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Lost Among the Bell Flowers

Michelangelo had never been known to stay in one place for very long. Taverns and street corners were his hearth and home, because roots can't take hold if you just keep moving, and why would anyone want to sink into the ground so deep that you got stuck?

They were smart words to live by and had done a good job of keeping him happy enough. At least until the day he was invited to the sprawling estate of the Hamato Clan, and his entire life was turned upside down.

Alternate Universe, AU

Pairings: Leonardo/Michelangelo, Raphael/Donatello

~*~

So, this story is my silly little attempt at some kind of romance novel… I guess… it’s ridiculous, and sappy, and I love every last word of it.

It’s my precious funny little fic that could, that has taught me so much about the way I write and what my faults are and all of the mistakes I always make, and will probably continue to make because I have no self-control. Someday I’ll look back at this and laugh. I wrote it for me, never expecting anything out of it, and it just keeps surprising me every day.

I rated this ‘A’ to be safe, but there’s really nothing explicit in this. It’s a romance, through and through.

~*~*~*~

Chapter Three: Morningside

~*~*~*~
After their conversation at the training grounds, Donatello had left Mikey alone in his room, stating that he had responsibilities to see to and that a servant would be along to escort him to the dining hall when it was time.

Mikey had tried to apologize for prying into what was obviously a sensitive subject, but Don had waved him off, mumbling something about it being his own fault before closing the door behind him.

For an hour Mikey had stewed over what he was doing. On the surface this had seemed like it would be fun. He thought he could spend a few days eating too much food, drinking too much wine, and filling his pockets with pricey little trinkets before moving on back to the real world. But he’d only been on the estate for a few hours and already he’d stepped right into what seemed to be a smoldering fire. He’d have to be very careful not to kick it or the embers might catch on something, and he really didn’t want that something to be him.

When the promised servant finally appeared to see him to dinner, Mikey almost asked to leave, but some part of him realized that he didn’t want to be rude. Leonardo had invited him, had said he was looking forward to the meal, and for some reason Mikey really didn’t want to disappoint him.

He didn’t know why, they had only spoken three words to each other, but something about Leonardo made him want to at least see the evening through. He could leave in the morning if he still felt that strongly about it.

It turned out dinner was to be served in a smaller secondary dining hall reserved for the military’s use, and Mikey was actually relieved to see that he wouldn’t be eating with Leonardo alone.

He entered the hall to see the two Hamato brothers sitting at the head of a long table that was only half full of important looking members of the Hamato army. To Leonardo’s left sat Raphael, and to his left sat two hulking, serious looking turtles with scarred skin and lots of shiny medals hanging on their tunics. Mikey assumed they were the generals that he had heard Don mention earlier.

Lined along both sides of the table were a dozen more men, maybe captains or lieutenants, they weren’t sporting any identifying symbols like the generals were but he guessed they must be of high ranks to have been invited to this table, and if the boisterous sounds of their conversations was anything to go by then they were already deep into their cups.

He could feel them watching him as the servant brought Mikey to the head of the table, the volume of their voices dropping off slightly as he approached Leonardo, who almost tripped on his chair in his haste to stand, their eyes meeting with a nervous anticipation that sent a wave of goosebumps across Mikey’s arms. He drew in a deep breath and held it.

Lord Hamato’s son was dressed in a simple tunic and grey pants, with a beautiful haori draped over his shoulders, the swirling pattern painstakingly dyed in what looked like twenty different shades of blue. Raphael, seated next to him, was wearing an almost identical haori, his similarly dyed shades of deep red.

“Michelangelo. Welcome. Please, sit.” He said quickly, gesturing to the chair next to his.

“Everyone calls me Mikey...” He stammered just a little, his strange immediate reaction to the sight of Leonardo catching him off guard.

The eldest son smiled, the brightness of it spreading a warm flush right into Mikey’s skin and he quickly reached out to grab the cup that was in front of him just so that he had something to do with his hands.

The cup was empty, but before he could look around for a jug, Donatello was there, leaning in at his shoulder, filling his cup with a deep red wine, snapping his fingers for another servant to bring Mikey a plate of cheeses and crackers.

Michelangelo looked up at him in surprise, it honestly hadn’t occurred to him that Don would be serving them instead of dining with them. He knew Don was just the steward, but after spending the afternoon with him and getting to know him a little it was easy to forget that.

“The wine is my father’s special vintage.” Leonardo said, not seeming to notice Mikey’s reaction to Don.

Mikey took a sip and his eyes widened, looking at Leonardo with an impressed smile. “Well, it sure beats the swill I usually drink.”

Leonardo laughed, low and breathy, and Mikey swallowed, surprised by the sudden thought that it would be the worst thing in the world if he never heard that sound again.

Because of course he was attracted to Leonardo, that part was easy. He had always been a sucker for muscled shoulders and a confident, dominating personality. And if all they had wanted him to do was spread his legs for the clan leader’s eldest son, he certainly wouldn’t have needed that much convincing.

But now he knew there was more to it than that, and if he was honest with himself, that fact scared him more than he cared to admit, and it was making him jumpy.

Dinner was served immediately, the flurry of activity interrupting all conversation as Donatello directed servants carrying large trays of meat and breads, tureens of soup and bowls of the ripest fruit.

A small group of musicians entered with the servants, settling into a corner, playing lively tunes that brightened the mood in the room considerably. Mikey perked up, seeing the instruments, and felt himself relax a little. This was like a tavern, this was familiar.

Leonardo spared a moment to introduce Raphael, the large turtle barely glancing at him with a grunt and a nod as he began to eat, but Mikey wasn’t offended, he looked like he was the type not to waste words.

“That color suits you.” Leonardo said, indicating Mikey’s new tunic.

“Yeah, Donnie picked it out.” Mike replied, fingering the cloth. “Said something about people leaving me alone if I wore it.”

Leonardo hummed, “That’s probably true. We’re lucky to have Don, I don’t know what we would do without him.”

“Thank you, my lord.” Don chimed in, suddenly appearing to refill Leonardo’s cup. Mikey noticed that the smile they gave each other at the comment was familiar and comfortable, and he thought Don must have used the honorific for the benefit of the generals, since he hadn’t used it earlier in the garden.

A servant placed a bowl full of something that smelled delicious in front of him and positioned a board with a loaf of fresh sliced bread within reach. His stomach grumbled loudly, and suddenly noticing just how hungry he was, he wasted no time stuffing a spoonful into his mouth.

“This is delicious!” Mikey said, looking down at his beef stew in surprise. “Is this meat fresh?”

“Yes?” Leonardo replied, confusion on his face.

Mikey realized how strange that question must have sounded. “Oh, I mean, tavern food is pretty hit or miss. You don’t find meat being served that much, and when you do there’s no way to know where it came from. It’s a game of chance every time.”

“I see. Do you eat in taverns often?”

Mikey stilled and looked over at Leonardo mid bite. Rationally he knew that he was just making conversation and it didn’t even feel like Leonardo was being intentionally nosy as he prodded for information, but still Mikey couldn’t help but squirm a little.

“Um, yeah, I do.” He replied. “Kind of comes with the territory.”

“And what territory is that?” Leonardo patiently asked. Mikey did his best not to bristle at the question, the scrutiny wasn’t something he was used to. People usually didn’t ask him questions about his life, he didn’t tend to stick around long enough for them to bother.

“Well,” He replied, swallowing. “Taverns are just usually where I end up around mealtime. I like to keep myself on the move, makes life more interesting that way.”

Leonardo nodded but it was clear he was still curious.

Mikey jumped to change the subject, “But, what about you? What does the son of a clan leader do all day?” He asked, biting into a chunk of bread slathered with butter.

Leonardo shrugged, “Usually I spend my time reclining on a silken goose feather chaise while nubile young handmaid's feed me grapes and peasants dance for my amusement.”

Mikey blinked and slowly looked over with an incredulous frown, only to find Leonardo smirking at him with a teasing glint in his eye.

“Oh, would you look at that,” Mikey responded with a delighted laugh. “The ‘high and mighty’ noble has a sense of humor? I did not see that coming.”

Leonardo smiled around the lip of his cup, “In truth, I assist my father with his official duties, and I am the commander of the Hamato army. I mostly spend my days managing our soldiers, training and outfitting them while seeing to their well-being. I also enjoy reading and practicing calligraphy.”

There was this sparkle in Leonardo’s eyes as he spoke. The pride he felt in his accomplishments was palpable, and the confident air that surrounded him made Mikey feel like he could sit and listen to Leonardo speak for hours. Even though they didn’t seem to have that much in common, not really, but he did enjoy the sound of Leo’s voice.

“Wow, that sounds... incredibly dull.” Mikey said, teasing Leonardo right back.

“Oh, it does?” Leonardo replied, pulling his shoulders back in mock offense, his smile betraying his amusement. “Well, I suppose someone who travels and plays an instrument and sings as beautifully as you do, would find some of my hobbies less than exciting. I’ll take that as a challenge that I need to find something for us to do that you will enjoy.”

His voice dropped an octave with those words, sending a tingle all the way down Mikey’s spine and he could feel slow heat creeping up his neck.

Which was insane, Mikey wasn’t inexperienced. He’d had plenty of partners before and never had any of them made him blush like a virgin. He really needed to pull himself together.

To cover the wave of his embarrassment, Mikey reached forward and grabbed a fruit covered tart, stuffing a bite in his mouth with an exaggerated grin. Leonardo leaned back, satisfied, turning to Raphael as his brother engaged him with a question from one of the generals, giving Mikey a reprieve for a moment.

He took the time to survey the room, noticing the lieutenants were drinking far more than they were eating, laughing and talking almost loud enough to drown out the music.

The servants scurried about, replacing empty trays and jugs of wine as quickly as they could. He noticed a confidence and pride in their mannerisms as they worked which told him that they were happy and well treated.

His eyes followed Donatello as he moved around the table, making sure cups and plates were constantly filled, sneakily casting sideways looks at Leonardo and Michelangelo every few seconds.

Mikey noticed that too, he was good at noticing things. Especially secret things. Like how Raphael leaned forward to speak to the generals beside him, holding their attention as he reached out to dip his hand underneath the bottom edge of Donatello’s tunic, brushing his fingers against Don’s thighs and along the bottom of his shell every time the steward drew close enough to touch, but also how the second son always kept his hand low, under the lip of the table so that no one could see.

If Mikey hadn’t been seated on the same side of the table as him, and constantly looking in that direction so that he could talk to Leonardo, he probably wouldn’t have seen it at all. Don showed no reaction to the touches, save for the slightest almost invisible smile that just curled the corners of his lips.

Watching carefully, Mikey could see how the crease on Raphael’s brow would disappear every time Donatello was near, and how it would instantly reappear the second the steward moved away. It was painfully obvious that the connection between them was not as one sided as he had suspected earlier.

It was a delicate dance, but it was also very entertaining to watch. Even though he couldn’t imagine how frustrating it must be for them to keep their distance, even when they were right next to each other.

Mikey was beginning to enjoy himself immensely and maybe it was the excellent quality of the wine muddling his thoughts or the weight of the decadent food in his belly, but he knew that, at that moment, there was nowhere else he would rather be.

“So, what do you think of the estate?” Leonardo asked, bringing Mikey’s attention back to him. “I understand Don showed you around today?”

Mikey wrinkled his nose a bit, his instinct to be nice battling with his instinct to be truthful, and Leonardo must have seen it on his face because he leaned forward.

“What is it?” He asked in concern.

Mikey twisted in his seat a little uncomfortably, “Do you want me to be honest?”

“Of course.” Leonardo answered in earnest.

“Well,” Mikey started with an apologetic tone. “It’s just... the estate is amazing and all but... I’m not a noble. I’ve never lived a noble’s life, and this place is a little much if you’re not used to it.”

It took Leonardo a second before understanding dawned on his face.

“I’m sorry.” He said. “I should have realized... do you...? You don’t have to stay if you’re uncomfortable.”

“No, that’s not what I mean.” Mikey said after a breath. “It takes more than that to really put me on edge, I just... need more than a few hours to adjust, you know?”

Leonardo looked down into his cup for a moment, taking another drink of his wine. “I have an engagement tomorrow that will keep me busy for almost all of the day, but the day after that I have completely free. If you would be willing to wait, I would like to take you on a ride through the countryside, maybe down along the river? It would get you away from the craziness of the estate, at least.”

Mikey blinked. Was Leonardo asking him to go on a date? He’d never been asked to go on a real date before. He wasn’t sure if this dinner really counted.

He thought about it for a second and then heard himself say, “Yeah, ok. That... sounds fun.”

Leonardo smiled his warm, gentle smile again and Mikey felt himself go a little numb, and it wasn’t because of the wine. This was uncharted territory, he wasn’t used to spending time with someone, and he couldn’t think why he was suddenly so willing too. But still, he couldn’t deny that with Leonardo, things just felt easier, like he didn’t need to worry so much about letting his guard down.

They chatted about general things like the weather and the food for a while longer. He could tell Leo was trying to put him at ease by keeping the conversation light, and he appreciated the effort. Leo soothed his nervousness in a way that no one had ever been able to before. Mikey figured there was no harm in letting himself enjoy it for once.

Soon enough the lieutenants started getting up to leave, supporting each other as they stumbled off through the doors. The tables were cleared and cleaned of everything but the wine, and the musicians left with most of the staff. Eventually only Donatello was left hovering nearby to refill cups as needed.

The generals had pulled out a couple of thick cigars and looked like they were settling in for a long evening of discussing war tactics with Raphael. They kept trying to pull Leonardo into the conversation, and he halfheartedly engaged with them, his eyes frequently glancing over to Michelangelo in apology.

Mikey tried to listen at first, but their voices were deep and steady, and he didn’t really understand anything they were talking about anyway. So, it didn’t take long before his eyelids were drooping, his head propped up on his fist with his elbow on the table.

He might have actually fallen asleep as he drifted there because the next thing he knew Leonardo’s fingers were curled around his shoulder and he was being shaken gently. Mikey sleepily thought about how much he liked the warmth and weight of his hand against his skin.

“We should get you to bed.” He said quietly.

Yes, bed with Leonardo sounded lovely, he languidly imagined, slowly coming awake, seeing nothing but small flecks of green in the hazel of his eyes as Leonardo leaned in close.

Mikey groaned as he shook himself and stretched, “Sorry. I didn’t sleep very much last night.” He said, remembering the poker game that had dragged on till dawn.

“That’s alright, it’s nice that you seem comfortable enough in our company to doze off.”

If he had been more awake, Mikey might have worried that his cheeks were going to turn a permanent shade of red with all the blushing Leonardo was making him do.

Then Donatello was at his elbow and gently steering him out of the hall. Mikey turned his head back as they passed through the doors to see Leonardo staring after him as he walked away.

~*~

It was the silent hour just before dawn when Mikey woke with a serious need to relieve himself.

Reluctantly he rolled out of the bed and stepped through the still open screen into his private garden. He quickly took care of his business, rolling his shoulders and stretching with a huge yawn.

The air was cold and crisp in this moment not long before the rising sun began to light a strip at the horizon, the damp in the air settling on his skin and waking him completely.

The estate was quiet, and if there were any guards moving about, he couldn’t see or hear them. He looked around his space and wondered how long it would be before someone came looking for him. A couple of hours at least, most likely. More than enough time.

Sure, Donatello had told him that he needed permission to wander the gardens, but at this hour he wasn’t likely to run into anyone, soldier or staff, and he just wanted to look around on his own for a bit. No one would see him, and he would be back before anyone knew he was gone.

Pushing through the wall of bushes that served as a fence around his garden, he set out to explore.

He was cautious as he moved through the darkened grounds, skillfully slipping from shadow to shadow, making a game out of dodging the few roaming guard patrols he ran into. They would go marching by in pairs, their long spears bobbing to poke at the leaves in the trees above their heads while Mikey hid up in the branches, silent as the night, wishing he could mess with them like he usually would have. But he resisted the temptation, something telling him that the risk wasn’t worth the reward this time.

He soon found himself on the western side of the estate, following one pair of guards, silently laughing at how close he could get without them noticing he was there. The guards skirted a massive hedge, thick with branches and leaves, perfectly trimmed into a solid wall. They turned and continued back into the main gardens, and Mikey let them go, spotting an opening in the foliage.

He peeked inside, seeing a long corridor that extended away from him in both directions before turning, blocking his view of where the corridors led. Intrigued by the mystery, he darted inside.

Twenty minutes later he was silently thanking his natural sense of direction for not being completely lost in the maze of hedgerows he found himself in. The bushy walls rose ten feet into the air broken only by the occasional left or right turn. Sometimes he would come upon a small open clearing with an impressive topiary in its center.

He found a bear chasing a deer, it’s powerful jaws about to close around the lithe animal’s delicate throat. Another clearing housed a warrior sharpening a sword laid across his lap. And still another featured a half scale replica of the Hamato estate main hall, complete with tiny dragons and gargoyles. Every new one he found renewing his amazement in the outstanding skill it must have taken to carefully trim the growths into such intricate shapes.

The open space he had just entered ran right up against the main estate wall, one entire side of the clearing being the tall white brick that made up the perimeter. He was studying a thick small leafed bush cut to look like a temple that Mikey was sure he had heard of but never seen, when he heard voices drifting toward him from the corridor he had just entered through. They were close and, worried they might be guards, Mikey quickly looked for a place to hide.

There was a second corridor across the clearing from where he stood, but there was no way he would make it there before being seen by whoever was coming. Silently cursing, he dove behind the temple bush and hit the ground, crouching down almost until his plastron touched the damp grass beneath his feet.

He went completely silent as quiet laughter entered the clearing and he realized just who it was that had joined him.

“Did ya’ see his face? I’ve never seen him look so dopey.” Raphael chuckled.

“I can hardly believe it,” came Donatello’s light laugh. “He almost fell over his chair when Michelangelo came in.”

“I don’t wanna jinx it, but I don’t know Don. This one’s different.” Raph said as he and Don stopped next to the brick wall.

Mikey was silently pacing them around the base of the bush, staying out of their line of sight, peeking through small holes in the foliage to keep his eye on where they were. The corridor they had all entered the clearing through was directly behind him, Raph and Don’s view of it mostly blocked by the bush temple. All he needed now was to make sure they weren’t looking in his direction and he could sneak away.

“What if he doesn’t stay?” Don’s voice was quiet, desperate.

“Then we make him stay.” Raph’s gravelly voice answered.

Mikey felt weird knowing they were talking about him without them knowing he was there to hear, even though there wasn’t much he could do about it but wait them out. He peeked around the leaves and could just make out their bodies close together in the twilight. Don was leaning up against the stone wall, his hands resting on Raphael’s thick arms as they wrapped around his waist.

“You can’t do that.” Don said, he sounded tired. “We can’t influence him. It needs to be real.”

“We have to do somethin’. I’m tired of having to sneak around like this, and I’m sick of ya’ having to act like a servant just because my father...”

“Raph, stop.” Don leaned up and kissed him into silence. Their lips slid together slowly, Don's hands coming up to touch Raph’s face, the larger turtle cradling Don against him like he was made of glass. Their body language radiated so much love and tenderness that Mikey bit his lip. He knew he needed to go, that he was intruding on a private moment. But his feet didn’t seem to want to move.

“Donnie...” Raph groaned, breaking the kiss and burying his face in Don’s neck, his mumbled words just barely reaching Mikey’s ears. “Ya’ deserve better than this. I want to give that to ya’. I want ya’ to have everything...”

“I do have everything.” Don said, reassuring Raph with soft touches along the top ridge of his shell. “I have you, and no matter what happens, we have each other. Nothing can break our bond.”

Raph leaned back and looked at Don so fiercely that the heat of it practically rocked Mikey back on his heels. Growling low in his throat, Raph lifted Don up the wall until the olive turtle could wrap his legs around him for support. Don visibly shivered, staring down into Raph’s eyes, licking his lips in anticipation.

For a long moment they just stared at each other, their mingling breaths growing heavier with each passing second, then Raph pressed against Don, claiming his mouth in a searing kiss. Don groaned, clutching at Raph’s shoulders, his hips shifting down until his lower plastron scraped roughly against Raph, drawing a deep rumbling churr from the second son that vibrated the very air around them.

That is what finally broke through to Mikey, shuddering as his body reacted to the sound, bringing him back to the reality of where he was and what was obviously about to happen. Throwing caution to the wind and hoping that they were both distracted enough with each other not to notice his shadow, he silently slipped away, leaving the lovers with their privacy.

He did a quick survey of the corridors adjacent to the clearing, making sure there were no roaming guards so that Raph and Don wouldn’t be interrupted. Then he quickly returned to his room.

By the time he got there he was shaking, unsure of what to do. He had never witnessed anything like what he just saw in both Raph and Don’s eyes.

His grandmother had read him a poem once about destiny and how sometimes, when two souls found each other, it was like you could feel their bond even though they were separate people. Like it was a tangible thing that you could reach out and touch.

Raphael and Donatello were two souls that had found each other but they hadn’t been allowed to complete their bond. And standing there in that maze, watching them together, Mikey swore that he could feel the physical pain of that separation straining between them. And he felt like his own soul was crying out, desperate to ease their suffering.

He wanted to help them. He didn’t know how.

They couldn’t be together until Leonardo chose a mate. He knew that they hoped he would stay, that he would choose Leonardo.

But as Mikey stood there in his little garden, panic gripping his heart, he just wasn’t sure if he was capable of that. He had never chosen anyone but himself before in his life. He was safe that way, he was in control of his own destiny. Love was something that just messed that up.

But if that were true then how could what he had just witnessed between Raph and Don be so beautiful, so... right?

If he left now their continued suffering would be his fault, and now that he had seen it, he didn’t think he could live with the weight of that on his shoulders.

The sun crested the horizon, warming his neck and the back of his head, the light banishing the shadows around him but not the questions that clouded his thoughts.

He had always been so sure of the path he had chosen and his place upon it, never once second guessing the life he lived. But everything had felt tilted to the side ever since he had stepped out of that carriage.

And now, for the first time in a long time, he didn’t know what he was supposed to do.
~*~*~*~
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