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Prologue

	“I’ve been thinking about Mikey,” Raph said.
	Lying on Donatello’s bed with his head propped on his hands, Raph glanced at Leo and Don and then returned his gaze to the ceiling.  All three were sleepy after a particularly hot and heavy threesome.  It wasn’t often that any of them could get together and even rarer when all three managed to make it into the same bed.
	“What about him?” Leo asked in a drowsy voice.
	“I’m tired of hiding what we do from him,” Raph said.  “It’s hard enough keeping it from Master Splinter, but Mikey’s sharp.  It ain’t gonna take long for him ta figure it out even if we don’t do anything unless he’s out of the lair.”
	“He’s probably already figured it out,” Don said dreamily.  “Why do you think he’s spending so much more time at April’s or playing Turtle Titan?”
	“So maybe we should find out for sure,” Raph said.
	“How do you suggest we do that without giving it away?” Leo asked, growing more alert.
	“Shell, ya’ talk ta him Donny,” Raph suggested.  “You’re smart enough ta know what ta say.”
	“Mikey’s as perceptive as I am smart,” Don told him.  “He’ll know what I’m leading up to.”
	“Maybe that would be best,” Raph mused.  “Maybe he might want ta join us.”
	Leo turned his head to look at Raph.  His red banded brother was wearing a contemplative look with just a touch of a lecherous leer.
	“Do you want Mikey?” Leo asked point blank.
	Raph gave him a quick look.  “Ya’ don’t?” he asked.
	When Leo didn’t say anything, Raph snorted.  “Yeah.  How ‘bout ya’ Don?  Gonna tell us ya’ ain’t had any thoughts about Mikey’s cute little ass?”
	“Of course I have,” Don admitted.
	“’S what I thought,” Raph stated smugly.  “It doesn’t feel right that he ain’t a part of this.”
	“What do you plan to do if Don talks to him and Mikey isn’t interested?” Leo wanted to know.
	Raph’s gold eyes glinted in the dim light.
	“Maybe a little gentle persuasion; show him what he’s missing,” Raph said, his voice deep enough to curl his brother’s toes.
	“I really doubt if your usual methods are going to be effective against Mikey,” Don said.
	“Ya’ got a better idea brainiac?”  Raph rolled his head to the side and stared at Don.  “Go ahead and take a shot at him yourself.  See which of us comes out on top.”
	Don grimaced.  “Already starting with the sexual innuendo Raph?  Mikey will laugh at you.”
	“What’s your idea Don?  Ya’ think ya’ can talk him into bed?  He’ll tune your ass out.”  Raph nudged Leo.  “Come on Fearless, tell us what ya’ think.”
	Leo blinked and yawned.  “I don’t think either method will work.”
	Raph’s short bark of laughter was derisive.  “Uh huh,” he said.  “I suppose ya’ got a plan already?”
	Leo didn’t bother to answer.  Pulling a pillow under his head, he settled into a more comfortable position.
	Don glanced at him and then at Raph.  “So what do you propose; a contest?”
	“Why not?  We all want Mikey, let’s see which one of us can claim him,” Raph responded.
	Don chuckled.  “Then I have the advantage since I get to talk to him first.”
	Raph started to protest but checked himself.  He was the one who’d told Don to speak to Mikey in the first place. 
	Scowling at Don because he had a sneaking suspicion his brother had already outmaneuvered him, Raph said, “Good.  When he shoots ya’ down ya’ can go ahead and admit defeat.  I’m warning both of ya’ right now; once I’ve got Mikey I ain’t gonna share him for a while.  Not until I’ve got him good and trained ta my way of doing things.”
	“If you want to play it that way, then we will,” Don said, rising to the challenge.  “When he’s mine, Mikey stays with me until I say different.”
	“Yo Leo, are ya’ in this or what?” Raph asked.
	“I’m in,” Leo said quietly.  “I’m just not too sure about claiming him like Mikey’s some type of trophy.”
	“Then you’re welcome ta not try very hard,” Raph said sarcastically.  “It doesn’t make any difference ta us.”
	“Just as long as we all accept no for an answer if he gives us one,” Leo said.
	“Hmm,” Don mused.  “If Leo doesn’t try and when Mikey runs away from Raph, it leaves the field open for me.”
	Raph sat up and crawled over Leo’s legs to get to Don.  “Ya’ didn’t run away when I put the moves on ya’,” he reminded Don.
	“I’m a different animal than Michelangelo,” Don teased.  “I respond to your Neanderthal technique.”
	Leo ignored the churrs and soft moans of pleasure coming from the other side of the bed.  His mind was reviewing the challenge his brother had just issued.  He was also going over what he saw as fatal flaws in both of their planned approaches.
	He recalled a line from his favorite Bruce Lee movie.  Challenged by a bully on his style, Lee had said “My style?  You can call it the art of fighting without fighting.”
	That was what Leo was prepared to do.  A little deception and some sleight of hand and Mikey would be his.
	Leonardo smiled.
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