Disclaimer: I don’t own the TMNT, this is just for fun and I make no money from this.

WARNING: This is TCEST, brother loving brother. Please don’t read if you don’t like that kind of thing. 

Pairing: Raph/Leo (although I think Leo’s running the show here.)

A/N: Second attempt at Tcest, First attempt at Tcest in first person. I hate first person narrative, it’s hard. (
Summary: Leo thinks Raph needs a lesson in restraint. He’s more than happy to teach said lesson.

Again, I suck at giving my stories a title.

Restraint.

I'm standing in the middle of the dojo, refusing to shut my eyes, using every ounce of control I have to stay perfectly still. The rules are simple, no touching, no movement of my arms, legs, even my head. I have to be a statue and I plan to do just that.

You see, Fearless has decided that I need to learn a little about restraint. All because I didn't listen to him when we were topside, ignoring his order to hold our hidden position and bounding into a group of Foot ninja. It wasn't a big deal, but then, Leo wasn't too pleased when he had to take a hit for me when a ninja decided my head would look better detached from my body. He saved my ass and got a nasty gash in his shoulder for payment. So yeah, I feel pretty shitty about that, been fussing over him all evening. Not in a girly kinda way, just hovering around him and muttering that I was sorry before backing away again. 

I'm not heartless, I love my brothers and any time any of them get hurt I'm just as scared as they are and I don't care if I show it.

So I willingly followed Leo when he asked me to come to the dojo, stepping up behind him and standing where he told me to. He turned to me then, his face blank as he told me he wasn't upset about taking the hit for me. He'd rather be hurt than me be dead.

I felt my gut clench and reached out to him and he backed away, I pulled back and stared wide-eyed at him. Instantly, I felt hurt and my jaw dropped open. His expression softened and he moved back, suddenly explaining that he was really upset that I disobeyed an order and that he needed me to trust his judgement. He was remarkably calm about it but, I suppose it had something to do with me not fighting with him over it. He nodded once he was done and began to explain the rules of his 'lesson'.

So now I'm obeying without argument, breathing a little fast and patiently waiting for him to say when I can move again.

His tongue is licking along my neck, gentle chaste kisses and urgent nips breaking the path his tongue is mapping out. His hands are trailing up and down my arms, kneading and stroking, fingers drawing patterns on my biceps.

He moves his head to kiss along my jaw, rising to gently run his tongue along my lips. I let my mouth open, my tongue barely touching his and he pulls his head back suddenly, staring at me with a smirk.

"The rules include every part of your body." He states calmly, "That means your tongue too."

I take a chance to speak, he never said anything about not talking. "You should be more specific."

"Well," he replies as he moves back to my neck. "You can use it to talk, or moan. I wouldn't mind a little begging either."

"Ain't gonna happen," I grin at the ceiling, my head nudged that way by Leo's.

"Hmm," his hands move to my sides, stroking softly. "We'll see about that."

Damn him, damn his hands and damn his rules. I'm not gonna give in, he's gonna lose this one if it kills me. I'm starting to think that this is more about relief than an actual lesson, the battle was fast, intense and I'm still coming down from the high. I bet he's more strung than me, what with the pain killers Don's pushed down his throat.

I had to suck in a breath when his hand trailed down the front of my thigh, the other ghosting around to my ass and squeezing hard. He chuckled, the bastard. I growled in reply, my fists clenching at my sides.

Okay, so I admit, my dick is getting hard, pressing up against my shell and making this even more uncomfortable. He's pulling his hand up from my thigh and pressing against my lower plastron, touching with his palm and circling the growing bulge. His other hand is brushing my tail, lips sucking at my neck.

Then he moves, stares at me with a fuckin' smug smile before he's kissing and licking his way down my plastron. His face nuzzles my lower plates and I just wanna let my cock drop and ram it in his mouth, just to shut him up. It's hard not to get turned on by him, I mean, he's doing all the work and I get to enjoy the feeling and the show. His work on my tail is too good, if there's one thing we all can admit as a weakness, it's our damn tails. And he's stroking mine like it's the most idolised thing in the world, which is making matters really hard for me.

I just want to move, I need to move. I wanna touch him and he's driving me crazy.

He's gonna pay for this one way or the other, I swear to-

"Shit!" 

The bastard pinched my tail, fuckin' hard! "What the hell, Leo?"

"I don't recall ever saying I'd be gentle."

Well, fuck.

I suck in air through my clenched teeth, holding out as he starts licking the inside of my thighs. I start to tremble, knowing that if I didn't do something soon I'd bust outta my shell and break his fuckin' rules.

His hand is stroking my tail, finger flicking over my entrance. His mouth is sucking at my heated skin and I lose it.

I whimper, then growl at the admission. The bastard starts chuckling again.

"Keep laughing," I snarl, "I'm gonna wipe that smile off your face when I'm done with your stupid 'lesson'."

"Look down, Raph."

I follow his order, needing something else to focus my attention on other than his hands and mouth. And if the sight of Leo on his knees in front of me wasn't the most torturously erotic thing on the planet, I don't know what is.

And the bastard knew it.

"Drop down." Simple, straight to the point and no argument from me.

I let myself go with a heavy sigh, instantly feeling relief from the confinement and enjoying the cooling air to ease the agony. His face is right in front of my dick and it would be all too easy to grab his head and make him swallow it whole, but I still wanted

to win this game.

Yeah, I wanted to fuck him senseless, but if patience was a virtue, I was gonna show him just how virtuous I can be.

"Remember." he says cooly, "No movement."

I laugh at him. Was he serious? From the looks of it, I don't need to do anything. The thought of Leo sucking my dick sent blood straight downwards, I was practically ready to explode then and there.

"I won't need to move if you're doing all the work, Fearless."

He's smirking again. What the hell is he planning? He's got that look, the one that says anyone on the receiving end was in for serious shit.

"I'm done touching you."

Oh, hell.

He's shuffling backwards, putting some space between us and keeping himself on his knees. His legs move apart and then he's sighing, his own cock falling into his hand.

The bastard.

His eyes fix on mine, glazing over as he strokes his dick evenly, slowly and deliberately teasing. I wanna jump on him, wanna take him and he knows it. So I won't, I'll let him jerk himself off and lose the battle; then I'll jump on the smug prick and get my revenge.

"This ain't gonna work, ya know." I'm staring at his eyes, trying hard not to drop my gaze to his hand. "You'll shoot your load long before I will."

His head tips inquisitively, "How badly do you want my ass right now?"

What. The. Fuck?

Oh hell no, he is not baiting me.

He's staring at me with those eyes, the ones you get when you're really, really wanting it. And, damn it, he's running his tongue over his lips. I'm shaking with need, my body fighting my brain to stay perfectly still. He's gazing at my cock like it's some kinda prize, admiring the view and I start to feel the first sign that my body is winning the battle. I'm throwing everything I have into holding my arms in place, groaning with the effort and glaring at him.

He's reaching into his belt, pulling out something and I instantly recognise it.

He holds the lube by his thigh, rubbing his thumb over the side of the tube.

"I'm tempted to use this on you," he teases.

Yeah, right. He does that and he pretty much voids his own lesson, no restraint on my part required if he's gonna get his jollies that way.

"Won't teach you much of a lesson though, huh?" 

Bastard.

"I could let you move," he taunts me, "But then that's changing the rules. So ideally I let you move and alter them accordingly."

"Oh yeah?" I drawl. Yep, he's really getting to me now. I'm gonna make him scream. "What's the new rule?"

"You can't come." He's grinning like a fuckin' Cheshire Cat.

But, fuck. If I ain't grinning back wider, cause now I hold the cards. I know how to get him off, know just how he likes it and I can hit him in all those places all at once. His ass is mine.

"Deal."

The corner of his mouth turns up and he nods, giving me all the signal I need. But I don't plan to rush, this one's gonna be nice and slow. I step towards him, glancing briefly at his wounded shoulder and keeping that in mind. He's still kneeling, still stroking and I kneel in front of him and pull his hand away. He's silent for now, watching my every move as I slowly ease him down onto his shell, his good arm giving him support and guidance as he fixes his gaze to mine.

We're close, his breath warming my face and I lean forward, pressing our lips together. I keep my weight off him, bracing a forearm by his head and his scent drives me crazy, so crazy that I want to be rough. His teasing had made my body scream for this, almost beg for this but I'm controlling it, using it and going slow. He moans into the kiss, lips parting and I let my tongue slide inside. He's matching me, taking my pace and passion and adding his own. His good arm comes up and his hand gently holds the side of my neck, his thumb stroking my jaw.

Pulling away from him, I move towards his throat as my hand starts to stroke his hip. Sliding across his lap to brush his cock and back again. 

"Raph."

He whispers my name and I moan into his neck, snatching up the lube that Leo had graciously decided to bring. If I wanted to win this, to find release and still show him his lesson didn't need to be taught; then I needed to move this along.

Oh he didn't need any encouragement, he'd already got himself all nice and steamed just by toying with me. Hell, he probably got all worked up when he came up with the idea in the first place.

So I mimic him from earlier, kissing and licking my way down his plastron and stopping when I reach his cock. I look up at him and he's lifted his head to look over his heaving body, I give him a lopsided grin, run my tongue over my lips before running it up his shaft.

His head fell back with a sigh of complete satisfaction and I wonder who's more desperate here, him or me?

So I pay attention to his dick as I lube my fingers, circling his hole and inching my way in. I take him into my mouth and he's churring, body starting to writhe beneath me softly.

I can't help it, I want to see his face, want to see his joy, this pleasure that I'm giving him. With my finger still in his ass, I'm climbing back over his body, looking down at him. I'm pushing into him with gentle thrusts, curling and twisting my finger and taking my time, his eyes flutter closed and his mouth drops open. I'm sure I'm staring at him like some kinda fascinated kid that's hooked on a new toy or something; just watching him moving around under me is fuckin' hot.

I feel his hand move between us and, for a moment, I think he's gonna touch me. I hope to hell he doesn't, because I really want this to last. I wanna enjoy this and screw his lesson, I think I've passed it with flying colours.

I'm about to remind him of what he said to me, how he was through touching me when his hand ignores my dick and grasps his own. I grin, even though he can't see me, and curl my finger, touching at that bundle of nerves that's suddenly launching his hips up into the air.

I do it again, not giving him a chance to get over the first and he's panting, thrusting his own dick faster and harder as his hips come up again.

The only downside to that move, was that he lifted his hips high enough for our lower plastrons to clash together. My cock instantly crushed against his pumping hand, the few strokes I inadvertently got before he dropped to the floor again sent a shock wave through me that I didn't expect. So I bit my lip and shut my eyes, willing myself not to come then and there.

Leo starts shifting beneath me, moving his legs out from under mine and suddenly I'm between them. Leo chuckles and I open my eyes to look at him.

"I almost had you there, didn't I?"

The corner of my mouth curls up, "Almost." I agree. 

Admitting that wasn't defeat, just acceptance, I’d look really stupid if I tried to deny how close I was.

I wanted to finish him off with just my finger, I could hold out long enough for that and I know I could get him to come easily; but I also wanted him to feel me buried inside him. I wanted my dick to feel everything my finger was feeling right now.

Fuck it.

I crush our mouths together as I bring my second finger into play, slowly pushing in and twisting them both as I go. I pump inside him, letting my two fingers stretch him as much as they can, then Leo churrs and I take that as a ready sign.

I lube up my dick and prop myself up over my brother, lining up with practised ease and pushing in with more patience than I care to admit. He's still stroking himself and, for a brief moment, I wonder how he hasn't already come.

"Mmm..." Leo's legs lift up and curl around me, wrapping behind my shell and pulling me towards him. 
When you spend your whole life training, you’re gonna get some pretty powerful legs and Leo’s really are; but I’m still the stronger brother. I fight back against his legs, thrusting gently to give him time to adjust, as I lean over him and give him a questioning glance.
"What’s the matter? Can’t wait?" I tease him.
He starts laughing, "It’s seems to be getting that way, yes."
Leo looks at me with a smile, a soft one that you normally get after sex. "Do you realise how long you've been at this?"

I frown at him, running over that question and thinking about it seriously. It's not like we clock watch when we fuck so I know he's not talking literally. Then I think back from the moment I followed him in here, the teasing touches, the way I just let him take control of my body, the sight of him pumping his dick as I watch… Then he gives me the green light to touch him, so I do and take my time over it. Lavishing his body with the same attention to detail as he did for me, taking my time for what I thought was to beat him at his own game.
I smile down at him, "I think I've learned my lesson, Fearless."

He's grinning up at me, "Hmm, I think you have."

For the first time since we started, I'm churring, eyes sliding shut as I shove into him hard. He suddenly gasps and I can't hold back, I'm ramming everything I have into his tight, hot ass; feeling him constricting around me as he pants and moans my name.

"Ugh, Raph, harder..."

I change my angle, every thrust now hitting his sensitive spot deep inside him. The release creeping up on me, I growl his name, slamming into him with barely any rhythm as the need to come is relentlessly overwhelming me.

"Ah! Raph, yes!"

Leo's ass clamps around me, strangling my dick as his come shoots out over us both.

"Fuck! Leo!"

I bury my cock as deep as I can into his ass as I fill him, panting and gasping through my release, rocking with each jolt of pleasure surging through my body.

My arms start to tremble and I fall to the floor at his side, laying there and heaving in lungful after lungful of air. We're both exhausted, neither moving or willing to break the silence as the high of sex ebbs away, the afterglow slowly settling in.

I turn my head to him, "Hey, Leo?"

"Hmm?"

"That lesson was fuckin' amazing."

He chuckles as he turns to face me, "I have a few more I can teach you."

"Not tonight," I wave half-heartedly, returning my gaze to the ceiling. "But I'm definitely gonna hold you to that."

I decided there and then, that restraint certainly has its perks.

