The Lost Boy
part 20

Considering the amount of television that Michelangelo had watched while growing up, Leonardo felt as though he should have anticipated this type of hesitancy.


Leo wished that he could see Mikey’s face because he had a feeling that would help him decide on how to deal with the obstacle Mikey had just tossed into their path.  Mikey remained on his side however, facing away from the older turtle, his body stiff with tension.  Knowing that all he could do was to carefully feel his way through the sensitive topic of incest, Leo thought about how he could best address the issue.


“Mikey, before I answer that question, please do something for me.  I want you to tell me what you want from our relationship.  Disregard what you’ve learned from television and books for the moment.  Just reach into your heart and tell me what you feel,” Leo said.


“You know as well as I do that doing what’s right doesn’t always mean you get what you want,” Mikey said stubbornly.


“Humor me,” Leo said.  “Take the media out of our discussion.  If this were your ideal world, what would happen between us?”


For a moment, Mikey was both silent and perfectly still.  Leo waited, knowing that he needn’t push the young turtle to answer.


“The first time I saw you guys, I didn’t know what to think,” Mikey began slowly.  “I was mostly surprised I guess, and then I figured I should avoid all of you.  But the more I thought about it, the more curious I got, and then after that last time when I let you see me I realized that what I mostly wanted was to know about you.  I didn’t understand why then, but it’s probably the same reason that you’re interested in me.”


“We’re attracted to each other,” Leo said, keeping his voice low and even.  “It is natural and instinctual for living things to seek out their own kind.”

“Sure, I get that,” Mikey said.  “But we’re the only ones of our kind, we’re both male, and we’re brothers.  I don’t want to be alone anymore and maybe that’s why I’m so drawn to you.  I really don’t want to mess up by doing something with you that brothers aren’t meant to do.”

“All right,” Leo said calmly.  “Then answer this question; how many of the movies or television shows you’ve watched, or the books you’ve read, feature turtles?”

The question surprised Mikey into turning over onto his carapace so that he could stare at Leo.


“Turtles?” Mikey repeated and then appeared to think about the question before saying, “Other than some in cartoons, none.”


“The primary characters in all of the entertainment you’ve grown up with have been human,” Leo said.  “How much do you know about turtles?”

Mikey appeared somewhat confused but also quite curious.  “Not much I suppose,” he admitted.  “I’ve been so busy trying to survive, I haven’t really thought about anything except getting to know what I could about humans.”


“You’ve spent your entire life accepting the part of you that is human, the part of you that became human because of a mutagen.  At the same time you’ve instinctively avoided prolonged contact with humans, because by nature that isn’t who you really are,” Leo said.  “That’s a confusing mix of cultures to try and absorb.  Now it’s time for you to embrace your origin as a turtle.  A turtles mating habits aren’t the same as humans; they aren’t constrained by religious or moral beliefs.


“If there are no females available, male turtles will mate each other when the need is strong enough.  They will vie for dominance but not actually fight about it, and often take turns on top.  Turtles will also mate a sibling because they don’t realize that the other turtle is a sibling.  The only reason that is not ideal is that interbreeding is bad for the bloodline, which is not a problem we’d have to face.

“As far as human society goes, they haven’t always agreed on the subject of incest either.  There have been times in history when brothers and sisters were expected to marry and produce heirs in order to maintain certain royal bloodlines.”

Once more Leo propped himself up on his elbow in order to look deeply into the younger turtle’s vivid blue eyes.  In them he could see the dawning of hope and how the concentrated furrow between Mikey’s eyes was slowly smoothing out.


“Mikey, there is no one to judge us but ourselves,” Leo said.  “I have always lived by the bushido code and the ways of the warrior.  In my search for the path to correct action and beauty I have adhered to the seven virtues; rectitude, courage, benevolence, respect, honesty, honor, and loyalty.  These are truths that each of us can find in ourselves, and it is within ourselves that we make our choices.  

“You have had none of the benefits of training with a ninjitsu master or the advantages of a loving family to guide you, yet on your own you have attained all seven of the virtues.  In the story of your life I have come to respect your intellect, your wisdom, your fortitude, and your strength.  I could ask for no finer mate and would be proud to have you become mine.  But ultimately it is your choice and I will not pressure you nor will I expect it of you.  If that isn’t what you truly want, then we will live as brothers and I will never abandon you.”

With that Leo lay back down.  Mikey’s eyes were pointed up towards the ceiling and his unblinking stare told Leo that the young turtle was deep in thought.

“Dude,” Mikey finally said in a breathy exhale.  “That was deep.  You sure know how to give someone a lot to think about.”


“Take your time Mikey,” Leo told him.  “It isn’t as though you have to make a decision right this minute.  Truthfully, I am very content to be here with you and to just enjoy your company.  We don’t have to rush into anything; I’m sure you’ll want to sleep on this and think about it when you’re more rested.”

Mikey suddenly bounded upwards, throwing himself across Leo’s shoulder and rolling the older turtle onto his carapace.  Before Leo could react to the surprise attack, Mikey was straddling him, wearing a wide smile as he gazed down at his bedmate.

“Leo, are you really committed to going slow?” Mikey asked.  “’Cause slow isn’t exactly my style.”


Rather than answer the question with words, Leo curved an arm around Mikey’s neck and pulled him down into a heated kiss.  Mikey quickly grasped Leo’s shoulders and leaned into the kiss, his tongue no longer tentative but instead greedy and insistent.


When Mikey pulled back with a satisfied grin, Leo blinked up at him.  “I somehow got the impression that you were shy,” he said in amazement.


“Nah,” Mikey said.  “I just don’t rush into things ‘cause that always turns out badly.  I don’t have any problem with how this is turning out.”


Leo’s eyes narrowed slightly and the corners of his mouth lifted; his expression suddenly sly.  Sliding sideways quickly, Leo escaped Mikey’s grip and then grasped the younger turtles upper arms, tossing Mikey back onto his shell.  When Mikey lifted his arms, Leo caught the young turtle’s hands in his and pressed them into the mattress on either side of Mikey’s head.  Lying flat on top of Mikey, Leo stared down at him, searching his eyes.

Mikey’s breathing was quick and deep and it wasn’t because of any physical exertion.  The expression on his face held that same teasing challenge that he had shown Leo while they were battling the Purple Dragons.


Slowly and deliberately, Mikey winked at him.  Leo’s smile grew wide just before his lips captured Mikey’s.
TBC………………
