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~*~
The Violence in These Delights
A fight gone wrong triggers a change between Donatello and Raphael that surprises them both. In the best way possible.
~*~
Raphael’s arm laid hard across Donatello’s front, pressing him back against the slimy sewer brick as the grinding metallic sound of the iron manhole cover sliding into place echoed around them.
They stood, still and silent in the shadows, barely even breathing, listening carefully for any sounds of pursuit.
It was supposed to be a quick trip to the junkyard. There and back, no muss no fuss. But of course, their excursions topside barely ever turned out so simple. Of course, those thugs would be trying to mug that little old lady just as they were passing over that alley. And of course, they had to help her because that was what they did best.
It just would have been nice if Raphael had stopped to think for two seconds before diving into the fray. If he’d had a moment more to plan, Donatello was sure they could have found a solution that wouldn’t have ended in them dodging bullets.
He squeezed his upper arm, sucking in a breath through his teeth as a trickle of blood dripped over his fingers.
“Ya’ ok?” Raph asked urgently, his head snapping around at the sound of Don’s hiss.
“Yeah.” Don answered through clenched teeth.
Moving further down the tunnel Don stopped under a grate where he could use the moonlight slanting though to check his wound. The bullet had only grazed him, it stung like hell, but the bleeding was light. He readjusted his duffel bag over his other shoulder to take the weight off his injured arm as Raph stopped next to him.
“Let me help ya’ bandage it.”
“It’s fine.”
“Come on, let me clean it.”
“No, it’s ok, it’s just a scratch.”
Raphael just gave him a look and started to pull on the bag, but Don jerked back out of his reach.
“Raph, I said it’s fine.” He snapped, annoyed at being coddled like he wasn’t the closest thing to a doctor they had. “It’ll keep until we get back to the lair.”
“Damn it, Don!” Raph snapped right back, grabbing Don’s good arm and forcing him back against the wall. “How many times have you insisted on cleanin’ us up before anything else because of germs and shit? Now sit down before I make ya’ sit down.”
They locked eyes, Raph holding him in place with a hard stare until Don finally relented, sliding down to sit on the cleanest piece of concrete he could find.
He wasn’t going to admit it out loud, but Raphael was right. Every time the four of them got into a fight, Donatello would always force everyone to stop moving as soon as it was safe so he could treat any open wounds. Down in the sewers, infection was their greatest enemy, and keeping his brothers healthy was his number one priority. Sometimes Don just forgot that he needed to hold himself to the same standard.
“Sorry.” He mumbled, still annoyed, but feeling a little bad about it.
Raph only grunted, pulling disinfectant and a box of band-aids from the duffle bag. He quickly cleaned the wound, holding pressure on it until it stopped bleeding. Don watched him work without comment, it was a rare sight to see how gentle the most hot headed of them all could be when he put his mind to it.
When Raph was confident Don wasn’t going to bleed out any time soon, he peeled a bandage from its packaging and gently stretched it over the cut. His fingers carefully smoothed out the edges, lingering on Don’s skin for a few seconds longer than necessary.
Donatello held completely still, looking closely at his brother’s face only inches from his own, afraid any movement or sound might break the spell.
Raphael wasn’t really the type for intimate conversation, preferring to show rather than tell. And on the occasions that they were intimate in other ways, talking was usually the last thing on their minds. So, it was difficult for Don to surmise what Raph was thinking as he stared hard at the bandage on Don’s arm with his jaw clenched.
As they both sat, unmoving, a strange scent wafted under Donatello’s nose, unlike anything he’d ever smelled before, deep and earthy and oddly calming. It was almost enough to make him forget why he’d been so upset to begin with.
After a long moment Raph noticed the genius staring at him and blinked, leaning back and smirking as he playfully pushed Don’s shoulder.
“There, all better.” He laughed, quickly putting the medical supplies back in the bag. “Ya’ gotta admit that was fun though, right? I mean, those dummies were pissin’ themselves before the jackass with the gun showed up.”
And just like that, the moment was gone. Don huffed, his annoyance circling back to bubble at an angry simmer, “That’s right, make a joke about it… like you always do.” Standing, he grabbed the duffel bag and swung it over his shoulder as he walked away.
“Aw, come on brainiac, don’t be mad. I wasn’t gonna just let them hurt her…”
“Of course not Raph!” Don spun, his brother almost barreling right into him at the sudden stop. “But we could have found a way that didn’t involve one of us almost getting killed. Why do you always do that? Why do you leap before you look? Why can’t you just... you know what? Never mind. If you won’t listen to Splinter or Leo about this, then why would you ever listen to me…”
He stalked off down the tunnel again, determined to make it home without saying another word. Trying to get logic through Raphael’s thick skull was about as effective as trying to mix oil and water and he wasn’t in the mood to waste his breath.
Every time they went topside there was always a risk that they wouldn’t make it home. Don knew that every fight could lead to one of them being lost forever and tonight brought that truth into sharp focus again. Only this time the difference was the change in his feelings and how he was too cowardly to just tell his brother…
Tell him what? That the thought that Raphael might have been the one standing in the path of that bullet sent spikes of ice through his heart? That the way Raph was protecting him and refusing to go any further before Don’s wound was clean made his heart pound like a love-sick puppy?
No. Right now the only thing he needed was to get back to the lair so he could take a shower, bury himself in some work and try to forget this whole night ever happened.
“Donnie, stop. What’s got yer panties in a twist? Why are ya’ so mad at me? Those guys were pushovers…”
“That’s not the point, Raphael!” Don said, turning as his temper flared, poking at Raph’s plastron with a single finger. “Don’t you realize how bad this could have been? There could have been more of them. What if they’d all had guns!? What if you had been standing where I was?! What if you were the one that…”
That smell was permeating the air again and Don breathed in deep, blinking to stop his eyes from crossing. It made him feel faint and jittery all at the same time, and for some inexplicable reason it seemed to be fueling the burst of anger that was coursing through him. Raphael’s impulsive nature was going to get him killed one day and his lack of regard for that risk made Donatello’s blood run cold.
Raph’s face had gone blank while Don ranted and something about that empty look made the genius snap. Maybe it was the fact that his red banded brother only ever seemed to respond to violence and in his anger, Don thought that was the only way to get through to him, but, when he ran out of words to yell he just pulled back his fist and took a swing.
He was too emotional, so the punch was weak and Raph easily caught his wrist, surprised by the audacity of it. Don jerked in his grip, unable to pull away, so he swung up with his other fist, but the injury to his arm made him slow and Raph caught that wrist too, twisting down until Don’s arms were locked straight at his sides. Then he pulled Don in, flush against his plastron to stop the errant genius from trying it again.
“What’s gotten into you?” Raph rumbled, stopping when he felt his brother shiver.
Donatello’s eyes had gone dark, shining with the few rays of moonlight that barely lit the tunnel, and Raph saw something in them that he wasn’t expecting. Intrigued, he squeezed the wrists he still held, increasing the pressure until Don’s lips parted with a soft gasp.
For a minute they just stared at each other. Don breathed deeply, enveloped in Raphael’s scent, masculine and musky and everything that could turn him into a melted puddle of mush in the blink of an eye. A jolt of pleasure like he had never experienced before had shot up his arm when Raph’s hand closed around his wrist and suddenly the heavy weight of those clamped fingers was all he could think about. He looked up at Raph from under his eye ridges and licked his lips.
Raph cocked his head, his pupils dilating. He released one wrist, reaching up to take hold of Don, the grip gentle but his fingers like blazing hot brands on the back of Don’s neck. Then he spun them around, pushing until Don slammed up against the brick tunnel wall.
Donatello grunted, instantly tilting his head, exposing his throat in a submissive gesture that was more instinct than anything else and let out a rumbling churr that echoed down the tunnel.
At the sound, Raph’s cock jumped painfully inside his plastron. He raked his eyes down Donatello’s body, the genius’s unguarded posture triggering something primal deep in Raph’s core, something animal, something restless.
“Mmm… ya’ like that Donnie-boy? Is this what ya’ want?” He leaned in, scenting Don’s neck, smiling as his brother shuddered and moaned.
“I had no idea ya’ liked it so rough…” Raphael growled, tracing the edge of Don’s jaw and pushing with his thumb to move his head further to the side. Blowing lightly, he waited until gooseflesh pricked across Don’s skin before biting down hard into the crook of his neck.
“Ahh!… oh shhhit…” The swear rolled into another deep churr and Raph pressed his hips forward, grinding their plastrons together, releasing a churr of his own as Donatello twitched underneath him.
Don had no idea how his legs were still holding his weight. He’d had sex with Raphael plenty of times before but never had it felt anything like this. This was completely different, deeper, it meant something more, he could feel it exploding through his veins like wildfire.
That alluring, addictive scent bloomed like a fog between them, and all Don wanted to do was collapse to the ground and let Raph take him, claim him, ruin him - for the rest of time.
The hothead nibbled at the bite, soothing it with a lick before pulling Don off the wall and directing him backwards through an archway just to the right of where they were standing. It led into an old, abandoned utility room. A quick glance over his shoulder showed Don a lone set of stairs leading up to a ledge with rusted out electrical boxes and broken pipes covering the wall.
Raph pinned him against the side of the ledge, immediately taking possession of his mouth. Don opened with another breathy moan, desperate to have any part of Raphael inside of him as quickly as possible.
Needing to be closer, Don reached forward to grab at Raph’s hips, finding instead his cock out and standing proudly between them. Churring against Raph’s tongue, Don wasted no time wrapping his fingers around it, eagerly stroking the rock-solid length in his hand as his own erection tumbled out to meet it.
“Oh fuck…” Raphael groaned, breaking the kiss to press his forehead into Don’s shoulder.
Their breath was heavy in the small space, the scent of their combined arousal an overpowering musk that had them both shaking.
“Raph… please…” Don whimpered, trying to coax another kiss from his brother.
All at once the room was spinning. Raphael pushed him against the ledge, curled himself over Don’s shell and nuzzled into his neck. Teeth bit into Don’s skin once more, and he cried out, the pain a delicious agony that set off sparks all the way down his spine.
Raph grabbed both of Don’s wrists and planted his hands on the edge of the concrete platform. “Keep ‘em right there.” He husked, pressing Don’s palms down. “Don’t move.”
Donatello wouldn’t dare. The timber of Raphael’s voice, deep and guttural, ignited a desire to submit in him so pure that he knew from that point forward he would do absolutely anything his brother asked him to do.
Distantly, through the haze of his lust, Don could hear a rummaging noise somewhere off to the side. Cracking his eyes open he could see his duffle bag had somehow ended up on the ledge and Raph was searching through it.
“Ya’ got lube in here?” He growled into Don’s ear.
“Fr… front pocket…”
His voice was barely a whisper, but Raph heard it, smiling wickedly against the side of his head. “That’s what I love about ya’ Donnie… always prepared.”
Don barely had a second to ponder the meaning of that loaded sentence before he heard the click of a lid and braced himself, desperate for the feel of Raph’s fingers inside him.
But that wasn’t what he got. Raphael’s weight disappeared from his back and Don blinked in confusion, turning his head to find his brother crouched behind him, his strong emerald hands massaging the globes of his ass.
“Spread yer legs.” Raph ordered and Don obeyed, practically jolting upward off his feet as slick fingers began stroking his tail, pulling and tugging the sensitive appendage until a deep churr rolled from Donatello’s throat that seemed like it would never end.
Raph pressed in, licking at Don’s hole, smirking with satisfaction as the genius sobbed and squirmed and pushed back against his face to give his questing tongue better access. Raphael delved deep, probing and stretching the tight ring of muscle that separated him from his goal.
This wasn’t real, this was a fever dream; it had to be because nothing in the real world could ever feel this good. Donatello clutched the concrete under his palms, rocking up onto the balls of his feet. Raphael’s tongue was a magic wand, casting waves of pleasure that rippled through his entire body.
The sounds of his brother’s excitement made white hot need pulse in Raph’s gut. Sitting back, he slicked his fingers once more, circling the puckered opening right in front of his face. Barely remembering to be gentle, he slowly inserted one finger and began to stretch Don open, holding the genius’s hip with his free hand to keep him from bucking away. It didn’t take long before he was able to add a second finger. Don was so willing and ready for him, always so eager. Raphael already couldn’t get enough of him, but right now, watching his fingers slide in and out of Don’s molten heat was most erotic thing he’d ever seen.
Pressing both fingers in as deep as they would go Raph searched for the hidden bundle of nerves that would turn Don into putty in his hands. He twisted his wrist, pushing harder, and suddenly Don squealed, lurching up and back down again with an open-mouthed cry.
“Raph! …fuck… ~please…”
Instantly Raphael was on his feet, curled over Don’s back again, palming his own erection to spread the lube that was left on his fingers. “Please what?” He growled.
Donatello went very still at the sound of his brother’s heated question rumbling in his ear. His brain was a jumbled mess, his tongue wouldn’t move. He tilted his head, exposing his neck again and Raph nipped at the offered olive skin, pressing the swollen crown of his cock against Don’s opening.
“This what ya’ want?” Raph teased, pressing into Don just enough to get his attention before pulling away. Don threw his head back and mewled his disappointment, gasping when Raph pushed in again. “Answer me. Is this what you want?”
“Yesss~” Don hissed.
Muscles trembling, Raphael dug his fingers into Don’s hips, holding with the tip of his erection only just pressing in, breathing heavy and hot against Don’s neck with his teeth bared.
“Mine.”
Donatello froze, eyes and mouth wide. Raph’s voice was animalistic, dominant, possessive, and in that moment, Don was all too willing to surrender to it. Releasing a shuddering breath, he nodded.
With an almost feral snarl Raphael plunged his cock into Donatello’s velvet heat in one slick thrust, rocking Don forward onto his elbows as he set a furious pace ramming into the pliant body beneath him.
Tiny spots of light burst across Don’s vision, and he howled, barely able to hold himself upright with Raphael hitting his prostate with every thrust. Needy cries fell from his lips as half-formed, incoherent words, and within seconds he was teetering on the brink of oblivion, all he needed was just a little friction.
Through the blood rushing in his ears Raph could hear Don begging for release, chanting his name over and over between gasping breaths. It was the sweetest sound he’d ever heard. The genius writhing from his touch - submitting to his claim like it was the most natural thing in the world - ignited his desire on an ancient and instinctual level unlike anything he’d ever felt before.
Raphael reached around, his hand a blur as he took hold of and pumped his brother’s erection. Immediately it was like he’d set off a box of fireworks in the tiny room. Donatello arched beneath him, screaming as he came. The sound of it cascaded across Raph’s nerve endings, lighting an inferno within him and with a bellowing shout he buried himself to the hilt, spurting his climax as deeply inside Don as it would go, smothering him in his scent so no one could ever again question who Donatello belonged to.
Twitching through the last pulses of his orgasm, Don collapsed onto his forearms, reveling in the feel of Raphael’s weight draped over his shell. Through the haze of his thoughts, he felt Raphael nibbling kisses up and down his neck and across his shoulder, soothing the last of his tremors by rubbing his arms. Raph was being so gentle, so tender, he’d never known his brother to be so… romantic.
Don had no idea how long they stood there like that before their breathing returned to normal and Raph finally slid out of him. The hothead took the time to reverently tuck Don back into his shell before taking care of himself, then grabbed a towel from the duffel bag and spent long minutes carefully cleaning Don’s backside.
Raphael wrapped an arm around Don’s waist to keep him steady, pulling him close as he worked. He didn’t know why, but right now he couldn’t stand the thought of Donatello being even an inch away from him. When he was finished, he threw the towel back in the bag and turned Don around, enveloping the genius in his arms, breathing in Don’s contented sigh.
Eventually he leaned back, just far enough so they could stare into each other’s eyes.
“I don’t know what just happened,” Raphael began. “Or what that was… but I don’t think I need ta know. You’re the most amazing thing in my life, Donnie, and I know I don’t think before I do things. I know I let my emotions get the better of me sometimes. And I know that drives ya’ crazy.” Raph smiled as Don acknowledged the confession with a laugh, “but, I never meant to put either of us in danger. It would kill me if you got seriously hurt because of some boneheaded thing I did. Donnie… I… I just…”
Don blinked away the moisture in his eyes as Raph softly traced the edge of the bandage on his arm with his fingers, and when his brother’s words faltered Don quickly leaned in to silence him with a kiss.
“I’m sorry I yelled at you.” Don whispered as he pulled back.
Raph snorted. “No, yer not.”
Shrugging lightly, Don decided that was probably true. “Alright, then I’m sorry you made me yell at you.”
The hothead’s barking laugh echoed off the concrete surrounding them. “Yeah, that I believe.”
Don bit his lip and suddenly they were both laughing, the weight of this entire night too much for either of them to take completely seriously anymore. They both knew something huge had just changed between them, but they could discuss the gravity of it on a different day.
For now, Raph smiled and kissed the center of Don’s forehead. “Man, that was intense. I never would’ve thought you had it in ya’.”
Don blushed. “Apparently I do. It doesn’t surprise me at all that you were so into it, though.”
“Oh, I’m into it.” Raph answered, bringing a hand up to tenderly touch the swollen mark of his teeth on Don’s skin. “I’m into you… and now everyone is gonna know it.”
Don shivered again, somehow both excited and terrified of what the others were going to say when they saw what Raph had done to him. This was new and dangerous territory.
Thoughts were already starting to multiply in his head about that strange smell and what it was - pheromones, most likely, but he would need to run some tests to discover why they were suddenly producing them now and not before during all the other times they’d slept together - but that could all be taken care of later. Right now, even through the nervousness, Don just wanted to scream it from the rooftops, wanted to take out a billboard in Times Square so the whole world could see how Raphael had claimed him.
And to think, all it took was the searing heat of a single bullet.
