Genesis of Hearts

“Why do I have to go with him?”


Raphael stood with his arms crossed in the lair’s kitchen.  Opposite him, Leonardo pursed his lips and glanced across to where Donatello was packing things into his duffel bag.


“Because you two are still at odds,” Leo said.  “Since my return you haven’t even tried talking to him.”


“Have you?” Raph countered.


“Yes, I have,” Leo said.  “I’ve talked to Mikey, too.  You weren’t easy on either of them and if we’re going to be truly whole again, all of us have to work on mending fences, including you.”


“The way I did with you?” Raph asked, a slight smirk lifting the corners of his mouth.

Leo gave him a look.  “If you mean the part where we were fighting on a rooftop in the rain, then no.  Brute force isn’t the way to communicate with Donnie.  You can’t intimidate him and you know it, he’ll simply shut you out.  Exactly the way he has been doing.”

Raph huffed and then glanced at Don.  “We’re not fighting or anything.  It’ll smooth out by itself.”


“No, it won’t,” Leo said.  “It’s been almost three months.  The longer this goes on, the surer he’ll be that you want nothing to do with him.”


“He’s my damn brother, he has to know better than that.”

“Look Raph, if you don’t make a move, he’s going to go by himself,” Leo said with a meaningful look in Donatello’s direction.


Donatello zipped up his bag and slung the duffel over his shoulder, preparatory to leaving.

“He didn’t ask me to go,” Raph said, sounding a little fretful even to his own ears.

“You’re reaching now.  Stop being a coward and tell him you’re going with,” Leo said.


Raph glared at his brother. “I ain’t a coward.”

Rather than respond, Leo simply lifted an eye ridge.  A barely perceptible growl issued from Raph’s throat before he stomped off towards Donatello.  Leo’s low chuckle was not meant to be heard.  His expression quickly smoothed out; the humor gone but the worry still in his eyes.


Donatello had started towards the exit when Raph caught up to him.  A frown came and went, but not before Raph saw it.

“I’m going with ya’,” Raph told him.


“Uh, thanks, but I can handle it on my own,” Don replied.


“Never said ya’ couldn’t,” Raph said, wondering why this was costing him so much effort.  “I figure I haven’t been helping out enough and I want to start.”


Don opened his mouth and then closed it again. A second later he simply said, “Okay.”

Turning his back on Raph, Don left it up to his brother to follow.  Raph had to bite his tongue to keep from snapping at him, to stop himself from saying something like ‘I don’t actually need your permission’ or a similar snide remark.


Rather than giving in to that urge, Raph stayed silent and trailed after his brother.  He wondered what it was that Don had started to say before thinking better of it.  Maybe Leo was right; he and Don did need to have a conversation.


Sensing eyes on him as he left the lair, Raph glanced back and spotted Michelangelo.  His younger brother smiled and offered him a thumbs up, no doubt as a means of encouragement.  As if Raph wasn’t already feeling a certain amount of pressure.

It wasn’t an auspicious way to start the evening.  Raph felt faintly disgruntled at being guilt tripped over what he was sure was just as much Don’s fault as his.  Sure, while Leonardo was in South America Raphael had not been easy to live with, but he felt as though the others hadn’t been trying to get along with him either.

Mikey was just annoying, more so than usual with his constant talk of their past accomplishments.  Raph didn’t want to hear complaints, he wanted them to do what they’d always done, whether Leo was there or not.

He didn’t get to call the shots in that regard though because Master Splinter had put Donatello in charge.  Don, the guy who would rather hack a computer than attack a Foot soldier.


Raph had no idea what it was he was supposed to say to Don.  It was one thing for Leo to say that the two of them needed to talk and quite another when it came to doing so.  If Leo had really wanted to help, he could at least have given Raph some clue as to how he should start the ball rolling.  Or tell Donnie to do his part and communicate as well.

Somehow, Raph didn’t think opening with “sorry ya’ flinched when I threatened ya’ and then I laughed” was a good idea.  Don had been tasked with keeping the peace while Leo was gone.  Raph had resented the hell out of that.  Maybe Don wasn’t as good at keeping the family together as Splinter had hoped, but that wasn’t really Don’s fault.

It had taken nearly killing Leo and then his brother’s kidnapping for Raph to open his eyes and realize that he was the problem, not the solution.  Maybe that was the same here, too.  Maybe Raph was the reason that he and Don weren’t getting along.


All of this ran through Raph’s mind during the completely silent drive to their destination. He would occasionally glance at Donatello, but his brother’s eyes remained fixed on the road.  Whatever part of that big brain of his that he was exploring, it had nothing to do with the turtle sitting next to him.  Of that Raph was fairly sure.


Raphael grimaced as the word ‘coward’ echoed in his head.  It didn’t help that the inner voice sounded like Leo’s.

When they reached the back entrance to a salvage yard, Raph leaped out the van while Don was still applying the brakes.  Running over to the gate, he quickly picked the lock and swung the gates wide so that Don could drive in.


After closing the gate again in case a police patrol came by, Raph jogged along behind the van as Don chose a hidden location in which to park.  Don was climbing out when Raph caught up to him.


“Um, nice repainting job,” Raph commented, patting the side of the van.  He realized that sounded lame, but he didn’t know how else to break the uncomfortable silence.


“Thanks,” Don said.  


He unzipped his duffel to grab a flashlight and for a second Raph thought that was all he was going to say.  Donatello seemed to realize that sounded too curt. “Mikey wasn’t thrilled that we had to paint over the Cowabunga Carl logo and change the color to gray, but he understands.  He wasn’t as understanding about the dents and dings I had to add.”


“We gotta blend in,” Raph said, stating the obvious.


Don shrugged.  “Our family is. . . whole.  We’re ninjas again.  The past is the past.”

With that little nugget of wisdom, he turned away, his eyes focused on his cellphone where he’d pulled up a map of the salvage yard.  Raph puffed out a breath of frustration.  He hadn’t failed to notice the hesitation before Don said the word ‘whole’.

“So~o,” Raph began, looking around.  “Why’d ya’ choose this yard?  We don’t usually come out this far to shop for junk.”

“They’ve recently gotten contracts with some high-tech companies to receive their unwanted equipment,” Don said, winding his way through piles of salvage without looking up from the map.  “That’s what started the protests.”

Raph waited a minute for Don to continue.  He didn’t and Raph grimaced, feeling like he was pulling teeth.  “What protests?”


“Environmentalists,” Don said, jogging quickly to the left.  “This yard is pretty close to the river and they’ve never been happy about that.  Now they are up in arms again because of the tech.”

“Oh, wait, I know this,” Raph said.  “It’s ‘cause of the lead and lithium and other toxic stuff that leaks out when that equipment breaks down.”


Donatello stopped walking and looked at his brother, clearly surprised.  “That’s right.”

“Don’t look so shocked.” Raph grinned.  “I pay attention to some of those sciency shows ya’ like to watch.”


“I never knew that sort of thing interested you,” Don said.  “I mean, I know you like to read science fiction books, but not that actual science might . . . .”

He trailed off, appearing sheepish.  Raph could guess what he was thinking.


“I’m not a complete meathead, Donnie.  I know I act like it sometimes, and I say the wrong things, but I do have a few brains,” Raph told him.


Don was quick to respond.  “I know you do.  I’ve never said otherwise.”  He turned away again, practically jogging as he returned to following his map.


Under his breath, Raph muttered, “Fuck.”  He trailed along after his brother as he tried to figure out how to have a conversation with him without sounding intimidating.


Even the silence between them had an intimidating quality to it, so Raph asked, “Ya’ looking for something specific?”

“Not really.  The environmentalist group is pushing for an injunction that will close this place down.  If they win, all of the equipment stored here will have to be moved far upstate or shipped to another state.  I want to get what I can before that happens,” Don answered.

It was the most he’d said to Raph in a long time.  “I got two hands, so feel free to load me up.”


“Thanks, Raph.”  Don glanced at him and then away again.  “I appreciate that.”

Though their eyes had met for the briefest of seconds, it was long enough for Raph to see real emotion in Don’s deep brown orbs.  An emotion that wasn’t anxiety or worry.  It reminded Raph that his brother had very attractive eyes.

He took a misstep and nearly stumbled, catching himself quickly before Don noticed.  Never in his life had he looked at one of his siblings and had that sort of thought.

Brushing it off as the strain of the situation, Raph quickened his pace so that he was walking alongside Don again.  His brother seemed to be headed towards a section of the yard where junked vehicles were piled together.

When they rounded a collection of semitrucks, Raph saw that there was a large area which had been set aside for electronics.  A deck of sorts had been built to raise it off the ground and the entire space was covered with a pitched roof.  There were lights affixed to the ceiling and they were on.  It wasn’t bright, but it meant they wouldn’t have to use flashlights as they dug around.

“There’s a sort of spill pad built under the deck that’s meant to catch any leaks from the equipment,” Don explained as he climbed the steps.  “The property owners have assured the city that any leaks will either be caught by the special tables these electronics are sitting on, or by the spill pad.  Nothing will get into the river.”

“I guess those activists are pessimists,” Raph said, his head swiveling around so he could take in the rows of electronics and technology parts spread out on tables.


“It’s hard to be optimistic when you see how much pollution has already taken place,” Don said.


“Ya’ got a point.” Raph smiled at a memory.  “Hey, remember how we used to fish off that riverbank near our first lair when we were kids?  Before the water got so nasty?  Man, I love the taste of fresh fish.”


“I remember,” Don said.  He smiled too, for the first time that night.  “You helped me reel in a really big one once.  It almost pulled me into the water, but you caught me around the waist just as I started to go in.”

“I’m always gonna be there for ya’, Donnie.”  Realizing that sounded odd, Raph added, “I’ll always be there for my family.”

Don’s expression had started to soften, but it evened out again at the mention of family.  “Same here.”


He stopped at a table and dropped his duffel on the floor before beginning to sort through a pile of items lying there.  Most of it looked as though it had already been picked over, but Don made excited clucking noises with his tongue as he set aside the parts he was swiftly extracting.


Raph had no clue how he could help.  There was no way he could figure out what sort of components Don was looking for.  What he did know was that the pile growing next to Don wasn’t going to fit in his duffel bag.


Wanting to be helpful, Raph wandered off to look for a box or bag that would hold everything.  He didn’t bother telling Don what he was doing because he doubted his brother would have heard him.


He’d gone a few rows away from Don when he found some empty boxes shoved under a table.  There were paper bags too, but Raph judged them to be too flimsy to carry the sharp-edged objects in Don’s collection.


Grabbing several boxes, Raph took them back to Don.  When he dropped them on the floor next to his brother, Don looked over.

“How much care do I need to take in packing this junk?” Raph asked.


“Set the items in carefully and don’t stack too much in each box,” Don answered.  “Like this.”

He began to swiftly transfer items from the table into one of the boxes.  As he worked, Raph couldn’t help but admire how deft and sure Don’s hands were.  He also noticed that one of his knuckles was bleeding.


Raph caught hold of Don’s hand mid-movement.  “What happened here?”


His brother frowned almost as though he hadn’t realized he was injured.  “Guess I scraped it against something.”

He tugged at his hand but Raph didn’t let go.  “This is more than a scrape.  Let me clean and cover it so you don’t get an infection.”


“I’ve had worse.  It’s no big deal.”


Ignoring his attempts to retrieve his hand, Raph delved into Don’s duffel and found a clean cloth and water bottle.  Keeping a hold on Don’s hand, Raph pried the top off the bottle and poured water over his brother’s hand before gently blotting the dirt away from the wound.


Donatello’s hands were covered in scars.  Raph hadn’t ever noticed that before.  His own hands were plenty scarred from past battles and from learning to use his sais.  He’d always thought that Don was the least scarred of the four of them because his weapon kept enemies at a distance.  Raph had never really looked at his hands.


Those hands told a story; a story of a turtle who worked hard for his family.  A brother who struggled every day to provide things for a family who mostly took him for granted.


“Scratch that,” Raph thought to himself.  “I take him for granted.”

Once more Raph dipped into the duffel and found the small first aid kit his brother always carried.  Inside was a bottle of liquid bandage, something they’d found worked best at covering hand wounds because it didn’t have to be replaced when it got wet like adhesive bandages did.  It didn’t get snagged on things either.

“This is gonna sting,” Raph warned.


Don chuckled and then winced slightly as Raph painted his wound.  “That’s what I’m always telling you guys.”


“How does it feel to have the roles reversed?” Raph asked.


“Odd,” Don admitted.  “You do pretty good work.”


“After all the times you’ve patched me up, I should know what I’m doing,” Raph said.


Even though he’d finished treating the wound, Raph couldn’t seem to release Don’s hand.  It fit perfectly in his own hand and the warmth was appealing.  Even the scars and bumps felt right.  Almost unconsciously, Raph slowly ran his thumb over Don’s knuckles.

His brother made a tiny noise, sounding like it came from deep in his throat.  Raph glanced up and saw that Don’s face had reddened.  When their eyes met, Don quickly slid his hand from Raph’s.


“We should get back to work,” Don said as he returned to placing his acquisitions into the box.  “There, that’s about how much can safely go into each box.”

Raph nodded and Don backed away, moving farther down as he began to examine a different section of the table.  His body seemed a little stiff and Raph knew it was because of how strangely he was acting.  The problem was, Raph himself didn’t know why he was reacting to Don in such an abnormal manner.


As he began packing a second box, following Don’s example, Raph’s thoughts drifted.  He had to admit to himself that tonight he was seeing Don in a way he never had before.  It made him wonder if the aggression he’d been showing his brother, both prior to Leo’s return and afterwards, wasn’t a result of the way he’d started to view Don.

Maybe that had a lot to do with why he’d been avoiding his brother.  Thinking back, Raph had been a little resentful at how easily Leo and Don had fallen back into their comfortable roles with each other.  Leo and Mikey were close too, but that didn’t bother Raph for some reason.  Seeing Don cozy up to Leo and so willingly let his brother take the reins again aggravated Raph.


All of which added to the acrimony that had led to the rooftop fight with Leo.  Only Raph hadn’t grasped that until just now.

 
As Raph hefted the two packed boxes, he saw that Don’s back was to him.  His eyes seemed to have minds of their own as they raked over Don’s form, from head to foot, lingering on his tail and firm buttocks.

Shaking his head, Raph cleared his throat to get his brother’s attention.  “I’m gonna load these up in the van.”


“Okay.”


Raph waited a second to see if Don had anything else to say, but his brother returned to his work.  During the trek back to the van, Raph tried to figure out what was wrong with him tonight, but an answer was not forthcoming.

He was just closing the back of the van after loading the boxes inside when odd sounds reached his ears.  Listening carefully, Raph was sure he heard voices, and they seemed to be drawing closer.

Nimbly scaling a stack of crushed cars, Raph looked for the source of the noise.  What he saw sent him rapidly back down and rushing over to where Don worked.


“We’ve got company.”


“Huh?  What?”  Don straightened up and stared at his brother.


“Protestors.  Activists.  Trouble.  Whatever ya’ want to call them, there’s a big crowd gathering at the front entrance.  They’re carrying signs and wearing gloves and masks,” Raph said.  “Seems like they plan to come in.”


Don looked genuinely stricken as he eyed the tables.  “There’s so much here I can use.”

“It’s not gonna do ya’ any good if you’re stuck in a cage,” Raph announced.  “Let’s get out of here before the cops start showing up.”


Raph waited while Don scooped up his duffel bag and then the pair headed back towards the van.  They’d only made it partway when alarms started blaring and lights began flashing across the yard.

“Dammit, they’re inside,” Raph growled.


“In here,” Don said, hopping onto the step of one of the big rigs they’d passed earlier.  He wrenched open the door and jumped in.


The last thing that Raph’s ego needed was for them to be trapped in the salvage yard.  He spent a precious minute trying to think of a way past the interlopers, but the sound of metal being thrown and glass breaking made him move.


Hopping into the truck, Raph pulled the door shut as quietly as he could.  The semi they were in was sitting on top of a couple that had already been partially crushed, making it high enough for Raph to have a good view of the yard and the street beyond the front gate.


People were climbing over the fence; their movements having set off the security alarms.  Some were already inside, exploring the many rows of junk scattered around, while a few had broken into the building that housed the office.

Sirens sounded in the distance and it wasn’t long before squad cars began arriving.  As the police worked to push back the crowd that hadn’t gotten inside yet, a burly older man arrived.  After first conferring with an officer, he walked to the front gate under the protection of the police and unlocked it.

An officer got on his loudspeaker to announce that the crowd was breaking the law and that they needed to disperse.  His warnings were ignored.

When Raph saw that some of the protestors had started climbing the piles of junk, he scooted into the sleeper-cab where Don was waiting.  Once he was seated on the bed, Don pulled the curtains closed and walked back to join him, setting his bō aside.


“Damn, I never knew how big it was inside one of these things,” Raph said, noting the shelves, cabinets, and built-ins that also occupied the space.


“It serves as a mini-home for the long haulers,” Don said.  Though his voice had an even timbre, he seemed ill at ease and was seated as far from Raph as he could get.

That fact didn’t improve Raph’s humor.  “Screw this.  We’re ninjas, we should be able to find a way out of here without being seen.”

“We might be able to slip out of the yard unseen, but our van can’t,” Don reminded him.  “Besides, as ninjas we are supposed to be able to remain hidden and stationary for long periods of time.  Ninjas did begin as covert agents who specialized in assassination and espionage.  Did you know that there were ninjas who would lie in wait for days for an . . . ?”


“Yes, thank you, Donnie,” Raph interrupted, sounding disgruntled.  “I was there for Master Splinter’s history lessons too.”

Don immediately clammed up, making Raph feel even more guilty.  He actually liked the sound of Don’s voice, there was a mellifluous quality to it that Raph found rather soothing.

“Sorry,” Raph said.  Don’s eyes remained downturned and Raph sighed.  “I’m an asshole, okay?  I’ve never liked being stuck someplace when it wasn’t my choice.”


“Like having to come here with me, you mean,” Don said, finally looking up.  “I know Leo told you to.”


Of course, Donatello was smart enough to know Raph had been pushed into this ride-along.  Raph rubbed the side of his neck nervously.  “Look, he thought we should talk and much as I hate to say it, he was right.  Things have been weird between us and that’s on me.  I was just so mad when Splinter chose Leo for that training mission that I wasn’t exactly easy to live with.”

“You’re telling me,” Don muttered and then bit his lip.


“Like that.”  Raph flipped a hand in the air.  “Ya’ shouldn’t be worried about saying what ya’ think.  If ya’ make me mad, then ya’ make me mad.  Just so ya’ know that most of the time it ain’t because of anything you’ve done, it’s because I’m trying to figure out how to deal with my own stuff.”


It was the most he’d said to Don, to anybody, in a very long time.  Once the words had started flowing, Raph found that they were easier to say than he’d expected.

“Did you ever stop to think that you didn’t need to deal with ‘stuff’ on your own?” Don asked.  “I’d rather you’d have talked to me about what you were feeling than going out of your way to try and intimidate me.”

The word ‘bully’ rang in Raph’s ears, his sensei’s admonishment that if bullying were the only way to argue his point, he probably didn’t have much of a point to begin with.  It still stung, mostly because it was true.


“Talking ain’t one of my strong suits,” Raph said.  “Obviously.  Can I get a little credit for trying now?”

He used a lighter tone when asking that, offering Don a little smile along with the question.  His brother relaxed perceptibly.


“I guess I can cut you a break,” Don replied.  “It was hard on all of us when Leo left.  The jobs helped to pass the time, but it still felt like our family was in limbo.  Everything just seemed out of kilter without Leo there.  It affected all of our moods.”


An odd sort of irrational jealousy swept over Raph at how often his brother invoked Leo’s name.  That feeling brought with it the urge to touch Don.  He reached out, meaning just to lightly brush Don’s arm, but jerked his hand back when his brother visibly jumped, his eyes widening.

“I ain’t gonna hurt ya’, Donnie,” Raph said.  “I’d never do that.  I’d rather stab myself than hurt ya’.”


“You were the one who said that fear was a weapon,” Don said, sounding querulous.


“And ya’ called me out for being a neanderthal,” Raph said.  “I’m learning not to be, but change don’t happen all that fast.  What I want most of all is for you and me to go back to how we were before my whole Nightwatcher gig.”

In a low voice, Don said, “I think I’d rather that there was growth on both our parts.  It’s easy to say let’s forget a certain unpleasant segment of time, but that’s not doable.  The better option is to learn from past mistakes.”

“My past mistakes,” Raph said.  “Donnie, I know ya’ still feel resentment towards me.”


“That’s not true,” Don protested a little too quickly.


Raph frowned.  “Don’t try to deny it.  I can see it written all over ya’ in the way ya’ respond to me.”

He hadn’t meant to sound threatening, but only after speaking did Raph notice that tone in his own voice.


Don stared at him, his body rigid.  “Then why don’t you tell me how I should feel.  I’ll agree to that so we can stop arguing and wait in silence.”


“Well, shit,” Raph said.  “I’m sorry.  I’m gonna be straight up honest here.  I’m frustrated because I don’t know what I’m doing, I only know what I’m supposed to be doing and I’m screwing that up.  I’m feeling defensive because of things Leo said to me and every time ya’ say his name I feel even more defensive.  I’m trying to make amends with ya’ because I want to, not because of anything to do with him, but ya’ keep saying his name.”

“I’m pretty sure you’ve said it as many times as I have,” Don countered.


“Then why the hell is he even a part of our talk?” Raph demanded.


“Because you wouldn’t be here tonight if he hadn’t insisted you join me.  Because you only did it to make him happy.  Because it doesn’t matter how far backwards you bend for Leo, you aren’t going to have a chance with him!” Don exclaimed.


His mouth suddenly slammed shut so hard that Raph swore he heard Don’s teeth clack.


“What does that even mean?”  Raph’s eyes narrowed, his gaze never leaving Don’s face.  “What are ya’ talking about?”

Silence fell so heavily that Raphael could plainly hear the protesters who were near the front gate.

Finally, Don answered.  “I thought you knew.”


“Knew what?”  When Don didn’t respond, Raph became more insistent.  “Knew what, Donnie?”


“Mike’s really happy right now.  Could you just leave them alone?” Don pleaded.


“Stop talking in riddles.”


Don’s mouth worked from side to side before he opened it to say, “Leo and Mike are together.”


It took a minute for that to sink in.  Raph blinked rapidly as he processed that information, certain things starting to fall into place.  Holding up one hand, he formed a circle with his thumb and first finger and then rapidly stuck a finger from his other hand into the hole a few times.

“Together like that?”


Don licked his lower lip and nodded.  “Yes.  Mated.”


As life changing as that news was, all Raph could think of was how tense Don was, as though waiting for a violent reaction.  Instead, Raph responded very calmly.

“Good.”


Donatello’s eye ridges lifted.  “Pardon me?”


“I said, good.  I don’t want Mike and I don’t want Leo,” Raph said.  All the things he’d been feeling were finally becoming clear to him along with the explanation for his tumultuous emotions.


“I thought.” Don paused to clear his throat.  “The way you and Leo have been, that tension.”


Raph snorted a laugh and scooted closer to Don.  “Did ya’ think that was sexual tension?”


“Maybe,” Don said, trying to sound noncommittal.


“It wasn’t.”  He placed a hand on the seat between them and leaned in.  “If I was gonna think that way about anyone, it’d be you, Donnie.”

“You . . . I . . . what?” Don stammered.

A corner of Raph’s mouth lifted.  “Yeah.  You’re in my head all the damn time.  I’ve caught myself looking at ya’ in a different way lately.  What ya’ just told me about Mike and Leo helps me make sense of things.  Is that too far out in left field for ya’ to consider?”


“I didn’t think you could see me that way.”

The implications of that simple sentence were not lost on Raph.  “Does that mean you’ve been thinking about me too?  Like, maybe . . ..”


He lifted his hands again, making the same motion with his fingers.  The color immediately rose on Don’s cheeks and Raph grinned.


“You are so crude,” Don lightly chastised.


“I’m so dense, ya’ mean,” Raph said.  “Ya’ could have found a way to clue me in, ya’ know.  You’re the smart one in this equation.”


“I was afraid.”  Don rushed into further speech in response to the look on Raph’s face.  “Not of you.  I was afraid that you had a thing for the brother you had that big fight with, and it was easier to keep my feelings to myself than to actually have you shoot me down.”

 
Raph appreciated the fact that Don opted not to say Leo’s name, but he wanted to set things straight.  “I got no problem with ya’ talking about Leo as long as your heart is mine.”

He knew that sounded mushy as soon as it came out, but it was worth it when he saw how Don’s entire demeanor softened.


“I’m pretty sure I’ve had a thing for you since we were kids,” Don admitted.


“Same here.  How’d ya’ think I knew that fish was giving ya’ troubles?  I was keeping an eye on ya’.  I always did that.”

Don’s hand came down on the seat near where one of Raph’s hands was lying.  He looked down and tentatively stroked the backs of Raph’s fingers.


The soft touch had an electrifying effect on Raph, sending a thrill of excitement straight into his groin.  He practically lunged at his brother, his lips finding Don’s and plying them with kisses.


With a moan, Don leaned into him and their mouths melted together.  When their tongues met, sparks went off in Raph’s system and he felt instinct begin to take over.

When Don churred Raph broke their kiss with a gasp.  “Oh damn, do that again.”


Don’s fingers danced over his bridges.  “You do that again and I will.”


Their bridges weren’t as bony as those of an unmutated turtles’ and the feeling of Don’s hands on his sides was more than sensual, it was arousing.


With the dexterity born of a lifetime of training, Raph grasped Don’s thighs and yanked them up and over.  The move pulled Don all the way onto the bed and onto his carapace.


The instant that Donatello was flat, Raph crawled atop him and once more plied his mouth with a deep kiss.  He made certain that he was lying between Don’s outstretched legs and as their bodies ground together, he felt his brother’s tail lift and begin searching for his.


Breaking the kiss, Raph gently removed Don’s mask and then took his own off as well.  “I want to see ya’, Donnie.  I wanna see every expression on your face while I’m making ya’ happy.”

“Yes,” Don breathed out.


For a second Raph found himself drowning in the deep brown depths of his brother’s eyes.  Then he began moving down Donatello’s body, his mouth touching as much of him as possible on his way to his brother’s manhood, which had emerged from his tail.

Don’s churrs and panting breaths were enough to make Raph drop down as well, his fluids leaking onto the bed.  Gone were all thoughts of the outside world, of the dangers around them.  The only thing in Raph’s mind was the need to take Don, to mark him with his scent both inside and out.
 
Neither turtle had any idea as to how much time passed as they made love.  Once both were fully sated and Raphael had pulled out of Don’s body to curl up next to him did the pair notice the cessation of sounds from outside.

“Do you think everyone’s gone?” Don asked.

“Probably,” Raph said.  “Ya’ in a hurry to leave?”


“No.  I think I’ve formed a fondness for this spot.”


Raph chuckled.  “Ain’t too bad, is it?  Maybe we can hook up a TV and microwave.”


“If you want to play house, we’ll need a spot that isn’t likely to be carted off and crushed at any moment,” Don replied.

“Okay, I guess the lair will have to do,” Raph conceded, making Don laugh.  It was a very nice sound.

After a moment of comfortable silence, Don said, “We could take this bed with us.”


With a smile, Raph lifted himself onto one elbow so that he could look down at his new mate.  “I guess that’s better than hauling the entire truck home.”


“Well, now that I think about it . . ..”


Raph’s groan of defeat had them both laughing.

End

