he could lean even closer.

Mikey had no clue what sexual tension was, but he was pretty sure that’s what he was seeing.  The scene was so fascinating that he couldn’t look away.

“Guys?  Where is everybody?”


Startled, Mikey’s knee knocked against the top of the car he was squatting on, the sound loud in the quiet junkyard.  Leo jerked back from Raph to look towards the noise and Mikey quickly scuttled down from his hiding spot.  Using whatever cover he could find, Mikey ran to where he’d last seen Don, finding that his brother was simultaneously coming his way.

“You okay, Donny?” Mikey asked.

“I’m fine,” Don said, his grease covered fists coming to rest on his hips.  “Am I the only one working?  Where are Raph and Leo?”


“I’m right here, brainiac,” Raph said as he walked over to them.  In his hand was an engine part of some sort.  Tossing it to Don, he added, “Here.  I dug this out of a truck around the corner.  It ain’t the part we came here for, but a clean distributor is something we can always use.”

“Thank you,” Don said happily, turning the part over in his hand as he looked at it.  “I found the control module I need.  If we have more time, I’d like to grab a couple of other things.  Maybe take a look at the truck you got this part off of?  Where’s Leo?”

“Here.”

Three sets of eyes flashed upward to find Leonardo perched atop a precariously balanced mound of crushed cars.  “In answer to your question, Donny, we can stay a bit longer but only if we can keep the noise level down.”


“Then why don’t ya’ patrol on your own and let me and Donny work?” Raph snapped at him.  “Mikey can schlep parts.  It ain’t like he’s all that good a lookout anyway.”


“Hey!” Mikey said, frowning at him.  “Don’t take your bad mood out on me.”


“Take this and put it in the box in the back of the van,” Don said, cutting off the impending argument by handing the auto part to Mikey.  “Then head back over to . . . .”  He looked at Raph.  “Where’s that truck?”

“Behind me about thirty yards,” Raph said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder.


“Meet us there,” Don said, returning his attention to Mikey.


“Aye, aye, Captain,” Mikey said with a snappy salute.  “Need anything else? What me to carry your bag, sir?”


Don grinned.  “Nope, I need my tools.  Don’t get lost.”


He and Raph walked away together and Mikey looked up to find that Leo had already disappeared.  When Mikey reached the moving van, he was not at all surprised to find Leo standing next to it, clearly waiting for him.

“Decide we’re not in danger?” Mikey asked, choosing to take a counteroffensive before Leo could speak.

“We’re always in danger,” Leo answered, watching as Mikey set the machine part into the box as instructed.  “The question is, did you see anything while you were supposed to be patrolling?”


The way the question was phrased insinuated a number of things while also being a question within a question.  Mikey was clever enough to know not to take the bait.


“I know I didn’t see you on my last pass around the perimeter,” Mikey said, turning towards his brother.  “When I heard Donny call out I thought there might have been trouble.”


Good. Mikey was pleased to see Leo color just a little.  It never hurt to put pressure on Leo’s guilty conscious.

“So you were coming from the opposite direction?” Leo asked.


Mikey had played enough pranks during his lifetime to have perfected the innocent act.  He could also smell a trick question from a mile away.

“Opposite from where?” Mikey countered.  “I was near the river when I heard Don.”


Technically the whole place was near the river, so in Mikey’s book it wasn’t a lie.


Leo’s eyes narrowed as though he knew that Mikey was trying to mislead him and was working on a way to catch his brother out.  Allowing the other fighter time to get set was always a mistake.


“Better get back to Raph and Don,” Mikey said as he started moving.  He couldn’t resist adding, “Wouldn’t want them to think I’m slacking too.”


He didn’t give Leo time to make a comeback, walking just fast enough to put an end to the conversation without appearing to rush off.

Before Mikey was too far away, Leo called out, “Tell them fifteen minutes.”


When Mikey got back to his other two brothers, he saw that they had a collection of greasy auto parts stacked on the ground behind them.  Groaning, Mikey regretted that in his hurry to escape Leo’s interrogation he hadn’t thought to bring the box with him.

Don lifted out another part that was as big as his head and spotted his younger brother.  “Uh, you might need something to carry these in.”

“Gee, no kidding,” Mikey said sarcastically.  “It might have been easier to just tow the whole truck behind us.”


“I thought of that,” Don said, “but I figured Leo wouldn’t go for it, since we have to make a grocery run before we go home.”


“Speaking of Leo, he said to tell you guys fifteen minutes,” Mikey said, watching Raph’s shell closely.


Raph’s head came up fast and he hit it on the underside of the truck’s hood.  “Ow!  Shit!” he exclaimed, twisting around to scowl at Mikey.  “He’s turning into a fucking drill sergeant.”

“What’s it matter to you?” Mikey asked.  “You rarely listen to him anyway.”

Tossing a couple of gaskets on the ground, Raph said, “I know where the Professor usually leaves a shopping cart.  I’m gonna go get it.”

 
He stomped off and Mikey turned to see Don looking at him with a bemused expression on his face.  “Are you trying to wind him up?”

Mikey shrugged.  “No more than usual.  Why, am I doing a good job?”

Don’s lips pressed into a thin line before he opened them to say, “You always do a good job of it, but normally there’s a reason.  Lately you seem to be trying to anger him just for sport.”


“Lately I’ve been bored,” Mikey said, not wanting Don to explore the subject any further.


“Riling him up because you’re bored doesn’t explain why afterwards you stare at him like he’s some sort of specimen under a magnifying glass,” Don said.  “Nor does it explain why you appear to be purposely antagonizing both Leo and Raph in ways that ensure they’ll end up fighting with each other.”


For a second, Mikey’s mind went blank.  Apparently Don had noticed more than he’d been letting on.

He started to respond and then caught himself.  Maybe Don didn’t really know anything but was fishing.  The genius was a lot more subtle about it than Leo, which was one of the reasons everyone tended to tell him more than they’d meant to.

Mikey had to hand it to Don.  Stating something as though it was a known fact did tend to make the questioned party admit things, or at least verify the declared theory.  Mikey realized then that Donny often approached his everyday life the same way he did an experiment.  It was probably ingrained into him.

All of that passed through Mikey’s mind very quickly and he figured out that the only proper reply was to say nothing.


“Mikey?  Are you going to answer me?” Don asked with a frown.

“Oh sorry,” Mikey said.  “I didn’t know you’d asked me anything.”


Fortunately, he’d stalled long enough for the squeak of wheels to tell him that Raph was on his way back.  Don gave him a last stern look before he began collecting parts off the ground.

Though Mikey was glad for the interruption, he wasn’t thrilled to have Donatello peeved at him.  He didn’t worry over having Raph or Leo annoyed with him, but Donny was a different story.  For some reason it was important to Mikey that he stay in Don’s good graces.


In an effort to placate the genius, Mikey moved fast so that he was the one who ended up loading most of the parts into the shopping cart.  He would have tried to wrestle control of the cart away from Raph if he wasn’t worried Don would take that the wrong way and think he was just trying to irritate Raph some more.

At the van, Mikey once more made the effort to unload most of the cart.  Both Raph and Don were shooting perplexed glances in his direction, but Mikey pretended not to notice.

Leo appeared as Don was placing some old clothes and blankets into the cart.


“I brought these for the Professor,” Don explained.  “I thought we might see him, but I can push the cart near where he usually hangs out and he’ll know who this stuff is from.”


“Make it fast, Donny,” Leo said.  “We’ve been in one spot for too long.”


After Don left them a heavy silence fell on the trio.  Mikey clasped his hands behind his shell and rocked back and forth on his feet, trying not to look as though he was watching his brothers.

Raph was glowering at the ground, periodically shooting daggers in Leo’s direction.  For his part, Leo’s head seemed to be on a swivel as he kept watch for unseen foes.  Mikey noted that there was just the tiniest hint of a smug smile at the corners of Leo’s mouth.


Finally Raph could take it no more.  “Ya’ afraid something’s gonna come out of the dark and pounce on ya’, Fearless?”

“An observant ninja is not caught unawares,” Leo said, sounding like he was quoting something.


“Why don’t we go observe Hun while we’re topside?” Raph asked.  “Quick drive by.  See if he’s up to something.”

“In a van whose engine stalls when Donny steps on the gas pedal?” Leo asked, the question clearly rhetorical.  “Hun is not our business tonight, supplies are.”


“Why do ya’ have to be so goddamned focused on one thing?” Raph barked.  “You’re all defense, ya’ got no offensive play in ya’.”
“And you’ve got a one track mind,” Leo said.  “There is not a patient bone in your body.”
They seemed to have forgotten that Mikey was there and he was happy for once to keep his mouth shut and just be a spectator.

“How the hell am I supposed to be patient when ya’ don’t fucking listen to me?” Raph demanded.

“I’ve explained until I’m blue in the face why we can’t be the aggressor right now,” Leo said, a hint of frustration in his tone.  “What do you want from me, Raph?”

“What do I want?  I want ya’ to think that I’m important!” Raph shouted.  His eyes widened as he realized what he’d said.  “I mean . . . I want ya’ to think that what I say is important.”

Leo’s brow creased.  “You are important,” he said.  “Just because I’m not always accepting of your ideas doesn’t mean . . . .”
“I ran into the Professor,” Don announced as he rounded a pile of junk.  “I had to cut him off because I knew you guys were in a hurry.  He sends his greetings.”

Raph sucked at his teeth to produce a rude noise and said, “Great.  Can we go now?”

Donatello looked at him and then at Leo, before shrugging and climbing into the driver’s seat.  Without a word, Leo swung in next to him on the passenger side, leaving the seats in the back for the younger turtles.

This time it was Mikey who jumped out to deal with the gate.  When he got back into the van, he saw that Raph hadn’t changed positions at all.  His eyes were glued to the back of Leo’s head and his fists were doubled into tight balls.

As they drove along, Mikey thought he heard Raph sigh.  The sound was so slight that he might have imagined it.  Raph didn’t sigh when he was mad, he did that when he was frustrated.  He did it when he wanted something that was just out of reach.
Since he was boring holes into Leo, Mikey could only guess at what Raph wanted.

Something Donny had said earlier suddenly struck Mikey as interesting.  He’d asked if Mikey was trying to antagonize Raph and Leo on purpose.  Of course the answer at one time had been yes, but that was earlier when Mikey was testing some ideas on the way to collecting his empirical data.
What he’d observed between Leo and Raph when they hadn’t know they were being spied on opened another avenue entirely.  Add to that the slip Raph had made and how Leo kept going out of his way to engineer situations that would put him into close physical contact with Raph.
To Mikey’s mind it could all be summed up in one way; the pair wanted to have sex with each other but the obstacles to that were keeping them apart.  Would probably always keep them apart.

Unless a certain very ingenious and crafty younger brother interfered.

TBC……………..

