For about a week straight, Donatello had been hard at work on his latest project. It took up most of his time and attention. Thankfully there were no threats to take him away from it. If all of the planning and preparations had gone well, then this would change everything when it came to his relationship with April. 

He had made a bigger effort to spend more time with her, getting the human girl to notice his skills and intelligence. She had even laughed at a few of his jokes! Everything seemed to be going well between them, progress being made faster than his algorithms predicted. After about 2 weeks he was ready to finally reveal how he felt but there was something that even he hadn’t accounted for. 

Another human. A teen guy by the name of Casey Jones. He had become an unofficial member of their team in a short amount of time. While having extra hands was appreciated, the purple-clad turtle should have known that Casey would take interest in April. To his dismay, the other teen was not only good at fighting but he was smooth and funny without having to try hard. Words and motions that Donnie practiced over and over again came seamlessly from the only non-mutant male in the sewers. And just like, he watched his progress with April slip away. 

She spent more time with Casey, him bringing her things and telling stories about his dangerous escapades on the city streets. Donnie wasn’t immediately deterred, trying to pick up where they left off. But when they did talk, April would always mention Casey in some way. How he was so cool, so strong... It did make sense. Casey was just a plain human, able to assist and keep up with literal mutants. And after so long, the novelty of talking turtles had likely run its course. They were back to making small talk when Donnie made a joke but April just gave him a confused look. That’s when he knew it was practically over between them...

And it was all Casey’s fault!

Donnie had retreated to his room but rather than moping around, the intelligent reptile was crafting the perfect way to upstage Casey once and for all. This wasn’t a weapon or a power suit. Instead he took a more classic approach to this problem, knowing he would have to build himself up from the inside out. It started with mixing various chemicals and hormones. His aim was to make himself...more in every sense. Bigger, faster, stronger, smarter, funnier... When it was done, April would have no semblance of interest in the human teen!

“Finally!” Donnie announced to himself. A whole week’s worth of labor and experimenting resulted in the marvel sitting before him on the lab table. On the surface it looked rather unimpressive, just a bottle of what looked to be purple capsules but the turtle was absolutely ecstatic that it was complete. 

The mix of chemicals and hormones held within the capsules would be the thing to turn the tables and get one over on Casey. The only thing he needed to do was run a test for its viability...

Casey was heading towards the turtles’ underground dwelling. He received a text from April that she wanted to meet there for something special. The human wasn’t sure what to expect exactly but in the back of his mind he was hoping to finally score with her. That alone kept his pace brisk and a smile on his face while ducking into the alley that led to the secluded manhole cover. He was completely unaware of the hidden figure waiting for him just below. 

The moment he saw him, the hidden figure acted, lunging his body at Casey’s. But the human was quick to respond with a swift elbow, hearing a grunt when the blow landed. The human hadn’t heard anything and couldn’t quite see in the darkness but there was something else. It was a grungy scent that was even stronger than the sewer’s usual stink. When it got stronger he figured that some creature was upon him and was glad to know he was right. 

Donnie took a few steps back. Even with a shell to protect him that was a good hit that threw him completely off for a bit. It was him who lured Casey here. The text was fake, he simply hacked her phone and sent the message himself. But having seen how eager Casey was pissed him off. He was supposed to let his target get even deeper into the sewers but he just couldn’t help it. That smug grin of someone looking to have sex...with her! 

That jealousy drove Donnie to throw a punch, landing it perfectly and getting a pained grunt out of Casey. Though angry, he still had his wits and used the low light and familiar environment to his advantage. Casey’s punches were easily dodged and the other teen couldn’t keep up with him ducking and reappearing from somewhere else. He didn't do anything he could to the other male: punching, kicking, and even just grabbing at his clothes, hearing them tearing away. 

From that first punch, Casey had thought he had the upper hand but was quickly being overwhelmed by whoever this was. The stench of his foe lingered but was all around him now, making it hard to pinpoint where he was coming from. He endured blow after blow, being knocked further and further away from the ladder that would lead him back to the surface. More clothes were torn away and he yelped from the sharp pinch that came from his boxers being grabbed and yanked until the fabric was ripped away. 

“H-Hey!” Casey yelled, now being left with half a shirt but nothing covering his lower half. He could feel the light breeze from the uncovered manhole on his loins. He would have been embarrassed if not for the situation. Instead the human was on guard again, only to notice that things had gone completely quiet again. 

Donatello had hid away, finally following his actual plan of action, waiting for the right time. Just when Casey’s back was turned, he descended from above, winding back his arm and throwing a final punch that knocked the human out cold, leaving him to fall limp to the cold and mucky ground. 

***

