„Are you kidding me?!“, Donatello exclaimed as a bellow alerted them to the alien sea monster that was now fast approaching their T-Sub.
From the periscope Leonardo could tell that it was quickly gaining on them despite their efforts to get the turtle-shaped submarine moving. “Donnie! Can you make this thing go faster?”
“Of course I can!”, he answered matter-of-factly from the ‘head’ of the sub before pressing a button. With a whir, two engines came to life on the flanks of their vehicle, revving up before breaking of at the seams that connected them to it and swiftly shooting off into the water ahead of them, leaving the turtles to watch dumbfounded.
“Wooow, that IS fast..”
Ignoring Mikey’s comment on the lost boosters, Donnie rushed his brothers back to their posts, instructing them to: “Pedal faster!!”
“Feeling the burn~”, the youngest cheered as soon as they jumped back onto the exercising equipment that their smart brother had engineered into being the sub’s kinetic drive. The turtles in red, blue and orange were panting up a storm as they pedaled for their lives.
“Go! Go! Go!”, Mikey kept chanting between breaths as if it would help them speed up.
In the front, Donatello turned the sub’s head enough to look back and see if they were making any progress outrunning the sea monster. His startled yell told the others that they were not, right before something bumped into the compartment the purple-banded brother was in, knocking him against the opposite window.
The turtles stilled and looked around with dread as they heard the sea monster clamp its flippers around their sub one by one, making escape impossible.
“That’s it! It’s got us! We’re gonna die!!”, Donnie yelled while helplessly clinging to the vehicles’ controls, fully expecting the creature to crush his painstakingly build machine with its body. Likely it was going to break the hull, causing his submarine to flood while keeping them trapped inside until they drowned, or perhaps it would be strong enough to break it in half to reach inside and devour them. Either way, there was nothing they could do to stop it.
… Except it didn’t seem to do anything… until the creature made a sound, a happy bellow, followed by a loving squeal.
Looking back at his brothers, Donnie could tell that they read the noises the sea monster was making the same way he did.
Leonardo was wide-eyed and tense, clearly uncomfortable and mortified at the unexpected turn of events.
Michelangelo was aghast, covering his mouth in embarrassment as he waited for someone to break the awkward tension in the air.
Raphael was absolutely appalled and repulsed, sounding his displeasure with a disgusted groan, which his brothers gladly joined in on once the silence was broken.
“Hey! We’re not that kinda sub!”, Mikey yelled up at the monster cuddling their T-Sub, flailing his arms with a bit of a frown.

Leo was feeling a headache coming on, he just wanted this situation to stop, to pretend that it never happened in the first place. “Donnie, do we have any weapons? Torpedos? Anything to get this thing off our shell?”
“Well, I was working on some explosives to use if the Turtle Sub got stuck in kelp or rocky terrain or, you know, the grip of an enemy.. but I didn’t have time to finish fixing up the release mechanism so I left them in my lab..”, he finished with a sheepish grin.
“Fine, then let’s just get out there and get it off ourselves!”, Raph suggested, twirling his sais before Leo stopped him, pointing up at the hatch.
“Raph, that thing is wrapped around the top of the ship, we’re not getting out of here! Besides, even if you did somehow manage to open that door, you’d just end up flooding the whole sub!”
Raphael was about to growl and retort, when the purple-banded turtle still sitting at the very front of the sub made a helpful suggestion.
“You could use the moonpool.”
“This thing has a pool?!”, Mikey gawked in amazement before looking around the small space, trying to figure out where his genius brother could have hidden a swimming pool inside the sub.
Leo on the other hand just shot Donnie an unimpressed look. “No time for weapons, but a pool?..”
“MOONpool.”, Donnie emphasized in annoyance, “It’s an opening at the bottom of a ship, submarine or underwater station that allows divers, machines or vehicles to get in or out of the water without causing flooding. You see, when-“
“We got it! There’s another way out, just tell us where it is!”, Raph groaned, not in the mood to have their air used up by one of Donnie’s speeches.
“Just look for a hatch in the floor back there!”
Mikey, who was already looking around the small space, immediately sprang up with a “Found it!”, reaching the hatch that was situated on the floor at the far back of the sub and already twisting the wheel atop it to unlock the hatch.
Leonardo stared in disbelieve at the position his brother had chosen for that exit. Considering the shape of their submarine, putting a hole of any kind THERE was just.. gross. Though he bet that Michelangelo loved the design choice, his youngest brother would probably laugh about their T-Sub having a butthole later at home…

Right now though, the young turtle in orange wasn’t laughing, he just let out a startled yelp and fell back as he opened the hatch door only for a long, thick, pink-ish tentacle to push its way into their sub.
The sea monster’s loving bellows picked up again, growing more excited.
Raphael’s eyes widened and he felt sick as he realized what this really was.
“Oh FUCK NO!”
“Raphael! Language!”, Leo reprimanded while dragging Mikey away from the dangerous tentacle.
“Don’t you ‘language’ me, Leo! You do see what’s happening here, don’t you?! We’re literally getting fucked!!”
That made Leonardo freeze and glance back at the ‘tentacle’ with dread pooling in his stomach. At a closer look, yes, it did look more.. phallic.. besides, he hadn’t seen the sea monster have any thick, pink tentacles.
“Get it out of here!”, Donnie yelled from behind Raph and Leo. He had sprung to his feet when the alien member pushed its way into his sub.
“How?!”, squeaked the youngest as he got off the floor to stand by his brothers.
“I know how”, Raph growled as he gripped his sais in his hands, though he hesitated, looking back and forth between his sai and the monstrous dick before shuddering. He did not want to defile his favorite sais by having them touch that thing… Instead he walked over to his still frozen older brother, taking one of the katanas out of its sheath, which promptly unfroze Leo to turn to his red-masked brother with an incredulous look.
Raph ignored him as he took a stance and pointed the sword at the phallic intruder that was shallowly thrusting into their moonpool.
“I’ll just cut it off!!”
The response to his plan was a chorus of pained whines as his brothers flinched away, protecting their own tails at the mental image. The loudest whine came from Mikey.
“Dude!! Not cool!”, he squeaked, “Don’t even threaten a guy like that! Poor Sheldon doesn’t deserve this!”
Raphael blinked and lowered the katana, processing what Mikey had just called their attacker.
“You did not.. seriously name that thing…”
“Yeah, I did! You think I’m gonna let some random no-name Kraang sea monster do the do with our T-Sub? Of course not!”, Mikey grinned, proud of himself as he declared the sea monsters new name, “So I named him Sheldon the Sensual Sea Serpent.”
The red-banded turtle just groaned at that and handed the katana back to their leader. “Fine, since you’re already buddy-buddy with ‘Sheldon’, why don’t YOU figure out how to get him out of here?”
“No problem!”, the orange-banded turtle answered calmly while taking out his nunchucks, pulling out the kusarigama chain from one. The use of their weapons had given him an idea.
“You don’t have to hurt him, you know, just make him uncomfortable. I know I wouldn’t want to stick my tail into a hole where it could get stuck on a chain!” With that Mikey sprang towards the large alien dick and wrapped his kusarigama chain around it before pulling tight.
It seemed to work as Sheldon bellowed and shook the sub with his movements, though unfortunately it became clear that the strangling chain actually had the opposite effect on him as instead of trying to pull free he just quickened his thrusts, nearly ripping the chain out of Mikey’s hands.
“What the shell was that supposed to be, Mikey?!”, Donnie exclaimed incredulously.
“Exactly what I said, of course! I’m making him uncomfortable until he pulls out!”, The youngest was straining to hold onto his chain with the dick’s fast thrusts constantly tugging at it.
Donatello shook his head in disbelieve, holding a hand to his forehead before finding the words to explain what his little brother was doing wrong.
“You’re not making him uncomfortable, you’re STIMULATING him. Considering his size I doubt we could even exceed enough force to make him uncomfortable in that manner at all. If you really want to make him ‘uncomfortable enough’ to pull out without causing serious damage I’d suggest aiming a harsh blow at one of the highest concentration points of nerve endings.”
The silence that answered his suggestion just made the creatures’ sensual bellows from outside sound much louder and clearer. His brothers were all looking at him, but none seemed to understand what he was trying to tell them. The situation seemed all too familiar.
With a sigh Donnie tried to make it clearer, “Hit. Him. In. The. Glans.”
“The what?”
“Oh, for the love of- We don’t have the time I’d need to teach you guys penile anatomy!”, annoyed, Donnie pulled his bo free and took a stance, “Just one well-aimed jab should do it..”
Hitting his target while it was moving so much wasn’t going to be easy, but he did his best to find the rhythm it was going for before he jumped and aimed the tip of his bo at the area right below the urethral opening. Just as he jabbed down at it the rhythm faltered though, causing him to hit straight into the hole instead, getting his bo stuck in it and yelping as he was suddenly moving with the phallus, which seemed to gain even more stimulation from Donnie’s accidental sounding. Getting over the initial shock, but still a little panicked, he scrambled against the sea monster dick in an attempt to get a foot hold and pull his staff free. When he didn’t immediately succeed in this though he realized he was just going to get a new bo anyways, even if he got this one back he would definitely get himself a new one after this so he gave up on freeing the bo and just jumped off instead. He was shaking a little when Raph and Leo helped him up.
“Why didn’t you just say ‘Go for the head’?!”, the red-banded one demanded, making his shaking brother blow up right back at him.
“Why do I need to explain what the most sensitive areas on a penis are?! Have you never masturbated?!”
On Donnie’s other side Leo froze again, face more red than green at this point. He was not prepared for a horny sea monster tonight. He was not prepared to have to face said sea monster’s… part… which stood taller in their sub than any of them. Nor was he prepared to hear his brothers swearing and speaking about physical pleasure and genitals so nonchalantly while fighting said sea monster part. He was supposed to be their calm and collected leader, but frankly, right now, he was quite overwhelmed and at a loss for words.
At least things couldn’t possibly get any more awkward than this…

“Uuh, guys? Something’s happening!”, Mikey tried not to squeak in trepidation as Sheldon’s dick swelled and shook against the restraint. He was fighting a losing battle trying to hold onto his kusarigama chain and the moment he slipped up and lost his grip they all saw white.
Torrents of cum shot from the tip, dislodging the bo and showering the three turtles that stood before it while coating most of the sub’s insides.
Seeing his brothers get hit, Mikey quickly stepped behind the squirting dick instead to avoid getting showered in sea monster jizz as well.
By the time it was done and deflated the entire floor was flooded in an ankle-deep layer of ejaculate, which thankfully started to drain out as soon as the phallus pulled out and freed the moonpool.
Leo, Raph and Donnie wiped the white goop off their faces as well as they could, two of the brothers looking eerily calm as they did.
One of those two was Raphael, who spoke in an uncharacteristically quiet rage. “I’m going to go out there.. and I’m going to kill that thing…”
“No time!”, Donnie, the only one out of the three that still wore his emotions straight on his face, “We’re on a time limit here, remember? April needs us and we’ve already wasted way too much time!!”
“You really want to go help her like THIS?! Play knight in shining CUM or what?! I don’t know about you, but I am NOT going to let anyone see me like this! And I will strangle anyone who talks about this to anyone after today!!”, Raph’s internal rage was making its way to the surface.
Donatello really did not have time for this, though Raph did have a point, he couldn’t come to April’s rescue covered from head to toe in alien sea monster sperm. They’d have to wash off first somehow and QUICK…
Ignoring his fuming red-banded, his eerily quiet and unmoving blue-banded and still somewhat cowering, cum-less orange-banded brothers, Donnie made his way up to the top hatch.
The sea monster was gone now, he couldn’t hear it anymore and it obviously wasn’t after them to kill or devour them anyways, so…
“Get ready to swim, guys”
