Michelangelo gave a yawn as he woke up at the couch, the TV on with a cooking show going on that comes on during the weekdays at 7PM. Splinter volunteered to watch over Donatello in order to let him have some sleep and he accepted it. He sat up and quickly stretched his limbs before getting on his good leg and hopping on over to the kitchen. He took half an hour to fix some green tea and place a new bag of ice on his bruise before heading over to Donatello’s room to see Splinter in the desk’s chair, sitting beside the operating table, where Donatello laid, still asleep. 
“Hey, sensei,” Michelangelo greeted as he set the tray of tea on the desk and poured out a cup for both of them. “Some fresh green tea.” 
“Thank you, my son,” he responded as he got up and walk on over to the tray. “Please, have a seat,” he offered. 
“Oh, sweet,” Michelangelo said as he took a cup and hopped on over to take a seat on it. Splinter took the tray and walked over to take a seat on the floor next to him. “Oh, you want this-”
“I’m fine, Michelangelo,” he said, amused. “I sleep on the floor. I can sit on the floor, too.” 
“But your floor has some comforters to help, you know,” the youngest told him. 
“True, but it’s nothing to be concern about. I’ll be taking some time to sleep soon,” he told him. 
“Yeah, you’ve been up for quite a while,” he agreed as he took a sip and sighed happily. Drinking green tea was ‘spend some personal time with Sensei’ time that they have almost daily. It’s been there thing since Michelangelo found out how to order green tea leaves and helped make tea with him. He loved his sons but, bless them, the only one with advanced culinary skills were Michelangelo, so the two of them were the ones who make the tea and often drink it alone. It was needed, since it’s one of those rare moments when he can get him to concentrate and don’t waste his time with his comic books and TV. 
“Yes, I am quite sleepy,” he admitted as he took a sip. “Hmm, well done, Michelangelo, as usual.”
“I can cook tea all day and it would come out perfect,” the turtle bragged. 
“I have absolute confidence in that. As much as it bothers me, you do concentrate on your cooking more than you do on your training,” Splinter said. 
“Nothing personal,” he shrugged with a smile. 
“Just be glad you are a natural athlete. You were born to be a ninja, even if you hardly care for it,” he told him. 
“Hey, I do care about it. If I didn’t, I wouldn’t come to training every morning,” Michelangelo defended himself. 
“Only because I order Leonardo to do so,” Splinter responded. 
“Well, that definitely helps, but I also come because I respect you, Master Splinter,” he said with a small bow. 
“Hmm,” the rat hummed before finishing off his cup and standing up. “Do you respect me as your sensei or as your father?” 
“Um, well,” he muttered while scratching the back of his head. “I guess as both. I never really took the time to separate the two terms,” he answered honestly. 
“Hmph, if you say so,” he acknowledged before turning his attention to his sleeping son and smiled. “Ah, I think he’s waking up.” When he heard that, Michelangelo did hear the faint sound of groaning and looked to see Donatello was indeed starting to wake up. His face was scrunched up and he was starting to move his limbs. Splinter placed a hand on his shoulder and spoke to him softly. “Relax, my son. You’re safe. Take it slowly,” he told him. 
“Sensei?” Donatello asked as he relaxed and slowly opened his eyes to adjust to the light. 
“Yes, I’m here, as is Michelangelo,” he said before handing Michelangelo his saucer. “Fill that up.” 
“Hai,” he said before getting up and heading to the teapot. 
“How long have I been out?” Donatello asked. 
“My show at 7PM is on, so it’s almost dark,” Michelangelo said as he pour out some tea. 
“Thank you, Michelangelo,” Splinter nodded. “So, it’s been over 12 hours.” 
“12 hours?” Donatello asked, shocked. “I’ve been out that long?” 
“The wound on your head was very bad and cause quite a bit of blood loss. It makes sense for you to rest that long,” Splinter told him as Michelangelo brought a cup of tea. Splinter took it and spoke again. “Please sit up. You need to drink some fluids,” he insisted. 
“Sure,” he said as he propped himself up with Michelangelo assisting him. Once he was sitting, Splinter gave him the cup and he took it languidly to take a drink. “Hmph, not a fan of tea,” he muttered, “but it’s nice to get something in my mouth.” 
“Tea is good for those who want to heal,” Splinter told him. “I recommend drink some until you feel better.” 
“I’m fine, I believe. Vision isn’t blurry and I only have a slight headache,” he told him as he drunk some more. 
“Ah, that is good,” Splinter nodded as the purple-banded turtle looked up and noticed the bags under his eyes. 
“When was the last time you slept?” he asked his father. 
“It has been quite a while,” he said. 
“Go rest some, sensei,” Michelangelo told him. “I can watch over him.” Splinter sighed at that before he nodded. 
“Fine, I shall, but neither of you should leave tonight,” the rat told his sons.
“Relax, sensei. I’m still hopping. I’ll make sure Donnie doesn’t leave,” he assured him. 
“Good. Rest easy, my sons. I’ll be in my room if you need me,” he said as he left the room, leaving the two youngest turtles behind. When he left, Donatello immediately tried to get up. 
“Woah, what are you doing?” Michelangelo asked him. 
“Relax, Mikey. I’m not going out. I just want to use the computer,” he told him as he brush him aside and rolled the desk chair on over to the computer. 
“What are you going to look up with it?” he asked. 
“I’m going to do some more research on that damn toy factory,” Donatello answered as he pulled his browser up and went to a search browser. “There has to be information on it that we can find.” 
“Okay… just, if you get tired, tell me. You could still be have something wrong in the head,” he told him. 
“Relax, I know what can go wrong,” he said as he began he search. 
“Hmm,” Leonardo and Raphael groaned as more dicks were thrusted into them. They had no idea how long they had been in this situation. They know it must’ve been several hours since this had started, but the exact length was unsure. They’ve had a few breaks to simply kiss each other, which Leonardo enjoyed a lot. He loved having personal time with his hot-headed brother. The two of them were pretty sissies with such lovely lips that were made for kissing. He had no idea what these lips were made up, but they felt so good on him and they felt so good to use on his brother. Raphael was feeling quite weird. After several hours of kissing and getting fucked, he had gotten used to it, but he still wasn’t completely comfortable with it, especially since he was kissing his brother and getting fucked with him. 
“Guah!” they heard two foot shouted as they cummed into them, making the two sexdolls groan in satisfaction, one happily and one reluctantly. The two Foot removed themselves, put their clothes on, and left the room, leaving Tanaka and Trevor behind with the two maids, cum dripping out of their ass and sliding down the uniforms to the building pool on the floor. Leonardo loved it as he pressed harder against Raphael, who was annoyed at this. Usually it was the other way around. Raphael would be the one to get excited to do something while Leonardo would calm him down. It was strange having to be the one to keep him from getting too into this as he tried to pull back. 
They heard the door opened up again and someone spoke up. “My, you two have been busy, haven’t you,” the all too familiar voice of the Shredder rang throughout the room, surprising the two sexdolls. 
“They have seen quite a lot of use today,” Tanaka told him as he entered room. 
“Well, I believe it’s time to start a clean-up. Go ahead and set the free,” he said as he brought his datapad out to turn off the plug and pressed a button. 
“Immobile mode engaged. Speech mode disengaged,” they both heard and the two were forced to be completely still as the two foot got to work, Tanaka walking to the two former turtles and cut them free from the tape while Trevor got the cleaning boxes from both of their toy boxes. Tanaka separated Leonardo from Raphael, disappointing him and leaving the plug in Raphael’s mouth. He placed him on the cleaning box and let their tentacles go to work while Trevor rolled up the plastic sheet and exited the room to dispose of it. Raphael squeal when he felt the tentacle enter his bum and cleaned the hole. After several minutes, they removed themselves and cleaned his uniform for a couple of minutes before returning, leaving it shining again. Their beautiful rubber skin and latex uniform always shined in the light. 
“They look pretty, again,” Shredder said after they were clean and walked behind them. He took his finger and inserted them into both of their asses, surprising the two. If they could blush, they would’ve as Shredder slid it inside their clean hole, inspecting the maids. “And very clean.” He removed his finger and walked on over to Trevor, who had returned. “You took photos, correct?” 
“Yes, sir,” he said as he brought his camera out and proceeded to show him the photos that he took. 
“My, you took a lot of them,” Shredder said as he examined them. 
“Plenty of choices of what to keep,” he told him in a perverted tone. 
“Hmph, I shall make note of it,” he said. “Now, let’s more use of it.” 
“Solo shots?”
“Yes. Place them in the center.”
“Alright,” he said as he separated himself and moved on over to them. “Tanaka, you take Leonardo, I’ll take Raphael,” he ordered his fellow foot soldier. 
Sure thing,” he said and went over to help. They grabbed their maids and brought them to the center.
“Aren’t you glad to have a photographer like me in the clan, Shredder?” 
“I never thought I make use of your normal life’s talent, but I guess I am please you are one. You’re good at press conference photos and you’re good for taking shots of out lovely dolls,” he said. 
“Right, let’s start with… Leonardo,” he said as he carried the red maid a bit away and went to work. Leonardo was excited as he went over and made him stand straight before removing the monoglove and shifting his arms to the side to make him stand in a neutral position. Trevor stepped away and took some photos, moving about to get a full 360 degree shot of him. The way the latex held to him. His glossy lips puckered up with his sexdoll mouth barely visible in a small opening. His bows around him and the cute heart on his bulge. 
After that was done, he went over and shift his position again, making him bend over and place his hands on his knee, making his butt stick out. He went to work again, taking more photos around him, taking particular care to take photos of his ass and his cute, little sexhole. Leonardo loved how thorough he was. 
“Right, I think that’s good enough,” he said as he lifted Leonardo away and brought in Raphael instead, who was extremely embarrassed having to stand like this. Unlike Leonardo, he didn’t removed the monoglove and just left that on as he went to work taking photos. With each shutter, Raphael felt more and more embarrassed as more memories of this form was being created. Once he got out of this stupid form, he knew he would have to find a way to destroy those photos. 
When that was done, he brought Leonardo back and went to work posing them. He flipped Raphael around and pulled his dress up to show off the hearts on his buttcheeks. He grabbed Leonardo’s right hand and make him pinched the dress together in his fingers, making it hold up. With that, he grabbed Leonardo and placed him in front of Raphael and placed his left hand on his shoulder. He made him lean in like he was whispering something to a lover. With that, he was done and went to work taking photos of the two. The situation looked like Raphael was bound to Leonardo’s whim as he lifted his dress up to show off. Raphael felt absolutely embarrassed being in this compromised position while Leonardo loved it. 
When he was done, Trevor put his camera up and addressed Shredder. “Right, I think those are good enough photos.” 
“Well done,” Shredder said as he pressed a button in his datapad. 
“Forced mobility engaged,” the woman said to both of the turtles, but Leonardo’s also said, “Speech enabled.” 
“Now then, Leonardo, you will head to the laundry room. Ours are hand-washed and you will be the one to clean them. Tanaka will head on over with you and show you how to do one before leaving you alone so that he can head out with me. Understood?” he told him. 
“Yes, master,” Leonardo said with a nod, earning Raphael’s attention. Did he just say that without hesitation? What was going on with his mind? He was loyal to the Hamato clan. He wouldn’t follow Shredder’s orders this easily. 
“Good, now leave,” he ordered and Leonardo moved, his body forcing him to, as Tanaka trailed behind him. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“As for you, Raphael, your job is simple,” he said as he went over to Raphael’s box and brought the duster with the plug at the end of it and another normal plug. “You shall dust the halls and the rooms to make sure they are clean. The foot will be out tonight. However, you won’t use the duster with your mouth or your hands.” Raphael was confused by that. What did he mean? He inserted the plug in his mouth and strapped it in before placing the duster in the place he didn’t expect: tight into his asshole. Raphael wanted to groaned loudly at that as he jammed it in deeply, leaving the duster poking out of his ass. At that, he turned his speech back on and he was finally able to groan and grunt at him. Shredder rooted the plugs and the duster and turned it on, making him moan loudly at that and earning a snicker from Trevor, who loved the sight of him humiliated. If he wanted to clean something, he would have to hunch and bend over to do so. “You are quite the fighter, Raphael,” he noticed. “Now, I have to dress up for the night out. However, when I come back, I will use you,” he said as he fondled the sexdoll’s bulge. Raphael felt terrified at that. Sex with the Shredder? That was something out of his worst nightmare! “Now then, get to work,” he ordered, and Raphael did so against his will, leaving the room with his duster poking out of his ass.
