Set Free
part 5

“Donatello, what is wrong?” Leatherhead asked in surprise.


“My brothers; I have to find a way to reach them and let them know I’m safe so they don’t come looking for me and walk right into Bishop’s people,” Don told him.  “It’s been over two hours since we split up.  They should all be home by now, or getting close to it.”


Walking around Leatherhead, Don picked up the headphones he’d left lying on the countertop and slipped them back on.


“If they have been caught, we will rescue them,” Leatherhead said with conviction, earning a grateful smile from the turtle.


Don listened to the chatter between the different search party groups while LH watched his expression closely.  When Don’s face relaxed, Leatherhead moved next to him and set a comforting hand on his shoulder.

“They haven’t found anyone,” Don said, looking up into Leatherhead’s eyes.  “Bishop won’t quit though; he’ll be down here for hours because his men saw us.  I can’t call my brother’s on their shell cells; there’s too much of a chance that Bishop’s people will be monitoring every band width.”


“Agent Bishop is not a man to leave things to chance, I am certain you are correct,” Leatherhead told him.  “You cannot risk leaving here to return home; the tunnels outside of my home will be swarming with Bishop’s troops.”

“There has to be a way to get a quick message to my brothers, just something that lets them know where I am and that I’ll be staying here until the coast is clear,” Don said, his brow furrowed in thought.


“Donatello,” Leatherhead said, drawing the turtle’s attention, “please come to my lab with me.  I have been working on a design for a signal scrambler.  Perhaps with your assistance we can create something that will allow you to send a text message that Bishop will not intercept.”

His expression changing to one of excitement, Don asked, “Do you have enough parts to build something like that?”

“If I do not, we will take what we need from some of the other things we have built,” Leatherhead said, catching hold of Don’s hand and leading him towards the laboratory where they spent so much of their time when they were together.


The lab was a comforting place to Don and the pair slipped into their roles as scientists with ease.  They worked so well together that it was almost as if they shared one mind.  While Don reviewed Leatherhead’s scrambler design, the large crocodile gathered the machine parts he knew they would need.


Often when they worked side by side on something Don would find opportunities to surreptitiously touch Leatherhead, placating his growing desires with the feel of his friend’s rough skin.  Now as they built the device that would let him communicate with his brothers, Don was openly affectionate with the croc.  Leatherhead returned the sentiment, leaning down frequently to nuzzle Don’s neck or to rub his snout beneath Don’s chin.

Because Leatherhead had already spent some time on the scrambler design, it didn’t take them long to build a working model.  As Don finished soldering the final piece into place, Leatherhead surveyed the tunnels outside of his home via the security cameras he had installed there.

“See anything?” Don asked, stepping back from his work.


Leatherhead nodded as he moved away from his monitor.  “Two different groups of Bishop’s soldiers have passed the entrance to my home without finding it.  They appear to be searching at random although I am sure such is not the case.”


“Bishop probably has them doing that in the hopes that they’ll catch one of us off guard and flush us from our hiding places,” Don said.  Taking a deep breath, he waved a hand at the scrambler.  “It’s as ready as it’ll ever be.  I hope this works or we might just give ourselves away.”


“I have programmed a secondary failsafe into the device which should further prevent Bishop from tracing your cell signal,” Leatherhead explained.  “While the scrambler itself encodes your messages so that they cannot be unscrambled on anything other than the cell phone you have designated to receive the message, the secondary failsafe goes a step farther.  It sets a time limit on how long your recipient can view your text messages before they are permanently erased.”

“Will a reply be scrambled as well?” Don asked.


“A reply to your shell cell will be scrambled.  They should not try to communicate with one another just yet,” Leatherhead said.


“Let’s try it and see what happens,” Don said.  Touching the stolen headphones that were lying on a table, he added, “I’ll continue to monitor the chatter between Bishop and his people; that should tell us if he’s intercepted any of our transmissions.”

Retrieving the shell cell from his belt, Don chose the send to group function and typed in a message.

“Reply only to me. Signal secured. Msg gone in 10 seconds. I’m safe, r u?”


Hitting send, Don waited anxiously, almost forgetting to breathe.  Leatherhead came to stand next to him, sliding a comforting arm around Don’s waist.


Fifteen seconds passed when words suddenly flashed across the screen on Don’s shell cell.


“Yes.  All 3 at lair.  Where r u?”


“It’s from Leo!” Don exclaimed, holding the message up for Leatherhead to see.  “They made it!”

“Bishop,” Leatherhead reminded him.

“Oh, right.”  Grabbing the headphones, Don listened in on Bishop’s communications.  It only took a few minutes for him to determine that the government people hadn’t picked up on the transmission between the turtles.


Don swiftly typed in another message.  “At LH home. Will explain later. Monitoring Bishop; coast will not clear for hours. Stay in lair.”

The next message from Leo came quickly.  “U stay there. Take no chances.  Come home when safe.”


A second message came in almost on top of Leo’s.  “N bring chips.  N pizza.”  It was from Mikey.


Both Don and Leatherhead began laughing and Don replied, “Will do.  Over n out.”

Don took the precaution of listening to Bishop’s communications for a little longer before he allowed himself to breathe a sigh of relief.  Leatherhead had gone back to the security monitor and after Don set the headphones aside he walked over to join the croc.

They stood together quietly watching the screen rotate from camera to camera, each shot displaying a different tunnel.  Once they saw three of Bishop’s men stalking through one of them, their flashlights barely cutting through the dark, dank space.  It pleased Don to no end to think about how cold, wet, and completely uncomfortable those men were right about now.

“The night is ours, my love,” Leatherhead finally said, his voice soft and low.


The sound of it sent a shiver of anticipation down Donatello’s spine.  “Our first experiment was a success.  Shall we do another?”

“I had hoped you would make such a suggestion,” Leatherhead said, turning to pull Don closer.  “The perimeter alarms have been set.  Bring the headphones and you can check on Bishop’s movements . . . later.”


There was such promise and innuendo in that one word that Don felt his legs go rubbery.  When Leatherhead began to rub up against him with his jaw, Don almost lost all muscle control.

“LH,” Don moaned, wanting desperately to go someplace where he could play out his fantasies.


Leatherhead responded to Don’s needy moan by scooping the turtle up into his arms.  As they were leaving the lab, Don just barely had the presence of mind to snag the headphones off the table.

Walking with a purposeful stride towards his bedroom, Leatherhead looked at Don through eyes hooded in lust.  It was enough to make the turtle begin to grow hard under his plastron.

By the time Leatherhead pushed aside the curtains leading into his bedroom, Don had already removed his own mask, belt, wrist and elbow guards.  Don dropped his gear to the floor as Leatherhead set the turtle in the center of the nest.  As Don placed the headphones on the night stand, Leatherhead took his belt off, his eyes never leaving the supple body on his bed. 

With a deep rumble, Leatherhead crawled onto the mattresses at Don’s feet.  Pushing himself onto his elbows, Don watched as the croc carefully stripped his knee pads from him, seeing a hunger in Leatherhead’s eyes that had Don’s heart pounding.  When the giant crocodiles’ tongue suddenly flicked out and slid along Don’s inner thighs, the turtle gasped and began to squirm in ecstasy.

When Leatherhead’s tongue found his tail, Don shuddered and fell back against the bedding.  Unable to contain his erection any longer, Don allowed it to slide into the open and then was nearly undone when Leatherhead wrapped his tongue around it.

“Ah, Ah . . . LH, too much!” Don exclaimed, his churrs nearly drowning out the words.


“Tell me what you want, my love,” Leatherhead demanded with a deep rumble.


Panting, Don lifted his head, opening his eyes to see the large croc looming over him.  Leatherhead’s own erection was on proud display; heavy, hard, and huge.  It glistened with moisture, the veins pulsating on skin stretched and straining.

“Everything,” Don replied in a voice hoarse with desire.  “Pound me into the bed.”


Spreading his legs wide, Don reached for Leatherhead, hands closing on the crocodile’s sides as Leatherhead positioned himself over the turtle.


“I am very large,” Leatherhead said, pausing to warn the turtle.  “Once I begin I will not be able to stop.”


Tilting his hips until he felt the tip of Leatherheads cock touch his entrance, Don begged, “I’ve . . . I’ve practiced, LH.  Hoping for . . . for this.  Take me.”


Leatherhead’s rumble suddenly deepened as he thrust forward, penetrating the turtle.  Don cried out at his rectal muscles were abruptly stretched, the burn of such a large intrusion making his head spin.

The crocodile’s movements slowed; his breathing harsh as he obviously tried to hold himself back.  “I . . . do not want to cause you pain, my love.”


Flushed with need, Don wriggled his hips, trying to grind himself onto Leatherhead’s gloriously huge cock.  “Just hurt for a second,” he said.  “Please keep going.  Please.  F . . . faster.”


“Yes.”  Growling, Leatherhead began to move again, each thrust hard enough to push Don into the mattress.

Lifting his legs, Don wrapped them around Leatherhead’s thighs.  Leatherhead drove into him, pounding Don’s ass harder and harder while the turtle squirmed and shouted his approval.


When a particularly deep thrust struck the sensitive bundle of nerves inside Don, the turtle screamed at the power of his orgasm.  Shaking and moaning, he barely noticed that Leatherhead’s movements had become uneven and frenetic.

With a roar, Leatherhead came, his thick seed spilling in copious amounts into Donatello.  The turtle’s arms fell to the mattress but his legs continued to grip Leatherhead’s thighs as he waited for his lover’s climax to run its course.


Leatherhead finally pulled back and slid out of Don’s body.  With his snout he caressed Don’s neck and shoulders, his tongue lapping at the sweat on the turtle’s skin.  Don opened his mouth when Leatherhead’s tongue slid across his lips and they shared a kiss deep with the promise of many more.

Rolling off of Don, Leatherhead spotted the headphones and lifted them to his ear slits.  He could hear Don’s heavy breathing to one side of him and as he worked to control his own panting breaths, he listened to the chatter between Bishop and his men, enjoying the sounds of their frustration.

After several moments, Leatherhead set the headphones aside again and curled himself around his lover.  Don looked at him through sleepy eyes, a smile of contentment etched across his lips.


“I’m going to feel that later,” Don whispered, “and I couldn’t be happier.”


Once more Leatherhead nuzzled his cheek.  “I have wanted you for so long, my love.”


“And I you,” Don told him.  “I hate to think of all of the time we’ve wasted because we were afraid to share our feelings with each other.”


“Perhaps there is a way to make up for that time,” Leatherhead said, his green eyes twinkling.


Don returned the mischievous look with one of his own.  “Something to erase the deficit perhaps?  What do you propose?”


“If my calculations are correct, a repeat of our recent activity three to four times a day should bring us back on course,” Leatherhead answered.


“Three to four times?” Don repeated.  “I approve of your findings and concur.  At the very least three to four.  Possibly more.”


“Whatever you say, my love,” Leatherhead said, holding Don closer with a contented sigh.


Don echoed his contentment, once again feeling a tingle of excitement from his loins.


“Most definitely more,” Don promised.

The End
