Set Free
part 4

Don’s mouth went dry, his shell tapping out a staccato beat on the refrigerator door as he tried to shift positions.  Then he realized that he was cornered not by some government infiltrator, but by his friend Leatherhead.


The large crocodile’s eyes were glazed over; his mouth partially open.  Rows of sharp teeth sparkled in the incandescent lights.  Leatherhead’s hands lifted to reach for Donatello, his fingers tipped with claws both hard and sharp enough to slice through the turtle’s shell.


“L . . . Leatherhead,” Don stammered, hoping to snap the croc out of his daze before he turned the young turtle into confetti.


Leatherhead moved closer still, giving Don no room to maneuver out of his reach.  Part of Don’s mind told him to lift his bo and defend himself, but another part froze him with indecision.

As Leatherhead’s hands closed on Don’s shoulders, the young genius shut his eyes to await the inevitable.


“You did not leave me,” Leatherhead said, his voice deep with emotion.


Don’s eyes popped open just as Leatherhead pulled him into a rough embrace.  The bo staff was still in Don’s hands and Leatherhead’s body crushed both against the turtle’s plastron.


“LH . . . could you . . . back up . . . crushing me,” Don stammered.


“I am sorry my friend,” Leatherhead apologized, leaning back enough for Don to move his arms and set his bo staff aside.  The croc didn’t relinquish his hold on Donatello though, staying as close as he could as though worried that the turtle would suddenly disappear.


“Are you okay?” Don asked with concern, noting the odd look his friend was bestowing on him.


“You stayed with me,” Leatherhead repeated.  He sounded both surprised and in awe of that fact.

“Of course I did,” Don said with a slight frown.  “I’ll never again leave you when you need me.  I’ve watched a tunnel fall in on you because you wanted to save us; I’ve seen you almost blown to bits by a crazy hunter because you were protecting my brothers and me, and I’ve watched you disappear during a battle with the Shredder.  I’m not doing that anymore; it’s too painful for me to think that I’ve lost you.”

It was more than he meant to say but Don said it with feeling.  Having LH so near brought back all of the desires that Don had been trying to hide and he couldn’t keep up pretenses any more.


“Much better that I am lost and not you,” Leatherhead told him, his tone sorrowful.

Don studied him for a moment, sudden hope blossoming in his heart.  “When did you take that picture of me?” Don asked softly.


Leatherhead looked embarrassed.  “It was not long after we met.  When I see your picture, it makes me feel as though I have family, that I am not alone.  Are you angry?”

“No, of course not,” Don said, smiling at the croc.  “I’m happy you think of me that way.  I am your family.  We all are.  So please LH, tell me why just a picture of me?”


Leatherhead ducked his head, avoiding Don’s gaze.  “You have always been special to me.  You are the one I have always connected with.  I never told you because I did not want you to think that I am twisted.  I feared you would never want to see me again.”

Don couldn’t help but tremble slightly upon hearing Leatherhead’s confession.  For a second he wondered if he was actually dreaming and would awaken to find that none of this had happened.

Whichever it was, dream or reality, Don wasn’t going to let this chance pass him by.


“I’ve been feeling the same way about you,” Don said, the words tumbling out quickly so that he wouldn’t back out of saying them.  “For a while now I’ve been thinking of you as something more than a friend.  Sometimes I even . . . daydream about us.  I hope you don’t think I’m horrible.”

Don watched Leatherhead closely as the croc’s head lifted.  Their eyes met and Don could swear he’d never seen LH’s look so soft.


“I could never think that of you,” Leatherhead told him.  “I too have daydreams.  Your visits bring me more happiness than even my Utrom family did.  Spending time with you is my greatest joy.”

Don felt a sudden flush of heat rise through his body.  “I’ve been trying to find excuses to spend more time with you than normal because I couldn’t bear to be away from you for long.”


“I too have searched for reasons to be near you,” Leatherhead admitted.  “The days when I cannot be with you feel empty.”


“When Bishop’s men started pouring into the tunnels, all I could think of was to warn you,” Don said breathlessly, taking a chance as he moved a little closer to Leatherhead.  “The thought that he might capture you again and take you away was unbearable.”

“I promise that I will go nowhere that is far from you,” Leatherhead said, pressing his snout against Don’s neck and gently nuzzling him.

Leatherhead’s warm breath against his neck sent a shiver down Donatello’s spine and stiffened his tail.  There was so much more that the young turtle wanted, so many fantasies he’d created in his head that he never thought would come to fruition.  Having LH touch him with such affection had Don hoping for more.


Growing bold, Don leaned back enough to rub his beak across Leatherhead’s snout.  The crocodiles eyes became hooded with desire as he stood patiently unmoving while Don tried turning his head first one way and then another before finally giving up with a frustrated sigh.


“I want to kiss you but our mouths just aren’t compatible,” Don told him.


“Let us try this,” LH said, his voice hoarse as he gently placed his upper lip against Don’s.

With a palm on Don’s cheek to hold his head steady, Leatherhead flicked his tongue across the turtle’s lower lip until Don opened his mouth.  Easing forward, LH placed his bottom lip against Don’s and slid his tongue past the turtle’s teeth.  Finding Don’s ready tongue, LH stroked it with his own, drawing a needy moan from the smaller reptile.

The yearning for more had Don trying to tilt his body nearer to the crocs, his hands stroking the scaly skin on Leatherhead’s shoulders.  His touch elicited a deep rumble from Leatherhead and Don answered it with a churr, closing his eyes in order to enjoy each new sensation.

Don desperately wanted to press his body against Leatherhead’s but found it impossible to do so while they kissed because of their height difference and the shape of LH’s head.  In his mind he visualized Leatherhead on top of him, their bodies rubbing against each other’s as Don lay on his carapace.  Or conversely, LH lying down as Don rode him.

That mental picture drew another moan from Don and his tongue danced frantically against the croc’s as he tried to convey his urgently growing lust.  He knew that Leatherhead had understood the message when the crocodile’s large hand began to pet Don’s plastron, drifting ever lower.

Leatherhead broke their kiss to whisper imploringly, “Stay the night with me, my love.”


The words ‘my love’ echoed in Don’s skull, nearly erasing every other thought.  With his mind clouded by desire, Don almost forgot something very important.


Gasping, Don pushed back from Leatherhead, his eyes wide.


“My brothers!”

TBC……………….
