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Donatello sniffed the air. "Dude, that is one awesome-smelling pizza," he said.  

With the rest of the Turtles on a weekend vacation, he had the sewer to himself, and the timing couldn't 
be better: his one-year anniversary with April was today, and he was cooking up something special for 
her. 

He checked his watch anxiously. Everything had to come together at just the right time. He'd already 
gotten the other preparations made, but this was the hardest part—and the last—and if it didn't go well, 
the rest of it was all for nothing. 

He peered into the oven at the pizza. 

"Perfect," he said and quickly pulled it out, cut it, and put it in a box. 

Hurrying his precious cargo to the surface, he made his way to the date spot, a rooftop with a righteous 
view of the sunset. 

"Okay, table, check. Chairs, check. Candle…candle? Candle!" He sighed in relief on finding it and put it 
back on the table. "Okay, righteous view of the most spectacular sunset of the year? Check." 

The turtle exhaled sharply and quickly hurried back down to the sewer. By his watch, April should be 
arriving any second. 

He wasn't wrong. Less than 2 minutes after he made it in, he heard the manhole cover open. 

"Donnie!" she said as soon as she was on the ground. "Good to see you!" 

She ran over and gave him a big hug. Donnie chuckled and hugged her back. Despite how long they'd 
been together, he still felt all awkward and giddy every time he saw her. As his arms wrapped around her, 
he let himself sink into the moment, savoring the closeness and still having his doubts that this wasn’t just 
a really, really good dream. 

"Hey, um, April?" Donnie asked, breaking the hug. "Look, uh, it's our one-year anniversary today, and I 
have a surprise for you." 

April's face lit up. "You remembered? Oh, Donnie!" She wrapped her arms around him again and kissed 
him on the lips. "But you didn't have to get me anything!" 

"Well, no, but I wanted to," he said. He gestured with his head towards the ladder to the surface. "We 
gotta go, though: it's kinda…time-sensitive." 

April frowned a second and then grinned, shrugging. "Okay, let's go, then!" 

Donnie led the way to the ladder and followed April up, emerging in a dark alley. 

"This way," Donnie said. 

They held hands and walked quickly to a fire escape ladder. Taking aim, Donnie fired out a magnetic 
grappling hook and pulled the counterbalanced ladder down so they could get to it. 

"After you," he said gallantly, holding the ladder down for April.  

She smiled and began ascending, while Donnie took the opportunity to watch her hips move as she 
climbed in front of him, grinning a bit to himself. 

April paused at the landing, but Donnie shook his head. "Nope, all the way to the roof!" he said. 

April frowned then grinned again and kept climbing. 

As soon as they got to the top, she saw what her boyfriend had done. 

"Aww, Donnie," she laughed, kissing his cheek. 

A table set for two sat in the middle of the roof with a candle that hadn't yet been lit. In the middle of the 
table was a large pizza box. 

"But wait!" Donnie said, quickly reaching under the box, "Plates!" 
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April shook her head and smiled. "Ever the romantic," she said, kissing his lips. "Thank you." 

He held her chair for her and then served her a slice of pizza. Just as he grabbed his own slice, he 
glanced at his watch. 

"Donnie?" April asked. "Are you in a hurry?" 

"No," Donnie murmured, mouthing as he counted down the seconds, 3, 2, 1. 

The sun began to set to April's left, casting long pink, orange and yellow streaks across the sky. Some of 
these streaks struck clouds, turning them deep blue and purple, and in between lay patches of every 
shade of pastel green. April sucked in a breath, looking up in amazement. "Oh, wow," she breathed. 

"Do you like it?" Donnie asked, looking intently at her face. 

"Donnie, it's beautiful!" she said. They leaned across the table to kiss again. 

"I know it's not a new weapon or a lead to finding your father," Donnie said, blushing awkwardly, "but I 
hoped you'd like it." 

"It's great. It really is," April said, but her smile faded a bit. 

"April? What's the matter?" Donnie asked. 

"It's just, I—I have a surprise for you, too," April said. 

"A surprise?" Donnie asked. "Well, that sounds great, so…why do you seem so…grim?" 

April ran her hand through her hair and smiled. "Just a little nervous," she said. "I've never—well, I've 
never given a gift like this before." She bit her lip. 

Donnie frowned and pursed his lips uncertainly. "Well, um, what is it? I mean, if it makes you 
uncomfortable, you don't have to—" 

She put her finger to his lips and shook her head. "No," she said firmly, "Like you said, I want to give it to 
you." She stood and began to lift up her shirt.  

Donatello's jaw dropped. "Uh…" he said uncertainly. 

April blushed until her face turned as red as her hair, hesitating at Donnie's uncertainty. She huffed and 
put her shirt back down. 

"You wouldn't be interested anyway," she said. 

"No! I–I mean, well, yes, I would. I definitely would, but…are you sure?" Donnie stammered. "I mean 
that's—wow—that's quite the gift." He looked down at the table. "Kinda makes pizza on plates under a 
sunset sound kind of corny," he added sheepishly. 

"No—no, Donnie," April said, moving to hug him and kiss him on the lips. "I love that you're so 
thoughtful—you always are—and after it took me so long to realize that you had a crush on me, I feel like 
for once, I want to do something for you. I know I said last Christmas that I wasn't ready, but I—I just want 
to do it anyway, whether we can have kids or not. I just want to share the moment with you." 

Donnie pursed his lips. "In that case," he said slowly, "I have another surprise for you." 

He stood, reached into his shell, and took out a bottle of orange liquid. "I didn't want to press the issue," 
he said. 

A memory from the last Christmas flashed into April's mind. She could see herself and Donnie talking and 
him hinting offhand that maybe they could…take things a little further. She saw herself thinking it over and 
finally telling him no, heard herself saying that if they were going to have sex, she wanted to be able to 
have his children, and she didn't see how that could ever work. Besides, she'd read about turtles and 
seen how big their packages were. She had no idea how she'd ever be able to accommodate him. She'd 
said it earnestly and not as an excuse, and he said he'd figure it out somehow. They'd kissed, and Donnie 
had said that he would find a way to let them conceive. 

She flashed back into the present. "You figured it out," she said, a grin creeping across her face. 
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Donnie nodded sheepishly. "Yeah, about a month ago," he said. 

"Donnie!" April protested, "Why didn't you say anything?" 

The turtle shrugged. "Like I said, I didn't want to press it or come off like I was badgering you. I really like 
you, April, and even if we never had sex, I'd still really like you. I figured I'd work it out, and if you ever 
showed interest, I'd have it ready." He chuckled. "Kinda like now." 

"Yeah, I know," April said, chuckling and nodding. "You might not want to press it, but I would."  

She reached down and took his hand in hers. He looked up and smiled, reassured. 

"Would you like me to…?" she trailed off uncertainly. 

Donnie stood and took both her hands in his. "Yes," he said, nodding emphatically. "I would love that." He 
swallowed nervously. "Would you—like help?" he asked. 

April nodded, and as she lifted her arms, Donnie reached down and pulled her shirt over her head. His 
eyes were huge as he saw her without her shirt on for the first time. 

"Flies are gonna fly in there," April teased, touching his chin before reaching back to undo her bra. 
"Ready?" she asked. 

Donnie could only nod, his tongue hanging out ever-so-slightly. 

As her bra came off, April's eyes widened and her jaw went slack as she looked between Donnie's legs. 
The turtle's cock had poked out and was quickly growing towards the floor, getting thicker as it did. 

"Uh, Donnie?" she asked nervously. 

Donnie blushed. "I'm sorry; I can't help it!" he said helplessly, and then he shuddered and gasped as his 
cock flipped upright, standing like a sword between them. The tip extended almost to the base of his 
neck.  

"All that research lied," April breathed. "You're way bigger than I would have expected." She shook her 
head. "There's no way…" 

Donnie held up the bottle of orange liquid. "There's a way," he coaxed. Seeing her reaching for it, he 
quickly continued, "It will still hurt, but it will make it so we can conceive."  

Sensing his hesitation, April paused. "What is it, Donnie?" she asked. 

"They might not be human," Donatello replied. "They might be turtles." 

April laughed and took the bottle in her hands. "I don’t care about that," she said, smiling and kissing his 
lips. "I'm much more worried about whether you'll tear me in two! As long as they're our kids, they could 
be triceratons for all I care!" 

"You bite your tongue!" Donnie laughed. 

"Well, okay, maybe not triceratons," April chuckled. 

"Can you imagine how much one of those would hurt when it came out?" Donnie mused, shuddering. 

"I'd rather think about you coming in," April replied, smiling shyly. 

"Righteous," Donnie said breathily. 

April opened the bottle and used both hands to bring it to her lips. 

"Will it hurt?" she asked. 

Donnie shook his head, then hesitated. "Drinking that won't hurt," he said, "but taking me…probably will." 

April pursed her lips, took a deep breath, and slowly drank the slightly fizzy, orange-soda-flavored liquid. 

"How do you feel?" Donnie asked anxiously. 

"Not bad," April said thoughtfully. 
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She belched loudly and covered her mouth with both hands, laughing in embarrassment, her eyes wide. 
"Oh, geez, I'm so sorry! And right in your face, too!" 

Donnie laughed. "That's all right; now I know it worked!" 

The two knelt down, and Donnie lay on his side. 

"Oh, dang it!" April said abruptly. 

"What? What's wrong?" Donnie asked, sitting up. 

April sighed. "It's just, you know how when you're about to do something important, you have to go to the 
bathroom right then?" 

Donnie snickered and nodded. "Yeah," he said. 

April looked around for a door into the building. "I'll…be a few minutes," she said apologetically. 

Donnie pursed his lips as she turned and started making for the door. "You know," he said hesitantly, "I 
kinda doubt anybody is just gonna let you in to use their bathroom." 

April stopped and turned back to look at him, sighing. "You're right," she said. "I guess I need to go back 
down to the sewer." 

She started walking towards him on the way to the fire escape. He grabbed her arm as she passed and 
lightly pulled her towards him. 

"I gotta go!" she protested, dancing a little bit. 

"Stay here," Donnie urged. "I'll—I'll drink it. You know? That way we can stay together on our 
anniversary." 

"Donnie, no!" April said, aghast. 

"I don’t mind—really!" the turtle said earnestly. "You're about to have me inside of you; maybe I don't 
mind having a bit of you inside of me, too." 

April blushed fiercely, but her bladder was beginning to demand her immediate attention. She squeezed 
her legs together. "Okay," she hissed, "but we gotta hurry!" 

She fumbled to get her shorts unbuttoned and unzipped while Donnie propped himself as close to on his 
back as he could. 

"This is so weird," April murmured as she squatted over him. 

But her bladder was done waiting and began unleashing its contents without warning, spraying all over 
Donnie's chest.  

"Ack!" he cried, putting his hands over his face, "Squat down a bit more, and move forward a bit!" 

April hurried to do as told, and soon her vaginal lips rested against Donnie's mouth. His cock throbbed, 
lightly tapping her in the back in arousal as he drank gulp after gulp of the yellow liquid flooding out of her. 
It tasted kind of acrid and was coming out really fast, but he just gulped it down as fast as he could. 

April sighed in relief as the stream finally began to slow, but her sigh was premature. 

"Oh, no. No, nonono," she whimpered. 

"Hmm?" Donnie asked from her pussy as he raised an eyebrow curiously. 

"You know how when you start to pee, sometimes you realize you have to poop, too?" April asked warily. 
"That." 

The turtle's eyes bulged. Drinking her piss was one thing, but… 

He thought about it. How bad could it be? And what was she gonna do, go naked all the way to the 
sewer? She surely couldn't just leave it in a pile up here on the roof! He began to nod slowly as he licked 
the last drops of piss from her vulva. "I can help with that, too," he said finally. 
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"Donnie, there's no way I'm gonna—!" she began to protest, but a sudden growl from her stomach said 
otherwise. 

"Geez, no!" she gasped, paling as she felt her anus give way and a long, thin rope of her feces begin to 
make its way inexorably towards her boyfriend. "No, no, no!" she cried, trying to step away so that it 
would miss him. 

Donnie reached up, rubbed her thigh reassuringly, and moved his head back so he could speak. "It'll be 
okay," he said gently. "Just take a step forward so it doesn't mess up the shell!" 

April shook her head and continued to struggle, but then it happened: the rope made its way to Donnie's 
chest, and he grimaced. 

"Please, April," he said. "Don't make me wear it." When she still didn't move, he added, "I live in a sewer; 
it's not like it's the worst thing." 

Something clicked: that made sense, and April took a step forward, dragging most of the rope with her. It 
swayed forward and then broke off and fell into Donnie's mouth. The taste was…bitter, buttery, and with a 
with a hint of…pizza. 

The rope began to coil out of his mouth, and he instinctively swallowed to make more room. The act of 
swallowing got the rope back on track, and he reached up to gently pull her ass to his mouth to avoid any 
more escapees. With the supply of feces now going straight into his mouth, he was able to take the time 
to properly chew and swallow. 

At last, April let out a relieved sigh, grimaced, and stood up, slowly turning to face Donnie. 

"I'm—wow, I'm so sorry," she said. "That…wow, you just ate poop for me, Donnie." She shook her head 
in disbelief. 

The turtle's erection had subsided in the process, and he now stood and took her hands in his. "I would 
do that and far more," he said. "Anything for you, April." 

The redhead smiled and looked into his sincere eyes. With a sudden wave of passion, she reached up 
and kissed his lips, flicking her tongue between them to taste what was left of her own excrement in her 
boyfriend's mouth. 

Donnie started at her intensity and then hugged her and kissed her passionately. Their tongues met, and 
Donnie's cock once again pressed down and flicked up, driving itself between April's legs and sticking out 
straight behind her, like a tail. 

The two of them chuckled sheepishly and knelt down once again. April rested on her side and patted the 
space next to her. Donnie hesitated, looking embarrassed. 

"What's wrong, Love?" April asked. 

"Must just not be our lucky day," Donnie replied hesitantly. "Now I gotta go." He glanced over at the fire 
escape. "I'll just be—" 

April grabbed his hand. "After that speech you gave me, no, you're gonna do it right here, too!" she said 
emphatically. "I'll take it for you," she added, her tone softer. 

"April, you don't live in a sewer!" Donnie protested. "I've grown up with it my whole life! I—" 

"And what will happen when I have our children?" April asked him. "I'll be living in a sewer, too. It's okay, 
Donnie. If it's good enough for you, it's good enough for me." She put her hand on his cheek reassuringly. 
"It'll be all right," she said. 

Donnie hesitated and then sighed, beaten by his own argument—and hers. Damn, smart girls were sexy! 
He shook his head ruefully. 

"All right," he said, "but I don't think I can hunch over enough with you like that. We might need to stand 
up." 

April nodded, and the two rose. 
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"Okay, now, uh, just grab my dick"—Donnie gasped and shuddered in pleasure as his girlfriend's hands 
gripped him firmly—"Ahh, yeah, and just, uh, you know, um, bring the tip to your mouth." 

April did as told and looked at Donnie uncertainly. 

"Ready?" Donnie asked skeptically. 

April nodded. 

"Okay, uh, cowabunga!" Donnie said, relaxing to let his piss go. 

The force was so strong that it went up April's nose, and before Donnie could react, she coughed and 
stepped back, sputtering, as a huge stream of turtle piss continued to drench her. 

"Oh, geez, I'm sorry!" Donnie said, wincing as he shut off the flow and leaned over April, who was 
hunched over, trying to clear her sinuses. "Are you okay?" he asked, putting his hand on her shoulder. 

She looked up and laughed. "I didn't know you were so forceful when you peed!" she said ruefully. 

"It, uh, has a bit of back-pressure," Donnie admitted. "Maybe I should just, I dunno, pee over the edge or 
something." 

April grabbed his hand and shook her head. "No, I really want to do this," she said, her competitive nature 
not liking the fact that Donnie had done something she hadn't. "Just, maybe start slow?" 

Donnie winced at the thought but nodded agreement and stood with his cock out for her again. She 
grabbed it, eliciting another pleasured gasp from Donnie, and brought it to her lips, pressing the tip inside 
to make sure nothing got out this time. 

"Okay," Donnie said, taking a deep breath, "Here goes." 

He slowly relaxed and let a trickle of urine begin to flow. April grimaced when she tasted the sour liquid 
but began swallowing reflexively. She glanced at Donnie and gave him a thumbs-up. The turtle relaxed a 
little bit more, letting the pee flow more freely. April began to swallow twice as fast, but she was sure she 
could keep up. She gave him another thumbs up. Taking a breath, Donnie relaxed the rest of the way, 
and what was left of his piss came rushing through his hose and into April's mouth. She quickly relaxed 
her throat and let the piss flood straight down without even trying to swallow. She felt her stomach 
swelling from the huge amount of liquid and began to feel really full. 

But at last, Donnie finished, and his piss slowed to a trickle and stopped. April panted and licked the tip 
clean, just as Donnie had licked her vulva clean. 

"Wow," she said, "I dunno where you hold all of that!" 

"Ehh, places," Donnie chuckled. 

April gave him an expectant look. 

"What?" he asked. 

"Well?" came the reply. 

"Well what?" Donnie prodded. 

"Aren't you going to…you know?" 

Donnie's eyes darted furtively from her to the ground. "Oh, uh, no. I can hold it," he said. 

"Oh, come on!" April pressed. "You can't just let me poop in your mouth and then not let me return the 
favor!" 

Donnie hesitated, and April took his hand. "Please?" she asked. "I want to do for you what you do for me." 

The turtle sighed. "I dunno about this," he said warily as his cock shrank back into his cloaca, "but if it's 
what you want, like I said, I'll do anything." 

April smiled and nodded as she lay on the ground on her back. "Just take it slow," she said. 
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If I could have waited until I got back to the sewer, I could have let it all go as one glorious log, Donatello 
thought to himself, but he didn't share his grumblings with April. He wanted her to be happy, and if eating 
his stool was what did it for her, he was willing to oblige. He carefully stepped over her, his back to her 
face, and squatted over her. 

"Are you sure about this?" he asked over his shoulder. 

"Yeah!" April replied—a bit more enthusiastically than she needed to, Donnie thought. 

"All right, here goes," he said. He closed his eyes, willed himself to relax, and felt his feces beginning to 
move. 

"A little back!" April cried, but it was too late; the excrement landed on her chest just above her breasts.  

"Oh, sorry!" Donnie gasped, taking a step back. 

The next one hit the mark, landing perfectly centered in April's mouth. She shriveled her nose but then 
tentatively chewed the turd. "Not as good as pizza," she said, "though I do catch a hint of it." 

"It's all I eat," Donnie chuckled sheepishly. He couldn't believe he was having this conversation with 
April—while she was eating his poop! 

But now that he was started, his body was determined to finish. With April's prodding, he relaxed 
completely and let a steady stream of his feces begin to flow into her mouth, which she quickly chewed 
and swallowed, until Donnie had nothing left to defecate. April seemed almost disappointed when he 
finished. 

Their less-satisfying biological urges finally sated, they lay on the ground together and began making out. 
Donnie's prick was quick to respond yet again, and soon it was sandwiched between them. April ran her 
fingers over it curiously, making Donnie gasp and his cock throb in pleasure. She grinned and began 
licking the tip. Donnie's fingers squeezed into fists, and his toes curled tightly at the feeling of her tongue 
on his virgin cock. 

"Wait!" he panted. "I'm not gonna make it if you keep going. Here…it's my turn." 

He brought his fingers to her chest and lightly squeezed her nipple. She gasped and looked at him 
uncertainly. She didn't know her nipples could be so sensitive, but she felt something inside of her, deep 
down, something warm…and intense…and growing…and getting warmer and more intense as it grew. 
Donnie's sensitive nose suddenly picked up on a smell he'd never smelled before. He sniffed curiously. 

"You smell that?" he asked. 

April shook her head and shrugged helplessly as Donnie kept sniffing. The scent led him between her 
legs. 

"It's you," he gasped. 

"Oh," April said, blushing in embarrassment and trying to close her legs. "Sorry…" 

Donnie shook his head. "No, it's a good smell!" 

He sniffed between her legs at the scent of her arousal and tentatively ran his tongue into her groin. 

She writhed at his touch, her sex getting wetter with arousal and driving Donnie crazy with the intoxicating 
smell. 

"Oh, wow," he gasped, burying his nose in her crotch. 

"Oh!" she cried as his tongue flicked into her pussy, eagerly seeking the source of that wonderful smell.  

To Donnie's delight, April orgasmed, and her juices flooded around his tongue. 

"Oh, man!" he gasped. "That's…really hot. It makes me want to…" He trailed off, giving her a pleading 
look.  

"Yeah," she panted. "Yeah, do it. Oh, Donnie, fill me full of turtles!" 
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Donatello got up on all fours, his hands above April's legs and his legs between them, and lowered 
himself until the tip of his huge prick pressed between her labia. 

"Oh!" April whimpered, bucking once, "Donnie, wait! You're so big!" Her earlier enthusiasm might have 
been a bit premature. 

Donnie winced. "I'm sorry!" he apologized and started to back the tip of his cock out of her. 

April shook her head and put her hand on his chest. "No," she said, "Just…hold still, and let me get used 
to it." 

Donnie nodded and held very still, savoring the feeling of her lips caressing his cock as they stretched to 
let him in. 

"Okay," April breathed. 

Donnie pressed in a little more, eliciting a cry from April. He froze as she panted, sweat breaking out on 
her forehead. She spread her legs as wide as she could make them go to give him as much room as 
possible, but still, the feeling of his enormous cock painfully stretching her was nearly overwhelming. 

It was a good two minutes before she looked at him and gave a slight nod.  

Donnie looked at her worriedly. "Are you sure?" he asked hoarsely. 

In response, she reached down, squeezed his shaft, and looked at him with an expression of love, 
determination, and exhaustion. 

Donnie closed his eyes and concentrated hard on being very gentle as he pushed forward just a little bit 
more. April sucked in a breath, but when Donnie paused, she gestured for him to continue. The worst was 
over—she had stretched out to accommodate his enormous girth—and now it was just his movements 
against her tightly-stretched pussy that threatened to overwhelm her. Inch by inch, he slowly pressed 
inside, all the while feeling the tight walls of her sex wrapping around more and more of his cock. He 
wanted so badly to start thrusting and humping wildly, but he knew that for her sake, he needed to grit his 
teeth and keep taking it slow. 

With less than half his length inside of her, he suddenly felt his cock hit something hard, like a wall at the 
back of her vagina. April furrowed her brow, her eyes closed in discomfort and her forehead beaded with 
sweat. Donnie sighed. He was glad to get to be inside of his long-time love, but he hadn't realized that he 
was so much bigger than she could take.  

April stirred. "Don't stop," she said through gritted teeth. 

"But there's nowhere else to go," Donnie protested. 

April shook her head. "That's my cervix," she breathed. "If you keep pressing, you'll reach my uterus. 
Only—just go really slow." She took a deep breath. "It's not supposed to be able to open, but I want it to 
open for you." 

Donnie nodded slowly. He hated to see her in such pain and really wanted to make the experience 
enjoyable for her. He thought of something he'd read one time and began pulling out. 

"Wait, but—!" April protested. 

"It's okay," he said. "Trust me." 

A wave of pleasure rolled over April as the turtle's long cock and thick girth stroked over her G-spot. His 
cock was so long that by the time he had fully pulled out, the continual stroking against her sensitive spot 
sent her over the edge into a wonderful orgasm. She bucked and squeezed hard around his cock. 

"See?" Donnie asked with a grin. "Here, let me try this…" 

He stroked back into her, not going all the way to her cervix, but close, and as his long turtle dong rubbed 
April's sensitive spots again, she felt herself on the brink of another orgasm. He pulled out again, and that  
orgasm bathed her in pleasure. She lay there, dazed, panting, and grinning dreamily up at him. 
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With April's senses dulled by orgasmic bliss, Donnie knew that this was his chance. He continued to 
stroke into and out of her, eliciting guttural cries of nearly-overstimulated bliss, and with each stroke, he 
pressed against her cervix. Her arousal had caused her cervix to open just the tiniest amount, anticipating 
the arrival of sperm. Now Donnie pressed against this tiny opening, getting just the smallest bit of his 
tapered tip inside, and like her labia, the opening began to slowly dilate to let him in. 

April groaned and threw her head back as a new sensation washed over her, a new feeling of stretching, 
but not an entirely unpleasant one. With the stretch came some pain, yes, but also a little ripple of 
pleasure. Combined with the feelings in her g-spot where Donnie's lightly-stroking cock continued to rub 
it, her body began to shake and tremble uncontrollably as her sex continued to adapt to his impossible 
size. 

At last, Donnie felt April's cervix open enough to let him in, and he once again continued pressing forward 
in earnest. April babbled incoherently, but the look she gave him told Donnie she was really enjoying what 
was happening to her. 

With a satisfied shudder, Donnie finally felt his hips meet hers. His cock was now completely buried inside 
of her. 

"April," he panted, "We made it. Are you okay?" 

She nodded vigorously, panting in anticipation, but she was too aroused to say anything. 

"Okay," Donnie breathed. Oh, finally! 

He pulled back slowly and smoothly, until only the tip of his cock was inside of her, and then he thrust 
forward, feeling his gonads' arousal as his cock slid along the entire length of her sex, rubbed her g-spot, 
pressed against, stretched, and penetrated her cervix, and came to rest half an inch from the back of her 
uterus. Her multiple orgasms had made her incredibly slick, and the further he pressed in, the warmer she 
got. It felt like the tip of his cock was inside a furnace—a warm, moist furnace that squeezed his cock 
ever-so-lovingly. He shook his head, but his lust had taken over now. He began to thrust over and over 
again, feeling her walls stroking his cock in return. 

April began to scream as her orgasms doubled in frequency and tripled in intensity. Her whole body 
ached with pleasure, and that aching translated to hard contractions on Donnie's cock, making him throb 
and grunt and pant. 

Suddenly he felt it: his gonads were about to unload. He couldn't take it anymore. 

"April, I'm gonna—" he rasped. 

"Do it, Donnie!" April panted. " Please!" 

The turtle gritted his teeth and bucked forward, driving himself all the way into April. The second he felt 
his hips touch hers, he let out a loud groan and flooded her insides with the turtle sperm that would 
fertilize her and make them both parents. 

The added pressure of Donnie's flood of semen into her drove April over the edge, and she screamed, 
wrapping her arms and legs tightly around her boyfriend. "Yes, Donnie!" she cried. "I wanna have your 
eggs!" 

The turtle's cock spurted again, depositing his gonads' contents deep inside of his girlfriend, and in lust-
driven ecstasy, he kissed her lips hard, using his hands to pull her head tightly to his. They both held on 
for dear life as they rode out their orgasms and at last collapsed in a heap on the rooftop, panting in post-
coital bliss. 

"Wow," April panted. "That was…" 

"Yeah," Donnie breathed. 

They both closed their eyes and held each other, Donnie lying across April's chest. 

Donnie stirred and blinked sleepily, then looked down at April. He smiled at seeing her lying there and 
tenderly kissed her lips, gently waking her. 
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"Better get back to the sewer," he said, smiling. 

April stretched and looked around. "What time is it?" she asked. 

"Ten o'clock," Donnie replied. "Master Splinter and my brothers will be home from their trip soon." 

April nodded, and the two of them got to their feet. 

"Ooh," April said, looking down as a flood of Donnie's cum sloshed out of her. The two giggled.  

"We'll get you cleaned up when we get downstairs," Donnie promised. He grabbed the pizza box and the 
still-unlit candle and took them with him as he led April to the fire escape. 

"What about the table and chairs?" April asked. 

Donnie shrugged. "I'll get them later," he said. "They came from the sewer; it's not like anybody's in a 
hurry to get them back!" 

They started down the fire escape. 

"You know," Donnie said as they descended, "You won't lay eggs." 

April frowned. "But you said—" she began. 

"You can have babies," Donnie said hastily, "but they'll be born alive, not in eggs." 

"Oh," April replied, relieved. "For a minute, I thought you were about to tell me that the orange stuff didn't 
really work!" 

Donnie chuckled. "We'll find out for sure pretty soon," he replied. 

"That felt so good," April murmured, quivering a bit at the thought. 

"Wow, you're aroused again already?" Donnie asked. 

April frowned again. "How'd you know?" she asked. 

Donnie pointed to his nose. "I can smell it. It really turns me on, so if you wouldn't mind, how about hold 
off until we're down in the sewer? I don't wanna climb with a full hard-on!" 

April laughed. "Well, okay, if you insist," she teased. 

They made it to the ground, and Donnie let go of the fire escape so that it could return to its secure 
position before quickly following April down the manhole into the sewers. 

"Okay, now can I be turned on?" she asked as soon as they were on the ground. 

"Turned on? What's all this?" Leonardo asked, appearing out of nowhere. 

Donnie and April jumped. 

"Whoa!" Donnie gasped. "Leo, where did you come from?" 

"We got back about 30 minutes ago," his oldest brother said. He frowned. "Where have you two been?" 

"We were just—" Donnie began. 

"On a date!" April finished quickly. "Donnie was very sweet and made dinner, served while watching the 
sunset." 

Leo smirked. "Sunset was about 3 hours ago," he said. 

Donnie scoffed. "Oh, come on, Leo; we were talking!" 

"About being turned on?" Leo asked, giving him a penetrating look that made Donnie want to fidget. 

"Look, it's just whatever," Donnie said, turning to go past his brother, who turned and watched them go, 
frowning thoughtfully. 

"Family," Donnie muttered to April. "Always managing to screw up the fun." 
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"But you love them," April reminded him. 

"Yeah, I do," Donnie smiled ruefully. "Things just wouldn't be right without them." 

"Hope you dudes are hungry," Michelangelo said, also appearing out of nowhere and making them jump. 
"Master Splinter ordered a pizza." 

"We—already ate," Donnie replied. 

"Oh, man! Is that pizza?" Mikey asked, looking at the box Donnie was carrying. "Can I have some?" He 
sniffed the air. "Dude, what's that smell?" he asked. 

Donnie's eyes darted to April, and they exchanged glances. 

"Uh, nothing," Donnie said. "We, uh, just went through some stuff on our date, is all." 

"Some stuff?" thundered Raphael, appearing suddenly and advancing menacingly, grinding his fist into 
his palm. "Nobody picks on my little brother and his girlfriend," he snarled. "Who was it? Was it Shredder? 
Kraang?" 

"No—no!" Donnie said exasperatedly. "Not that kind of stuff. We just, you know, passed through some 
stuff that made us smell funny." 

"You always smell funny!" Mikey laughed, eliciting an eye-roll from Donnie. 

Raph narrowed his eyes suspiciously, crossing his arms over his chest. "Donnie, you've been up to 
something," he said. "Place smelled like fresh pizza when we got in." 

"Easy, Raph," April said, putting her hand on the turtle's shoulder. "Donnie just took me out to a romantic 
anniversary dinner that he cooked. That's all." 

Raph grunted, satisfied, and walked off. 

"Whoo, thanks," Donnie said as soon as they were alone. "These guys are grilling us something fierce! 
I'm glad Leo didn't find out about…you know." 

"Yeah," April breathed. "But I think it's okay now. Come on, we should go find Master Splinter and 
welcome him back." 

"Uh," Donnie said hesitantly. "Maybe you should go, uh, rinse off? If Mikey can smell…that, I bet Master 
Splinter can, too." 

"Good idea," April said, nodding. "See you soon!" 

They kissed and parted ways, and Donnie went to find his sensei. 

Master Splinter sat on the floor of his room, meditating. 

"Ah, there you are," the rat said when Donnie walked in. 

"Welcome back, Master," Donnie said. "Did you enjoy your trip?" 

"Yes, I did," the rat replied serenely. "Did you enjoy your time alone?" 

Donnie hesitated. "Yes," he said evasively. 

"Did you see April?" his master asked casually. 

"Yes," Donnie replied, his throat feeling just a little tight. "We went on a date." 

"Oh, very good," the rat replied.  

Master Splinter took a deep breath, let it out slowly, and then turned to face Donnie. Seeing his face, the 
rat frowned. 

"Is something wrong?" he asked. 

"Oh, uh, no, Master," Donnie stammered. "Why would it be?" 
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The rat shrugged and smiled. "No reason," he replied, reaching up to hug his second-youngest adopted 
son. "It is good to see you again." 

April appeared presently. 

"Oh, and here's April now!" the rat said. "Did you two have a nice date?" 

A glance at Donnie told her that he hadn't said anything to Master Splinter, and so she played it cool. 

"Yeah!" she said with her usual enthusiasm, "We had a nice dinner and watched the sunset." 

"How nice," the rat replied, nodding and smiling wistfully. "Well, it's late. We'd best all be off to bed; lots of 
training tomorrow." 

The next few weeks were mostly unremarkable; they trained, they ate, they exchanged glances, and they 
even managed a secret rendezvous on the rooftop again. But one day, April took Donnie aside. He knew 
from her face before she even said it. 

"You're pregnant?" he whispered. 

"I think so!" she said excitedly. "I missed my period today." 

"Wow," Donnie said thoughtfully. "So, we're gonna be parents? The serum worked!" 

April squeezed his hand, practically jumping up and down. 

"Let's…get out of here," Donnie suggested, and they quickly made their way through the sewers to get 
out of earshot of the others. 

Donnie let out a breath. "Wow, this is great," he said, but his voice wasn't all excitement; there was worry 
there, too.  

He turned to face April and took her hands in his. 

"I'm really happy for you—for us—but this changes everything, doesn't it? I mean, we can't hide this 
forever—from my brothers, from Master Splinter… I mean, even if we could hide it until the end, you can't 
train while pregnant! And after that, I mean, wow…we're gonna have to take care of them. I can't go off 
and fight with the guys if I've gotta take care of kids!" 

He sat, his shell against the wall of the sewer, his head in his hands. 

"What were we thinking, April?" he asked, suddenly feeling beleaguered and looking up at her for 
reassurance. 

She knelt next to him and took his hands in hers. "We were thinking of starting a family," she said 
earnestly, "of raising our children." She smiled softly. "It's not the end of the world, Donnie; it's the 
beginning. Yes, we'll have to tell Master Splinter and your brothers. Yes, we'll have to lie low for a bit. But 
our children will follow in our footsteps—in your family's footsteps. Master Splinter will have new pupils to 
train, and the Ninja Turtles will be all the stronger!" 

Donatello looked at her and smiled. "You know what, April? You're right," he said, his confidence 
bolstered. "We've stopped Shredder a million times and the Kraang, and…" he trailed off. "We can handle 
this," he summarized. "It might be awkward, but we can do it. My family will help," he said. 

He stood, and he and April went back to the Turtles' home. 

"Guys, I gotta say something," Donatello said when they arrived. The tone of his voice left no room for 
argument, even from his older brothers. 

Leo and Raph stopped mid-argument and turned and looked at him. Mikey looked up from a highly 
experimental pizza he was trying, and Master Splinter regarded him with a mixture of relief and curiosity. 

All eyes on him, Donnie suddenly felt his confidence falter. April squeezed his hand, and he took a 
breath. 

"We, uh, April and I"—he exhaled sharply—"We're gonna have a baby." 
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The room was silent. Donnie swallowed and looked from face to face. Raph's eyebrow twitched. Leo 
looked immeasurably troubled. Master Splinter looked thoughtful, and Mikey's jaw had fallen open. The 
sudden slap of the pizza he was holding on the table broke the silence. 

"You WHAT?!" Raph roared, striding furiously over towards him. 

"Raph—Raph!" Leo yelled, finally getting up and putting himself between Raphael and Donatello.  

Mikey just sat, dumbfounded and staring at the couple. 

Master Splinter took a deep breath and let it out forcefully, his brow furrowed deeply. 

"How could you be so stupid?" Raph yelled at Donnie over Leo's shoulder. "You're a kid! You don't need 
to be having kids! How are you gonna train? I guess you won't be fighting with us anymore, then, huh?" 

Before anyone could do anything, Raph turned on heel and stormed off. Leo turned slowly to face 
Donnie. 

"While I don't share Raph's over-the-top anger," he said slowly, "I do—for once—actually agree with him. 
This wasn't thought out, Donnie. You're a part of the team, and we need you. What are we going to do if 
you're off making more mutants? Did you think about them? What life would be like, having a mutant 
turtle and a human for parents?" He shook his head. "I love you, bro, but…man!" 

He huffed and looked at the floor. Mikey, meanwhile, had pulled his pizza off the table and taken a bite of 
it thoughtfully—no sense letting good pizza go to waste, whatever else was happening! 

"That's pretty radical, dude," he said. "I mean, April's gonna have like, little turtles or something?" 

He took another bite of pizza and then suddenly stopped. 

"Oh, my gosh! I'm gonna be an uncle! Whoo hoo!" 

He got up and ran out to go burn off his excitement. 

Well, Donnie thought, at least I know where everybody stands. But one person hadn't said anything, yet, 
and it was his words that Donnie feared the most. 

Master Splinter stepped forward and took a seat, gesturing for the others to do the same. 

"It seems it's finally out in the open," he said. 

Donnie and April started. 

"I may be old," the rat said, "But I am not blind. I knew the day we got back from our trip that you two were 
up to something." He hard at both of them. "That was it, wasn't it? The thing that had you uptight, 
Donatello?" 

The turtle hung his head. "Yes, Master," he said. 

"That also explains the smell I smelled," the rat said. Putting his hand up to silence their startled protests, 
he continued, "I smelled it on you, Donatello, and when you said that you had been with April, I knew 
immediately that's what had happened. But rather than push you to tell me the truth, I waited for it to 
come out on its own."  

He turned his attention to April. "You've missed your period, haven't you?" he demanded, nodding to 
himself. His eyes narrowed as he looked from turtle to human and back again. "That's why this is coming 
out now as opposed to a month ago."  

"But this wasn't just some accidental thing," he continued thoughtfully, his voice softening. "Turtles and 
humans cannot conceive, yet you have," he said to April. "That means that you had something to do with 
this, didn't you?" he asked Donatello, "Well, besides the sex itself, that is." 

The turtle pursed his lips and nodded, somewhat amazed at how his sensei was piecing it all together, 
including motive! 

"You wanted to get pregnant," the rat said finally, looking at them both. "Why?" 
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Donnie and April exchanged glances. 

"Because we love each other," she said simply. "And we wanted to have that love nurture new life." 

Master Splinter nodded. "But don't you think you're a bit young to be nurturing new life?" he asked, his 
voice earnest and devoid of accusation. "Neither of you is even an adult, yet. You couldn’t go get a house 
if you wanted to, couldn't open a bank account without a guardian's signature. How will you provide for 
your children?" 

"We live in a sewer," Donnie replied, "and we have most of my life. It's provided everything we needed so 
far. I don't see how a few more turtles or humans would hurt it." 

"We planned to train them in Ninjutsu, just like you trained Donnie and me," April added. "Yes, there'll be 
a time when I'll have to stop training for a while, and then Donnie will help me raise the kids. But when 
they're old enough, we'll all be training together and a much stronger force for it!" 

Splinter frowned thoughtfully. "And what if your children do not wish to be ninjas?" he asked. "What 
then?" 

April fell silent. 

"We'll tackle that if and when it comes," Donnie replied firmly, squeezing her hand. "What matters is, we 
love each other, we're going to take care of our kids when they're born, and we're going to do our best to 
bring them up with good morals." 

Master Splinter smiled. "I cannot fault that," he said. "You may still be young, but you've already shown 
more forethought than many parents." He nodded slowly to himself. "You have my blessing. It may take 
more to win Raphael and Leonardo over, though." 

"Oh, thank you!" April said, running up to hug the rat. 

He smiled and hugged her back tenderly. "It has been a long time since there's been a pregnancy in my 
family," he said wistfully. "We'll make sure to keep you out of harm's way while those youngsters develop 
inside your womb." 

"I—I'm happy for you both," Leo suddenly piped up. He sighed. "It just seems so sudden, so soon." He 
put his hand on Donnie's shoulder. "I mean, you're my little brother, and you're off starting a family. I 
wasn't done being a kid, yet, eating pizza, going on adventures…" 

"Thanks, Leo," Donnie said, nodding. He opened his mouth to continue, but he realized he didn't have to 
say anything more; Leo approved—in his own way. He closed his mouth and smiled. 

"That just leaves Raph," April said thoughtfully. 

"I'll work on him," Leo said. "You two just, I dunno, take it easy. He'll come around." 

And he did. It wasn't the next day or even the next week, but one day as Donnie was tinkering on his 
latest improvement to the T-Phones, the red-masked turtle walked in. 

"Hey," he said. 

Donnie looked up from his workbench and put the tiny screwdriver in his hand down. "Hey," he said. 

"I just"—Raphael exhaled sharply—"I just wanted to say that you and April…you're good. I don't like it for 
me, but if you two are happy, then..." he nodded. "Yeah, you know." 

Donnie smiled and put his hand on his big brother's shoulder. "Yeah, Raph, I know," he said, nodding. 
"Thank you." 

Raph nodded, grunted, turned stiffly, and walked out. 

It was a healthy pregnancy, and Donnie was right there by April's side every step of the way. When she 
was up with morning sickness, he held her hair back. When she started craving anchovy, pickle, ice 
cream, and caramel pizza, Donnie got it for her. And when the day of the delivery came exactly 38 weeks 
and 2 days after their anniversary, Donnie delivered their kids. 
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The first out was a boy turtle, whom they named Vincent. Next came two humans, Andy and Jackson. 

The turtles and Master Splinter all crowded around, beaming as Donnie cleaned off each of his sons and 
handed them gently to April. 

"They are nice names," Master Splinter said. 

Donnie and April exchanged glances and smiled. "We took after you, Sensei," Donnie said. "They're all 
named after artists: Van Gogh, Warhol, and Pollack." 

A tear rolled down the old rat's face as he smiled. "Well done, you two," he said. "Well done." 


