Raphael grumbled as he sat down in the chair that was in the room where he and Michelangelo would be receiving their interview. The two had known each other for a long time. They were best buds and did almost everything together. Both attended college and took classes along the lines of business and advertisement.

Raphael took a few classes in mechanics as well besides advertisement and business. Michelangelo took a few classes in video game design as well. However, both were a little nervous.

Splinter, the head CEO of Hamato Industries, had called them up at one of his martial arts classes. At first, the two were nervous that they had done something wrong, but were soon shocked when Splinter asked them if they would like an interview with his sons. They had told the old rat about them trying to find jobs and about their background and ever since then, Splinter seemed to be quite interested in them.

And this is how Michelangelo and Raphael fell into this predicament. It made them happy to know that they would be getting a job. But they weren’t sure about the whole being an assistant thing.

<i>Especially fer Splinter’s sons at dat, I bet dey are stuck-up’s too an’ have sticks up their asses.</i> Raphael thought and he grumbled as he looked towards the clock, what was taking them so long? Shouldn’t they have gotten here by now?

Michelangelo chuckled when he noticed his best friends distress and offered him a smile. “I’m sure that everything is fine, they must be preparing. They are the owners of this industry and must be very busy. So, don’t get too impatient. Try to set a good impression okay?”

<i>Raph trying to set a good impression? Best joke of the century!</i>


----------------------------------------------


“Father, with all do respect, we have told you this many times. <i>We. Do. Not. Need. Assistants!</i>” Leonardo argued, slightly annoyed that their father always insisted that they should get some assistants to help them out with their paperwork and other means.

Leonardo and Donatello were the sons of Hamato Splinter. Both turtles ran the Hamato Industries in which they invest and create technology. Donatello was the brains and the ideas of the business while Leonardo was the leader, helping out in ways that he could.

It was a great business, but working almost half of your life could be a little boring. The two turtles needed more excitement in their lives. Which is why Splinter wants them to hire assistants so that way they could go out and add some light into their lives.

Splinter had a serious look on his face as he leveled with his sons. “Donatello and Leonardo, I promise you that these two will be of good use to you. Please, at least interview them my sons. And if you still feel like you don’t need assistance, then I will let the matter slip. Understood?”

Donatello and Leonardo nodded and bowed before their father before walking out of their father’s office and towards the room where they would be interviewing the two clients Splinter had assigned for them.

“I understand that father cares and wants to make sure that we have things under control, but maybe he is overreacting just a little bit.”

Donnie added in softly, noticing his older brother’s distress. They both knew that their father meant well, but they would do as he asked regardless anyway. Despite the fact that that they believed that he was almost treating them like children.

“Yes, but, we should at least humor father and give them an interview. I believe that their names were <i>Raphael</i> and <i>Michelangelo</i>, correct?” Leonardo asked softly and smiled when his younger brother said that that was correct. “Well, are you ready?”

Both turtles looked themselves over. Leonardo was wearing a navy blue suit with a white dress shirt. Donatello was wearing a deep purple suit with a white dress shirt as well. And both wearing colored ties that matched their suits.

Donnie quickly looked at his phone to look through messages and was pleased to know that everything seemed to be under working condition.

“I believe so.”

Both turtles took in a deep breath before they headed towards the room. They had rehearsed this several times with many others. They would hear them out, look over their paperwork, make light conversation, and then politely explain to them that they really didn’t need assistants and that they were sorry that their father had even suggested the job.

“Here goes nothing.” Both turtles sighed towards each other, not really expecting what they saw as they opened the door.

End Prologue.


