Rising of the Moon

Chapter 26
	Leonardo sat in the passenger seat of one of the black SUV’s they had stolen. They were parked right across the street of one of the most recognized buildings in the U.S. The Empire State building. He could feel his legs sticking to the leather seats and he grimaced in response. Pulling his black hoodie from the back and slipping it on. Propping his feet on the dashboard. 
	Donatello glanced over at the turtle beside him and he felt himself rolling his eyes involuntarily. He couldn’t give you the exact explanation, but Leo was always one to bring out the worst in him. It wasn’t something he could help. Just the fact that he knew that he was sitting right there next to him made the tension grow high to the point he could almost feel the sparks in the air. He muffled a small grumble and crossed his arms over his chest plate as he slumped in his seat. It had been approximately an hour and a half since they had arrived at where they knew the new location of the vampire’s base was. But so far, not one single dead soul was found near the place. He’s seen plenty of mortals to last him a life time.
	“Found anybody yet?”
	“Nope.” Don replied. He hated this stakeout. Not only was it the most boring job to be on. But also the most uncomfortable one. He had patients. Especially when it came to stealth work. The key to it was patients and caution. Right now, he was on low supply of it. And all because of the one accompanying him. Constantly reminding himself every few minutes as to why he needed Leo. 
	“So,” Leo started. Breaking the unpleasant silence that fell upon the vehicle. “Once we rescue Raph and execute the Master. What are you going to do next?” He couldn’t help but ask. 
	Don remained silent. He opened his mouth, attempting to repeat his question until he was unexpectedly cut off. “I really don’t know . . .” Leo eyed the back of Don’s head. He was staring out the window at nothing in particular.
	“No special plans?”
	“Nothing really. The only reason I came back to New York was to take revenge on my father. Once I was finished with that. If I hadn’t died from that. I’m not sure. Never thought about it really.” 
	“Have any friends?” Leo wondered. At first, he might not even consider him having any friends. That was until he actually got to know Don. Now, he was more curious than he would have liked about the guy.
	“No. Not really. Most of the “friends” I used to have now turned on me. My brother is a traitor and only because I share his blood. That would make me a traitor.”
	“That’s stupid.” Leo spoke bluntly. Don couldn’t help but chuckle and nod his head in agreement. 
	“Yeah. Well, if I wasn’t bowing down and kissing the Master’s boots. I’m considered a traitor. Not that I mind their hatred. I’ve lived without their blessings for years. I can survive the rest of my life without them.”
	“Not trying to get sappy or anything. But doesn’t that seem kind of lonely? I mean, I’m one to talk. I don’t have any friends. No significant other. Not even parents. The only person I actually have is Mikey. But that doesn’t mean I can’t feel lonely either.” Don raised an eye ridge in Leo’s direction, and the mint green turtle lifted his hands in surrender. He wasn’t going to push it.
	Don sighed heavily. “I hate to admit. Especially to you. But yes, I do get lonely. I don’t even really have my brother.”
	“You two don’t hit it off so well?” 
	“Nope. Not even close. I mean, before; when we were kids. We were as close as two brothers could be. We constantly played together. Joked. Teased. Went everywhere together. And then father wanted us to train. Ever since we killed our first mortal. It seemed like we were only growing farther apart. Especially when I discovered the different thoughts Raph had on killing. I didn’t mind it so much. Raph did. He had a good and a bad conscience that he allowed to control him. Which I suppose was a good thing. Our father didn’t approve of it. He hated that Raph would constantly go off doing his own thing. I was with father on that. I hated him for never listening. For never doing what I thought was right. Always disobeying. Disrespecting. Sassing our father. And he’d get punished for it.”
	“But after the incident you and I had. When I remembered everything after a few years later. I realized I wasn’t entirely mad at Raph’s behavior. I was jealous that I never had the guts to stand up to father like that. Being able to do what he wanted despite the consequences. How different he was. He was free and his own person. While I was just a normal kid getting trained to be a normal killer.” Leo listened all the way through. He didn’t say anything for the longest time. Not certain what he should say. He could reply with an uncaring remark and end up hurting the poor dumb vamps feelings. Or he could try to comfort him and set a very awkward atmosphere between them. Neither had he liked. He never liked Don and still doesn’t. But he guessed that didn’t mean he had to hate him either.
	“Ugh, this is getting mushy.” Don scowled. Catching Leo off guard. He then laughed. “Took the words right out of my mouth.”
	“Please, for the sake of my sanity. Whatever I told you now. You’ll forget.”
	Leo chuckled. “I can’t really make that promise. But I can guarantee I won’t bring it up again.” Don snorted and shook his head. 
	“I suppose I’ll just let fate take ahold of my future. Maybe I’ll head back to that place?” Leo looked at the olive skinned reptile curiously. “The place I’ve been living during my amnesia.”
	“Were you by yourself?”
	“No. Someone was there taking care of me. They had said that if I ever needed a place to stay I can always come back home.” Don looked down at his lap and realized he had wrung his hands together. 
	“So you do have a home.”
	“I guess . . .” He mumbled.
	“Do they know what you are?”
	“How can they not? They were bound to see my fangs or my eyes during those years.” Leo shrugged and nodded in agreement.
	“And they didn’t freak out?”
	“I don’t know. If they did they never told me about it. During the time I was out they probably had some days to let the news process.”
	“Well see? There you go.”
	“. . . What about you?”
	“Hm?” Leo looked quizzically at Don.
	“What are you going to do after this?” Leonardo was the next one to go silent. He licked his suddenly dry lips and shifted in his seat. 
	“Well, I’m planning on moving with Mikey. We may or may not stay in New York. Once the Master is gone; I’m sure there is going to be a decrease in vampire population. The city won’t need me as much anymore. I mean, yes there will be plenty of murders still I’m sure. But it won’t be as exciting. So I could try to go to another city. Or maybe out to the country.” 
	“What about Raph?”
	“What about him?” Leo looked puzzlingly at the turtle he was currently holding a conversation with.
	“You go through all this bullshit. Risk your life. Mikey’s life. To save his ass and then you’re just going to flee. Just like that?” Before he allowed Leo to speak, he quickly added: “You and I both know this isn’t just some cutesy friendship. I don’t know much about what’s going on, but if this thing between the two of you was just something fun and stupid. Then you wouldn’t be sitting in this car seat right now scoping out the vampire base just for my brother.” 
	He got him there. Leo had nothing to be able to counter on that; and Don knew him well enough that if this was just a friendship. He wouldn’t have cared so much about Raph. And it was true. He did care for him. Ever since the turtle left his home he couldn’t stop thinking about him. That night they shared. The feelings he felt. They never left his thoughts. That was exactly why he was here right now. He wanted Raph more than anything. He never wanted anything as much as that damn stubborn turtle. And anyone that dared take him away was going to get a knife to the throat. Telling him he would eventually forget about him was a down right lie and he knew it from the start. He had fallen hard. 
	Not that Don needed to know that. 
	“It all depends on him.”
	“What do you mean?”
	“I mean. Yes, I can care about him all I want. But if Raph doesn’t want the same thing then there is no point in planning a future with him in it.” Don went silent. Leo scoffed in his mind. Yeah right, like he was going to go through all this hell just to allow Raph to go so easily. The turtle tortured him when he left. Permanently impacting his life and he would dare think he was going to walk away without a single trip in his step? Not likely. He’d put a big fat boulder in his path and maybe a few bear traps. 
	“I think he does.” 
Leo was yanked out of his thoughts. “Oh?”
	“The fact that he would even attack his brother that rose from the dead just to protect you proves that. You can deny all you want for all I care. I have my own problems.”
	Leo chuckled softly as he turned his attention back to the window. 
	“There!” His eyes widen as Don sat up abruptly; pointing. Leo followed the finger to what he was viewing and found a tall, slender figure dressed in all black clothing. Now dusk was arriving and more vampires were crawling out of their burrows. 
	Don started up the SUV and drove the vehicle into the public parking lot. The two hopped out and jogged back towards the building. Leo followed as Don took ahold of the scent in an instant. He was tracking that beast like a hound dog. 
	It wasn’t that hard to enter the building. The crowd of people was thinning out the later it was getting and it wouldn’t be too long before the place would be closing. The pair of reptiles made their way to the stairs. Leo decided it was best to allow Don to take the lead. For now. The red eyed terrapin followed the scent of the vampire they had found and as instructed, they went down to where the basement was. 
	The two turtles had discussed this part and it was quite a simple problem to fix. It wouldn’t take long for a vampire to exit the concealed passage to the base. As long as they were silent and kept out of sight, they had nothing to worry about. Both of them slipped into the corners of the room, the shadows cloaking their frames perfectly till it seemed they had disappeared. Like ninjas in the night. And as they predicted, it took roughly about ten minutes of waiting before the passage entrance was opened and a vampire appeared out. It wore as any other beast would. Black. Easy to blend in with the darkness it lingered in. Leo crept behind the unsuspecting victim. Unsheathing a knife from his boot, he tugged the creature back. Pinning them against himself and with flawless speed; he sliced deep into the skin of their neck. Blood spurting out of the wound and shooting everywhere it could reach. 
	Leo hoisted the now limp and lifeless corpse onto his shoulder and towed it to the end of the hall where the only unlocked door was located. The broom closet. 
	“The janitors going to get a nice surprise in the morning.” Leo remarked as he dropped his package down into the bucket. A couple of brooms and mops handle landing on top of them. Knocking their head back as the hood came flying off. Revealing a lean face of a females. Her hair was short and auburn. Her skin flawless and as white as snow. Her eyes traced with black and blue eye shadow. And two sharp fangs poking out between her big blood red lips.
	“A girl.”
	“Not so gentlemanly of you Leo.” Don teased as he went by his side. Leo rolled his eyes. 
	“Their gender doesn’t make a difference. What they do does.” The sapphire eyed turtle turned and headed for the door.  
	He examined the wall thoroughly and spotted a very subtle hand print on one of the bricks. Narrowing his eyes and stepping closer. His fingertips rubbed upon the stain and flecks of dried blood fluttered off. Curious, he looked over the puddle of vampire blood and stuck his hand in it. Bringing it back up, he pressed his palm against the same place and sure enough; the door swung open. The door slid opened immediately. Dropping the knife it had pinned and clattered on the ground. It was a surprise when the red handprint quickly dried and faded into the brick-work.
	“Now, time for the fun part.” Leo smiled as he unsheathed one of his swords. Throwing up the hood of his black hoodie over his head. Don returned the gesture. Smiling back as he repeated the same actions with his own jacket. They blended in perfectly with the other vampires. Leo, of course, was ordered to put on that same fluid Raph had used on him to diminish his delicious scent. Which he now started calling, “Unvamp Cologne.” He had no clue what the stuff was actually called but he preferred his own name. 
	It took a brief period of time before the crowds of vampires started appearing. The place was pitch black dark and he had to rely frequently on Don to make sure he didn’t hit the walls. The smell of rot drowned your senses and the place was moist and warm. His pupils were blown as his eyes tried their hardest to adjust to the darkness. No matter what, he could scarcely spot anything. Then the figures got closer to him. He felt his arm brush up against someone elses and he risked a glance over. It was a male, about his size. He could almost make out the details of his face. Sharp jawline, a cute heart shaped nose and fur that was pressed flat against his features. Ears that reached a few inches above his head. And then it was gone as they continued moving. It surprised him. Bearing in mind there was completely no light to aluminate anything. He could effortlessly locate each of the vampire’s position with those ruby orbs of theirs; shining like a couple of mars planets. He hoped the fact that his own eyes weren’t glowing like theirs wouldn’t blow his cover. As long as he kept his hood down to keep his eyes out of rang of their sight. He should be okay. 
	It was extremely uncomfortable; enclosed by his worst enemy’s and being at the most disadvantage. They could all see him unmistakably. They all knew what he looked like from head to toe. Not one detail over looked if they tried. While he could just see their outlines. Meaning if he got into a fight right at this moment; he was dead. He had to rely on stealth. It was his only chance of getting out of here alive.
	He could feel Don tug him to the left. Then a few minutes to the right. He followed along without any protests. Which was a shock for the both of them. Usually he would have held out his threat of cutting whatever body part was closest to him for being touched again, but he knew that if he got rid of Don. He was alone in this hellhole. He was completely vulnerable and would never be able to properly maneuver his way through the maze. Though yes, he had tried to keep track of their steps and the directions they were going, it wasn’t an impossibility that he would get lost quite fast.
	Then he was jerked into a stop. His beak banging into the back of Don’s shell and he growled out a hushed threat if he didn’t warn him next time. Lacking any response back.
	He appeared to be trying to peek over the corner. He had pressed himself and him against the wall and was hanging on the edge. Leo leaned over to get a glimpse at what he was observing. Finding two pairs of bright red eyes. They weren’t looking in their direction, their presence unnoticed. 
	“You get the one closest to you. I’ll get the other.” Don whispered to him. The turtle merely nodded. He had to admit. It was probably the smartest thing he’s ever done taking this stupid reptile along with him for the ride. He could feel Don’s body distance himself away from him. The heat he was carrying with him leaving as well.
	Leo waited for a moment before he started to make his move. Keeping a close watch on which direction the pair of eyes were staring at. He snuck behind the vampire and repeated the same routine he had done with the female. Pulling the body to where Don’s loot was. “Leave them there. I doubt anyone will actually care for a few hours.”
	Leo continued to keep silent as Donatello grabbed ahold of his arm and started to drag him off again. It was only ten minutes that leisurely went by, but to Leo; it felt like hours they had spent in total in this dark creepy dungeon. He had been so focused on trying not to run into anything, he hadn’t even noticed the pack of vamps following him till the sudden rush of hot air cascaded down his neck. His body jerked as a wave of adrenaline danced on his nerves. Holding his breath, he whirled around to face his attackers. Eyes wide and searching. And that right there was his second mistake. His first one was not trying to get smell of blood off of him. Right now, both Don and he were drenched in crimson liquid during the time, they dragged the bodies off. Not even realizing that called in unwanted attention to themselves with the newly collected scent they hadn’t even noticed. They smelled like they were murdering.
	“A mortal.” A snarl escaped the vampire closest to him. His red orbs, cut in half by the lids he had hooded them with. There were at least three extra pair of eyes right behind him. He could see the outline of the first vampire’s body. He was a good size built. He reached the height of Don. He couldn’t see what exactly he was wearing but there was no doubt that it would be black.
	Leo knew that an attack was coming at any moment, but the problem was, he didn’t know when exactly. He couldn’t see movement that well. His question was quickly answered when he felt a huge pain erupt from his cheek and he toppled over onto the murky stone ground. He could hear nothing but a ring in his head as he tried to push himself up. He blinked several times but the only thing he could see was spots winking in his vision. He shook his head vigorously, trying to clear it. He was even more vulnerable than he had predicted and he hated it. He cursed himself for not being more careful. 
	The ringing started to fade more and more but it didn’t take him long to miss it when an even louder noise boomed his ear drums. Bloodcurdling hisses and growls echoed up and down the concentrate hallways. No doubt going to rouse up even more vampires. Not good. He sat up quickly. Using the wall nearby him to hoist himself back to his feet. Blinking rapidly to clear up his sights. There was so much movement going on. He could feel the vibrations through the ground. Outlines of figures rushing passed each other in a blur. A symphony of animalistic noises. Don was dealing with two of the vampires while the last . . . where was the last?
	Confused, Leo scoped the area for the last remaining vampire from the attacking group.
	Easy. Right behind him. Spinning around, Leo grabbed onto the lunging vampire by the shoulders and shoved it back down to the ground. The sharp outgrown fangs snapped at his arm and face attempting with much useless effort to get one little chunk out of him. Narrowing his eyes to tiny slits. Leo grabbed onto the knife in his belt and did what he was dying to do for years now. He ripped the fangs right out the monsters mouth and dumped them down on the ground.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	The figure released a pain filled scream that soon faded into gargles and chokes of blood pooling up in the wrong hole. They rolled onto their side as they coughed their throat clear. Gasping for valuable air. Leo decided to leave them be. All considering they were going to be too distracted by the loss of their eating utensils to be able to get back into the fight again. Leo grabbed out his sword and dove for the next vampire available. The tall bulky one. Two cuts to the leg got the poor monster to fall to his knees. He was sure this was going to be an easy fight. At least until his legs were captured by a couple of large hands that fully wrapped around his ankles and pulled his feet from under him. 
	Leo yelped in shock and he fell hard down onto the ground. The breath abandoning him promptly. He laid their mind boggled for a second or two before oxygen returned to him once again. His chest puffed upwards as he sucked in a sharp breath and coughed a couple times. As soon as his eyes readjusted. He found that same vampire hovering over him. He wanted to move his head but he knew he couldn’t. As soon as he attempted the action, he felt the skin of his throat immediately press against a cold, sharp object. His knife he had used to pry out the fangs was taken from him and now was being used against him. That lit a fire in him. He absolutely hated when other people touched his weapons. Anybody but Mikey were not allowed to touch them, and if they so dared, he was taking their fingers as souvenirs.
	Growling lowly. He wrapped his legs around the vampire’s waist to keep him at bay. His elbow swinging up and knocking hard against his opponent’s temple. Using his momentum, he rolled them back around till he was the one on top. He grabbed onto the wrist that still held tightly onto his precious knife and he twisted it around the incorrect direction. The vampire gasped and squirmed beneath but he refused to release a squeak. 
	Mhmm, a fighter.
	Leo couldn’t help it. It made it so much more fun when they try so hard to protect their treasurable pride even at the lowest of circumstances. He was at the least advantage and yet he was still fighting. It was admirable, but at the same time just foolish. Yet, he wasn’t going to kill this one either. He wanted this vampire to remember the important lesson of never taking another person’s weapons. 
	Clutching tighter onto the wrist that was continuously trying to be tugged away out of his grip. His foot pinned his wrist down as his other hand uncurled the fingers from the fist. Revealing a calloused cut up palm. He raised his knife high and with one smooth motion, he hammered the weapon down. Without a single resistance, the appendages were loose in a mass of blood. The once so tough vampire let out pain filled roar. Snatching onto the other hand, he done the same merciless torture to them. Guaranteeing that the big boy wouldn’t be ignoring this lesson any time soon. 
	“Next time. Don’t touch my knife.” He spoke as he finally released the limbs. The vampire curled up on the floor. Holding his fingerless hands to his chest. He supposed if he was anyone else, he would have felt bad. Now the poor bastard won’t even be able to eat cereal or write letters to their Grandma. “Live and you learn.” He shook his head as he sheathed back his blood stained weapons to their proper place. 
	He studied his surroundings and found the last two vampires were nowhere to be found. But then again, neither was Donnie. He couldn’t feel another’s presence other than his two victims still squirming like bugs at his feet. He wanted to shout for him, but he knew that was a bad idea. He was probably already getting hunted down. Why not just hold up a sign saying: “Free meal! Get it while it lasts!”
	He had no choice. He was going to have to carry on by himself. Even if he wanted to, he couldn’t go back. He wouldn’t know his way back. Plus, all those vampires they had passed he would surely run into. Now his only option was to keep moving forward and hope there wasn’t another large army he was going to have to take down. He prayed that Raph wasn’t too far away from here.
	
