“Right then,” Raphael said, as he took a swig from his beer bottle and spread some cards across the floor in front of him. “Let’s see just how dirty this ‘adult’ rated game really is.” He caught Michelangelo’s eye as Mikey grinned at him from across their seated circle.

“I sneak peeked a few examples on my way home bruh,” he said. “I think they’ll get the Raphael smutty seal of approval.”

“Interesting,” Donatello commented, studying the text on the card nearest to him. He took a beer bottle from the floor in front of him and flipped it open with the bottle opener.

The brothers all sat in a circle on the rug in the main living area, a large selection of alcoholic beverages on the floor in front of them along with a deck of colourful cards that Michelangelo had acquired on his latest sewer run. Master Splinter was away for a few days, the drinks supplies were in, spirits were high and the scene was set for some high-jinx. While the Sensai was away….

