Damn I'm such a sap. 

I don't care if I am.

It's fucking stupid to hide it, well at least from myself.

But fuck if I didn't mean every word of it, guess those Haiku things Sensei makes us write are useful.

Thinking about how calm a cool his motions are, how gentle his hands are, even the soft tone of his voice...it's like water. He can be powerful and quick like the waterfalls that beat down from the mountains, roaring in the calm of a jungle to crush anything that dares to challenge him. But when he's himself, his true self, he's like a stream; calm, cool, gentle, refreshing giving life to every living thing around him. I could drown in the waters of his voice as he sings those old songs father taught him, I enjoy being bathed in the refreshing mist of his eyes when he's watching me train, even the slow trickle of his laughter makes me want to drink it up till the last drop. He's the life of our home, ever moving and flowing around us, protecting us. Like a moat of perfect strength and wisdom he keeps us safe, but when war isn't knocking on our door he gives us a calm presence to bathe our troubles in and wash away our fears. A spring of life that illuminates the darkness we were born into.

But...I want more. 

I want to bottle his fluid body and seal it close to my body, I want to dowse myself in the refreshing cascade of his touch cooling my rage. I bark and bite but  only to keep from wanting to drown in him. I look for anything to rage war between us for fear of treading that irresistible ocean of passion. Fighting more with myself to keep on the shores when I want to dive in, I can wade in the shallows only to seek brotherly comfort any further and I'll be swept away by my own desires. But here, in my mind, I can push myself to near exhaustion and collapse in my room to escape in the depths of my mind. His deep blue eyes swimming in peaceful love, my love, the lush green of his skin blending with my darker tone until we're like the forests he loves to look at in books. Behind these doors I can swim in an ocean of passion as I drown in his voice. I can more than imagine holding the liquid cool to my burning flesh forcing him to melt that mask of ice and appear for me alone as I send him into a fog of bliss. I can hear his grunts and panting as if he'd fought a thousand soldiers, the scent of incense and spice from his body rushing over me as I dive deeper into my lust. His body trembling beneath my fingers, both of passion and fear; I know he's afraid to show his inner heart but in these passions he shows me. The torrent storm calms in my powerful arms, his rushing worries for our family and clan ease under my lips, the fear he carries every day...I'll take it away. Under the waters of sleep I can hear him calling out to me to touch him, his cold skin strokes my arms...he'll know then that I work so hard to be strong for him...the light drips of his lips on my neck and shoulders will feel like rain in a drought...his smooth legs will spread open for me to drink up all he can offer. I will melt the frozen walls he's built with a passion he couldn't even dream of, all the years in this desert of fire will be worth that first sip from his virtue. 

After each fight I grab the frigid water from our home, a towel from the wash room, and descend into my room heated from our battle and burning of thirst from yelling with him. I collapse hard into my hammock, letting the heat consume me I want to be as steamed as possible; but as I am about to hit my limit I dump that water on my body. It stings like the blades I see him care for, slicing through the rage and pain like only his voice can do to me. The cloth soothes my need for intimacy I can see him smoothly touching every crevice of my chest, even the scars I bare for him, slowly painfully slowly it drifts down my arms and wrist. Moving like the running water over my shell and tail, the faintest of drops send the thrill down my spine as I let the water drip down my dropped weakness. Just the barest of touches and those practiced skills are put to use as they waif over my sides and around my waist. The cold trickle teases my legs flowing cruelly behind my knee making my breath catch at the vision of him so low, fingers teasing those tense muscles of my calves as a warmth spreads over my lower plastron. Damn it feels so good, even if it's my imagination putting him here in this place with me I can't help but feel weightless in the rush of his warmth encasing me. Those ocean orbs looking up from a lude position begging me to give him all I've got, submerging into my darkest desires I thrust myself into the drowning heat of him. Faster and faster I crash into the heat of him, like a spring of hot water he washes away the shame I feel from the act. Offering to cleanse me of the blood I'm covered in from this life of justice, quenching my thirst for penance for the violence I invoke only to protect, all this and more I dive deeper and deeper until I can hardly breath; in a rush of heat and lust I cry out his name as I flow into his forgiving waters. Shuddering from the release of my sins into the cold cloth in my hand I let the mist carry me to the showers to warm up once more as the water rains down from the shower I can't help but smile again at the memory of what I had just done.


The heat warms my heart again as the water trickles down my body I roll my muscles and groan at the feel of it. Once more I allow my mind to savor the feeling to indulge later. As if fate had me in mind the door opens again, in the fog of steam he's there wanting to join me. How can I say no? The ripples of beads cascading down the flawless skin give me another fantasy to enjoy when I once more dive into the shameful ocean of my mind. But for now we apologize, I steal a touch, and just as always he looks deep into my eyes searching for sincerity of the moment. In those stares I offer all the passion I have burning inside me to him, to show I truly mean my words, hoping he understands. That smile says he believes it and once more turns to purge himself of the musk from his training, again into the spray I can't look away. If ever you get the chance to gaze upon nature's perfect could you turn away from something so...

Beautiful?

They hate me...

Those who cursed me with this Affliction....they hate me.

Why? Why oh why?

Whatever God, Fate, or cruel divine being rules this existence of mine hates me. No sooner do I rid my body of it's energy through hours and hours of training I hope to seek relief in the cold waters of our bathing area. But as the cards would fall I find not only is the bath occupied but by none other than the object of my desires.

The smell of him hangs like a thick smoke in through the steam, he always smells strong after a fight and it only excels when we carry the argument home. I had hoped, wished, prayed even that like his habits show he'd fled for the night on his bike. I didn't of all things think I'd see him completely bare under the steam, water running mockingly over that forbidden flesh. 

They hate me.

Still no wishing to be awkward I turn into my own spray and try to scrub away my shame. The thoughts won't stop...the burning in my shell only gets worse as the mist takes form and my inner flames begin to show behind lids my darkest dreams. His scent flows all around me, the musk of his sex seems also to mix in the clouds. I see him turn to wash again and for once I allow my fantasies to take hold of me. I can't resists...the water flows around us, our bodies concealed by the steam from the heat of our passion. He moves silently through the small layer of water on the cold tile, proving he is just as much a master as me, but those steps are lustful and his eyes hungry. 

The stream gets louder, he has moved! Oh no did I slip? Is my face betraying me? 

I spare a glance and those burning eyes are upon me again, roaming flames caress my bare skin as he gazes upon me. I feel weak, exposed, but I don't know what to do or say for fear my voice will betray what only moments ago I had been dreaming.

"Hey Leo..." his voice..."Look 'M sorry...I know yer tryin' your best out there. An' I'm sorry, I'm a hothead..." oh but Raph that's part of what I love about you. Wait did I just...love...oh my god! I'm in LOVE with Raphael....

"Leo?"

Taking a steadying breath I try and keep my voice calm, managing it to at least be low. 

"I know, I'm sorry too Raphael. We both can be stubborn, but we came home alright right? Guess that's all we need." I smile and again those eyes, they hold so much fire and passion. In the streams of vapor they look like golden suns above the clouds. He looks as if he's trying to show me more of that fire I already know will burn my soul. 

"Ya, so we're good?" 

They hate me...

His arms spread for an embrace, I'll come undone! I'll be burned to oblivion! No! Why am I moving to him? No! Stop! Don't let him!

Bracing what self control remained and returned the gesture pleading with my very soul he doesn't see right through me. I smile in hopes it is enough. Releasing each other we return to our bathing but I can feel his eyes upon me as I move. Did he not buy it? Does he suspect? 

Part of me wishes he would embrace me again with those burning arms, scorch my heart with his passionate love, what I wouldn't give to be free!

Chhurrr

Oh God!

**********************************

Beautiful...I can't stop staring. My body won't move, my eyes can't turn away from the sight of his body being washes clean by the very water I see flowing through his soul. 

"Churr"

Did he just? My body moved on it's own, crossing the floor silently despite the water flowing over the tiles.

I know that sound, I've made it myself many times thinking of him under me. Humming into my hand that sound of pure desire. He just made that sound...why?

Wrapping my arms mutely around him so he can't run I move to look into those ocean eyes of his. Fuck! He's red as my mask an' sexy ta boot. Focus numbskull!

Looking down I see a war, he's fighting himself, for fuck's sake! 

"Whatcha want Fearless?"

His body freezes in my arms and I can sense his fear, he's afraid...of me? No there's more ta this...leaning close I rub my scent to him, pouring my heart into the motion. Please open up to me Leo! Don't fight this alone!

"Churr churr. Oh God...Raph..I..damn!"

His body suddenly crumbles to the floor, finally the ice has melted. I feel his tears on my shoulder. The heat around us is suffocating but I can't let go. I won't leave him like this.

Moving again I take in his scent expecting to find fear, sorrow, even loss in it but...Oh Leo!

"You smell like spring big brotha..." taking in the sweet scent again I know it well. Every time he thinks he's lone releasing his own desires top side. I smell it, the musk, his scent of need...it's like spring. He's begging for something...

"Leo, c-can I tell ya somethin' without ya freaking out on me?" All I can get is a trembling nod as his grip tightens. I feel the rush of his soul over me in a tidal wave of emotion. I know this feeling, I have it myself...damn I gotta talk before I drown in this..his...

Carnage

Damned....

I've fallen to low, sunk below the point of salvation, and I love it. 

Damned for all eternity.

"You smell like spring..." Damn...

In this hell of sin and dishonor, I find peace and freedom. I can't hate it, I want this. His arms around me, the burning heat of his flesh against mine, his voice ghosting over my skin, and those brilliant eyes looking only at me. I shame myself further by showing him this sinful side of me. My face is so hot he's put me into this degrading fever, my body won't stop shaking...his words they've undone me, I'm burning inside, all around me is hot I can't control anything like this. Damn!

"Can I tell you something without ya freakin' out on me?" Again that low graveled baritone of his, I can only nod and pray. Please just tell me you hate me! That you can't stand me! Anything...I can't survive this inferno! No don't hold me tighter, please Raph I can't...

"I love ya Leo..." Wha...What did he just....

"Fuck! I love ya Leonardo. I've been beatin' myself off for months thinkin' about hold'n ya like this. I've seen you hiding your need, I've watched ya cum so many times in the shadows..." Those blazing eye burn into me as you confess this...this...impossibility. I'm undone...my soul is ash, my heart seared with his words, I can't believe my ears, I can't trust my body...what do you want from me?

Hehe well if I'm going to burn forever, I want it to be in your flames...my hothead, passionate, younger brother. 

"I love you too..."

***********************

Those words wash over my body, I knew it would feel this good. Though it was barley a whisper I heard them, the words I've only imagined in that cooling depth. An oasis in this desert of my life, a life filled with pain and loss; you are my saving grace Leonardo...and now your mine. 

Looking into your eyes I see the fear, the war is still waging in your heart even though you've confessed to your feelings. That damn honor of yours keeps you from seeing what this can be, what it is, isn't dirty. Your body is trembling so I hold you tighter, I'll be your strength like always. I'll catch you every time you fall apart. I will be everything, anything, you need.

"Don't be afraid, I call ya Fearless for a reason...." The melted pieces of your mask pool in those deep ocean eyes, I want you to forget....Forget your honor, your shame, forget what the others will think...let me love you.

"Don't run, don't hide, an' don't shut me out." Leaning into your frame my body covers yours. Shielding you from the spray that's gone cold, from the ice that threatens to conceal your heart once more, I will be that shield against it all. "I love ya Leonardo...an' I ain't gunna let anythin' take ya away from me." Finally you relax, the weight of your body grows as you slip away from this moment no doubt exhausted both physically and mentally. 

Turning the water to still, wrapping us both from the chill of the air, I carry my precious burden to his room. I explain to father he collapsed from his training and I'll keep vigil tonight, an excuse, but he consents. I know the  talk with father will have to come someday, but for now we'll hide. I'll burn for him and him alone, he'll cover me in refreshing faithfulness; together we'll make a world we both can love and live. 

But for now, as we lay side by side hidden beneath the folds of this simple blanket I am finally at peace. Years of Affliction and Carnage, I finally can hold the one thing that makes it Beautiful. Even in this shameful love we've found I am happy, I even find amusement in the conversation that dawn will bring. But if living a blessed life means living without him...then I've never been so grateful to be born

Damned.

I'm hopeless.

Completely and terribly hopeless....

Maybe it's the mixture of instinct and the human complex known as rebound...It's irrational, superficial, and simply...well impossible!

Illogical, improbable, utterly useless! No sooner does she make her choice in a grief stricken moment of delusional euphoria I find a yearning for affection from one of my own kind. Some one who's known my loneliness, a comrade in hardships of the heart, that's all a simple trick of the mind to quell the turmoil of rejection. 

That's all.

So why can't I stop thinking about him?

About that innocent little joke? 

"Hey Don now that April's outta the way, maybe now you'll give the Mikester a chance at your heart hehehe!"

Was it simply a jest? Did he truly pine for my attention while I was fixated on her? He did bother me a lot but that's just how he is...isn't it? Sure he USED to cling to Leo and Raph when we were children but when we his puberty he naturally reached out to me since we're closer in age...right?

Ah! This is going nowhere! Well let's just explore the subject to get it out of mind. What do I find so attractive about...Mikey? Of all the mutated turtles in New York...well only four, three not counting me...FOCUS!

Mikey...Mikey...Mikey is...He's....

He's a breath of fresh air, like a clean wind that sweeps in when the rotting decay of life and sorrow threaten to overwhelm the senses completely. He's a refreshing summer wind to chase away the over baring heat of hate and prejudice of our lives. 

Further still you could even say he's like a moving, living, jovial sun himself. Melting away the winters of loneliness and bitterness from never have finding love. He warms the very air he brings with laughter and his own sense of freedom. 

He's ever changing his personality, there's nothing stable at all about him. But that is something to be admired. Never cant he wind flow through the same air twice right? Mikey is like the wind that brings change and growth in our home. The ever evolving world around us captivates him and like a rushing gale he sweeps it up in his merry manner and brings those changes through our lives.

Discovery, laughter, change, freedom, simply put he's the breath of life for this small yet hidden clan. How could I not have noticed him before now? The perfect subject for an ever curious mind such as mine. 

Oh no this isn't good...now I'm fully, terribly, completely 

Enthralled.

Fun...hmmm...what's a turtle do for fun around here? Raph and Leo are finally gettin' it on, 'bout time yesh those dudes are thick. 

Dad's busy with his 'shows' so much for tv gameage...dude not cool! Well there's always...nah I really pushed it with that April comment, I better chill.

Feet why are you moving to D's lab? Come on little dudes I don't wanna bother....Don.

Man of all the mutated turtle bros in New York I'm so glad I've got Donnie. Ya I know not many but my point is still valid! He's awesome! Like totally down to earth and calm, and nice, and a good fighter, and....

Looking at him reminds me of when father took us to the park in fall. He's always moving and weaving like the blades of tall grass. He's even thin like grass. His soft mumbling reminds me of soft wind rushing by my ears. He's just so...alive!

The way he moves from place to place like a little critter but each place serves a purpose. He's always so grounded in his work, in us, like...like a tree. Ya!

Donnie's a tree and each part about him is like a branch. Moving with the wind, growing and changing but at the root it's all the same. Dude this is an appiffi, apanie, what's that big word...epiphany Mikey woah even in my head he's smart! 

But ya back to the tree thing, he's just so..so solid. Ya solid is the best way to describe D. He's always firm in what he wants and will not let anything move him away from it, not even pizza. He stands strong for all of us when we don't know what to do or things get really tough, even Leo admires how fast his mind works. Sensei says Don has a flower inside that grows as he does.

I can totally see that, I bet it's a big purple one! Like a violet or forget me not. He's really beautiful too, wonder if he knows that? The strong firm curve of his legs from walking everywhere all day, all that bending and squatting down for parts made his tail end really tight too. I love looking at him! I like to draw him sometimes in a forest of bamboo, something about his height and form just reminds me of them. He bends, twists, and moves like stalks caught in a wind, especially when I'm around, he even whistle when he works and the bamboo shutes whistle when they move. He's perfect. No matter what he keeps strong to see everything through, even if he knows the chances are slim that it'll work out. He's pretty down to earth too, like tree roots, planted in his lab but still connected to everything...I like that about him...a lot.

I'd really like to hold him, to feel that solid body of his bend for me, to smell his skin and see if it's like pine, or juniper. I know what kind of soap he uses but I think his skin would be different. But I'm like totally drawn to him. It doesn't bother me, shell I knew I was gay when I say Raph working out without his mask and nearly dropped down in the dojo.

Not to say my other bros aren't totally hot in their own ways. Leo's steady and Raph is strong but Donnie's like my rock. If I wear in a relationship with him I'd be the one to take care of him as he grew like a tree...He's always taking care of us and protecting us with nothing more than his brains and a stick. That's pretty solid. 

Well looks like I found something to do, I got all worked up and this shell's getting tighter by the second think I'll head to the drainage pool, another awesome spot made by my sexy bro. I'll go for a swim and will totally have some private 

Fun.

More to come if you wish it, please comment or message if you’d like these little drabbles to continue.
