Set Free
part 1

Splitting up during a fight was absolutely the last thing the brothers ever chose to do.  They were a team; they fought best as a team, and they thought best as a team.  Leonardo understood the mechanics of divide and conquer and he was adamant that his team avoid being caught by that trick.

Sometimes though it was a tactic that they had to fall back on; the final weapon in their arsenal, a last resort.  Tonight was one of those times.


Bishop’s men had chased them into the tunnels and it quickly became obvious that staying together limited their ability to dodge the soldiers.  The Agent had pulled out all the stops in his attempt to catch them by sending every available man and every technical tool in his arsenal into the sewers after the brothers.


Leo had explained in a quick harsh whisper that it was time to resort to stealth.  He instructed each of his brothers to take a different route through the tunnels in order to bypass Bishop’s people.  With a final hard look at Raph, the leader had reiterated the need to avoid a fight at all costs; they had to be ghosts.

He didn’t have to tell them not to lead Bishop back to the lair, but he did say that they shouldn’t stray too far off of the course they were assigned to take.  Leo told them that would give the remaining brothers a place to start their search if one of them didn’t make it home.


After that they had quickly clasped hands, faces grim, and then dashed off in opposite directions.  Almost an hour had passed since then and Donatello hadn’t seen or heard another thing from his brothers.


Part of Leo’s instructions was to avoid using their shell cells because Bishop might be able to track the signal.  Don was afraid his brother was right; if anyone could find the shell cell’s frequency, it was Bishop.  Leo had also said that if they were in imminent danger of being caught to go ahead and send a group text containing their special code phrase, giving the remaining turtles a chance to come to the rescue.


Normally Donatello was the brother who always followed Leo’s instructions to the letter, but he wasn’t doing that at the moment.  He had a bigger priority; in fact it was a seven foot, three hundred pound priority who went by the name of Leatherhead.

With so many of Bishop’s people in the sewers it was possible they might accidently run across the giant crocodile and Bishop wanted LH as badly as he wanted them.


Leatherhead had a propensity for wandering the sewers at night in search of items he could take back to his lab.  Don hoped he’d find LH in the abandoned subway station the croc called home so he could warn him to stay put.  Otherwise, Don had no idea where to look for him.


The sound of something sloshing through the water up ahead reached Don’s sensitive hearing and he swiftly pulled on his Shuko spikes.  Careful to make no sound, Don climbed the nearest tunnel wall and then flattened himself on the ceiling, using the uneven rocks as braces for his feet.

A second later a contingent of Bishop’s men passed underneath him, their search lights sweeping through the tunnel without touching Don’s hiding spot.  When they disappeared around the next bend, Don dropped silently to the ground, glad that none of Bishop’s people had ever had any ninja training.


Senses on high alert, Don proceeded on, determined to reach Leatherhead.  Even though he knew his brothers would have understood Don’s concern for his friend’s safety, the genius turtle hadn’t told them he was going to check on Leatherhead.

Don and Leatherhead had been spending a lot of time together over the last few months, so much time that his brothers had started to razz him about it.  If Don wasn’t at Leatherhead’s lair, then LH was at his.


The other turtles had teasingly accused Don of turning into a geek snob and trying to distance himself from them because they weren’t geniuses.  It was true that Don enjoyed the intellectual stimulation he got from LH’s conversations, but there was more to it than that.  Don was afraid that if he showed how apprehensive he was over Leatherhead’s safety, his brothers might guess that Don had feelings for the big guy.


It was true too; Don had discovered that he had developed a romantic attachment to Leatherhead.  He hadn’t let on to LH about the change in his feelings; Don didn’t want LH to think he was some kind of pervert.  Don’s biggest fear was that LH would be so disgusted with his twisted desires that the croc wouldn’t want anything more to do with him.

Don was embarrassed enough by his inability to stop thinking about LH in an erotic way.  Too often his personal fantasies had led to a quick trip to the bathroom and either a long, cold shower or a few minutes with his hand.  


Even though Don had told himself that feeling that way about a giant croc was stupid, he still couldn’t turn off his imagination.  Shell, if they weren’t both mutated, Leatherhead wouldn’t have hesitated to eat Donatello.


His thoughts took Don to within a mile of Leatherhead’s lair before he heard some more unusual sounds in front of him.  Don was about to hide again when he realized that what he was hearing sounded like a fight.


In another second a loud roar shook the tunnel walls hard enough to dislodge dirt from them.  Heart suddenly racing, Don darted towards the sound, recognizing the voice as that of his best friend.


Don almost ran head on into a squadron of Bishop’s soldiers.  The only reason they didn’t see the frantic turtle was because they were actively engaged in a battle with an extremely angry mutant crocodile.

Skidding to a stop, Don backpedaled until he was at a bend in the tunnel and then pressed himself against the wall, sticking just his head out so he could see what was happening.


It was obvious that if Don jumped into the fight they would both wind up being taken down by Bishop’s men.  LH was slamming the soldiers around whenever he could reach them, but they were using large Taser pistols on the crocodile to keep him from making a break for freedom.


Then Don saw why they were keeping him from moving.  In another moment, one of the soldiers snapped a tranquilizer dart into a rifle and shot Leatherhead right in the neck with it.


Enraged, all Don could do was squeeze his bo staff until his knuckles turned white as he watched the light fade from Leatherhead’s eyes.  With a last mournful growl, Leatherhead collapsed in an unconscious heap and Don watched as Bishop’s men surrounded the crocodile he loved.
TBC………….
