“Right, I think I’m good,” Michelangelo said as he walked back-and-forth in front of Donatello and Splinter, both observing him to make sure he could walk. He appeared to be walking without a limp, so he was probably alright. 
“I think you’re good Mikey. We can go out together,” Donatello told him. 
“That’s good to hear, but please, be careful this time,” Splinter warned them. “Stay away from the toy factory tonight. Every time you enter that dark place, something bad happens.” 
“We won’t. We’re going to the buildings around it for information on it,” Donatello told him. “There’s something strange about the building and we’re going to check the other buildings out for any information on it.” 
“Good. Remember to keep an eye out for any Foot patrols in the area. I don’t want you to run into any ambushes,” Splinter warned them. 
“We’ll be fine, sensei. Let me go get my gear,” Michelangelo said as he ran off to his room. 
“Please, don’t make me lose any more of my sons,” Splinter muttered. 
“Don’t worry, Splinter. We’ll find something. I assure you, we’ll save our brothers,” Donatello comforted him, placing a hand on his father’s shoulder. 
“I do hope so. I can’t stand not knowing what’s happening to them,” Splinter muttered and the turtle couldn’t help but feel bad for him. He appeared to have gotten a couple years older just from this. He has to be massively stressed out from all of this. 
“Ready to go,” Michelangelo said as he jumped over to them, ready to go. 
“Right,” Donatello said as he removed his hand from Splinter. “Let’s go.” He moved on over to entrance with Mikey following along. Before the orange-masked turtle reached the entrance, he gave a quick hug to Splinter on the way out. “We’ll be fine, sensei. See you soon,” he said as he disengaged and went on out with his brother, the two running through the sewers. Splinter watched them go, a small smile on his face, before it went away and he walked off to meditate. 
“Hmph!” Leonardo yelled into his plugged mouth as he was fucked against a wall and the Foot. He and Raphael hadn’t had a break in a long time, getting continually screwed up the ass by the Foot ninjas. All they could do was squirmed against their thrusts, amusing the Foot. His current penetrator was a man of mixed-race, appearing to have Caucasian and Asian features. Raphael, on the other hand, was being fucked by Treavor, as he promised earlier. He had a rather large, steel box with him on the table, looking like it was holding some valuable stuff. 
He mixed race foot removed himself, leaving Leonardo to lean against the wall. As he was leaning against the wall, he heard the wall open and a familiar voice spoke up. “Trevor,” Tanaka said, “you were supposed to meet Shredder.” 
“Hold on. I… almost… thereeeee,” he drawled out, cumming into Raphael’s ass. The red sexdoll couldn’t help, but feel ashamed at that. At least when he wasn’t taped up, he could say he had some control of the situation. Here, all taped up and at their mercy, he had no say in the matter. He was just an object to be used. Trevor removed his cock from his hole, satisfied, but not quite done. He got back up and went over to Leonardo. He grabbed him, brought him to a table, and bent him over. He removed the plug and brought his cock to his mouth, which he opened upon seeing it. “There, you cocksucker. I didn’t clean it for you,” Trevor told him, making Leonardo moan happily as he engulfed and sucked on it. The Foot sighed in satisfaction as the sexdoll continued sucking before he removed himself early, leaving the cybersissy feeling empty and his cock mostly clean, which he finished with a washcloth. “Thanks, whore,” he thanked the wrapped-up maid before placing the plug back in his mouth. “Right, off to see the boss,” he said with a condescending pat on the head before grabbing the metal box and walking out with Tanaka behind him. 
“Satisfied?” Tanaka asked, annoyed, as they were walking to the throneroom. 
“Very much so,” he said. 
“Hmph, you are too brash, you know?” he questioned him. 
“Maybe so, but you yourself recruited me for a reason,” he reminded him. 
“Yes. You have quite the talent. Your skills in combat are not in questioned,” Tanaka told him. 
“And that’s all that matters, although maybe you’ll respect my cunning soon enough,” he said as they walked into the throne room, where the Shredder was waiting in the middle of the room, decked in his armor. 
“Trevor, you said you had a plan tonight, correct?” he questioned his subordinate. 
“Correct,” Trevor said as he walked on ahead to him and bowed. 
“What’s your plan?” he asked. 
“Listen, it’ll be impossible to get them a reason to enter the toy factory, so I plan to giv4e them one,” he told him. 
“You do? How?” Shredder questioned. 
“I’m going to give them a gift,” he told him as he showed off the box and opened it up. He showed it off and the Shredder raised an eyebrow. 
“Really?” 
“Yes. I’ll talk to them and they’ll head on over tomorrow. I assure you,” Trevor told him. “I’ll bring Tanaka with me as back-up in case things go wrong.” 
“Hmm… fine. I’ll let you carry out this mission while I take care of my affairs at the dock. The Purple Dragons have more weapons and need me to transfer them out,” he told him. “Do not fail me.” 
“Hai, master,” he nodded before walking off with Tanaka in tow. 
“Where are we going to find them? They may not even be out,” Tanaka questioned him. 
“Isn’t that obvious? Near the toy factory.” 
“What? You said they wouldn’t risk entering it,” he said. 
“Correct, but I never said they wouldn’t risk searching around the factory for answers. I bet they’ll be there, doing recon and looking for information from the other buildings,” Trevor told him. 
“Hmph, we’ll see if you’re right, if they’re even out.” 
“Right, keep watch while I’m in the place,” Donatello told his little brother as he started climbing down a gutter to enter a large bakery near the toy factory. 
“You got it,” Michelangelo said with a thumb up as he slid down and entered a window on the top floor to a single office. According to floorplans that he looked at before coming out, the manager’s office would be on this floor in the center. The manager had been here for many years and was likely to have info on the toy factory. He peeked through the office’s door to look for any security to find nothing around and quickly exited the room. He traversed the floor area until he reached the center and picked the lock to double doors hiding the manager’s office to enter the place. 
He went to the computer and quickly hacked the computer. He went through the files quickly, ignoring all the reports about what was happening in the bakery and focused on what was going on outside. Most of them were complaining of kids trying to break in for some sweets or gangbangers getting a bit too close for comfort. He thought it was going to be a dead end until he found one dated five years ago. He opened that up to see the manager was talking about the new building. It was apparently opening day for the factory a couple months ago and was transporting toys out of the area already, but he didn’t see workers enter or leave the area. Donatello agreed that was weird. 
He continued the search and eventually came up with some reports from two years ago. In it, he talked about the same building the toy factory is in today. In it, he talked about many shady individuals going to and from the area, some looking like government agents and others looking like heavily armored soldiers, some never leaving, until one day, many people entered, but none left, as far as he knew. Donatello was intrigued by this. Even when it wasn’t a toy factory, suspicious activities were going on here. 
When he was done, he made his way out and climbed up to the roof where Michelangelo was playing with his fingers. “Mikey, what are you doing?” he asked which earn a yelp from him before he answered. 
“Uh, keeping watch. What else?” he asked suspiciously, which earned a look of disappointment from his tech brother. 
“Mikey, please keep your eyes up. The Foot could be anywhere,” Donatello reminded ihm. 
“Right, sorry,” he nodded as the two went over to the next building. 
Shredder went to where he placed the maids with the cleaning boxes in hand. He had to give them their directives. He entered to see the two maids on the floor together, cumming all around there ass. All the Foot in there were prepping to leave, getting their uniform on. Shredder used his gauntlets to cut the maids free and removed the plugs from their mouth before he started issuing orders. “I brought you cleaning box. Use it,” he ordered and the two nodded before getting up and taking a stand on them, letting it clean them with tentacles in their asses and Leo’s mouth. After that, he engaged the forced mobility, inserted the plugs back in their mouth and ass, and issued an order for them. “Listen, throughout the night, I want you to clean the floor on the level below us. Leo knows where the brushes are. Go get them and start cleaning.” The two maids quickly left the room and Shredder issued an order to the rest of the room. “Five minutes until we leave. Be at the roof.”
“Remember, keep watch this time,” Donatello ordered as he went down and the orange-masked turtle nodded as he sat on the edge of the roof and stared over at the toy factory, the current bane of their existence. That place was a nightmare and he didn’t want to go back anytime soon. It was best if they could just avoid it entirely. 
“See, I told you they would be around,” he heard a voice said and turned to see a couple of foot ninjas without their mask on, a steel box on one of their hands. Michelangelo instinctively got his nunchakus out, ready for a fight. “Woah, there! Calm down! We’re not here to fight,” the American-looking Foot told him. 
“Yeah, right. You kidnapped by bros,” he told him. 
“That is true, but I’m here for a different matter. You see your brothers… they’ve changed. Even if you save them, they’ll never be the same,” he told him. 
“What does that mean? Did you torture them?” he asked. 
“We’ve tortured quite a few people over the years, but you’re brothers, we have not,” he said as he placed the box on the ground and slid it over to him, ending right in front of him. “Got a time-lock on it. Opens in a couple of hours. In it, you’ll see your brothers’ conditions and the only way you’ll save them from that fate is to get the cure from the toy factory,” he told him. 
“The toy factory?” the turtle asked, nervous. “Couldn’t we get the cure from anywhere but there?” 
“No, you won’t. Trust me, that’s the only place where I think a cure could be,” he said as he started backing off. “A recommendation: you keep the contents from that rat of yours if you don’t want him to have a heart attack.” With that, the two foot retreated in the shadows, leaving Michelangelo alone with the box. The turtle looked around, in case they were waiting for him to drop his guard, before he bent down to see that the box did indeed have a timer on it before it opens, opening in just under two hours.
“Mikey, what are you doing?” he heard his voice asked and turned to see his brother climbing back to the building. 
“Got a gift,” he said as he lifted the box up and showed it off to him. “Straight from the Foot.” Donatello look intrigued before walking over, taking the boxer and observing the timer on it. “He said, if Splinter doesn’t want a heart attack, keep it away from him.” 
“What’s in here?” the techie asked. 
“He said this had information about Leo and Raph’s condition. Apparently, they’ve changed and the cure we need is back at the toy factory,” he told him. 
“Changed? How vague,” he muttered before handing it back. “Alright, we’ll open this back in my lab. For now, let’s keep looking around the buildings.” 
“What about the cure?” 
“Mikey, we’re not going back to the toy factory tonight. That place is ambush central and you’re still recovering from your injury,” Donatello ordered him. 
“Gah… fine,” he agreed as they left the rooftop. 
Nearing the two hour mark, the two were preparing to leave. Considering the shorten timeline, Donatello decided to download the info from the computers he visited to a flash drive before leaving instead of reading them individually. The two went through the sewers back home. Immediately, they heard a voice shout out. “My sons, is that you?” 
“Yeah, sensei, we got done early,” Donatello told him as they made their way to the lab. “I’m going to go look over the data now to see if I can make something of it.”
“That is fine. I’m just glad you’re home,” they heard him said as they entered the lab and placed the box on the table. The two watched as it counted down the last few seconds before unlocking and Donatello removed the lock. The two placed their hand on the lid and looked at each other, bracing for whatever they would find. At the count of three, they opened it and were immediately confused. 
“What the hell?” Donatello asked as he pulled out what looked to be photographs. On each of them were shots of two different fetish maid sexdolls, one in a blue color and one in the red color. “There are just photos of sexdolls.” 
“He said these were supposed to be our brother,” Michelangelo said as he examined the photo. “Hey, didn’t we see this blue maid back at the toy factory?” 
“Yeah, we did,” Donatello muttered before he instinctively examined the hands of both of the sexdolls to see three fingers. “Three fingers? Red and blue uniform?” Donatello muttered, all the pieces clicking into place before coming to the realization. “No… this is a sick joke,” he muttered. 
“Don? What are you-?”
“These sexdolls… they’re our brothers,” he breathed out and the jokester immediately went silent at that. Those fetish maids… were their brothers? He looked at the photos containing the fetish dolls, each of them containing photos of them standing and posing. He admitted, there was a resemblance in there face, but their thin bodies and all that rubber…
“Did… the toy factory convert our brothers into these?” Michelangelo asked. “Is that what the Foot meant by a cure?” 
“It has to be. I can’t think of any other way,” he said as he examined them. “Dammit, what do you think they’re doing to them?” 
“I… don’t want to know,” he said as he looked down at the box and noticed something covered by the photos. He moved them around to reveal a disc. “Hey, Don, here’s a disc,” he said as he gave it to him. Don quickly took it and went over to the computer to insert it in. He quickly went to the video player to see what was on the video and his brother was right behind them as the video came on to reveal the two sexdolls taped together, locked in a kiss, as a Foot member were fucking each of them with a small crowd of Foot ninjas around them, blocking any distinguishing marks. Suddenly, they heard a voice. 
“Raphael and Leonardo, all taped together. K-I-S-S-I-N-G!” they saw what looked to be Trevor shouting. “What beautiful sexdolls.” As suddenly as it started, in ended, taking only around fifteen seconds, but that confirms their biggest fears. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Their brothers were sexdolls in service for the Foot. 
