Haven’t Met You Yet

Chapter 1-
	Such an innocent little game. Could easily turn into trouble just around the corner. Especially when you were born with two trouble makers called little brothers. Leonardo should have said no. Shouldn’t have sank into their little tricks, but he was played for a sucker.
	Training was the best thing he could do. Working every muscle that he had in his body till it ached. Hard punch after hard punch against the poor bag that hung in the corner. Every kick sharp. Every move perfect. Mastering his form of the latest kata he was learning till it was perfect. His father would have been proud if he wasn’t kept to himself in his room. 
	Stopping perfectly, both feet planted right where he started. His eyes opening as he took a deep breath. A smile of satisfaction showed on his face as he nodded his approval. Indeed this has been a successful morning for the mint green turtle. He yawned and stretched making his way over to the meditation mat located under the big tree in the middle of their dojo. He eased himself to the floor and sat on his legs. His hands balled to loose fist as they rested on his knees. Taking a few calm breaths in his nose and out his mouth and his eyes slowly closed. Sinking deeper into a peaceful trance as the silence surrounded. 
	The untroubled atmosphere though only lasted several minutes before it was shattered by the sounds of his two trouble making youngest brothers. 
	Michelangelo was the first in the room, he raced across the floor and slid the rest of the way stopping beside his eldest brother.
	Donatello was next to come in, but his pace was much slower and he was less shrilly. 
	“Leo! We have a favor to ask of you!” Leo could easily detect the mischievousness hidden inside his youngest siblings tone and he knew he was in for trouble. With a small smile creeping across his lips as his eyes remained closed he decided to humor him.
	“And what would that be Michelangelo?”
	“Donnie and I were wondering if you would play truth or dare with us.” He asked excitedly. Leo peeked an eye at Mikey before he chuckled and reclosed it.
	“You know very well that I’m busy right now.” The orange clad turtle pouted.
	“Come on Leo. It’s the weakened. Master Splinter has excused all four of us from any duties. Can’t you let go of your leadership just for a few hours?” The begging tone only caused Leo to smirk but a second peek at Mikey and finding those sky blue eyes wide in a puppy like manner had reached his heart. Mikey knew very well what his eyes could do to Leo and he always used it to his advantage despite the trouble it can cause.
	“Why don’t you get Raph to do it?”
	“You know that big hothead is never fun to play with when he pouts about the dares he does.” Leo stared down at Mikey, knowing that wasn’t the real reason. “And because he locked the door on me and he won’t answer my calls.” The sapphire eyed leader chuckled and shook his head.
	“Please Leo! It’s not as much fun with just two people!” He whined pleadingly. Leo sighed, he knew it was a matter of time before he caved in. So why fight it?
	“Alright Mikey, I’ll play. But just for a little while. I still need to finish my meditating.” The large grin and tight hug he was rewarded with just made Leo smile. He collapsed on his rear to the floor and crossed his legs as Mikey bounced in his spot and Don had walked over and sat down to join the rest.
	Mikey’s smiled over at Leo and he knew he was the next to go. For most of the game he had smartly chosen truth and Mikey had equally asked the questions, which Leo answered easily. He had nothing to hide from his brothers, any secrets that he did keep were already out in the open. Causing Mikey to get frustrated since he knew all the answers beforehand.
	Don was cracking up a storm as he watched Mikey finish his dare he chose. The turtle grumbled and sat back on his spot, wiping away the evidence from his face. He looked over at Leo.
	“Okay, truth or dare?”
	“Truth.” 
	“Oh come on Leo! You’re no fun! What’s the point of picking truth if everything I ask I already know!?” Mikey whined, his arms crossing over his chest in a pout like manner. Leo smiled.
	“Because I’ve experienced some of the dares you do Mikey. You wanted me to play so I’m playing.”
	“That’s the fun thing about Raph. He loves the challenges and never backs down. It’s just getting him to play first is the trouble.” He looked over at Leo and smirked. “You must be chicken. What’s the matter little turtle? Afraid of you own shadow?” He said tauntingly as he started imitating the sounds of a chicken. His hands hidden under his arm pits, his elbows flapping as if they were wings. Leo rolled his eyes, clearly unaffected and unimpressed with Mikey’s attempts of insulting him. 
	“Damn Leo, that could make Raph explode in a matter of a few seconds.” 
	“I’m not Raph, Mikey. I would think you would have established that by now.” Mikey growled in annoyance.
	“Please Leo! Just for me! Just this once!” Leo growled under his breath as Mikey used the same puppy eyed trick on him . . . and it was working.
	“You mine as well just give in now Leo. There’s no point.” The mint green turtle knew that was true and with a sigh he nodded to Mikey.
	“Fine. One dare.” Mikey’s smiled brightly once again, bopping up and down where he sat. 
	“This is gonna be good.” He rubbed his hands together, play acting one of the villains from a movie he saw. His evil snickers causing Leo to shiver. He hated when Mikey gets this way. No good comes when his evil side appears. He gulped down the lump in his throat, studying his youngest sibling and trying to figure out what in the hell he was scheming up. 
	“I dare you to dress up like a girl for patrol for a whole week.” Leo stared at Mikey with a puzzled look. 
	“You want me to what?” The orange masked reptile merely smiled. 
	“You herd me.”
	“How am I ever going to make myself look like a girl Michelanglo!? And for what purpose!?” He snapped.
	“Donnie can do the figure, slimness, and breasts easily, and April can help with the looks. I’m sure she can spare a dress or something.” Leo continued to gawk at him in disbelief. “As for the purpose. This whole thing is just for shits and giggles.” 
	“You and Don planned this all along, didn’t you?” The genius turtle nodded with an innocent smile.
	“Come on Leo. You have to admit, this is way much easier than spraying Master Splinter with tooth paste as he sleeps.” The mint green terrapin couldn’t argue with that. Last time they ever did that dare the old rat had faked his sleep and woke right when the tooth paste was about to squirt on him. They couldn’t feel their legs for a week after that. Mikey grinned at the defeated sigh his eldest brother released and he knew he won the battle.
	“This is just between us three.” Leo frowned an intimidating frown.
	“And April.” Mikey added. With a sigh in frustration, he fought to keep his anger down. He nodded. 
	“Just us four then.” Don chuckled and patted Leo’s shoulder.
	“Ah come on Leo. This will be a fun experiment, afterwards you will never have to gender bend again.” He vowed. Leo growled, brushing off his brother’s hand from his shoulder and followed the two out of the dojo and into the lab. 
	“You know I always hated being your little guinea pig for your experiments Don.” He scowled bitterly.
	“At least this one won’t fry you. I can guarantee it. I worked out everything. We can easily get a figure and breasts on you without permanently damaging your shell.” Don explained. Leo cocked his head to the side, completely dumbfounded by his idea.
	“How’s that Don?” The olive skinned reptile smiled and reached under the table for a box. Pulling out something black, he spread the material out. 
	“We strap this on around your waist. I have a machine that will shock your shell and making it soft long enough so we can strap this around you. It’ll compress it into making an hourglass figure shape. It lasts for a couple hours before your shell slowly turns back to normal.” Leo stared for a few moments before biting his lip.
	“And the breasts?” Don smirked and took out another box. Revealing breast like figures as hard as a shell and the same color of his plastron. Leo blushed at the sight.
	“We’ll stick these on your chest and paint over the ridges. They should stick easily.”
	“You don’t seriously expect me to do this.” Mikey smiled.
	“Of course we do.”
	“And you want me to do this for a whole week?”
	“Just on patrol.”
	“What about Raph. He doesn’t need to know about this. Let alone Splinter, or Casey. I would never live this down.” 
	“Don’t worry Leo. We’ll sneak you out whenever we get the chance. You know, maybe have a drink or two. Hang out. Laugh. Before heading home. This is all just fun and games Leo. Nothing harmful.” The mint green turtle sighed as he took one last glance at the materials before looking at Don.
	“You sure none of this stuff will make permanent damage, right?” 
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