Everybody Wants Leo
(tell in snippets from 2k3 Leo’s life)
Day one: Raphael- Assuming the Lead

Though Master Splinter had attempted to hide the fact that he had been pacing in his room, it had not gone unnoticed by his sons.  Therefore when the master ninja had come out to pull Raphael aside, it had not been a surprise.

“Raphael, please find your brother,” Master Splinter requested.

“Ya’ want I should bring him home, Sensei?” Raphael asked, working to keep the hopeful sound out of his voice.


“No, merely determine that he has not attempted to take on the world alone,” Master Splinter said.  “Leonardo has convinced himself that he bears responsibility for things that are out of his control.  Until he comes to see this for himself, he will not willingly return home.”

That’s how it had begun after Leonardo ran from the lair.  The city was at war, and big brother was having an existential crisis.  Why he felt the need to think so deeply about his purpose and invite blame for the turn things had taken, Raphael could not understand.


Leonardo had been gone for two days.  In those two days Raphael had tried and been unable to think about anything but his brother.  They’d been arguing in a completely circular fashion ever since Shredder had met his end and one would think Raphael would be happy to have Leonardo out of the lair.


He was not happy.  Leonardo had a right to his opinion just as Raphael had a right to his.  Raphael feared that his brother was thinking about replacing words with actions and would wind up getting himself into a crap load of trouble.

Apparently Master Splinter was worried about that too.  It worked out well that he’d asked that Raphael go and find his brother.  Raphael had already been thinking along those same lines himself.


Leonardo was resourceful and he was very good at staying out of sight.  The one advantage that Raphael had was that he knew his brother very well.


What Raphael had never told anyone, not even Leonardo himself, was that he wanted to know his oldest brother better than well.  Raphael wanted to know Leonardo intimately.

The fact that Leonardo would probably slice his head off the way he’d done to Shredder the second time they’d killed him was only one of the reasons Raphael hadn’t acted on his feelings.  So many possible repercussions had gone through Raphael’s mind that they had frozen him in a state of perpetual inaction.

Why he had to fall for his moralistic, stick-up-the butt brother was beyond Raphael.  Living with him from day to day had taken some of the edge off; at least Leonardo was there.  Even if Raphael couldn’t have him in the biblical sense, he at least had Leonardo’s presence.  It was a salve of sorts for Raphael’s raging hormones.

Two days without him though, and Raphael felt like he was going to come out of his own skin.  Master Splinter wasn’t the only one who had been pacing.

Leonardo preferred to take to the high ground whenever he was planning a course of action.  It stood to reason that Raphael would find his brother on a rooftop somewhere near the Foot Clan’s territory, since they were the ones being squeezed in the turf war.

It took a bit over an hour of searching before Raphael finally spotted his errant brother.  Leonardo was crossing rooftops with his usual stealth, moving fast and apparently towards a specific destination.

Raphael paralleled his brother’s path, matching Leonardo’s speed while also making certain not to be seen by him.  Though Leonardo periodically stopped to check his back trail, Raphael managed to evade his searching eyes.

From a hiding place atop a nearby building, Raphael watched as Leonardo approached a dilapidated water tower.  Squatting in its shadow, Leonardo remained motionless for ten long minutes before quickly climbing the ladder and disappearing inside.

Approaching the tower cautiously, Raphael gave his brother time to relax and then silently scaled the ladder.  There was an old torn sheet covering the hole in the tower wall and Raphael used one finger to ease it aside and make a gap large enough for him to peer through.

Leonardo stood with his shell to the makeshift doorway while he lit some candles.  As Raphael’s eyes raked over his brother’s taut backside and toned thighs, a shiver of desire ran along his spine.

Turning his gaze to the rest of the space, Raphael saw that several crates were scattered around the floor and a hammock had been set up to one side.  Otherwise, the room was bare.

Without further hesitation, Raphael flipped the sheet out of his way and stepped into Leonardo’s home away from home.  

The flap of the material alerted Leonardo to an intruder and he swiftly spun around, one hand automatically lifting towards his sword.  When he saw who it was, Leonardo’s hand lowered and his mouth pressed into a thin line.

“Why are you here?” Leonardo demanded, sounding none too happy.  “How did you find me?”


“After all these years living with ya’, I’ve got a pretty good idea of how ya’ think,” Raphael said.  “Finding and following ya’ wasn’t all that damn hard.”

“Why bother?” Leonardo asked.  “You’ve already made it clear that you don’t agree with what I want to do.”

“Maybe I would if you actually had any kind of clue about what ya’ want to do,” Raphael said.  “All you’re doing is spouting crap about being responsible for stuff that ya’ can’t possibly be responsible for.”


Raphael quickly checked his temper.  Getting into another argument with Leonardo wasn’t why he’d tracked down his brother.


“If you only came here to try and persuade me . . . .” Leonardo began.

Four long strides put Raphael inside of Leonardo’s personal space.  As he moved, Raphael yanked his sai from his belt and tossed them down so that they stuck into the floor.  When Raphael wrapped his arms around his brother, it stopped Leonardo’s speech mid-sentence.


“Just . . . just shut up for two seconds, would ya’?” Raphael asked.


Leonardo went both still and quiet, clearly unsure as to how he should react to such an uncharacteristic show of affection.


After the shock wore off, Leonardo lifted his arms to return the embrace.  The response emboldened Raphael further and he turned his face into Leonardo’s neck.  His brother’s scent was intoxicating.

Determined to resist his urges no longer, Raphael placed a kiss to Leonardo’s collarbone and then softly nibbled at it.

“Raphael . . . what . . . ?” Leonardo started to ask.


“Shh,” Raphael commanded.  “Ya’ got no idea how long I’ve been wanting to do this.”


He took Leonardo’s silence as consent.  When Raphael placed a second kiss a little farther up, Leonardo tilted his head to the side and elongated his neck.


That small show of submission sent a shiver all of the way down Raphael’s body and made his toes curl.  Tightening his grip on his brother, Raphael pressed himself closer.  As he slid a leg between Leonardo’s, he also nipped at his jaw line.


A sigh escaped Leonardo.  At the same time, he tilted his hips forward so that their groins made contact.

Something that Raphael could only describe as a bolt of pure electricity shot straight into his cock.  His mouth traveled quickly from Leonardo’s jaw up towards his mouth.  Leonardo turned his head to meet him partway.


Their lips connected, separated, and connected again several times before the kiss became more passionate.  When Raphael’s tongue slid out to touch Leonardo’s lips, his brother opened his mouth to accept it.

Raphael could never have guessed that the tongue was such an erogenous zone.  Tangled with Leonardo’s, Raphael’s tongue conveyed signals to his sexual organs that had him hardening within seconds.  Because their bodies were so tightly pressed together, Raphael could feel Leonardo’s burgeoning arousal as well.

Taking the initiative, Raphael slid one of his hands down Leonardo’s carapace, drifting inwards until he touched skin.  Leonardo groaned as Raphael pet his side and then a quiver shook his form when the questing hand shifted to the front of his thigh.

When Raphael’s hand touched the bulge between Leonardo’s legs, the older turtle broke their kiss with a gasp.


“We . . . shouldn’t be doing this,” Leonardo whispered, though he did not try to escape his brother’s arms.


“I want ya’, Leo,” Raphael replied in a deep rumble.  “Always have.  Ain’t nobody gets to say what we should or shouldn’t do but us.”

There was no response for a moment, and then Leonardo churred.


The sound seemed to take the strength out of their legs.  Both brothers sank to the floor, still gripping one another.  Raphael draped his left leg atop Leonardo’s right, and his brother did the same with his own left leg.  With their legs straight out, the position brought their groins together.

Grabbing the back of Leonardo’s neck, Raphael pulled him into another kiss.  The pair were panting heavily as their tongues wound together and Raphael knew he couldn’t contain his growing hard-on for much longer.  Determined that Leonardo show himself first, Raphael slipped a hand between his brother’s legs.

Leonardo grunted and then his cock dropped into Raphael’s questing hand.  Raphael sighed in relief as he allowed his erection to make an appearance.


An aggressive rumble pushed up from Raphael’s diaphragm as Leonardo wrapped his hand around his younger’s brother’s shaft.  Clinging to one another, the duo began to jerk each other off.


With their chins resting on one another’s shoulders, cheeks pressed together, the low moans and muttered words that issued from the pair served as guides for their pleasure.  Raphael learned that Leonardo liked a steady yet ever increasing rate of speed.  The older turtle found that his brother preferred several fast strokes followed by two slow slides with a twist.

Pre-cum lubricated their shafts and enhanced the sensations, as did the feeling of thumbs gliding across the heads of their dicks.

“Raph . . . uhh . . . I’m . . . Raph!” Leonardo cried out as his orgasm hit, making his entire body shake.

Raphael grit his teeth as the sound of his name shouted in ecstasy sent him into climax as well.  “Ahh . . . Leo!” he yelped as his cum spilled over Leonardo’s fist.

They remained locked in a tight embrace, gasping heavily and practically holding each other up.  When their breathing began to even out, the pair tipped away from each other.  Relinquishing their grips one another’s cocks, their eyes met.

Leonardo spoke first.  “We . . . did that.”

A corner of Raphael’s mouth lifted.  “Yeah, we did.  I ain’t sorry about it either.  You?”


“No.”  Leonardo’s eyes searched his, asking unspoken questions.


“I told ya’, I’ve wanted this for a long time,” Raphael said, responding to the look.


“So you decided to take the lead?” Leonardo asked, a hint of amusement in his voice.


“I’m better at some things than ya’ are,” Raphael told him.  “I want to keep this with ya’.  Think we can do that?”

Leonardo’s gaze drifted to the side and then he exhaled a small puff of breath as he looked back up at Raphael.


“Will it change us?” Leonardo asked.


“Doubt it,” Raphael said.  “You’ll still be a big pain in my ass.”


Leonardo chuckled.  “And you’ll still tell me so.”  He sobered.  “I’m not coming home yet.”


With a shrug, Raphael said, “Didn’t think ya’ would, actually.  It kinda surprised me to find out I missed having ya’ around.  I needed to know ya’ was okay.”


“I missed you too,” Leonardo said.  “I’ll come home when I . . . .”

He stopped, apparently at a loss for words.


“When ya’ figure out what the hell you’re doing out here?”  Raphael finished for him.  He lifted a hand when Leonardo started to speak.  “Not arguing that with ya’ right now.  Save it for another time, all right?”

“Keep the two things separate?”  Leonardo sounded hopeful.


Warmth blossomed in Raphael’s chest and he leaned in to kiss his brother once more.  “Yeah,” he whispered against Leonardo’s mouth.  “Sometimes we’re brothers, sometimes we’re lovers.”


“I like the sound of that,” Leonardo said softly.


It was exactly what Raphael wanted to hear.
Day two: Donatello – The Leader Inside

Patrol had been rough.  It was their sixth night in a row combating Karai’s Foot soldiers.  By the third night her tactic had become obvious; she was sending her goon squad to attack local small businesses as a way to draw the turtles into her traps.

Donatello was tired.  They all were, but he could see that Leonardo was beyond tired; he was exhausted.  Coming up with strategies to counter Karai’s latest chess move was Leonardo’s responsibility, and it was weighing on him.

In the past, they would have simply hunkered down in the lair to avoid her search parties.  It put a crimp in their lifestyle, but eventually Karai would tire of the hunt and ignore them for a few months.
This new maneuver of hers took their normal option of avoidance away from them.  The turtles could not simply sit by and do nothing when they knew that the Foot were looting and pillaging the good, hardworking citizens of their city.
Every patrol took them into a fight.  Each fight became harder to win.  They were taking down the Foot, but after each confrontation the brothers returned home just a bit more battered and bruised.
And bone weary.

As Raphael and Michelangelo trudged upstairs to their bedrooms, Leonardo looked towards Splinter’s room.  It wasn’t hard for Donatello to know what he was thinking.
“You can report in to Father in the morning,” Donatello said, setting a hand on Leonardo’s shoulder.  A firm push turned him in the direction of the stairs.

Just the simple act of climbing each riser seemed a monumental task for Leonardo.  There was no way that Donatello was leaving him alone.  As much worrying as the eldest tended to do, he probably wouldn’t sleep.

It was only after Leonardo had returned from his pilgrimage to the Ancient One that he and Donatello had taken steps towards a relationship that was more than brotherly.  The euphoria of having Leonardo at home again had led to Donatello initiating that relationship.
Though they had done little more than kissing and heavy petting, Donatello felt that now was a good time to take it further.

Leonardo was almost zombielike as Donatello directed his steps.  When Donatello urged his brother past his own room, Leonardo cast an inquisitive glance at him.
“You’re going to stay with me,” Donatello told him.

“What about the others?” Leonardo asked.

“They’re both probably asleep already,” Donatello said.  “Even if they saw us, I doubt that either of them would care.”

One advantage of the new lair over the Y’Lyntian one was that he and Leonardo’s rooms were near each other.  Their brothers were on the next level, far enough away so any noises that might emanate from Donatello’s room wouldn’t be heard.
Once he had Leonardo inside the bedroom, Donatello locked the door behind them.  Giving his brother no time to think about what was happening, Donatello swiftly stripped his weapons and gear from him.  He saved Leonardo’s mask for later, allowing his brother to keep it as Donatello guided him onto the bed.
When Leonardo was seated, Donatello began to remove his own things.  He made a sensual show of it, one that was too compelling for Leonardo to look away from.

Placing a knee between Leonardo’s parted thighs, Donatello set both of his palms on his brother’s chest and urged him to scoot back.  Leonardo kept his gaze on Donatello’s face as, once his entire body was on the bed, he followed the unspoken command to lie down.
“Roll over,” Donatello ordered him, keeping his voice low and soothing.
Without asking any questions, Leonardo turned over onto his plastron.  As soon as he settled into position, Donatello reached down and turned his brother’s mask sideways, effectively blindfolding him.
Leonardo’s head lifted.  “Donny?”

Tapping the back of his brother’s skull, Donatello indicated he should lower his head to the mattress again.  “Relax,” he instructed.  “You’re tense and completely knotted up.  Consider this a sort of sensory deprivation.  I want you to lie there and focus on nothing but the touch of my hands.”
Though Leonardo did as he was told, it was clear from his body language that he had yet to relinquish control.  That was fine by Donatello; he enjoyed repairing things, appreciated the challenge of putting something right again.
Straddling Leonardo’s thighs, Donatello reached over him to the bedside table and snagged a bottle of warming lotion.  After pouring a generous amount into his hands, he began to rub Leonardo’s shoulders.
The low groans of satisfaction emanating from his brother were good indicators that Leonardo appreciated the treatment.  For a while Donatello concentrated on his shoulders, neck, and biceps.

Little by little the tension slipped from Leonardo’s muscles.  When the knots were gone, Donatello added more lotion to his palm and then shifted his position so that he was between Leonardo’s legs.

Rubbing his hands together to distribute the lotion, Donatello then placed his hands firmly on the backs of Leonardo’s thighs.  The muscles rippled beneath his palms in reaction to that touch.
Donatello had strong hands and he made use of them as he worked the kinks out of Leonardo’s legs.  He watched as Leonardo’s toes, which had been digging into the mattress, slowly eased and then slid down so that his feet were flat against the bed.

After working diligently on Leonardo’s calves, Donatello’s hands glided back up along his brother’s toned legs.  Donatello was intent on another target entirely.

There were certain steps one took to bring a machine back to optimum working condition.  The body and mind were machines of a sort; they worked in conjunction, each necessary to keep the other functioning.
Donatello was determined to see that Leonardo’s body and mind were fully connected before this night was over.  He knew of one sure way to make certain that Leonardo would experience only one single unified thought and feeling.
For a moment or two Donatello again massaged the backs of Leonardo’s thighs, then slid his hands inwards.  He heard Leonardo’s breath catch and then the slow exhale as he worked to bring his reactions back under control.
A slight smile etched Donatello’s lips.  He knew that Leonardo wanted to be with him, but he also knew that his older brother was weighed down by his own inhibitions.  Donatello meant to break through those barriers much in the same way he broke through computer firewalls.

Using just his thumbs, Donatello stroked along the crease between thigh and groin.  A tiny choked sound from his brother rewarded Donatello’s efforts.
Very quickly, Donatello spread more lotion onto his hands and then returned them to Leonardo’s upper thighs.  This time rather than squeezing the muscles, he leaned his weight partially onto his arms and slid his hands up to Leonardo’s buttocks.

Using small circular movements he kneaded Leonardo’s butt cheeks.  While doing so, Donatello moved his thumbs to the cleft between the butt cheeks.   With each outward sweep of his hands, he pulled the butt cheeks apart and lightly blew on the exposed opening between them.

He felt Leonardo squirm slightly and his smile grew.  Very deliberately, Donatello moved his hands and thumbs again so that the edges of his thumbs could caress the outer ring of Leonardo’s anus.
This time Leonardo churred, though he tried to swallow it.  Donatello couldn’t help but chuckle.
“Dona~tello . . . .”  Leonardo moaned as he widened the gap between his legs.
Chucking the lotion aside, Donatello reached beneath the mattress and extracted the tube of lubricant he’d hidden there.  Since he and his brother were inexperienced, Donatello was very generous with his use of the gel.

Though he knew that Leonardo probably already had a good inkling as to what his genius brother was planning, Donatello was careful to only paint the outside of the anus with lube.  He waited until he felt Leonardo relax again before inserting a finger partway inside of him.
By now Donatello was breathing heavily through his nostrils.  Just touching his brother in this way was turning him on, and the pressure under his shell was growing in intensity.  It wouldn’t be long before he was going to have to release his cock from confinement.
“Are you sure . . . ?” Leonardo began to ask.

“Yes I am,” Donatello replied without waiting for his brother to finish the sentence.  “We both need this.”

As if to illustrate his point, Donatello slid his finger the rest of the way into Leonardo’s ass.  Leonardo inhaled sharply, but true to his nature he exhibited no other signs of discomfort.

What Donatello wanted most was for Leonardo to enjoy himself, not go along just to get along.  Understanding anatomy far better than any of his brothers gave Donatello the knowledge he required to be able to turn Leonardo’s unease into pleasure.
Crooking the tip of his finger, Donatello turned his hand slowly first one direction, and then the other.  When Leonardo suddenly hissed and his hips jerked, Donatello knew that he’d found the sensitive bundle of nerves he’d been searching for.

“Do you like that, Leo?” Donatello asked, raking his finger over the same spot again.

“Oh, shell . . . Donny!” Leonardo gasped.  He bucked against the mattress and began panting heavily.

Donatello kept his finger where it was and leaned forward.  In a voice barely above a whisper, he asked, “Want more?”

Leonardo hesitated and with a wicked gleam in his eyes, Donatello caressed his prostate again.

“Ahh . . . yes,” Leonardo responded in a quaking voice.  “Yes.”

It was all the acceptance that Donatello needed to hear.  Removing his finger, he gripped the edges of Leonardo’s shell and urged him to roll over onto his carapace.

When his brother was face up, Donatello took his place between Leonardo’s legs once more.  Planting his hands to either side of Leonardo’s shoulders, Donatello bent down and aggressively took possession of his brother’s mouth.

Leonardo wrapped his arms around Donatello’s shoulders and sank hungrily into the kiss.  It was the most passionate one they had ever shared and both were churring by the time Donatello pulled his tongue from Leonardo’s mouth and lifted his head.
Stripping the mask from Leonardo’s face so that he could stare into his eyes, Donatello said, “Let me see you.”

Taking his arms from Donatello’s shoulders, Leonardo bit his bottom lip and then nodded once.  Donatello leaned away from him and flattened a palm on Leonardo’s chest.

Sliding his hand down Leonardo’s center frontline, Donatello stopped only when he encountered his brother’s cock, standing straight and proud.  As he wrapped his hand around the shaft, he was gratified to hear Leonardo groan.

Fascinated by his first chance to explore a penis other than his own, Donatello touched every inch of Leonardo’s with his fingers.  He stroked it and ran his thumb across the head, watching as pre-cum oozed from the tip.  Leonardo was steadily lifting his hips as he tried to drive himself into Donatello’s hand, clearly desiring more friction.
Finally Donatello released his brother’s cock.  Leonardo’s eyes popped open and he gazed at Donatello in the most beseeching manner the genius had ever seen.
“Don’t worry, we aren’t finished,” Donatello assured him.

It was time for Donatello to drop down and he did so with alacrity.  After coating his dick with lubricant, he grabbed onto the edges of Leonardo’s shell and tilted his brother’s bottom so that it was at an accommodating angle.

Leonardo fisted the sheets as Donatello began entering him.  Pushing his cock into such a hot, tight space was pleasurably intense.

Donatello took his time, knowing that Leonardo needed to adjust to his girth.  Once he was all of the way in, Donatello waited until the pained expression on Leonardo’s face disappeared.
Bracing his hands against the mattress, Donatello began to thrust.  He could feel Leonardo’s cock bouncing off of his plastron and it wasn’t long before his brother took himself in hand and started masturbating in tandem with Donatello’s drives.
Grunting as the pleasure mounted, Donatello was soon rutting into Leonardo as fast and hard as he could.  Leonardo’s body rocked beneath him, his breathy moans and the squelching of his hand against his cock adding to oncoming sensory overload.
“Donny . . . umph . . . I think I’m going . . . .” Leonardo panted out, his moving hand a blur.

“Oh gods, Leo,” Donatello husked in response as the fire in his belly grew.  “Do it!”

“Ooh . . . ooh . . . ngh!”  Leonardo’s hips jerked as cum erupted from his cock, hitting both his stomach and Donatello’s.

Leonardo’s internal walls clamped down on Donatello’s shaft and the shaking of his body was the final impetus that took the genius into his own orgasm.
“Good, so good,” Donatello crooned as he rode out his climax.  When it was over, his head slumped forward, his heavy breathing mirrored in kind by Leonardo’s.
When his cock finally shrank and slid out of Leonardo’s ass, Donatello fell to the mattress next to his brother.

As their breathing calmed, the pair found each other’s hands.  Leonardo gave Donatello’s hand a squeeze and turned his head towards his brother.
“How did you know this was the right time?” Leonardo asked, his eyes searching Donatello’s.

“I knew it’s what you needed,” Donatello answered simply.

“But you . . . you don’t normally . . . .”  Leonardo paused, seeming to falter as he sought the right words.

“Lead?”  Donatello brought his brother’s hand to his chest.  “Not out there in the world I don’t.  Nor do I ever want to.  But in here, well, this is where I take over.  This is where you take a break and I take control.  Think you can live with that?”

Leonardo rolled over onto his side and pressed his palm against Donatello’s cheek.  “Not only can I live with it, but it makes me very happy.”

Donatello took his hand and lifted it in order to place a kiss to his palm.  “Knowing that makes me happy too.”
The pair fell asleep in each other’s arms, problems and responsibilities forgotten for the night.

And best of all, in Donatello’s opinion, at least for a time the weight was lifted from Leonardo’s shoulders.  Donatello considered that to be mission accomplished.

Day three: Michelangelo – An Art to Leadership

Michelangelo loved hanging out with his big brother Leonardo.

Together they had met and aided Nobody in taking down an arms dealer, had a run in with and defeated Touch and Go, and helped Nano find a purpose for his existence and a family in the Justice Force.


Leonardo had helped Michelangelo train for his rematch with Kluh.  It was Leonardo’s words about family that had spurred Michelangelo on to defeat the warrior from Levram.


Now that the Tengu Shredder had been defeated, the turtles’ newest mission was to aid in the rebuilding of the city.  Their self-appointed job was exactly as it had always been; stop crime.

Gangs were still a problem, looting was at an all-time high, and street violence of every kind was occurring with more frequency.  The brothers spent most nights battling both major and minor offenses.


To cover more ground, the four turtles usually split into pairs.  As leader, it was Leonardo who decided how their team should be divided.  Mikey had no qualms about being very vocal in his suggestions though.  He made certain that his brothers all knew he wanted to patrol with Leonardo.

Tonight was no different.  “I’m going with Leo,” Michelangelo announced in no uncertain terms.


Raphael merely appeared bored at his statement and rolled his eyes.  Donatello however had a very knowing look on his face.  Fortunately, neither of them protested and the team division was made.

“We’ll meet back at the lair,” Leonardo said.  “If anyone runs into anything major, we call for help.  No grandstanding.  The best thing we can do for the city is to clear up any problems quickly.”


“Yeah, yeah.  Can we go now?” Raphael asked, clearly impatient.


“Yes,” Leonardo said and plainly wasn’t surprised that Raphael had already started jogging away from him before he finished speaking.


Donatello very purposely winked at Michelangelo before breaking into a run in order to catch up to Raphael.  The gesture was missed by Leonardo, who wore a sour expression as he watch Raphael disappear from view.


“Don’t worry about them, they’ll be fine,” Michelangelo assured his brother.  “Raph’s impatient, but Donny never has any trouble keeping him in check.”


“That’s one of the reasons I’ve been sending those two off together so much,” Leonardo said.

Michelangelo eyed him.  “It is?  What’s another reason?”


“I like being partnered with you,” Leonardo told him.


The grin that blossomed on Michelangelo’s face threatened to split it in half.  He took that as a good sign, a verification that what he wanted with Leonardo was possible.

Michelangelo was an optimist through and through.  He was also a master manipulator who took great pride in being able to arrange things to his advantage.


“What are we waiting for?” Michelangelo asked enthusiastically.  “Let’s get this party started.”


Leonardo set the direction for their patrol, taking them to an area full of small businesses.  Most weren’t damaged too badly; much like April’s shop they were only waiting to have glass replaced or other minor repairs.

The biggest problem the shopkeepers were experiencing were with looters.  Theft alarms hadn’t been reconnected to many of the businesses, and most of the street cameras had been destroyed.  It was a simple matter for the thieves to pull boards off the windows or kick in the back doors.


Every couple of nights, one of the pairs of brothers would patrol this neighborhood.  They wanted it to be known that the businesses were being protected so that the thieves would back off.  Once everything was repaired and the police could be easily notified of break-ins, the turtles’ wouldn’t need to keep an eye on things anymore.


Since Michelangelo didn’t really expect to discover anyone intent on doing bad deeds, his focus was on his brother.  As they ran, Michelangelo’s eyes were practically glued to Leonardo’s form.  Everything that Leonardo did, even if he was only running, exuded such masculine confidence that it made Michelangelo’s toes curl.

He was lucky that tonight Leonardo was a lot more observant of what was going on around them.  Michelangelo didn’t hear the screech of boards being pried loose until after Leonardo stopped moving and put a finger to his lips.


Together the brothers approached the rooftop’s edge and peered over.  On the street below them were two men, both carrying crowbars.  They’d succeeded in removing one board from the front of a liquor store and were setting to work on another.


The pair of turtles glanced at one another and both began to grin.  Neither needed to say a word to know what to do; in that they were definitely simpatico.

Leonardo took out his shell cell and placed a quick call to the closest police precinct.  It was their new standard operating procedure; inform the cops, take down the bad guys, and turn them over, ninja style.


While his brother reported the break-in, Michelangelo unwound the length of rope he had inside the backpack he was carrying.  Holding sections between his outstretched hands, he waited as Leonardo used his katana to cut the rope into four equal parts, then Michelangelo looped the rope through his belt.

The thieves had managed to pry off a second board and were starting on a third.  Leonardo nodded at Michelangelo and the pair leaped over the side of the building they were on, jumping from one window ledge to another until they were in the alley.

 
Leonardo crept along the wall of the building housing the liquor store with Michelangelo right behind him.  Looking around the corner, Leonardo got a bead on the break-in artists and lifted his hand preparatory to giving his brother their pre-arranged attack signal.

Michelangelo pulled his nunchaku and braced himself.  The excitement of the hunt never failed to make his heart beat faster and the exhilaration was never better than it was when he was with Leonardo.


It felt like minutes had passed when it was only a second or two before one of Leonardo’s fingers went up.  On his toes, Michelangelo waited until he saw Leonardo lift a second finger, and then he sprang into action.


Moving fast and together, the turtle brothers sprang at the pair of thieves.  Leonardo’s target caught the blur of green coming at him from the corner of his eye and swung his crowbar up, only to have it deflected by at katana.

The man Michelangelo was going for, alerted by his partner, spun around and jabbed at the young turtle with his crowbar.  Michelangelo slid in under the heavy bar and slammed both of his nunchucks into the man’s ankles.


A satisfying crunch rewarded his effort.  The man dropped his crowbar and fell screaming to the ground, clutching at his ankles as he squirmed in pain.

“Put it down,” Leonardo told the other man, who stood holding his crowbar up defensively.


The man glanced at his partner and then hurled the crowbar at Leonardo.  Unfazed, the turtle leader batted it aside but the maneuver gave the thief time to reach into his waistband and produce a gun.

Michelangelo didn’t think, he merely reacted.  Springing from a squatting position, Michelangelo flung his body in front of Leonardo’s and then threw his nunchucks at the man’s outstretched arm.

The blast from the gun was incredibly loud.  Michelangelo felt a searing pain as a bullet grazed his bicep and then Leonardo was pushing him out of the way.  Clapping a hand to his arm, Michelangelo watched as Leonardo struck the gun wielder on his temple with a work hardened fist.

One punch and the man keeled over, unconscious.  The other was one still thrashing around on the ground, moaning in agony.


“Mikey.”  Leonardo was suddenly in front of him again, his eyes expressive as he lifted Michelangelo’s hand in order to inspect the wound.  There was an ugly trench burned into his skin, but the actual damage was slight.


“I’m okay, Leo,” Michelangelo responded.  “Let’s tie these guys up for the cops.”

“Gladly,” Leonardo said, taking the rope from Michelangelo’s belt.


Leonardo made quick work of trussing up the two thieves and then scooped up Michelangelo’s weapons before running back to the alley with his brother.  Whipping the mask from his face, Leonardo used it to tie off the wound in Michelangelo’s arm.


The sound of an approaching siren warned the brothers it was time to exit the scene.  Leonardo handed Michelangelo’s nunchucks to him and he tucked them into his belt.  Using the window ledges again, the brothers scaled the building.  Once they were on the rooftop, they looked down to watch the police take over and call for medical assistance.

Tipping his head to the side, Leonardo indicated that they should put some distance between themselves and their current location.  They ran the rooftops, leaping from building to building, for about ten minutes before Leonardo lead his brother to a small greenhouse.

Picking the lock was a simple matter and Leonardo urged Michelangelo inside.  After checking to see that they hadn’t been seen or followed, Leonardo entered and locked the door behind him.


“Why would you take such a crazy chance?” Leonardo demanded as he turned to face his younger brother.

Raphael liked to say that their leader was afraid of nothing, but Michelangelo could see the fear in Leonardo’s eyes right now.  The thing was, Michelangelo had been scared too.


“It wasn’t that crazy,” Michelangelo said defensively.  “It was either act or watch you get shot in the face.”

“So you chose to get shot instead?” Leonardo asked.


“Sure,” Michelangelo said, shrugging his shoulders.  He winced as the movement reminded him that he was injured.  “From my angle I knew that my nunchucks would throw off his aim.  I did kind of figure he’d completely miss both of us.”

Leonardo was staring at him in astonishment.  “Everyone sees Raph as the team wild card, but I think that title actually belongs to you.  I never know quite what to expect when we’re together.”

“That’s a good thing, right?” Michelangelo asked, waggling his eye ridges at his brother.

The look on Leonardo’s face softened.  “You do keep me on my toes.  I think I like that.”

If there was ever an opportunity to show Leonardo how he felt, this was it.  Michelangelo stepped in close to his brother and kissed him right on his mouth.


Though the kiss was quick, it was robust.  There was no way that Leonardo could mistake its intent.

“What was that for?” Leonardo asked in surprise as he lifted a hand to his lips.


“To start something,” Michelangelo answered.  “I hope.  Did you like it?”


Leonardo’s hand slowly lowered.  “I think . . .  I did.”

“Let’s try again,” Michelangelo said, moving forward to embrace his brother.

When Leonardo returned the embrace, Michelangelo leaned in for another kiss.  This time he used his lips and tongue to encourage Leonardo to open his mouth.  As soon as Michelangelo’s tongue found his brother’s, fireworks seemed to go off in his head.

The kiss was a little sloppy, but it was as erotic as Michelangelo had ever imagined it would be.  Being the most imaginative of the pair, Michelangelo was already planning his next move when Leonardo broke their kiss.

“Mikey . . . I have to admit that I’ve . . . been thinking about something like this happening between us,” Leonardo admitted.


“Me too,” Michelangelo said.  “Like, a lot.”


“You don’t think we’re moving too fast?” Leonardo asked.

If there was one thing that Michelangelo knew, it was that he shouldn’t give Leonardo time to overthink this.


Taking Leonardo’s hand, Michelangelo said, “Come over here.”


There was a concrete bench near the back of the greenhouse and Michelangelo led his brother over to it.  He urged Leonardo to sit and then when he was settled, Michelangelo surprised him by dropping to his knees between his brother’s legs.

Running his hands up and down the insides of Leonardo’s thighs, Michelangelo gave his brother a lustful smile and said, “Geez, Leo, you should know by now that fast is what I do.”

He tweaked the juncture between Leonardo’s thighs and pelvis as he spoke.  When Leonardo gasped and grabbed at the edges of the bench, Michelangelo knew his brother was really sensitive in that spot.

Pressing a kiss to first one leg and then the other, Michelangelo boldly touched his tongue to Leonardo’s inner thigh and licked his way up to that juncture.  Leonardo was breathing heavily by now, his eyes wide and fixed on Michelangelo.


There was hardly anything Michelangelo liked better than an audience, except for Leonardo being both the audience and the participant.  As Michelangelo worked his tongue along the crease, he watched the area between Leonardo’s legs begin to bulge outward.

Michelangelo realized that he’d finally found the right buttons to push with Leonardo.  He’d spent years trying to break Leonardo’s focus, to get some kind of reaction out of him.  Just as Michelangelo had when he was a kid, he was still using his mouth, but in a way that worked much better than merely taunting his older brother.

Lifting his tongue, Michelangelo changed his aim to another target; a better target.  He licked at the bulge, grinning when he heard Leonardo groan.  Then he opened his mouth and clamped down on the section of cartilage that was just beginning to part.  Flicking his tongue quickly against Leonardo’s thickening shaft, Michelangelo got his brother hard enough to drop down.

Tilting his head back, Michelangelo took a good look at Leonardo’s cock.  It was very similar to his own, not quite as thick but a little longer.  Seeing it bobbing there in front of his eyes, out in the open because of something he’d done, made Michelangelo pretty proud of himself.

Leonardo lifted one of his hands from the bench to reach forward.  “I can . . . take care of this myself.”


“Uh, uh,” Michelangelo said, batting Leonardo’s hand aside.  “I got you like this for a reason.  Sit back and let the Mikester work his magic.”


He emphasized his point by giving Leonardo’s cock a long lick from base to tip.  Leonardo yelped and his hand returned to clutching the edge of the bench, the knuckles on both hands blanching with the intensity of his grip.

Michelangelo drew his tongue across the head of Leonardo’s cock again, enjoying the full body shudder that action elicited from his brother.  Keeping his eyes locked on Leonardo’s face, Michelangelo swallowed his dick.

The long drawn out moan that move provoked was one of the most provocative sounds he’d ever heard Leonardo make.  Eyes half shut, Leonardo’s chin was down almost to his chest, his mouth open as he drew in deep, heaving breaths.


Michelangelo’s body responded to the erotic scene.  His cock, which had stirred to life when he’d kissed Leonardo, now blossomed forth in all its full, hardened glory.


As Michelangelo began sucking Leonardo off in earnest, he grasped his own cock and started to masturbate.


There was something about watching Leonardo become a slave to his emotions, about seeing his face give away his feelings in such an uncharacteristic manner that brought Michelangelo to the edge very quickly.  The sounds that Leonardo was making and the way his hips were dancing on the bench became the gauge that told Michelangelo his brother was getting close as well.

Then his brother’s shaft expanded and Leonardo suddenly tossed his head back while crying out his bliss.  Ejaculate shot down Michelangelo’s throat and he pulled back until his lips only covered the head of Leonardo’s cock so that he could keep from choking.

Seeing Leonardo come undone so completely sent Michelangelo into a near heart stopping, body trembling orgasm of his own.  His cum spurted onto the asphalt roofing tiles even as Michelangelo swallowed his brother’s load.


After several minutes, Leonardo’s spent dick fell from Michelangelo’s mouth with a soft plop.  Tucking himself back in, Michelangelo joined Leonardo on the bench.  Leonardo’s eyes slowly opened and he turned his head to see Michelangelo looking at him, a question on his face.

Very quickly Leonardo put his arms around Michelangelo’s shoulders and pulled him in close.  Smiling, Michelangelo moved in for a kiss and was happy to find that Leonardo was receptive, even opening his mouth so that their tongues could dance together.


They separated when Leonardo’s shell cell beeped.


“I guess it’s time to go home,” Michelangelo said, his expression wistful.


“’Fraid so, little brother,” Leonardo said.

Michelangelo sighed.  “I guess we have to wait for another patrol night to be together.”


“We can do this at home, Mikey,” Leonardo said with a soft smile.  “There’s no reason to hide anything.”


“Really?  Awesome!” Michelangelo shouted, bouncing up off the bench.  “Come on, I’ll race you back to the lair.  I’ve got so many ideas!”


Leonardo was laughing as he followed his younger brother.  Just because Michelangelo was the most imaginative of the four of them, it didn’t mean he couldn’t lead.


In fact, he seemed to be pretty good at it.

Day four: April – Leading from the Heart

She only meant to comfort him.


Leonardo had been so down after the beating he had received at the Shredder’s hands.  His swords gone, his body battered, his spirit broken.


He was spending hours alone in the barn.  Though Master Splinter was obviously concerned, he did not try to push things with his oldest son.


Despite the fact that his father appeared willing to allow Leonardo to work things out for himself, April worried.  As it was, the oldest turtle brother had a tendency to internalize his feelings and April didn’t believe that this prolonged brooding was doing him any good.


Food was usually a good excuse for starting a conversation, so April prepared a couple of sandwiches and a thermos filled with hot tea.  After pulling on her jacket, April left the house through the back door so that she wouldn’t be bothered with questions.

There was a fire going in the blacksmith forge inside the barn.  It provided a comfortable warmth to a place that would otherwise be drafty.

It took her a moment to locate the young turtle.  He was in a shadowed corner of the barn, staring at a pile of junk metal.

“Leo?” April called out softly.  In the past she knew he would have been aware of her presence, but in his present state of mind, he might not have heard her come in.


“I’m not good company right now, April,” Leonardo responded.

She had never heard him sound so down.  Something inside of her stirred; some instinct older than time made her move forward despite the dismissive tone in his voice.


“I brought you something to eat and tea just the way you like it,” April said, approaching the turtle.


“Thank you, but I’m not hungry,” Leonardo said.


“When was the last time you ate?” April asked.  “You’ll heal faster if you provide your body with nourishment.”


“What’s the point?” Leonardo asked, sounding dejected.


April put the plate and thermos down on the anvil.  Facing him, she said, “The point is that you have friends and family who care about you and want you to get better.  We need for you to care about yourself too, Leo.”


All she received for her words was a growl of frustration.  It seemed clear that he thought he could wait her out and that she’d give up and leave.  Leonardo really should have known her better than that.

The night that Leonardo had been flung through her window, battered and broken, had been the worst of her life.  She loved all of the turtles as if they were her own family, but Leonardo had a special place in her heart.


April had never admitted that to anyone; not to Leonardo, or Master Splinter, or Casey Jones; not even to herself.  It was only when he lay at her feet, his body bruised and bloody, did she realize how deeply she felt for him.


Getting him out of the apartment alive was all April could think about that night.  When Hun had menaced Leonardo, April was prepared to die to save him.  She hadn’t even had to think about it.

There was something so pure and good about Leonardo, something that touched at the core of April’s being.  He was devoted and dedicated, honorable and honest.  She loved his qualities but his youth and inexperience, not to mention the other differences between them, kept her silent and unwilling to act on her feelings.


Seeing him like this; so unsure of himself and so dejected, made some of walls April had erected crumble.  Whatever damage Shredder and his goons had done to Leonardo’s soul needed to be mended, no matter what it took.

“Leo, I know you’ve been through a harrowing experience,” April said, her tone gentle.  “Why don’t you talk to me about what’s bothering you.  Just speaking your thoughts out loud can be helpful.”

“You want me to talk about how I let everyone down?” Leonardo asked, sounding angry.  “I . . . I just can’t.”

April moved closer, stopping only when she was inside the shadows with him.  “You can stand here in the dark and in your head replay everything that happened, but that won’t change anything.  Don’t you think I haven’t done that a few times in my life?  It’s not productive or good for you.”


“I’ll bet one of those times you wish you could change was meeting us,” Leonardo said, looking forlorn.

“It’s not,” April snapped, the harsh note causing Leonardo to finally look at her.  “Meeting you guys is by far the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”  Her voice softened.  “Meeting you has been the best thing.”


Leonardo’s brow knit.  “You put yourself in danger protecting me, April.  Hun would have beaten you or . . . or worse.  How could I have lived with that?”


“Well you didn’t have to,” April replied firmly.  “It wasn’t your choice or your responsibility anyway.  I’m my own person and I get to decide who I lay my life on the line for.  It just so happens I believe that saving you is worth any sacrifice.”

“I don’t know how . . . .”  Leonardo paused as he thought how to respond.  “How do I answer that?  You have to know I feel the same way.  But it’s because of us – because of me – that you’ve lost your shop and your home.”


“Those things can be rebuilt,” April said.  “Home is in here.”  She reached out and placed her hand on his chest.  “Love is in here.  It’s the only thing that really matters.”

“But I can’t stop replaying that night in my head,” Leonardo told her.

“That’s because it was a traumatic event,” April said.  “It’s normal, Leo.  It can be healthy too, if it helps you acknowledge that you experienced and survived something harrowing.  What isn’t healthy is wallowing in regrets and spending hours trying to figure out what you could have done differently.”

“They were hunting us,” Leonardo said, his teeth clenched.  April saw his body stiffen and his hands into fists.  “I knew that.  It’s why we were staying with you.  I shouldn’t have gone out; I shouldn’t have lead them back to your home.  I should have listened to Master Splinter when he told me to be patient.  I didn’t listen though, I let my curiosity get the better of me and went near our lair.  That’s how they found me.  All of this, everything that happened to us, to you, is my fault!”


April quickly stepped forward and wrapped her arms around the turtle.  She could feel him shaking against her and it broke her heart.


“It’s not your fault for wanting to take back some control of your own life,” April said, pressing her cheek against his.  None of us blames you for anything, Leo.  The blame lies with Shredder.  He is evil and if history has shown us anything, it’s that good always wins out.”  She leaned back just enough to look into his face.  “But only if those of us who have right on our sides don’t quit.”


She could see from Leonardo’s expression that he had been needing someone to say these things to him.

“I don’t want to be a quitter,” Leonardo said.  “I don’t know how to get this stuff out of my head.”

April didn’t have any conscious thought about wanting to kiss him, it just happened.  It wasn’t a sisterly type kiss either; April planted her lips squarely atop his.


Leonardo was stunned to immobility for a moment and then he put his good arm around her waist and responded.  Though he was inexperienced, he caught on quickly when April probed at his lips with her tongue.

The kiss was different in more ways than one for April.  Physically, his mouth and tongue were wider than that of a human’s.  Adjusting to that was easy enough.  It was the way the heat blossomed in chest and nether regions that took April by surprise.  She’d never experienced the onset of those physiological reactions so quickly.

It was Leonardo who came to his senses first.  Breaking the kiss, he slowly extricated himself from her hold.

“April.”  Leonardo closed his eyes and cleared his throat before taking a deep breath and looking at her again.  “We shouldn’t.  Not that I don’t want to, but I’m not . . . whole.  And then there’s Casey.”


“I know,” April said.  “You have all the experiences and responsibility of a forty year old and that makes me forget sometimes that you’re just a teenager.  And Casey . . . I don’t know what I have with him, but it could be something.”

“Something that you and I can’t have,” Leonardo said.  For the first time in days April saw a small smile lift the corners of his mouth.  “It’s okay though.”


“Do you . . . want to come inside?” April asked.


Leonardo looked down at the ground, the serious expression creeping back onto his face.  He shook his head before looking up again.  “I think . . . not yet.”  He touched his chest.  “There’s a piece in here that I have to fix, but I don’t know what that is.  I’m not going to find it in the house while I’m surrounded by the sounds of . . . normalcy.”


April thought she understood.  “You have to focus on yourself.”  She started towards the door and then stopped to look at him again.  “You aren’t alone, you know.  Whatever is eluding you and keeping you from finding peace with yourself again, it might be that one of your brothers can find it for you.  If one of them comes in here and wants to help, be open to them, okay?”

“I will,” Leonardo promised as he walked out of the shadows.


He was opening the thermos of tea as April left the barn.  Maybe she hadn’t fully succeeded him helping him find his way, but she felt as if she had met her goal of comforting him, if only a little.

April had also managed to find comfort for herself as well.  Leonardo had that gift, one he probably wasn’t even aware of.

Maybe when he was older he would understand.  April hoped she’d still be a part of his life whenever he did.

Day five: Karai – Accepting His Lead

When the video of Leonardo that had been brought to her was first seen by Karai, she had felt an instant attraction.

Her first interaction with him had left her fascinated.  With each subsequent meeting Karai had tried to convince herself that he only held her interest because he was so different.  As she came to understand his character and to feel an affinity with him, Karai thought her feelings were so strong only because she could not have him.


With that notion came the epiphany that she did actively want him.  Why else would she find herself thinking of him at least once a day, going behind her father’s back to ask for Leonardo’s assistance, and to avoid harming him even after receiving a direct order to do so?

Standing at a window in the library of her father’s palace, Karai looked across the neighboring rooftops.  Oroku Saki was gone.  He had been judged by his peers and exiled.  The charges that had been read against him were too horrific for Karai to comprehend.  She had felt shame.

That shame had become anger.  Leonardo had tried to tell her that her adoptive father had lied to her, but Karai would not accept his words.  No matter what had occurred in his past, Saki was still her father.  The need to avenge him became an obsession.  She blamed his downfall on the turtles and the rat.  They had to pay.


Leonardo had to pay.  His existence was a constant reminder of her shame.  And her desire.  How could she survive both of those feelings at once?  Karai had never in her life felt so conflicted.

Destroying the mutant family had proven more difficult than she would have thought.  Karai gained no true satisfaction from each report of their demise.  She began to believe that only by eliminating Leonardo himself could she find peace.  He was the one constant reminder of her failures.


He had appeared to her one night, in this very chamber.  The gall he had shown in invading her home had infuriated her.  Learning that she had not succeeded in destroying his family had driven her nearly senseless with rage.


Karai had made the mistake of believing that his skill level had not changed since their first meeting, while hers had advanced over that time period.  She had been proven wrong.  Something had happened to him, some enlightenment that had made him more formidable than she could have imagined.


He had bested her and brought her to her knees.  Dishonored and humiliated, she had told Leonardo to finish her.  How could she go on, knowing that she could not have her vengeance?

Leonardo had not ended her life.  He had granted her one last chance to do the right thing and then he’d disappeared.


She had no idea where he was now or where the mutants had relocated.  Despite his warnings, Karai had been unable to simply let the past go.

Karai had turned her attentions to her father’s business empire in the hopes that being busy would quell her frustrations.  It hadn’t been enough to ease her thoughts when night fell.  At her command, there were still small patrols searching for the turtles.

Anyone who saw her at the window now might think that Karai was contemplating the weight of her responsibilities, but what she was actually doing was hoping to see a specific turtle.  Leonardo.


She knew that it was a foolish wish; why would he or any of his family come near Foot headquarters?    Karai could not hope that Leonardo would have any interest in her.


Karai was obsessing over the turtle.  She knew it but couldn’t seem to stop.  Karai told herself she hated him, told herself that he was the cause of her father’s demise.  That Leonardo had broken her trust and that her honor demanded his head on a pike.

 
A trick of the lights had Karai seeing her own reflection in the glass.  Alongside it, she could almost see Leonardo.  “Get out of my head,” she murmured.
“You have a one track mind, Karai.”

For a split second, Karai thought that the voice was in her imagination.  Then she spun around to find Leonardo perched on a windowsill behind her.

“That’s not an admirable trait,” Leonardo said, hopping down to the floor.
“Why are you here, Leonardo?” Karai asked.
“I saw you at the mayor’s gala,” Leonardo said, his eyes roaming over her form.  She still wore the dress that she’d had on earlier in the evening.  “That’s quite a disguise.  Does his Honor know that you’re the leader of the Foot clan?  Or are you buying his favor the way your Father did?”
“Do not speak of my Father,” Karai snapped.  “With whom I curry favor is none of your concern.”

“It is if you’ve chosen to walk in his footsteps,” Leonardo said.  “It seems you’ve decided not to heed my warning.”
“My actions are my own to choose,” Karai said.  “How dare you come into my home to lecture me.”
“I dare because your actions demand it,” Leonardo said.  “You have an opportunity to live a life of honor, but you are squandering it by following the same path your Father took.”

“My Father built an empire,” Karai stated haughtily.  “He commanded an army.  What do you command, Leonardo?”
“I command my own destiny,” Leonardo answered.  “I shape it through my righteous actions.  I am conscious of personal dignity and truthfulness.  I am loyal to my family and to my code.  Can you say the same?”
“My loyalty is to Oroku Saki,” Karai said.  “He saved me and pulled me out of the gutter.  He gave me a position that commanded respect.”
“That respect wasn’t earned,” Leonardo said.  “The only thing that Shredder ever commanded was fear.  Respect comes from having those around you admire your character.  It comes from inspiring the people around you to do better, to be better.”
“Who do you think you are to lecture me about the tenants of Bushido?” Karai demanded.

“Apparently someone needs to,” Leonardo said.  “Having power and understanding how to wield it are two different things.  I would have thought that listening to the Utrom tribunal read off the list of charges against the Shredder would have taught you that.”
“And I would have thought that you would have learned not to enter the fortress of your enemies,” Karai said.  “Yet here you are.”

With purposeful steps she strode towards a small desk.  Atop it sat a Foot clan communication device.  As Karai reached for it, a kunai hit the device and it shattered, its destroyed insides sending sparks across the desk and the back of her hand.
Drawing her hand back quickly, Karai turned to glare at Leonardo.  “Our conversation isn’t finished yet,” he told her.

“If you’ve merely come to lecture me, consider your job done,” Karai said.  “I am unarmed or I would remove your head from your shoulders.  If you are as honorable as you claim to be, you will at least allow me to access my weapons.”

Leonardo slowly stripped the sheaths from his shell and dropped his katana to the floor.  “If you are as fierce a warrior as you claim to be, then you will need no weapon other than your own body.  Or have all these years spent with Shredder made you forget how to fight fairly?”

Karai’s heart began to beat faster.  She had the skills, the strength, and the agility.  She could best him, take him down, and then . . . then . . . .

Pushing all other thoughts from her mind save the single minded determination to beat him, Karai sprang forward onto her hands, pushing off to fly at the turtle with one booted foot aimed at his head.
As fast as she was, Leonardo moved faster, twisting aside so that she went right past him.  Upon landing, Karai swung a back fisted punch, but Leonardo caught her arm and forced it down behind her back.
“Your anger defeats you,” Leonardo said, his mouth close to her ear.

She had heard him say those words before and they had only added to her resentment.  Lifting her foot, she tried to stomp down on one of his, but Leonardo kicked her leg aside and thrust his knee into the inside of her thigh, holding her leg at an awkward angle.

Unbalanced, Karai continued to struggle against him.  Leonardo’s body was pressed against her back and despite her frustration at being trapped so easily by him, she couldn’t help but feel excited.
“Do not presume to know anything about me,” Karai hissed, though she stopped struggling.

“I know that if you wanted to win, you would have put up more of a fight,” Leonardo said.  His breath ghosted over the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine.  “There are two reasons someone becomes as obsessed over another as you have over me.  One is that you truly hate and feel wronged by them.”
Despite herself, Karai could not help but ask, “And the other?”

He moved even closer, his lips touching her ear lobe.  “The other is a strong attraction.  Are you attracted to me, Karai?”

Kicking hard at the ground with one foot, Karai wrapped the other around his leg and threw herself backwards.  Leonardo landed on his carapace with Karai on top of him.  As she pulled her arm from his grip, Karai spun around to punch him, but Leonardo grabbed first one wrist and then the other.
Straddling his hips, Karai struggled against Leonardo’s hold.  His grip was viselike and her efforts futile.  He wore a smirk that Karai desperately wanted to wipe from his lips.
Little by little he pulled her down.  His eyes gleamed with intent and Karai felt caught in them, unable to look away.  Or perhaps she was simply unwilling to appear weak against the obvious challenge.

Karai’s body pressed against his and she thrust her chest forward to keep from being drawn any nearer.  Leonardo released one of her arms, but before Karai could swing at him, he had grabbed a handful of hair at the base of her skull.

Though she tried to turn her head, Leonardo’s hold was too solid.  With her mouth only an inch from his, Leonardo stopped tugging at her.
“What do you want of me, Karai?” Leonardo asked, his voice rougher than she’d ever heard.
It was clear he would not release her and that at this range, he would see a lie in her eyes.
“You,” Karai finally answered.  “I want . . . you.”
He did not have to push her down this time, Karai closed the distance between them herself.  Their lips crashed together, all heat and passion, without finesse.  When their mouths opened simultaneously, Leonardo was quick to invade hers with his tongue.
Leonardo tasted of green tea and honey, which surprised her.  Likewise his scent; he did not smell of the sewers, but of incense.
Karai had once thought that her desires for him had been built around fantasies that a true encounter would quickly destroy.  She’d been wrong.  Her body responded to his touch, to the feeling of his tongue against hers, even to the mild sting of his fingers pulling at her hair.
Her nipples had grown hard and she unconsciously rubbed them against the tough plates on Leonardo’s chest.  Karai was also becoming very wet; she could feel the dampness from her vagina seeping into her underwear.

The inner walls of her womanhood had already begun to spasm, as though seeking something to squeeze.  Karai yanked her head back, breath heaving as she stared into Leonardo’s hooded eyes.
He released his grip on her arm and hair and pressed his palms to the small of her back.  Sliding them down, Leonardo grasped the edges of her skirt and hiked it up to her waist.

Karai’s flattened her hands on his chest.  “Removed my panties,” she commanded, her voice sounding harsh in her own ears.

A corner of his mouth lifted, as though amused at her need to take control.  He said nothing, instead letting his strong hands do all of his talking.  Gripping the waistband of her thong between his fingers, he snapped the material in half.  His eyes never left hers as he ripped the remainder of the thin garment out from under her.

Karai moaned when she felt his hardness press against her backside.  She’d had no idea where his penis was housed, but it was out and it felt large.
Rising up on her knees, Karai reached under her and grabbed his shaft.  His cock was thicker and longer than any she had ever experienced and she shivered with anticipation.

Placing the tip against her opening, Karai slowly sank onto Leonardo’s dick.  He groaned as her tight walls pressed against his shaft, the soft tissue inside her vagina caressing the head of his cock.
Tilting her body forward so that she could rub her clitoris against his shaft, Karai began to ride him.  Raising and lowering herself, Karai was barely aware that Leonardo had pulled the top of her dress down in order to expose her breasts.

When his hands surrounded her twin globes and squeezed, Karai gasped sharply, and then whimpered as his rough palms chafed her nipples.  Her pussy clenched in response, causing Karai to move even faster.
Then Leonardo’s hands left her breasts, moving down to grasp her buttocks.  Strong arms began to guide her rhythm, his hips bucking as he helped drive his cock into her.

A strange noise emanated from his chest, one that Karai guessed indicated his pleasure.  The sound flowed through his body and into hers, vibrating her clitoris.

“Ahh . . . ahh . . . faster,” Karai whispered, feeling the growing pressure between her legs.
Leonardo responded to her need, his feet planted against the floor so that he was practically bouncing her on his lap.
The flood gates suddenly opened and Karai’s orgasm hit her.  Her breath caught as her knees clamped down on Leonardo’s sides, her body shaking with the strength of her climax.

Then Leonardo’s arms stiffened and he slammed her bottom down hard against his body.  Karai could feel his cock expanding inside of her vagina; feel the flood of his semen as it crashed against her sensitive inner walls.

Karai hadn’t realized she’d closed her eyes until the rest of her body began to relax and her eyelids fluttered.  Opening them, she looked down at the mutant-turned-lover whose hands still had a firm grip on her ass.
Leonardo’s eyes glittered with his new secret knowledge and Karai felt the flush rise to her cheeks.  Instinct made her want to punch the self-satisfied look off of his face, but before she could lift a hand, Leonardo was rolling over and taking her with him.

She landed hard on her back, knees still spread wide.  Her breath caught at the suddenness of it and he kissed her as his spent cock slipped from her wet folds.

Karai clutched at his arms, but Leonardo slipped out of her grasp and leapt to his feet, backing away even as his eyes drank in the sight of her.  She was sitting up when he reached his swords.  As Leonardo slipped the sheaths back into place on his shell, Karai pulled at her dress, trying to regain some of her modesty.

All she could think as she looked at Leonardo was that he should not be wearing such a smug expression.  This had been her idea.  Hadn’t it?
Day six: Usagi – Quality of a Leader
Set night after they save kid from Hebi and are in Hebi’s palace. General of Shogun’s troops tell them that they are on Hebi trail but area dense with Hebi loyalists. Not safe to leave until daylight. Group eats and are forced to spend night. Usagi and Leonardo share a room. U and L on equal footing; though U older, he is not Leo’s teacher, except in the act of lovemaking.
“As with everything, one must practice to become good.”

Day seven: Bishop – The Role of Leadership

“. . . and Donatello uncovered a breach of the departmental calendar.  I’d give you the technical details . . . .”


“Except you stopped listening to his explanation three minutes in,” Bishop said with a touch of a smile.


“Two minutes,” Leonardo said.  Only the slight quiver at the corner of his mouth indicated his amusement.  “I trust my brothers to do their jobs well.”


“Better than well,” Bishop said.  “The overall security of the Alliance has never been better.  May I say again how delighted I am that you and your family chose to return to this timeline?”


“It made more sense,” Leonardo said, though he’d had this same discussion with Bishop many times.  “After Don helped April start her company, we realized we already knew too much about the future.”

“The risk of inadvertently changing things became too great,” Bishop said, acknowledging their choice.  “It is exactly the sort of selfless decision I have come to expect of you.”

For a time they walked in silence through the halls of the PGA Pan Galactic Alliance’s headquarters.  Outside its tall windows, the city shone brightly against the backdrop of the night sky.


“My brothers are happier,” Leonardo finally said.  “Even Raphael.  He has a real purpose now, one in which he feels as though he’s accomplishing something.  Father is more content as well.”

“And you?” Bishop asked.  When he stopped walking, so did Leonardo.  “Are you happy?”


Leonardo met the man’s earnest gaze.  “I am,” he answered honestly.  “There are opportunities for my here that they would never have gotten if we’d stayed in our own time.  Mikey has grown tremendously in his new role, and . . . .”


Bishop’s hands on his shoulders stopped Leonardo in mid-sentence.  “I want to know about you, Leonardo.  Are you happy?  Fulfilled?  Are you in a good place?”


“Of course I am,” Leonardo answered, unsure as to why Bishop seemed determined to make his question personal.  “If my family is content, then so am I.”
Bishop makes reference to Leonardo being so young. Leonardo responds with “I’m over a hundred years old.”

Leonardo has been working with Bishop as a Security Specialist. Walking together in headquarters, discussing security threats.

   President Bishop
