Haven’t Met You Yet

Chapter 22-
	Darkness had become his friend. Leo hadn’t that much of a choice anymore. His room. Or better known as; his cell. Was constantly cloaked in darkness. He, at one point, had a window. He immediately lost the privilege of being able to see the outside world when he had attempted to break free through the only hole in the wall. He managed to pry the bars out from the rotting brick and had barely managed to fit. His shell making it harder for him to slip out. Grinding against the frame and alerting of his movement. 
	His legs had once slid right through and he had pried the chains from the floor and took them with him. He had almost tasted freedom. He almost got to feel the suns warmth on his skin. Got to smell the sweet fresh air. But it lasted only minutes before he was yanked back indoors. 
	The guards had noticed his absence and instantly called in for back up. Everyone had followed his footsteps. Every mark he’s ever made of his presence. The blood from his injury’s had caused him to fail before he could lose his hunters. Seeping out of him faster the more he moved until he had collapsed in an unknown alleyway. 
	He had tried to hide behind a garbage can was his only option. Unfortunately, he fell unconscious. The moment he woke up to darkness, the smell of copper, and his wrists caught in more chains. He knew he was found and not by the people he wanted to be found by. 
	They had punished him, but being beaten wasn’t an option. Not if they wanted to continue to run tests on him.
	So they took away his only source of light and locked him up in a cell with no window. No light fixtures. Just darkness. 
	He lost track of how many days had past. How long he had been here. If weeks had passed. Months. 
	He only knew when it was daytime and when it was night. His breakfast was brought to him of the usual small portions of salad, bread, and water. His dinner was left over from who’s ever else’s dinner. He was given showers by taking a bucket full of frigid water and poured it over him. Tossing him a bar of soap and a towel and leaving him there in the empty darkness to take care of himself.
	He wanted to go insane. He almost did. Being kept in darkness for so long and not even being able to move. Keeping him immobilized for long periods of time. It was a miracle he ever kept himself stable. 
	When he wasn’t sobbing, screaming, or trying to get through his panic attacks. He meditated. This was his only means of escape at this point. He had such high hopes that he would be able to contact his father. Nothing. He figured he was too sick, or too far away. His aura was weak. Soon, his hope had failed and he accepted that his fate was to die here as a lab rat. 
	Then the doors opened. Normally that would be a good sign. He was either getting a bath or food.
	But when no water splashed on him and no food was dropped at his feet, he knew something was up. And most likely nothing he would like. His chains were grabbed and yanked on, his frail body was pulled up on his feet. His knees were shaky and barely able to work. Not that he had a choice. He either had to hold up his own weight or be dragged.
	He limped out of the cell and blinked rapidly when the light hit his eyes. A headache hammered his skull and he groaned. Trying to keep up with the men. He wasn’t used to so much movement. His chains never gave him much give to be able to walk around. So a great portion of his time was spent sitting down. 
	He was pulled into a room, his eyes gazing over every detail. He looked to be in a lab. One he hadn’t seen before. There were machines that took up every corner and cords that littered the ground. There was also a table that looked to have straps. The thing sent all sorts of uncomfortable shivers through him.
	But he knew what exactly that was for as they dragged him over there. Trying to fight back the best he could was soon proved useless when the men had grabbed his arms and legs and hauled him up on the table. He screamed and cried begging to not be done what he knew they were planning.
	His hips, ankles, and wrists were strapped down firmly and moving was once again impossible. 
	Now it was light he was surrounded by. The light that always shined above the table engulfed him. His senses screaming at him as he could feel the pokes of needles and the tearing of knives against his flesh. He could feel them draining his blood from him and the buzzing sound of machines he didn’t have the name to. 
	He hurt. 
	It hurt every time. He would scream for help. Scream for them to stop, but even then. He was never answered, and this soon became his new routine.
	Wake up to darkness. Getting tossed breakfast. Have a cold bath. His bandages gets stripped away. Carried out back to that same horrid table. More poking and prodding before his unconscious self is brought back to the cell and he is next fed dinner.
	The door opened again. Leo looked up wearily. The men had already given him his bath and had now stripped him clean of his bandages. His wounds were scabbed up or sewn and he was ready for another testing. 
	“Come on. You know what’s next.”
	“I don’t want to go.” He often spoke softly.
	“Too bad. Master’s orders.”
	“I don’t want to go.” He repeated. Hugging his knees to his chest.
	“You either come nicely or we’ll drag your lazy ass out of here.” Leo looked up at them with pleading eyes. Of course they never worked but he continued to ask.
	“Please. I want to go home.” 
	“This is your home. Wither you like it or not.”
	“I want my family.”	
	“Your family’s forgotten about you.” Came the harsh comment. He didn’t want to believe it. That his brothers and father had forgotten about him. That they had stopped looking for him and gave up hope, but the longer he was locked up, the more he was starting to believe it. They had probably given up. They couldn’t find any signs of him so they had just assumed he was dead. 
	“Now are you coming or not you filth?” Leo paused a moment before nodding. Swallowing down a sob and grabbing onto the wall to help lift himself up. The men had gotten the chains unlocked and tugged him out harshly. 
	“It hurts.” He murmured. Staring at the table fearfully. The men had ignored him, clearly not having any pity or sympathy for him and lifted him up and dropped him on the table. Pinning him down and strapping him in.
	Tears were already pooling in his eyes and dribbling down his cheeks as he tried to bring his thoughts anywhere but here. 
	“Stockman, so far your experiments have failed. He is still weak and puny and unwilling to give in to me. How come it isn’t working!?” A deep loud snap was heard and he could only detect as Shredder. He still couldn’t figure out what they wanted from him. What the point was for these experiments. Nothing had happened to him other than inflict him pain and they certainly haven’t figured anything out about him. 
	“I don’t know sir. His body is rejecting the serum and isn’t working properly. I’ll have to keep testing him till I find something that will work.” Leo closed his eyes and bit his quivering lip. More tests. 
	“You better start making some progress or I’m going to have to find someone to replace you.” 
	“I’m sure that I’m close to a breakthrough. He’s too weak and frail now. That could be the reason that his body is rejecting it. Perhaps if I gave him this liquid, it’ll quickly heal up his injures and make him stronger then I’ll run a few more tests.”
	“It better. One more failure like this and you’ll leave me no choice but to dispose of you.” 
	This time the experiments weren’t as painful. They would take blood and cut him open occasionally. They were sparing him . . . or pausing things. At least until they reached their goal from whatever they were doing to him. A few days after he had realized that he was no longer bathing in cold water. But in some sort of the substance that smelled like cleaning supplies and was as thick as blood. Falling across him and soaking into his skin. They no longer handed him soap or a towel. They just tossed the liquid onto him and left him there in the cold to air dry. 
Every time after a bath, the chemicals had left his skin tingly and soft and his wounds had healed twice as fast. Now the baths started coming and going less frequently. The changes were throwing him off. He’d prefer the usual ritual they had. Now he was scared out of his mind every time that door opened. Wondering what else they had to throw at him. 

   	Now when even the biggest injuries were inflicted upon him. His wounds would heal in miraculous time. Even without the bath. Leaving his experiments lasting longer and more painful.  

	Leo snapped up, panting heavily. His body shaking violently. He rubbed his forehead as the last of his nightmare had faded away. Gazing around the room and finding nothing but darkness. His first instinct was to scream. And screamed he did. 
	He threw the blankets that laid on the ground over his body. Not allowing one body part to stick out from the fabric. Holding himself tightly. Shaking violently and hoping that the metal door in the corner of the room won’t open and come marching in the men he feared the most.
	“Leo! Leo! Hey! It’s okay! You’re having a nightmare! You’re safe!” He recognized that feminine voice.
	He peeked up slowly from the blankets. Still holding them close and stiff. Preparing himself to throw it back over his head if need be. He shouldn’t be acting like this. He was a trained ninja for fuck’s sake! Darkness was the thing he hid in. Not the thing he feared . . . but that dream. It just felt so real. And he could feel so much panic overflowing him before he could grasp control. He swore he could feel the cold hard medal and concrete of that cell he was kept in. Expecting nothing but those men to come in and drag him away for another session of poking deeper then what was uncomfortable. 
	He could practically feel the needles, knives, and saws cutting into him. No nightmare had ever affected him like this. Never had he been able to feel things from a dream. Leaving only one option. It was a memory.
	Tears pricked at his eyes and he tried to dismiss that option. He didn’t want it to be memory. He didn’t want to remember that pain he had to go through. Just to get to here. Where he was now. A girl. A female. He gained absolutely nothing but more torture from this. Maybe that was their purpose of these experiments. Just to torture. They did have a purpose. They just did it to traumatize him.
	He could have went with that, but from those dreams. He knew Shredder had an actual goal he wanted to achieve. Threatening everyone to do their job or suffer. He wouldn’t have done that if this was just for fun and games. 
	He sighed with relief when his eyes adjusted to the darkness and he stared up at April’s face. 
	He finally managed to persuade himself to let down his blanket that provided as his only shield. He sighed and sat up, rubbing at his forehead. The girl frowned and sat down on the end of the couch where Leo’s feet was.
	“You okay?” She asked, concern filling her voice.
	“Y-Yeah, just a nightmare.”
	“It sounded like a pretty awful one from that scream of yours. I hope none of the neighbors are calling 911.” She chuckled, but that small smile was immediately anchored down to a frown as she noticed how shaky Leo’s body was. 
	“This isn’t your normal every night run of the mill night terrors of ghosts or goblins, is it?”
	Leo sighed and shook his head. Please, if he had that dream. That would be icing on a cake. 
	“Do you want to talk about it?”
	“No.” He responded more cool then he felt. He felt horrified. He felt scared, confused, and tormented. He would give anything to forget them. But he knew that wasn’t an option. In his dreams. These night terrors he keeps having holds a new part of his memory, and in those memory’s held the answer to Shredder’s purpose. And the secret to turning him back. Accepting the dreams would be the only way he could give Donnie the required information to find an antidote to his predicament. Because he knew for sure, no matter what Don had told him, that they had gotten nowhere with the tests. And gone less far with the antidote. 
	“You sure? It might make you feel better.” As grateful as he was to have a friend like April to help him through this, he really did not want to talk. That was the last thing on his agenda. 
	“No!” He snapped a bit more solidly once his voice stopped shaking so much. His body relaxing once his mind was positive there was no harm nearby. Yes, he was perfectly safe here. He could see the kitchen, television set, and the doors of the bedrooms and bathrooms, and the window . . . God how he loved that window that shined in the light of the moon. Making everything brighten up in silver. 
	April licked her lips before nodding. “Okay. If you’re sure.”
	“Yes, I’m sure.” He sighed. What the hell would Shredder ever want him to be a girl for!? What use was he to Shredder other than to torment him further mentally and physically? What if he had to learn to live with this? Having to die with a female body after being born with a males. What if there was no cure and he was stuck like this. Miserable.
	Having to suffer through periods, cramps, hormones he never got the chance to tame. Cravings. Mood swings. A sudden urge to cry over when a man fights for the love of his life. Sure, he was still badass. There were plenty of badass women. Take April and Karai for example. Okay more Karai then April. But they were both female and they both were as badass as any spy chick from movies. Proving the point he didn’t have to act the way he looked. 
	He still loved Space Heroes. (Not including his huge crush over Captain Ryan.) He still loved martial arts. Violence will always be second nature to him. He loved mediating, training, snoring, never crossing his legs, standing up to go to the bathroom. (Even though he came to the conclusion, sitting down was much better.) Giving brotherly punches, teases, manly strong hugs, and chest bumps. Though he wasn’t quite sure what the others thought of that. What with bigger chest and all. He didn’t think it was too smart. Despite the plastron, the breasts underneath were sensitive. Why? He’d never know, it wasn’t like he hadn’t suffered enough as it is.
	Yeah, looking past the breasts, figure, and any other womanly qualities of his body. He was still the good guy he had always been, and he couldn’t have been prouder. He had never really appreciated the gender he had been till now. And he was willing to treat all women with the utmost respect for this. 
	“Oh! You know what would help you!? Cinnamon cookies and hot chocolate!” April leapt up from where she was sitting and took off towards the kitchen. Cinnamon cookies? Hot chocolate! Leo could hear his stomach grumbling and his mouth watering. He was craving sweets. A beautiful thing when you had sweets in hand and he almost kissed April for supplying them.
	Such a sweet, sweet women. He really never gave the true respect she deserved. 
	Stop trying to kiss up just because she has cookies!
	Leo couldn’t help it though. The smell the chocolate wafted up from the microwave to his nose. He almost leapt up from the couch and swooped April into his arms and asked her to marry him. 
	He could only imagine how that would go down. 
	Stuttering and shaking as she tried to find a way to let him down softly. Naw, he saw her as a friend and a very good cook. Damn, maybe he could a find a way to hire her. 
	He dismissed the thought as she came back with a plate filled with cinnamon cookies. He hungrily stared at it as she placed the plate on the coffee table. She smirked. 
	“Is it that time of the month?” She asked. Leo tossed her a glare but shook his head. He had stopped a week ago and he was more than grateful. This was just plan cravings. 
	“Enjoy.” She chuckled and walked back into the kitchen to fetch the two mugs. Leo didn’t need to be told twice. He dug greedily into the cookies. Remembering to save one or two . . . okay he didn’t save any. He remembered at the last minute that April might want some and slowly set two back down with a sadden look and perked up when April had brought the hot chocolate. 
	He wondered if this was a normal thing for girls. What he was feeling right now. All these animalistic cravings. Merciless pain in the ass conditions. Or if this was just because all of his female hormones and bodily functions are just crashing down at once. Donnie had told him about this before. How because he wasn’t born a female girl and slowly graduated into a women. Everything that should have taken years to show up at a time. Was suddenly going to take place in a few weeks all together. Like his hormones were catching up to his age or something.
	Huh, that would explain why April doesn’t gorge down sweets like he did. She merely nibbled over the edges, making sure she didn’t drop any crumbs. Leaving a sort of manly feeling in his chest. For some reason, not having any manners while he ate made him feel manlier. Though he never was one to be messy while dining, no matter the gender. Maybe because more people expect women to be sophisticated and well defined or some silly shit like that. Splinter had taught all four of them manners and he respected them greatly. But come on! They tasted so delicious!
	“You know, you’re a very good cook.” He complimented. Taking the mug from the coffee table and blowing over the surface and inhaling the sweet aroma of chocolate before taking a sip. Purring in delight as the liquid caressed his taste buds and washed down his throat. Warming his insides. Pure. Heaven.
	April giggled. “Why thank you. I noticed from how much was left over on your plastron.” She teased, raising her mug a little in a, ‘cheers’ motion before taking her own sip. 
	The blue masked ninja could feel heat rising to his cheeks as he gazed down at the mess he made. Okay, it wasn’t all his fault. Those cookies were crumbly to begin with! He swept the crumbs off his plastron and off the couch onto the floor.
	“I’ll clean that up before I leave.” April waved it away.
	“Don’t bother. I got to clean anyway before my dad gets home for his business trip. We already made a huge enough mess as it is.”
	“I’ll help.”
	“No. No Leo. I’ll get it. Don’t worry about it.”
	“But—“
	“Leo, I said don’t worry about it.” She raised an eyebrow at him. Indicating it was end of conversation wither he liked it or not. He sighed and decided not to test his luck. It was around . . . 
	Turning to the kitchen, he took a glance to the stoves time.
	It was three o’clock in the morning!
	“Oh shit. I’m sorry April. You should be going to bed now. You have school tomorrow . . . today?”
	“Tomorrow silly. It’s Saturday . . . Sunday. Tomorrow’s Monday.” Oh . . . 
	“Oh. In that case. But still, I didn’t mean to wake you.” She chuckled and shook her head. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	“Always the responsible one, aren’t you? Too caring of other people’s needs other than your own.” Leo shrugged with a smug smile.
	“You know me so well.” She snorted and took another sip from her drink. 
	“I’ll take a nap later on in the day. Don’t worry about me.” She waved him off. Looking completely engulfed in her drink and he couldn’t have blamed her. He needed more nights like this. Relaxed. Happy. Care free. And sweets to satisfy his hunger. Finally, the one true good thing of being a woman. They knew how to live. 

