The fresh air seeped in through the cracks of the window, making the turtle yawn, happy that his driving shift was over with. 

Driving for five hours was tiresome, though it wasn’t that the scenery was bland with no interest to color his world. 

On the contrary, it was magnificent, but to rest one's eyes and relax on the soft cushions of the sofa, that was more appealing by far. 

It had been days since they left New York in the old transport that Donnie snatched up long ago, converting it into a mobile home for his brothers and he to travel in under cover and without suspicion. 

It was fitting, how the outside looked just like any other transport truck pulling its load. 

It worked great at the custom’s point between Canada and the US, and if anyone did dare to open the back, all they saw was the setup display that made it appear that the truck was full of merchandise. 

To add an extra flare of detail, Donnie installed some alien tech that also made the driver appear human to anyone outside looking in. 

That alone made things less difficult. They could travel in the daylight, and any of the brothers could drive and not have to plaster their body with clothing to hide their turtle appearance.

With this truck in their possession, it became a new tradition that the brothers, once a year around spring time and feeling the need to have nature around them, planned some kind of vacation that didn’t involve cities or civilization period. 

Each year had a new destination, with fresh experiences that each brother had a say in, taking turns. 

This year it was Donnie's choice; he wanted to rent a cabin in the mountains of British Columba within Canada. 

He had been waiting patiently to see these mountains and do various hiking activities which he loved doing. 

The cabin he found was simply perfect. 

It was in the middle of nowhere and had a vast promise of activates. 

To top the vacation off, after some discussion, the brothers decided to invite their friend to come join them. 

Leatherhead, who never ventured outside the city was hesitant at first, unsure if coming would be wise, and it was obvious he was still wary of his instinctive side which took over here and there. 

However, none of the brothers were worried or fearful of him losing his cool and attacking them or anyone else. 

It wasn't until Donnie finally convinced him, stating how their vacations normally went. 

It would start out great, then slowly it turned into the same old circus act; with Mikey pushing too many buttons, Raph losing his temper chasing Mikey as all hell broke loose, and ending with Leo giving long, exhausting lectures. 

Then he would just sit there wishing he had someone intelligent to strike a conversation with. 

Leatherhead, seeing this was Donnie’s attempt to convince him, actually agreed, feeling sorry for Donatello, who only wanted to spend the time having some fun and relaxing without the normal routine shackling him down. 

It was a miracle that anyone got out of these vacations alive by the sounds of things.

"How long do we still have to travel?" Leatherhead asked, looking over the map; it was helpful, yet at the same time it wasn't, since he’d been in the back for some time, not really paying attention to any of the landmarks that had rushed by. 

Sure, there were the windows that Donnie installed letting in the fresh air; those were also set up so that anyone outside could only see the truck’s exterior and nothing more. However, Leatherhead avoided staring out of them, finding he was suffering from car sickness. He tried to cover the inconvenience of this for himself by avoiding watching the consistently moving scenery altogether.

Looking up from the pillow he had put his head on, Donnie shrugged, "I believe maybe another forty-eight hours or so, why?"

"Oh no reason, I was just wondering and getting myself prepared for one of Michelangelo’s hour long disruptions to ask 'are we there yet'," Leatherhead pointed out, having discovered first-hand how annoying that was and how the younger turtle brother was a pro in keeping up the facade even when it was getting boring for himself.

"About that… good luck with that," Donnie smirked. "No amount of preparation can get you remotely ready to handle him."

Nodding with a smile which made Donnie blush and look away, Leatherhead took no notice of this, answering Donnie, "I sadly believe you're right. Though I have to admit, not that I'm complaining, he has been very quiet of late, and you seem unconcerned about this..."

Trying to hold in the laughter that made Leatherhead raise an eyebrow, Donnie licked his lips, "That would be..." he started, then paused, looking through to the cab to see if either Leo or Raph were paying any attention to the conversation. 

Of course they were just sitting there listening to music, probably taking the opportunity of the silent moments thanks to the lack of Mikey's activity. 

This was such a rare opportunity that both put away any arguments they could start up with, instead simply enjoying each other's company. 

These were the moments even Donnie relished, though he did feel a slight guilt for how they all celebrated in their own way, having some peace of mind. 

Not saying Mikey was always annoying per se, it was just worse when traveling, and with there not being anything around to occupy and drain his endless energy. 

"Well?" Leatherhead inquired, tilting his head. He found this so-called moment of peace a bit disturbing, feeling as though waiting for the explosion to irrupt and take them all by storm. 

Seeing Mikey like this was something that spelled danger, rather than making one feel at ease.

"I drugged his soda with Gravol," Donnie grinned ear to ear over his clever plan.

"You did what?" Leatherhead spat in shock. Did Donnie really just admit to drugging his little brother?

Noticing how horrified Leatherhead was over this, Donnie shuddered, wondering if the alligator thought he was cruel or thought less of him, "Leatherhead... It's not what you think," Donnie spazzed, waving his hands in front of him.

"Truthfully Donatello I am not sure how this can't be what I think?” Leatherhead said disapprovingly. “How can you just causally drug your little brother like that?"

"Well..." Donnie swallowed hard, feeling stupid. How could he explain what he had done to Leatherhead without being judged? "One, it was only Gravol; that stuff is used when someone has problems with their stomach. In Mikey's case, it makes him drowsy, and he tends to fall asleep; it's really not dangerous and two, to keep all our sanity. It was the less inhumane way to get him to calm down. It’s that or Raph almost killing him…"

Falling into silence, Donnie didn't dare to look at Leatherhead, thinking he must see him in a different light now and not a good one, but then suddenly the silence was broken as Leatherhead asked an unusual question, "By chance do you have any more?"

Blinking Donnie looked at him, unsure why he was asking, "Yes, why?"

"I..." Leatherhead started, shameful, that he was going to admit he was having problems.

"Leatherhead are you car sick?" Donnie asked, getting up from his seat to take a better look at the alligator that he finally realized did look a bit paler than usual.

"Yes."

"Then why didn't you say something earlier, I have non-drowsy for anyone who is having some issues," Donnie stated, going to a cupboard and taking two chew tablets for Leatherhead.

"I didn't want to bother anyone."

Smiling, Donnie shook his head, "You’re not bothering anyone actually, and you’re not the only one that suffers from car sickness. Leo also has issues, which is why I have the drug for him."

"Really? I never knew Leonardo got car sick," Leatherhead said, taking the pills from Donnie and popping them in his mouth, hoping this would help the rising tide in his stomach to have calm waters once again.

"He didn't either, until the first time we went on a vacation. He was sicker than a dog, and it was really bad. I had to pick up some Gravol on the trip, and at the time it was the stuff that can make you drowsy. That's how we know it works on Mikey, since he thought to take a couple for fun, and as a result, slept a good portion of the trip."

Laughing over the story, Leatherhead grinned, "It must have been quite a quiet trip."

"Yes, you have no idea." Donnie sat back down, staring out of the window and feeling Leatherhead's eyes on his neck; something that made him nervous. 

"I think I might take a rest myself, while I can, to see whether this will help my stomach," Leatherhead announced, getting up to head to the room that was given to him to use.

"Of course, have a good rest," Donnie shyly said, avoiding those questioning eyes. What was wrong with him of a sudden? He never before felt so nervous around their friend, yet when was it that he spent so much time alone with him that didn't involve work?


Two days passed and Donnie couldn't have been happier to feel the warm sun on his shell and the grass between his toes. 

The trip here wasn't as hellish as past experiences, but it was still refreshing to get out of that sometimes stuffy truck and meet nature first hand. 

As he suspected when arranging to rent this cabin over the net after seeing only pictures, it was beautiful.

"Well Donnie, you out did yourself on this one." Leo patted his brother on the shoulder, smiling over the view of the sparkling blue lake that was at the bottom of the hill, ready for them to claim.

"I was worried at first that the photos might have been exaggerated, but it seems there was no reason to worry," Donnie agreed happily.

"Good thing too!" Raph huffed, chucking a bag at Donnie's head while swatting the annoying buzzing of Mikey, who was at the peak of his energy and frustrating the fuck out of Raph.

Donnie turned around to comment to Raph, only to have the bag hit him directly in the face with a thud, knocking him off balance and causing him to fall backwards. 

A loud moan escaping him, Donnie slid the bag off his beak, feeling the sting of the hit and hearing his brother bark out a howl of laughter that Donnie was too slow. 

Narrowing his eyes at Raph, Donnie was about to snap a comeback, only to be startled by Leatherhead's hand extended to him.

"Donatello, are you okay?" Leatherhead lent a hand, ignoring Raph's cruelty to his brother. By now, he was accustomed of how they act towards each other at times, and though he wasn't fond of the actions of that particular brother, mostly, he couldn’t judge. In the end, he kept it to himself, knowing it wasn't his business to intervene; regardless he wanted to teach Raph a lesson in most cases for being so inconsiderate towards Donnie.

"I... umm..." Donnie responded, turning redder than the spot that was hit by the bag.

"Ahh how cute is that Mikey, Donnie is blushing like a school girl with a crush!"  Raph roared, getting a warning look from Leo not to go there or start something.

As the teasing came across Leatherhead, he turned red himself, he had seen the brothers tease amongst each other and even with Casey and April around, but never had they included him into it before. 

Donnie noticed the awkward look painted on Leatherhead's face and his anger flared as he ignored his friend’s aid, instead grabbing the bag and chucking at Raph's head before stomping away. "Raph, you're a jerk!" He snapped loudly.

Catching the bag with ease, Raph shrugged, "What did I do?"

"Bro, that was a bit too far," Mikey pointed out, before Leo could comment.

"Sorry Leatherhead, Raph didn't mean anything by it; he gets stupid when on long trips and his mouth tends to get out of control," Leo apologized to their friend. He couldn’t believe, not even ten minutes after arriving at their vacation destination, that the water was boiling.

Nodding, Leatherhead tried to shake the comment off, yet couldn't thanks to how Donnie reacted towards it, "I understand Leonardo. It caught me off guard as I am more accustomed to these playful acts towards each other, rather than involving me also."

"Hey LH it just means we’re comfortable around you," Mikey put in his two cents as his other brothers gave him a look, saying not to say more than that, like they were hiding something from the alligator.

"I'm not sure if I should be honored or not," Leatherhead answered with a small, nervous chuckle.

"I promise Raph will behave, and if he doesn't just ignore him," Leo smiled sweetly at Leatherhead, then turned around giving the other two brothers the warning again, with his icy cold eyes.

"I will take your advice Leonardo, until then, do you wish me to bring our things in?" Leatherhead pointed to the pile of bags and crates of food.

"If you don't mind you can..." Leo started, then paused, witnessing the alligator’s strength in action as Leatherhead picked up all the items in one swoop, "Or you can take it all in..."

As the alligator made his leave; Leo sighed, then focused on the brothers, waiting for Leatherhead to be out of earshot, "We promised to behave around Leatherhead."

"Come on Leo, you really think we can hide this from him?" Raph huffed, crossing his arms.

"Dude, he has a point there. It’s spring, how do you expect us to play nice?" Mikey bounced off Raph’s shell, licking the hothead on the cheek to see Leo's eyes widen like an owl’s, flashing a look in the direction Leatherhead was heading and hoping he didn't see Mikey’s playful side.

"We promised Donnie to keep this as secret as possible. I know it's spring and you out of all  of us Mikey, become very horny. But I don't think spring to our friend is the same, and how we are towards each other suddenly, might be too much for him."

"Then why the hell did we invite him Leo? This is our vacation," Raph growled, narrowing his eyes on the leader; he was against this at the get go, not wanting to complicate things.

"For Donnie, he really wanted to bring Leatherhead. We are all aware that Donnie is the least active, and he wants to spend some time with someone, rather than just sit around moping considering he isn't in the mood to play and wants to do something else," Leo pointed out, feeling sorry for Donnie; he had his moments, but wasn't all that interested like his other brothers were. 

This time of year, their hormones were ravaging and these trips helped them to indulge themselves. However, Donnie always became depressed and Leo started to worry about him. 

Thinking that this might be a good turn of events to lift their brother’s spirits, Donnie could now go hang out with Leatherhead, doing things he wants to do, while the rest of them performed their normal acts of love without a care or worry if Donnie was upset or not.

"Fine… but why don't we ever think of bringing Casey? That’s not fair that Donnie gets to bring his friend," Raph protested, having both turtles giving him a scolding look.

"Casey doesn't share!" both barked, seeing the devilish grin on Raph's face.

"Yeah... you have a point, the horn dog can’t get enough of me," Raph smirked more, gathering the rest of the items that needed to be brought into the cabin, "Alright Leo; I’ll try, but if he finds out I'm not fucken denying it. I'm not ashamed that I like to pork my brothers."

Sighing Leo shook his head, "That kind of saying is what I’m worried about… and will only make him run away."


Leatherhead, finding his way to the living room, took in the large wooden cabin around him; it was his first time ever being in one. To his surprise, it was very spacious, and he was relieved to find even someone of his size would have little problem roaming this place. 

With an open concept, there were two large wooden stairs that lead to a balcony and some rooms. The rooms he would figure would be five for each of them and a bathroom; however, there were only three. How would the sleeping arrangements work out?

Placing the stuff on the floor, Leatherhead looked around, then noticed the back door that was connected to the kitchen was wide open. Did Donatello pass through? 

"He seemed very upset by his brother’s comment," Leatherhead told himself, flashing a look at the door to the front.

He had seen the brothers joke around on many occasions, but this was the first he witnessed Donatello become so flustered over such horse play. 

Did he take Raph's comment seriously or was he embarrassed that he would take it the wrong way?

Sighing, the alligator moved towards the back door, leaving the cabin to be met by the small stone path leading into the woods. There was no sign of Donatello, so Leatherhead figured he must have gone for a walk. 

"I should go see if he is okay. I don't want him to feel suddenly awkward around me, over his brother’s rash mouth."

Following the path, Leatherhead breathed in the fresh air, admiring the trees that were budding. 

So this was what spring looks like in wild? 

Never having had the privilege of venturing out of the city in the peak of nature’s glory, this was a sight to see and one he was grateful to finally witness. 

Feeling free for the first time and very happy in a way he hadn't felt before, Leatherhead's mood soon started to become dreary as the strong smell of despair crawled into his nostrils. 

At first, he was confused where such a scent was coming from, or how it could be present here in the first place. Then to his surprise, in the distance he could make out the distinct figure of Donatello slumped on a log staring at nothing. 

The depressing smell was coming off of him. 

Confused, Leatherhead just stood there. Never before had he ever observed Donatello in such a state, nor smelt his scent so poisoned by gloom. 

Donatello’s scent, to him, was always a mix of flavor; a rich spice with a hint of sweetness. At times Leatherhead would imagine a pond with cattails and lily pads when he was around Donatello. 

That was his aroma, and it was rare to smell anything other. 

He had in the past smelled other scents from the other brothers, some more exotic than others, and he was still not sure what was on the brothers’ minds during those times, but Donnie was a creature of habit. 

Not in just what he did in life, but as in his moods as well. 

Donnie, not noticing the alligator was there, let out a long breath, kicking at the ground. As dust erupted in the air, he was hoping this would go smoothly for once. 

Yet Raph just had to open his big mouth… What if Leatherhead found out what his brothers were like? What would he think of him?

"Donatello?" 

Startled upon hearing Leatherhead's voice, Donnie jumped, flashing a look at the alligator, "Leatherhead!"

Smiling, the alligator sat down beside him, "Is there something the matter, my friend?"

Looking away, Donnie twiddled his thumbs, "No..."

"Is it because of your brother? It's not abnormal of him to be a... jerk, as you called him," Leatherhead smiled sweetly.

"Yeah..."

"Or is it that you’re embarrassed of your family’s activities and think I would view you differently?" Leatherhead didn't beat around the bush; he wanted this be up front and was there to enjoy his first vacation, yet didn't want his friends to make this their worst over him.

Shocked that Leatherhead asked him that, Donnie turned pale, stuttering over words that were becoming tangled over his tongue, "What... what are you referring to?"

Shaking his head, Leatherhead should have known Donatello would try to deny it, "I am fully aware what this season means to you and your brothers, and what kind of activities you do when you believe you're alone. I am an alligator after all and have a higher sense of smell than humans. I know when one of your brothers is… frisky, I think you would call it."

"You know that my brothers... fool around? Since when?" Donnie asked, mortified.

"Since I first met you, though I noticed it was more active after your father passed away. I also know it is not just limited between you only, but also Casey and April if I am correct?" Leatherhead stated, or was it that he was confirming his suspicions.

Nodding slowly, Donnie wasn't sure what Leatherhead was proving by this, "Yes, it's complicated. Leatherhead, why do you think I invited you?" Donnie asked nervously.

"You need a friend," Leatherhead answered, thinking that was the case, though he wasn't sure why Donatello would think otherwise.

Placing his hand under his chin, Donnie felt relieved that he didn't think anything other than that, "Yes, umm this is embarrassing, but... I'm not like my brothers and..."

"And you wanted something different than the same routine?" Leatherhead quoted Donatello’s proposal from when he was trying to convince the alligator to come along.

"Yes, I thought it would be nice to spend time with a friend while my brothers did their thing. I'm not into it like they are and Leo was worried that..." Donnie trailed off staring at his hands.

"Then what are your plans? I'm very interested to hear what you had in mind for us to do? I think you mentioned hiking as one activity that sounds quite appealing, especially with this scenery."

Cheering up and his aroma turning back to what Donatello should smell like, Donnie all but jumped to his feet, "I was thinking tomorrow we could go for a hike and have a picnic sometime later, afterwards return. By then my brothers should be settled down, well I hope they have."

"Don't worry Donatello, I will not be awkward over their affections towards each other. This is their vacation too," Leatherhead assured the worried turtle.

Nodding again, Donnie’s smile only brightened over how understanding and accepting Leatherhead was; this was more than he could hope for.

Changing topic, Leatherhead looked back at the cabin, "I do have one concern about the sleeping arrangements."

Chuckling lightly, Donnie scratched his head, "Ah, about that... I was planning to sleep in the camper for those three will get very frisky during the night and want me to take part, and like I said I'm not interested."

"Then I guess I will sleep there as well," Leatherhead admitted.

"Oh?" Donnie tilted his head.

"I figure not much sleep will be occurring in the cabin, so it would be wiser to pick a quieter place to sleep." 

"Don't worry, they’ll settle down in a couple of days. They can’t help it," Donnie admitted, finding Leatherhead laughing again.

"Apparently," Leatherhead stood up, stretching, "Shall we give a hand in putting things away?" 

Extending his hand out to aid Donatello, who took it gladly, he noticed how soft it was to the touch. He always figured his hands would be rough, yet they were far beyond that.

"We should, or nothing will be done and also, you don't want me making supper tonight," Donnie said with what sounded like a threat at the end, making Leatherhead's face twist in horror over the mere idea of Donatello’s cooking. 

"I wish to live through my first vacation, not expire on the first day."

Narrowing his eyes, Donnie scolded, "Hey, I’m not that bad! I was joking!"

"Of course not, Donatello," Leatherhead winced, coughing out the lie which the turtle caught on to quickly, who in turn shook his finger at him in disapproval.


"Then when you thought it couldn't get any worse, Raph here gets his foot stuck in the dumpster," Mikey enthusiastically spun his tale.

"Huh… yeah whatever..."  Raph growled, breaking his bun in half, dipping it in the soup. 

Taking a bite, he didn't stop glaring death towards Mikey, who in turn continued telling the story at the dinner table at his own expense, just to entertain everyone.

"Man, you should have seen his face when suddenly the truck started moving since the cops were on its bumper! The humans didn't even notice Raphie here, as they started to burn rubber, being chased by the men in blue," Mikey barked, slapping Raph on the shoulder.

"Okay Mikey, I think this tale of the dumb turtle luck can be saved for another night," Leo told their younger brother, trying to play peace keeper as he saw the fire burning in Raph's golden eyes that lusted for Mikey's blood if he dared to continue.

"Dumb turtle luck?" Leatherhead inquired, confused by the saying.

Flashing a look in his direction, each brother turned pale, and it was Donnie, speaking before Mikey could, who started telling him what it was, "It's something you don't want to be a part of; essentially bad things happen if this so-called luck is about."

"That involves Michelangelo?" Leatherhead asked, still a bit confused.

"LH put it this way, if you ever hear any of us referring to Mikey having such luck, run. We would, if we could, get rid of him," Raph pointed out hearing a 'hey' in protest from Mikey.

"I will take your word on it then," Leatherhead could only say, noticing the change in the air; the brothers were more open with him, even now. Though they didn't really explain this dumb turtle luck, they seemed more willing to be comfortable around him, like he was part of the family. 

Not that they didn't act like he wasn't before, but one could see the difference, and this wasn't something easily explained.

"So what are your plans for tomorrow?" Leo changed the topic quickly.

"Well, I know what I'm doing!" Mikey jumped in, getting a hand on his forehead by Leo ordering him to sit and letting Donnie speak since the question was directed to him.

"Well Donnie?" Leo asked again, settling down the hyper turtle.

"Leatherhead and I are going hiking starting early in the morning. Planning to have lunch in the woods, then be back before dusk. Is that okay Leo?" Donnie explained, waiting for the approval from the leader. 

Being the head of the family, most plans were brought to Leo beforehand; this was partially to show respect, as well as to make sure no plans crossed each other and ruined anyone else’s arrangements.

Nodding on it, Leo smiled, "You're both going so I see nothing wrong with it. Besides, now that Leatherhead is here, I don't have to worry about you being by yourself. The woods are too vast and easy to get lost, not to mention that if anything happens, you’re not alone. You have each other."

"I know Leo; I figured you wouldn't mind, but wanted to make sure no one had something else in mind," Donnie stated, seeing the sparking in Mikey's eye showing he had something up his sleeve.

"Then it’s settled. Are you planning to pack tomorrow or tonight?" Leo took a sip of his soup.

"Tonight... why?" 

Placing the spoon down, Leo tightened his lips, "Can you do the preparations in the morning? I was hoping if everyone was up to it, to have a bonfire..."

"Will there be marshmallows!" Mikey jumped up excitedly.

Rolling his eyes, Raph huffed, punching Mikey on the arm, which only made Mikey let out a husky scent of arousal. 

Ignoring it, Raph tapped his fingers on the table to control his own needs, "Of course there is, shell for brains!"

"Then let’s grab them, come on Raphie." Mikey quickly grabbed Raph's arm, pulling the muscular turtle away from his dinner, while he desperately was trying to get the spoon to reach his mouth, instead ending up spilling the hot liquid on his lap.

Like a bomb going off, Raph exploded, bull rushing at Mikey as the kid brother squealed happily, running out of the cabin.

"I will take it supper is over," Leatherhead pointed out the obvious.

"I would say so..." Leo agreed, seeing Donnie shake his head, placing his hand over his forehead.

"I will make sure Raph doesn't kill Mikey.... or worse," Donnie stood up from the table, leaving Leo and Leatherhead alone.

With a light chuckle under his breath, Leo picked up the bowls and placed them in the sink before turning his attention to Leatherhead once he was confident Donnie couldn't hear him, "Thanks again for coming, Leatherhead."

Getting up to put his own bowl away, Leatherhead nodded, "It was my pleasure Leonardo, but please, answer something for me. How long has Donatello been depressed? I never noticed it before, but when I found him in the woods, it was like nothing I ever witnessed from him."

Sighing Leo leaned his shell against the counter, "It started a while ago. Normally, him working at home keeps it at bay, so we never noticed it either. That was until we started coming on these trips. At first, it was subtle, then before any of us knew it, we saw how rough a shape he was really in."

"I will take it you and your brothers have attempted to help him?" 

"Yes," Leo looked over towards the archway, "We tried everything we could and thought it was the trips in general, thinking that if we cancelled them, it would stop his descent..."

"Then you noticed the signs at home, since you knew what you were looking for, I take it?" Leatherhead asked, feeling shameful he never noticed before till now.

"That’s exactly what was happening. That is why I asked you to come when I noticed the change in Donnie when the idea came about. You’re his best friend, and I think he wanted to do more stuff with you than the usual, but was too shy in asking."

"This was the perfect opportunity; I agree with no distraction and just hanging out without work over our heads."

Nodding again, Leo smiled, "That’s right. Thank you again for coming and understanding how my brothers and I are like," Leo said, hinting about the playing around.

"As I told you Leonardo that doesn't bother me, and I see what you mean, Donatello isn't the same as you and your other brothers. I am more than happy to spend time with him, and hopefully it will help him," Leatherhead agreed, then paused. "Do you think it’s for this difference he feels left out or disconnected?"

Shrugging, Leo was at a loss, "I don't know. Donnie does participate when he wants to, but during this season, he does distance himself, no matter which one of us approaches him. I think having a nonromantic vacation to just hang out with a friend he respects will do wonders. I am hoping anyway..."

"I am as well..." Leatherhead trailed off, "I told him I knew about your family."

Flashing a look at him, Leo didn't look too pleased. "I thought we agreed you wouldn't bring it up, that’s why I’m keeping both Mikey and Raph on a short leash around you in order not to upset Donnie."

"Leonardo, he was upset over Raphael’s comment, and I took the initiative to let him understand I know what is going on and I don't care. You should have seen him, Leonardo. He was so relieved, less stressed and immediately felt better over the incident. From what I have seen, trying to control your brothers right now is fruitless, but to have Donatello understand I am not judging was the better choice."

Taking a breath, Leo held it before releasing it, "Very well, what’s done is done. I respect your judgment Leatherhead, and know I need another’s opinion on this matter and am thankful you’re the one that’s giving it."
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