At Odds
part 1

Brothers who were also lovers was a very good thing.  This was something that Donatello had decided quite a while back.  Having the best of all worlds he liked to call it.


However, when they were at odds with one another, well, that was a different thing altogether.


Don couldn’t even remember what had set them off, other than it had something to do with an encounter they’d had with Bishop and his government minions.  That had been over two weeks ago.


Despite Don’s best efforts, his brothers had argued on the way back to the lair and hadn’t stopped until they’d awakened Master Splinter.  Their father had very forcefully intervened and sent them to their rooms.  It had made Don feel like he was seven again, and he hadn’t even had anything to do with the fight.

It wasn’t just Leonardo and Raphael being at odds with each other either.  Maybe if it had been, this would have all cleared up by now.  Michelangelo had been a part of it this time.  Whatever had happened, he was being blamed equally and was being equally defensive.


The flames had been lit that night and weren’t being allowed to go out.  They were snubbing each other at every opportunity, nitpicking over minor slights,  and going out of their way to do things they knew were annoying to one or the other brother.  It was actually pretty childish behavior, something that Don had diplomatically tried to point out, to no avail.


And of course, they were not having sex.


Donatello had sort of expected that.  They were barely speaking, so bedding each other was out of the question.  What he hadn’t expected was for it to last quite this long.

Not that he wasn’t having sex.  He was having plenty of sex.  If there was such a thing as too much sex, which there probably was, he qualified for that category.


He enjoyed the sex, of that there was no doubt.  His brothers were very good, each in their own way.  What Don missed though, what he found the most gratifying, was when all four of them were together as a group. Mike called it their ‘turtle orgy’.


Whatever the term, that was when Don felt the most loved, the most satisfied, and the most connected.  He was certain it was the same for all of them.

With a sigh, Don prepared for bed.  He’d been working on a project in the garage but had quit when he found he couldn’t concentrate.  That was another fall-out from his brothers’ fight; Don was having a hard time focusing.


He’d just crawled into bed, turned out the light, and pulled the blanket up when his bedroom door opened.


The light from outside outlined the form entering his room and Don saw that it was Raphael.  He waited silently as Raph crossed over to the bed and crawled up next to him before snaking his way beneath the covers.


“Ya’ sleeping, Donny?”


“You know I’m not,” Don replied.  “I only came in a few minutes before you did.”

“Mm, okay,” Raph said, throwing an arm over his brother and pressing close against his carapace.  Raph’s mouth touched his neck, sending a shiver down Don’s spine.  “Been thinking about ya’.”

Don wriggled back against him, feeling a certain warmth spread through his body, the way it always did when Raph’s tonal quality dropped a pitch lower.

Still he couldn’t help saying, “I’m not the only brother you could go to for this.”


Raph didn’t take the bait.  “Ya’ telling me ya’ don’t want me?” he asked playfully.


The words were slightly slurred because Raph’s lips were tracing a path across Don’s jawline.  At the same time, his hand, which had flattened on Don’s plastron, was taking a direct course downwards.

“I would never say that.”  Don turned over to look into his brother’s golden eyes.  “I just wish . . . .”

He didn’t get to finish the thought because Raph’s mouth covered his.  Whatever Don might have said was vanquished from his mind by the searing quality of their kiss.  Raph’s tongue danced against his own, touching off sparks in Donatello’s nether regions.


When Raph’s lips moved away from his, Don’s head lifted as he tried to follow, a small whimper rising from his throat at the loss of contact.  Raph shook his head, his gaze intense.


“I know what ya’ wish,” Raph said.  “It’s okay, it’ll work itself out.  Can it just be the two of us for right now?”


“Of course.”  Don caressed the side of Raph’s face with the backs of his fingers.  There was no denying his brother’s need, especially when Raph’s hand had found its way between his legs.

They knew each other well; knew exactly where and how to touch in order to bring about an arousal and this was no exception.  Raph’s hand found Donatello’s tail first, caressing the appendage until it was stiff and lying flat against the mattress.  Don wasn’t even aware that his legs had parted until Raph was looming over him and kneeling between them.


Raph initiated another kiss while reaching for the lube on the bedside table.  There was an insistent quality to that second kiss, one that made Don’s twitching cock suddenly harden and tumble from confinement.

Without even looking, Raph somehow knew.  He broke the kiss to grin at his brother.

“You’re a needy bastard, ain’t ya’, Donny?  Always so ready for my dick.” Raph’s eyes glittered recklessly, leaving Don slightly breathless.


Raphael was a talker when he was horny, something that had surprised Don their first time together.  It was also a turn on, because the talking always had a salacious tone.

“Ra~ph,” Don moaned in reply.

“What do ya’ want, Donny? Ya’ want I should prep ya’, or should I just shove my cock right in there?”


Somewhere in the fog of Don’s mind he knew Raph wouldn’t hurt him, but the idea of such forceful action just enhanced the feeling of being completely dominated.

“Answer me, Donny,” Raph growled as he rubbed his cock along Don’s leg, leaving a trail of pre-cum on his thigh.


“Lube,” Don hissed.  “Hurry.”

Raph chuckled darkly as he poured lube onto his fingers.  Working them into Don, Raph said, “I like ya’ this way, horny and ready to go.  That’s what happens when ya’ turn off that big brain, ain’t it? Ya’ just want to fuck and I’m the guy with the best cock for the job.”

Donatello squirmed.  Raph’s prep work was, as usual, hard and fast, but he always managed to hit just the right spot.


“Please, Raph,” Don mewled, “please.”


“I like that,” Raph said, tossing the lube aside and wrapping a hand around his own penis.  “I like to hear ya’ beg for it.”

He rose up on his knees to pull at his cock, making certain that Donatello’s eyes were focused on it.  Raph’s dick had length and girth and the sight of his rock hard shaft forced a small whimper from the back of Don’s throat.


Lifting an eye ridge, Raph stared at him expectantly.  Swallowing around a tongue that suddenly felt too thick, Don managed to say, “Don’t tease me.”


Reaching down, Raph took Don’s cock in hand and began pumping it in a rhythm to match the way he was jerking himself.  “This all ya’ want, Donny?  Ya’ just hoping I’ll help ya’ cum?”

As enjoyable as that sounded, it wasn’t all that Don wanted, not by a long shot.  He writhed on the bed and then hooked his heels around the backs of Raph’s thighs.


“Not . . . satisfying,” Don huffed, catching and holding his brother’s glittering gaze.  “You know . . . I want . . . want you inside of me.”


“Of course ya’ do,” Raph replied in an almost insufferable tone.  He chuckled again before releasing Don’s cock and bending over to grasp the lower edges of his brother’s shell in order to tilt him at a more agreeable angle.

Don realized that he wasn’t breathing and released a jagged breath as Raph began to circle his entrance with the head of his cock.  When he began to push inside, Don’s asshole clutched greedily at it, drawing a small gasp from Raph.

Positing himself above Don, fists to either side of his shoulders, Raph gave a tentative thrust, stopping for a second as he gauged his brother’s reaction.  In answer, Don lifted his hips to encourage his brother to continue.

“That’s what I love about ya’,” Raph growled as he slid farther in.  “Ya’ use your whole body to say ya’ want me.  Damn ya’ feel good.”


There was no more hesitation as he quickly bottomed out, the lower edges of their plastrons clanking together.  Don grabbed onto Raph’s muscular biceps and clung to them as Raph began to thrust in earnest.

Driving his cock into Don with his entire body, Raph set a fast pace as he fucked his brother.  Soon the room was filled with the sounds of panting and churring, with Raph’s curse words and Don’s murmured encouragements.


This was the feeling that Don loved most, being one with his partner, reaching for his orgasm as Raph hit that sweet spot deep within him over and over again.


“Oh, oh, yes . . . ah, yes.”  Don’s head rolled back, his eyes squeezing shut as a tightness formed at the base of his cock, little electric pulses dancing all through his shaft.


“Cum for me, Donny.  Don’t hold back.”


Raph’s deep, guttural voice cut into him, hitting the last obstacle to his orgasm.  Crying out, Donatello climaxed, his fingers digging into Raph’s arms as he shook, cum spraying both himself and his brother.


With a satisfied grunt, Raph began to rut into Don, the power of his thrusts rocking the entire bed.


“You’re all . . . I need,” Raph muttered.  “Don’t need no one else.  Just . . . you!”

With that declaration he sank deeply into Don and came.  Numb as he was, Don could still feel the power of Raph’s orgasm filling him.  After a few moments, Raph finished riding out his climax and when his softened cock slid from his brother’s body, he flipped over Don and got comfortable next to him.


They lay there in silence for a while, both breathing heavily.  When their bodies started to cool, Raph gripped the crumpled blanket with his toes and pulled it up to his hand so that he could toss it over the both of them.


Sighing with satisfaction, Raph brushed Don’s shoulder with a kiss.  In less than a minute his breath has evened out, indicating that he was fast asleep.


Sleep didn’t come quite as easily to Don.  As completely sated as he was, Raph’s words about needing no one else gnawed at him.  That wasn’t how it was supposed to be, they were supposed to be a foursome, all equally dedicated to each other.


If Raph kept telling himself that Don could supply him with all his physical needs, then the red-banded turtle might actually start to believe that.  He had a stubborn streak a mile wide.


Worse than that, Leonardo’s stubborn streak matched Raph’s, maybe even exceeded it.  If both decided to play the ‘I won’t give until he does’ game, they could royally screw things up.  As for Michelangelo, once he’d made up his mind about something, there wasn’t much anyone could do to shake him loose.

There was no hope from the Master Splinter quarter either.  Their father had flat out told the four of them that he was fed up with the squabbling and that they needed to work it out amongst themselves.  This was something he’d begun to do a lot since the moment they’d all chosen to have sex with each other.


Rolling onto his side, Don got comfortable and tried to quiet his mind so that he could sleep.  He’d just decided that closing his eyes and counting sheep might help when he noticed the light that was shining beneath his door had flickered.

Frowning, he focused on that light and sure enough, it flickered again.  That was a tell-tell sign that the power grid he’d tapped into for their electricity was having problems. 


Don had gotten a generator as a back-up power supply, and he suddenly realized that the last time he’d checked, it was running low on gas.


With a sigh of annoyance, Don slid his legs out from under the blanket and slowly sat up, hoping not to disturb Raph.  His brother snored loudly and then snorted, freezing Don in place until Raph started to snore evenly again.


Standing up, Don carefully tucked the blanket around Raph and then headed out of the room.  He’d make a quick dash to the garage, put some gas in the generator, and get back into bed before Raph noticed he was gone.


That was the plan of course, but since when did anything go according to plan in his family?

TBC..........

