Set Free
part 2

Donatello watched as Bishop’s people tied Leatherhead’s wrists together and then wrapped heavy cords around his tail and legs.  When they had him completely trussed, six of them lifted the giant crocodile onto an air dolly, using the hovercraft like device to lift his weight a couple of feet off the ground.

It took all of Don’s self-restraint not to dart out in front of them as one of the men used a remote control device to guide the air dolly through the tunnel.

This situation was the perfect test for a true ninja; a trained fighter who faced overwhelming odds, not like the samurai did in a headlong battle, but with stealth assault.  Don laughed to himself, wasn’t that what Leo had instructed them to do?  To resort to stealth?

Don waited for the contingent of Bishop’s men to pass his hiding place, counting heads as they went by.  There were thirteen men in the group.  Fortunately, Don wasn’t superstitious but he intended to arrange things so that these men would start questioning their luck.


Once the last man had passed him, Don stepped out of the shadows.  Creeping up behind the soldier, Don tapped him on the shoulder.  When the man turned his head, Don smashed a work hardened fist into his temple.  The man sank unconscious to the ground and Don quickly dragged him out of sight.

Rolling the man against a wall, Don took a second to strip his headphone off and place it on his own head.  Making sure the microphone was switched to mute Don listened to the babble of instructions flowing between various groups, relieved that none reported having caught a turtle.

Taking a quick deep breath, Don slithered back in behind the men who had Leatherhead, happy to see that none of them had noticed that they were missing a comrade.  The next two in line walked side by side and Don knew he had to take them out simultaneously so that they wouldn’t make noise.

Timing his steps with theirs, Don suddenly sprang in between them, his left and right hands going unerringly for the pressure points on their exposed necks.  Neither made a sound as they collapsed at Don’s feet.


One by one, or in pairs if necessary, Don picked off Bishop’s men.  He used every tactic his sensei had ever taught him on the art of silent fighting, taking the soldiers down as quickly as he could because he didn’t know when they might be joined by others.  Or even Bishop himself.

Finally there were only two left; a man out in front of the air dolly and the man with the remote who walked directly behind it.


There was no way for Don to remain undetected once he knocked out the man who had the remote control.  It didn’t matter though; the odds were now in Don’s favor.


Pulling his bo staff, Don gave out a soft whistle.  The man with the remote looked to his left and right and then spun around as he realized he was practically alone.  There was only enough time for his eyes to widen in stunned surprise before Don smacked his forehead with the end of the bo.

Don caught the air dolly remote as it fell from the unconscious man’s fingers.  Pressing one of the buttons, Don brought the dolly to a halt.  The remaining soldier immediately noticed the cessation of sound and turned.  As soon as his eyes fell on Don, he lifted his Taser pistol and fired.


Dropping to the ground, Don used the dolly as a shield and started to pull a shuriken from his belt but stopped when he saw the tranquilizer rifle on the ground.  Grabbing it quickly, he yanked the box of darts off of the unconscious soldiers’ belt and loaded one of them into the rifle.


Don heard the soldier move closer, firing over the air dolly in an attempt to keep the turtle pinned down.  Timing the shots, Don waited for that millisecond of opportunity, the rifle in position so he wouldn’t waste time swinging it around.

Right as the next Taser blast left the pistol Don jumped to his feet and fired.  The dart hit the man just under his collarbone and he was out cold almost as soon as the heavy dose of tranquilizer entered his bloodstream.


There was no time to waste; Don had no idea if Bishop was on the way to meet these men.  Whatever instructions they’d been given, they’d received them before Don got his hands on the headphones.


He took a moment to check Leatherhead’s vital signs, peeling back an eyelid and noting that the big croc was still out of it.  With the small backup blade he carried in his belt, Don cut the bindings on Leatherhead’s wrists and legs and then used the remote to move the air dolly down the tunnel.

Since they were only about a half mile away from LH’s lair, Don took his friend in that direction, hoping that Bishop’s men hadn’t found it and chased the croc from there.  It was a chance he’d have to take because there was nowhere else to hide and LH wasn’t mobile enough to run for it.

Given a few spare moments Don could have modified the air dolly to go faster, but all he could do was curse under his breath at their slow progress.  At least he could listen in to what Bishop’s people were doing and hope that he’d have plenty of forewarning if they got close.


Almost ten minutes later Don heard Leatherhead groan before settling down again.  Much to Don’s relief it appeared the tranquilizer was starting to wear off.  In another minute the tip of the croc’s tail twitched and he shifted slightly, rocking the air dolly.

“It’s okay Leatherhead, I’m here,” Don said in a soft voice, hoping to calm his friend.  It seemed to work as LH stopped moving.

Don managed to take three more steps before Leatherhead let out a loud roar and sprang off of the air dolly.  His massive tail lashed out, catching the dolly and flipping it right at Donatello.

Ducking swiftly, Don tossed the remote aside, feeling various parts of the dolly hit his shell as it smashed to pieces on the wall behind him.  Leatherhead’s pupils were thin slits of dark rage as he threw his head back to release another echoing roar.


“Leatherhead please!” Don called out.  “It’s me, it’s Donatello!  Stop, please stop before they hear you!”


Leatherhead’s arms came down, his fists gradually opening as he turned to look at Don.  Slowly the pupils changed to a rounded shape, turning a placid green as the rage left him.


With his fury went the adrenaline that kept him on his feet and Leatherhead sank to his knees.  Don rushed over to catch him before he fell onto his face.


“Don . . . Donatello?” Leatherhead stammered, looking at his friend as though seeing a mirage.


“I’m really here,” Don said.  “Bishop’s men were searching for my brothers and me when they found you.  We split up to avoid them and I was on my way to warn you not to leave your lair but they got to you first.”

“I was already in the tunnels,” Leatherhead said.  “As far as I know they have not found my home.”


“Then we should get there as soon as possible,” Don told him.  “I’m keeping track of the soldier’s with these headphones I stole, but they’re all around us.  We need to hide.”


“Go quickly, Donatello.  I cannot run, I can still feel the power of the tranquilizer they shot into me,” Leatherhead said.

“I’m not going anywhere without you,” Don said emphatically.  “Get up and lean on me; we’re getting away from here together.”


“No.  I will not risk your life,” Leatherhead said, trying to push Don away.  “Get away while you can.”


“I told you I’m not leaving,” Don returned stubbornly.  “You’ve risked your life for us, for me, too many times and that’s a burden I won’t bear again.  Now get up!  Get mad at me if you have to, but get up!”


A shout sounded in the headphones and then Don heard someone reporting that they’d found the first solder that Don had knocked out.  LH’s head was down and he was shaking it as though trying the clear the cobwebs.


Don began tugging frantically at Leatherhead’s arm, growing more fearful as LH seemed unable to gain his feet.


“I cannot . . . .” Leatherhead began.


“They’re coming!  If you don’t get up they’ll capture both of us because I won’t leave you!” Don shouted at him.


Leatherhead growled suddenly, his body growing tense.  Don could see his eyes start to change, but refused to let go of the croc’s arm when LH jumped up from the ground.

“They will not get you!” Leatherhead thundered, his voice bouncing off of the walls.


Unsure of what Leatherhead meant to do, Don pulled at his arm, guiding LH in the direction of the big guy’s home.  The crocodile looked back over his shoulder and then allowed Don to lead him, following the turtle in a loping run.


Not far behind them they heard the sound of many pairs of booted feet charging in their direction.

TBC……………..
