Exposing the Lie
part 4 final

“Well, come on in,” Leonardo said, looking back seductively over one shoulder.  “It is your room.”


Donatello stood there unblinking, his mind in a fog.  His feet finally did move though, and so did his hand, to press the button that would close the door.  Some part of his brain was apparently still functional.

“Like what you see?” Leo asked, waggling his eye ridges at his brother.  He gave a slight thrust forward with his hips, the muscles in his butt cheeks contracting to further accentuate the view he’d prepared.


“Wha . . . why . . . you . . . .”  Don’s voice trailed off.  To be truthful, it was very difficult to speak when one’s tongue was hanging out.

Leo was more than pleased with Donatello’s reaction.  It was rare that Don didn’t have some cutting or glib remark ready as a comeback.

“You can do anything you want with me,” Leo told his brother.  “I am yours for the taking.”


“I can’t . . . we can’t . . . .” Don started.


“Pish tish,” Leo said with a dismissive gesture.  “We are as one, D.  Everyone knows that.”

Despite his reservations, Don approached the bed, his gaze locked on his brother’s ass and those long, long legs he’d often dreamed about.


“Why are you doing this?” Don asked, proud that he could form words again.

“I told you, I want us to be together,” Leo answered.  “As a couple.  A for real couple, the kind who shares secrets and banana splits, and calls each other cutesy names that makes everyone else cringe, and has sex.”

Once again, Don’s brain felt like it was exploding.  Only Leo could have that kind of effect on him.

“Did you just say sex?”  Don managed to tear is scrutiny off Leo’s butt so that he could look his brother in the eye.


Leo grinned.  “Sex.  S.E.X.  You do know what that is, don’t you?”


“Of course, I know what that is,” Don snapped, embarrassment and growing desire making him edgy.

It didn’t phase Leo one bit.  “So why do you think I’m lying in your bed with blueberry goo all over my ass?  BTdubs, you should sample the goods.  Pop the cherry, Donnie.”


Don’s eyes narrowed.  “This is crazy even for you.  Raiding the kitchen, going into my lab – my lab - and taking things, coming into my room and . . . and . . . .”

“How else do I prove to you I’m serious?” Leo asked.  “Do you realize that’s the third time you’ve been speechless since you walked in?  How can I treat every word you say like gold if you stop saying them?”

Don had believed that he was used to the way Leo’s mind jumped around, but apparently, he wasn’t.  “What are you talking about?”


Leo thought hard, trying to remember Hueso’s words of advice.  “You’re supposed to know that I cherish and trust you and that you’re the center of my universe.  That’s why I smashed blueberries and rubbed them on my butt.”

Despite his wariness and the fact that he still didn’t fully understand what Leo meant, Don was touched.  The whole butt painting thing took some effort, and Leo had done it just for him.

He had to admit too, that if this was an elaborate trick, Leo had certainly left himself in a very comprising and vulnerable position.

Just to be on the safe side, Don pulled his phone from his belt and quickly snapped a picture of Leo.

“Insurance,” Don said.


“I hope you got my good side,” Leo replied, wiggling his hips.  “I trust you Donny.  Now trust me.  I want this.  Don’t you?”

Don’s internal voice was screaming “Yes!”, but he still tried to cover it with a touch of reserve.  “We won’t fit in their together.”


In answer to that argument, Leo rolled onto his stomach, his chin resting on his crossed arms, legs spread and butt lifted.  “We will if you climb on top.”


That shift in position broke through the last bit of detachment and caution.  Almost without conscience thought, Don stripped off the last bit of his gear and crawled into the bed with Leo.

It was a tight fit.  To give his brother more space, Leo draped one of his legs off the side of the bed and wrapped his toes around the ladder.  That served dual purposes, it kept his leg at an angle and gave him something to brace against.


Crouched behind the prone turtle, Don wasn’t sure what to touch first.  Though Leo’s legs were spread apart to better display his posterior, it was his thighs that called to Donatello.

Very tentatively, Don set his hands on the backs of Leo’s thighs.  He immediately felt a shudder run through his brother’s body and Leo moaned low in his throat.


Not only was Leo’s reaction emotionally gratifying, it sent a pulse straight through Don’s system and into his cock.  When Don slid his hands upwards on his brother’s taut, muscular thighs and then inwards, his brother churred.

Leo was positive he’d never felt anything so good in his whole life.  It was almost like when they were young and Don would rub his legs, but not quite.  This time his brother’s touch stirred his cock to life and it sprang forward, thick and stiff.  He was forced to lift his hips even higher to give his dick some room.


The movement drew Don’s eyes from Leo’s legs back to his nether regions and he saw his brother’s cock for the first time.  Momentarily frozen, he stared at it until he felt a little drool begin to drip from his chin.


Don swiped it away with the back of his hand and then leaned forward to grip the spreader tool and tug it loose.

“Ahh!” Leo exclaimed, thrusting against the sheets in search of some sort of friction for his aching cock.


Tossing the tool on the floor, Don was suddenly very determined to see what other sort of response he could draw from his now thoroughly aroused brother.  His own cock was standing proud, each sound that Leo made causing it to throb with need.


Bracing his hands on either side of Leo’s waist, Don bent down and licked his brother’s ass, all the way from bottom to top.

“Don~nie!” Leo sang out, trembling at the sensation.  “More.”

Don had to chuckle.  It figured his brother would still be just as demanding as ever, even in this position.  Then he frowned as he noticed that the cherries, which had popped out along with the spreader tool, had hidden something that had been pushed into Leo’s anus.


“What is this?” Don asked, gripping the object with his fingertips and pulling it partway out.


“Ugh!  That . . . that’s a butt plug,” Leo said.


“It’s a cucumber,” Don said.  His fingers felt slippery and he realized the vegetable had been coated with something.  “Is this vegetable oil?”


Leo shifted impatiently.  “Yes!  I wanted to be ready for you.”


“That’s actually . . . fairly ingenious,” Don said, impressed by Leo’s imaginative use of household items.

Don’s dick jumped between his legs, clearly urging him to talk less, and he yanked the cucumber all of the way out.

“Talk about how smart I am after you replace that cucumber with something that I want more,” Leo whined.  He moved one of his hands, reaching under himself so that he could grip his own cock.

For the first time in a very long while, Don felt inclined to give Leo exactly what he wanted.  Inching forward so that he was looming over his brother’s shell, Don gave his cock a few tugs to spread the oil from his fingers onto his shaft.  Then he placed the tip against Leo’s slick entrance and pushed in.


“Oh~wa~ahh~” Leo wailed as he was slowly impaled.  The feeling of Don’s cock filling him up was too good.  Pre-cum spurted from his dick and he began to masturbate.

Once he was all of the way inside his brother’s ass, Don paused to relish the tight heat surrounding his length.  He could feel the vibrations of Leo’s movements as he strove to pleasure himself.

Don suddenly felt that to be unacceptable.  If Leo was going to get off, it would be because Don was screwing him into the mattress.  He was going to give Leo just what he wanted, all of his attention.

Balancing his weight on one hand and against Leo’s ass, Don grabbed Leo’s arm and pulled it out from under him, forcing him to let go of his cock.


“Don~nie!” Leo whined in frustration.


“My bed, my rules,” Don said, his voice husky.  He pulled partway out and then pushed back in again roughly.  “If my dick doesn’t make you cum, then you don’t get to cum.”


He felt a sort of cruel satisfaction when Leo groaned his vexation at being thwarted.  Keeping a hand on Leo’s arm to prevent him from trying to move it again, Don began to thrust.

Having Don sliding in and out of him, pounding into his very core, was everything Leo could have imagined.  In reaction, heat began to pool in his lower regions, carrying along with it small jolts that felt like electrical impulses which danced at the base of his cock.


“Donnie, Donnie, yes,” Leo moaned, pushing back each time his brother drove into him.  He gasped when Don touched something deep in him that sent shock waves all through his system.  “Again!”


Donatello knew he’d struck a good spot when Leo’s entire body shook.  It was a rush to feel Leo trying to pull his arm loose, too be so desperate for release, and having to await Don’s whims before being allowed that final gratification.

Just the thought of having Leo so completely under his control pushed Don to the brink.  He could feel his orgasm building and began moving harder and faster until he was practically rutting into his brother.

Leo churred and writhed under him, his body shuddering.  He was muttering almost continuously at this point, speaking words of encouragement meant to spur Don on.  They weren’t necessary, there was no way Don would stop now.


He wasn’t going to lose it before Leo though.  Angling his hips, Don aimed for the spot that had made Leo gasp and beg.  When Leo suddenly cried out, Don knew he’d found it.

“Oh, oh, oh, Don~nie!”

It was that shout, followed by Leo’s ass suddenly clamping down on his dick, that told Don that his brother had reached his climax.


“So~o good . . . .” Leo purred, his hips working as he shot his load all over the sheets.

That did it.  Beating Leo at anything had always felt incredible and making him cum first was indescribably delicious.  With a grunt, Don buried himself in Leo’s ass and came, hard.

There were few instances in Donatello’s life when his entire focus turned inward to his body and not his brain.  This was not his first orgasm, but it was absolutely the most mind blowing.

He remained stationary, riding out his climax and then enjoying the small aftershocks that sent even more of his cum spurting into his brother.  After a few minutes his cock began to soften and that’s when Don noticed that his whole body felt like jelly.


When his cock slid out of his brother, Don released his arm and slapped him on the ass.  “Move over.”


With a grunt, Leo flopped over onto his side, easing his outer leg around Don and leaving him room to lie down.


“My arm is asleep,” Leo said when Don was lying down facing him.


“Good.  Next time don’t move unless I say you can,” Don told him with a sated grin.


“Oh, ho, ho!  So, we’re gonna have a next time, are we?” Leo asked, smiling mischievously.


“We are,” Don said, shifting his shoulders to get more comfortable.  “We’ll do it in your bed, where there’s more room.”

Leo lunged forward, throwing his arm over his brother and pressing his mouth to Don’s.  It took an awkward moment for the pair to figure out how to kiss properly, but then they were plundering each other’s mouth for all they were worth.


“I never thought I could like your bossy side, but it’s growing on me,” Leo said when their tongues separated.


“I could definitely get used to you doing what I say without any back talk,” Don replied.


“Only in bed, brother, only in bed,” Leo said.


“Well, then, I vote we stay in bed,” Don told him.  “We’ll take turns watching each other sleep.”


“You’ll have to make me sleepy first,” Leo responded with an impish look in his eyes.


Don pushed against him, forcing Leo onto his shell and then nudging his legs apart as he crawled atop him.  “I’m sure I can manage that.”

As he moved in for another kiss, he felt Leo’s legs clamp tight around his hips.

Fin

