Rut


Donatello was careful to lock his bedroom door.


Normally, he just removed his battle shell and fell into bed without even closing the door.  That was before Raphael started acting so strangely.

Tonight had been the worst episode so far.  The brothers had gone to Run of the Mill pizza to grab a bite.  Donnie had slid into his seat first and then Leo slid in next to him.  They’d left the largest space open for Raph, but he came stomping up to the table, grabbed Leo, and jerked him off the seat.

Leo landed on his butt and Raph plopped down next to Don, squeezing into a spot that was too small for him as he pressed himself up against his brother.  Don tried leaning away from him, but Raph wrapped an arm around his shoulder in order to pull him close.


Don had expected some help from Mikey or Leo, but they were just as surprised as he was.  Raph had certainly been showing him more attention than usual in the last week, but nothing quite as overt.

When Senor Hueso had walked over to take their order, he’d made a disapproving ticking sound with his tongue at seeing Raphael nuzzling Don’s neck.  Hueso had pulled off one of his own arms in order to tap Raph’s shoulder with it.

“I do not like the open displays of affection,” Hueso had said.  “You must leave.”


Don had managed to extricate himself from Raph and then climbed over the table to escape him.  He’d darted past Leo, who was standing next to Hueso, and called over his shoulder, “Get that pizza to go!  Not Hawaiian!”

Donatello had run all of the way back to the lair.  He’d been so unnerved that he’d even forgotten that he had a jetpack.


In his bed, the door securely locked, Donnie began to relax.  During the last week he’d endured Raph sitting too close to him, Raph rubbing on him, Raph pulling him into his lap, and even Raph climbing into the shower with him.

He’d tried asking Raph what his problem was; well, after telling him to get back, get off, and get lost.  His older brother had just stared at him with crazy eyes.  It was the kind of eyes that turned nearly white whenever Raph was overcome by some sort of madness.


Raph wasn’t acting like that with anyone else, but he was especially rough with Leo whenever that particular brother was near Don.  Leonardo had been bemused at first, but then he’d started to get aggravated.

The whole thing made for a very tense situation.  For the most part, Don preferred being left alone, but even he had to admit to having some very odd feelings whenever Raph touched him in a certain way.

Thinking along those lines brought an extremely warm feeling to Don’s body and cocooned in that warmth, he slowly drifted off to sleep.

He was sleeping so soundly that a nearby screeching sound was only a faint annoyance reflected in the dream he was having.  When the screech was followed by a bang, Donnie’s eyes snapped open.

A dark figure loomed over him.  When Don tried to sit up, a large hand flattened against his chest to hold him down.


Don looked up into Raphael’s white eyes.


Panic shot through him and he grabbed onto his brother’s muscular forearm in an attempt to pry him loose.  A glance at the door showed him that Raph had forced it open, denting and crushing the metal in the process.

There was little room to fight inside the metal pod that housed Don’s bed.  Raph had jammed his upper body into the space, making it impossible for the smaller turtle to push him off.  As Raph shifted, working to wedge his lower half in as well, the spikes on his carapace broke the sun lamp affixed to the top of the pod.

The flash and pop of the glass tube startled Raph and for a second, Don could see his pupils.


“Raph!  Get down, get down!  You’re going to get stuck!”


Brow furrowed, Raph stared at him and Don thought he’d gotten through.  Then his brother’s nostrils flared and his eyes clouded over again.


Sudden realization struck Don like lightning.  Raphael was in heat.  He was rutting and his target of choice was Donatello.  And unfortunately, Don was helpless.

He had stripped before climbing the ladder into his bed.  His battle shells were not within reach and his tech gauntlet sat on his desk on the other side of the room.  In the confined quarters of his bed, Don’s bō wouldn’t have done him much good, even if he could have gotten his hands on it.


Though Raphael was undeniably stronger, Don still put up a fight.  He kicked and pounded Raph’s chest with his fists, saying his brother’s name over and over in the hopes that something would get through to him.  

They had all gone through seasons; times when they were so horny that they avoided each other and spent inordinate amounts of time masturbating.  Donatello had even built a few ‘creative’ toys to help him through.  None of them had ever thought to turn to a brother in their time of need.


Not until now.


As a very last resort, Don frantically called for help.  “Leo!  Leo!”

All that earned him was a growl.  Don’s eyes widened as Raph’s face came down, light glinting off of Raph’s sharp snaggletooth.  Twisting his head right and left, Don attempted to avoid his brother’s mouth, certain that Raph meant to kiss him.


Raphael’s target wasn’t his mouth, it was his neck.


As soon as Raph latched onto his neck, Don gasped and stopped moving his head, afraid to have his throat torn.  Instead, he slapped both hands against Raph’s forehead and tried to push him off.


Not only did Raph prove to be unmovable, but the effort made Raph grunt and then bite down.


Donatello felt the tooth pierce his skin and then suddenly, the most intense feeling of warmth flooded his system.  His head started to swim and his hands dropped from Raph’s face onto his arms, where instead of trying to push him off, Don began attempting to pull him closer.


It was almost as if Raph’s heat cycle was contagious because Don was instantly horny.


Groaning, Don spread his legs wide, one banging the wall, the other dropping off the edge of the bed.  Raph had managed to cram his entire body inside the pod and Don felt his brother’s erection poking at him.


His mouth still firmly attached to Don’s neck, Raph tried shifting his hips back.  His cock slid down Don’s stomach to his inner thigh, leaving a wet, sticky trail.  Don wriggled, attempting to help his brother find his target.


The head of Raph’s cock finally found Don’s anal entrance.  Raph made a rumbling noise deep in his throat and pushed.


All of the air left Don’s lungs as the head of his brother’s enormous dick forced its way into his ass.  He felt Raph’s mouth move on his neck, the tooth lifting from his skin only to puncture it in a different spot.


The feeling of intense arousal once more invaded Don’s body.  A small, still functioning part of his brain came to the surprising conclusion that Raph’s tooth contained a chemical, probably something like dopamine, that caused the increased need for immediate sexual gratification in whoever he bit.

Don caught the back of Raph’s legs with his heels and pushed against them, trying to encourage his brother to start fucking him.  The problem was that though Raph managed to penetrate him, the bed was too small for him to actually move.

His own cock was hard and pressing uncomfortably against Raph’s plastron.  Don barely had enough sense to tell his brother, “Raph, no . . . room.  Need to . . . to move.”


Either his words penetrated Raph’s lust filled brain, or the frustration of the situation itself got through, because his brother moved.  Releasing Don’s neck, Raph slid back onto the ladder and started down.  Once he could maneuver well, he wrapped his massive arms around Don’s body and lifted him down off the bed.

When he reached the ground, Raph flipped Don over and set him down on his hands and knees.  Don’s arms and legs quivered as Raph took a firm grip on his hips and shoved his cock into the smaller turtle’s ass in one swift, hard motion.


Whatever Raph’s tooth had injected into his veins, it had relaxed Don enough that there was little pain at the abrupt entry.  His body rocked as Raph’s began to rut into him, using his powerful legs to thrust hard and fast.

Don’s cock bobbed as his brother’s groin slammed against his ass.  Even without friction against the shaft, Don’s cock was throbbing and a particular heat grew at its base.  With his eyes shut, Donatello focused on that growing feeling as he drew near the edge.


“Oh, ho, ho!  What is this?”


Don’s eyes snapped open and he turned his head to see Leonardo standing in the doorway.  Embarrassment heated his cheeks, but the interruption didn’t even slow Raph’s rhythm.  He might not even be aware of the intruder.


Practically snorting his annoyance, Don said, “Go away. We don’t need you, Nardo.”


“You were yelling for me,” Leo said.


As much as Don wanted to retort that it had been quite a while since he’d called out for help, he swallowed the words.  All he wanted was to pick up that feeling of an impending orgasm, lost when Leo’s voice acted as a cock-blocker.


He glanced over, certain his brother had gotten the hint because the room had gone quiet except for the slapping of Raph’s body against his, and the grunts and churrs both were making.  Rather than seeing that his brother had gone, he saw that Leonardo was still standing there, but now had his dick in his hand.  And he was stroking himself.


“What are you doing?” Don demanded.


“I knew it.  I knew it,” Leo said.  “I knew Raph wanted to fuck you.”


“Ugh!”  Don grunted as Raph stabbed a particularly sensitive set of nerves.  His vision fogged momentarily and his cock jerked back to attention.  When he could see again, he noticed that Leo had come closer.


“Why—why didn’t you warn m . . . me?” Don asked.


“Because I wanted to fuck you.”


“What?”


His brother was suddenly standing directly in front of him.  “Why do you think Raph’s been tossing me around all week?  He wanted your ass first and he got it.  So open up, I want your mouth.”


“I am no  . . . umph!”


He didn’t even get a chance to finish his protest because Leo shoved his cock into his mouth.  Lifting his eyes up to Leo’s face, Don saw that his eyes, like Raph’s, had gone white too.

 
Droplets of Leo’s precum slid along Don’s tongue as his brother fucked his mouth.  It drizzled down his throat, forcing Don to swallow reflexively.  As soon as he did, another intense wave of euphoria washed over him.  Don moaned and began sucking his brother’s dick in earnest.

The pounding from two different ends moved Don’s body like an accordion.  His own precum dripped from his cock onto the floor as he moved ever closer to his peak.

Abruptly, the rhythm of Raph’s thrusts shifted, becoming erratic.  His hips moved in faster, shorter drives as he practically sawed into Don’s anal passage.


He hit that spot in Don again and it was too much.  System overloaded, Don trembled and then climaxed, the room turning black with the intensity.


A long, crooning mewl rose up from his throat as his cum sprayed the floor.  Leo grabbed the sides of his head and practically rammed his dick down Don’s throat as he too came.


With one final, pounding shove, Raphael buried his cock inside Don and orgasmed.  It was so strong that Don could feel the cum jetting into him.


Just as Don’s vision started to clear, Leo pulled his cock from his mouth, stepped back a few paces, and then slid down the wall, breathing heavily.  Don swallowed and coughed, choking on the sheer volume of cum that had shot down his throat.


Suddenly Raph was on his knees next to Don, his eyes clear and an expression of deep concern etching his face.


“Oh, oh, Donnie!  I’m sorry, I’m sorry!  Did I hurt you?”


He caught hold of Don and rolled back, pulling his brother onto his lap.  Don snuggled into his chest, waiting for the wild beating of his heart to slow.


“No.  I’m okay,” Don answered.


“I didn’t mean to, I don’t know what happened,” Raph said.


Don managed to lean back enough to look into his brother’s face.  “You took me by surprise, but I liked it.  I liked it, Raphie.”


“Me too?” Leo asked.


“Yes,” Don admitted.  “But next time, you have to suck me off.”


Leo grinned, his eyes twinkling mischievously.  “I think next time is gonna be a few seconds from now.”


“What do you mean?”  Don followed the direction of his gaze, and saw that Raph’s eyes had started to cloud over again.  “Oh, no.”


Jumping up from the floor, Leo yanked the padding from the bed and tossed it on the floor just before Raph flipped Don onto his back.  Don hit the pad as Raph forced his legs open and took his place between them.


A single, clear droplet appeared on the tip of Raph’s snaggletooth and then he lunged downward to stab it into Don’s neck.  A full body shudder wracked Don’s body and then his dick hardened again.


Raph tipped back onto his knees to catch hold of Don’s hips and tilt them up at a better angle.  As his cock breached Don’s entrance, Leo also moved.


Crawling over Don, he dangled his erection above his brother’s mouth.  Don opened wide, accepting the thick cock, and then gasped as Leo’s mouth wrapped around his dick.


Before his mind numbed completely, Don had a single thought.

“Best rutting season ever.”

End

