Set Free
part 3

As Don and Leatherhead ran past the tranquilized soldier, Don leaned down and grabbed the Taser pistol.  A glance verified that it was modified alien tech; probably something Bishop had acquired during the Triceraton invasion.

Donatello’s hearing was acute enough for him to determine how close Bishop’s men were to catching them.  Leatherhead was still groggy, but his anger kept him on his feet.  If those men managed to get within striking distance of the pair, Don was afraid that LH would shove him aside and charge into battle with them.  That was something Don hoped to avoid.


The Taser was little good to him in a fight, his would be one against many and that made the odds unfavorable.  However, if Don used the Taser in a different way, he could buy them enough time to get away.

“I need my hands LH.  Can you manage on your own for a couple of minutes?” Don asked, looking up at his friend with concern.


Leatherhead grunted and slid away from Don.  “Yes,” he answered, though he wore a slightly pained expression.


“Don’t stop moving,” Don admonished, watching the large croc shuffle forward.


While he spoke encouragements to Leatherhead, Don was busy opening the Taser.  His keen eyes swept over the operating components, picking out the power cell and noting exactly how the energy was disbursed.


It was but the work of a moment for Don to circumvent the energy disbursal center.  As the pair rounded a corner, Don heard a shout from behind them and he realized they’d been spotted.


“Donatello,” Leatherhead rumbled in warning.

“Go!  As fast as you can!” Don exclaimed.  “I’ll be right next to you!”


Leatherhead immediately dropped to all fours and bounded forward.  Don jammed the firing mechanism and then pulled the Taser’s trigger.  The power charge, with no place to go, began to spark inside the weapon as its core overloaded.


With a quick over hand toss, Don threw the Taser behind him into the center of the tunnel and then raced to catch up with Leatherhead.  A tranquilizer dart hit the wall near Don’s head, spraying him with dirt, and then a concussion of sound hit him as the Taser exploded.  


The ground seemed to dance out from under his feet and Don stumbled before regaining his footing.  Chunks of earth, rock, and concrete rained down in the tunnel just behind him.


Don looked ahead and saw that Leatherhead had stopped in order to wait for him.  “That was quite brilliant my friend,” Leatherhead said as he took several deep breaths, working to hold back the worst of his violent fury.

“We’re not safe yet,” Don said grimly, listening to reports over the headphones.  “Other soldiers have been ordered to converge on this location.  They’re probably hoping to cut us off.”

“We must hurry,” Leatherhead said urgently.  “The entrance to my home is nearby but we do not want to be seen entering.”


Don nodded and began jogging alongside his friend.  In another couple of minutes they reached a wide, brick lined tunnel which had at one time been an entrance into the old subway station.  Leatherhead reached high up on the wall and pushed against a series of bricks, the pattern a code that opened the camouflaged door to his lair.


A portion of the wall slid smoothly aside and the pair quickly stepped past it.  The door immediately slid shut behind them, a timing design that had been built by Donatello.


As soon as the wall closed Leatherhead’s eyes shifted completely back to normal and he began to sway on his feet.

“Come on LH,” Don said, once more sliding under his friend’s arm in order to steady him.  “Time for you to lie down.”


“Perhaps for a moment, my friend,” Leatherhead said with a sigh, allowing Don to lead him towards the space that served as his bedroom.

Since Leatherhead did not like enclosed spaces, his bedroom was an alcove off of the main floor.  There was no door, but a set of heavy drapes covered the primary opening, giving him privacy without the trapped feeling of a closed room.


Don pushed the drapes aside and helped Leatherhead onto the pile of mattress and pillows that served as his bed.


“There, how does that feel?” Don asked as he pulled a light sheet over the crocodile.


“Thank you, Donatello.  I am fine, truly I am.  The tranquilizer they shot me with has left me feeling slightly tired.  A short nap should help clear my body of the residual effects,” Leatherhead told him.


“Sleep then and don’t worry about anything,” Don said quietly.

“I appreciate . . . your thoughtfulness,” Leatherhead murmured as he fell asleep.


Don waited a moment, watching Leatherhead for signs of distress.  After a few minutes it was obvious the crocodile was sleeping peacefully and Don couldn’t resist the urge to lean over and press his hand against Leatherhead’s face.

When Don straightened to leave the room, he noticed a small crate near the bedding and realized it probably served as Leatherhead’s night stand.  There was a picture frame sitting on it, but Don couldn’t see the picture because it was angled towards the bed.


Glancing at Leatherhead, Don stepped over and lifted the frame, turning it so he could see the picture.  It was a candid shot of Donatello himself, obviously taken unbeknownst to the turtle.


Cheeks coloring with a blush, Don carefully placed the picture frame exactly as he’d found it and backed out of the room.


Even if Don could have left LH’s lair to go home, he wouldn’t have.  Leatherhead was out of it and Don wanted to make sure there weren’t any lasting effects from the Taser shots he’d taken or from the tranquilizer.  In his current condition, Leatherhead was in no shape to defend himself from intruders.  Don hoped his family wouldn’t worry too much, but he wasn’t going to leave his friend lying there defenseless.


Don looked around Leatherhead’s home for a moment, feeling somewhat at a loss.  He hadn’t expected to do more than warn Leatherhead about Bishop and then go home as Leo had instructed.

One by one his brothers would make it home, each worried about the others until they were all safely in the lair.  It had been at least two hours since they’d split up and Don figured he had a couple more before they started to worry about him.  They would probably wait one more after that before they came out of hiding to look for him.


Even if he was sure they were all home Don couldn’t risk sending a message or making a call.  The last thing he wanted was for Bishop’s technicians to trace his signal and find the turtle’s and the crocodile’s lairs.


Turning towards the area that Leatherhead had converted into a kitchen, Don decided to prepare a meal for his friend.  He was pretty sure LH wouldn’t feel up to it when he woke and a little comfort food always helped to make things better.


Don found a large, clean pot that he could use to hold the soup he planned to make and set it on the stove.  He wasn’t familiar with what Leatherhead kept in his larder or his refrigerator, so Don headed to the fridge first to take a quick inventory.

Opening the fridge door, Don glanced inside, noting that Leatherhead kept things tidy and well-organized.  He pulled out several bags of vegetables and had just closed the door when a shadow fell across it.

With no room to maneuver, Don dropped the vegetables and whipped out his bo staff as he wheeled around.  His one thought was to fend off the intruder and get to Leatherhead before any more of Bishop’s men arrived.


Don didn’t take more than a step before he was forced back against the refrigerator door.

TBC……………
