Tekka awoke to a problem.  A big, throbbing, dripping, oozing, spurting problem.  The orange-haired Saiyan spluttered in surprise as she opened her eyes to find her new erection standing proud from her hips, twitching violently as a jet of opaque white fluid splashed against her face.  It pulsed and jerked, firing off again, sending a massive rope to drench her hair, soaking her.
She spluttered in shock, gasping in pleasure.  She had been sleeping soundly until now, and couldn’t fathom why her new penis was acting this way.  She gripped it by the base, squeezing it to try to stop the flow, but it didn’t work.  If anything, it only intensified the pleasure.  She cupped her hands over the tip, blocking the sprays, looking around desperately for anything she could do.
Thankfully, her erection’s eruptions slowed and stopped rather quickly.  Tekka guessed that whatever had triggered her spurting had happened a while ago, and she had only noticed when she woke up.  This hypothesis was supported by the fact that her sheets and blankets were drenched, as was much of the room when they had slipped off of her in the night.
Tekka glared at her penis as it drooled onto her chest, the tip resting above her navel.  She had accepted it was part of her now, and wasn't going away, but that did not mean she enjoyed having it attached to her. 
She had discovered several things in the days since the Fusion accident with young Goku.  First: it was impossible to keep any sort of secret while traveling through a humongous interdimensional time warp via alien spacecraft.  Everyone seemed to know about her situation.  Young Goku didn't seem to understand nor care what it meant.  Pan kept looking at Tekka with odd glances and blushing. And Goten and Trunks had said straight to her face that they thought it was the coolest thing ever.
Second: her penis had a mind of its own, and she had no conscious control over it. It would stiffen and soften at random times of its own accord.  Oftentimes, it would drool clear fluid, if it got too stiff.  Even when flaccid, it was long enough to almost brush Tekka’s knees, swaying pendulously with her movements.  
Third: because of this, Tekka’s fashion choices were forced to change.  She normally wore a green and yellow Saiyan chestplate over a pine-green skirt.  Unfortunately, the spontaneous erections she had been suffering caused her skirt to tent up in horribly embarrassing moments.  She had tried a more traditional Kung-fu gi, but during one moment of arousal, her penis had slid up her shirt, clearly visible.  It was Gohan, of all people, who finally solved her problem.
She had been sitting in the cockpit with Trunks at the helm as always, his dubious piloting skills notwithstanding.  The older son of Goku had walked in, dropped a package in her lap, gave her a smile and a wink with a blush on his cheeks…  then vanished before Tekka could even say a word to the preteen.
In the package, Tekka had found a custom-tailored blue gi, designed with extra room in the crotch, but hemmed in to fit a smaller and slighter and curvy build.  Apparently, Chi-Chi had demanded that her son learn some homemaking skills at some point  before the Cell Games, and had taught the boy a little sewing.  He had taken one of his own gi and altered it for her, even sewing patches with her family crest on.  
Tekka had stripped out of her clothes right then and there in the cockpit.  Trunks almost crashed the ship into a floating chunk of what appeared to be Snake Way, staring at her.  Ignoring the boy, she slipped on the gi.  It fit perfectly, leaving her new penis plenty of room to move about and wiggle without getting in the way, or being overly visible when erect.
Tekka swore to herself to repay Gohan for the gift one way or another.
Back in the present, Tekka frowned as her penis bobbed up and down, even stiffer than it was before.  Who could she talk to about what was going on?  Gine was out of the ship on business…  She didn’t DARE go to Bardock.  Young Goku was clueless about sex, even more so than any of the other kids on the ship.  Tekka REALLY did not relish the idea of showing up at Pan’s door with this swollen, bulging, dripping THING jutting from her hips…  She almost considered Gohan, but she didn’t feel comfortable considering the boy’s shyness and after the gift of the gi.
Which only left…
*****
She found Goten and Trunks as she expected to find them: in their shared quarters, pantsless, sitting with their hands wrapped around each other’s stiff penises, looking down at a dirty magazine.
“Guys!” she called.  The boys yelped in shock.  Goten blasted the magazine with a burst of energy, incinerating it, and both kids leapt under their sheets, snoring in an incredibly loud and incredibly fake manner.
“...It’s me, guys… and it’s nothing I haven’t seen before…  or touched before…  or had inside me...” Tekka sighed, tapping her bare foot on the floor in annoyance.
“...Sorry.  We’re used to Goten’s mom bursting in on us unexpectedly…” Trunks said, slipping back out from under the sheets.
“Aw, man…  I just torched that awesome naked lady magazine for nothing!   Where the heck are we gonna get another?” Goten sighed.
“...Uh…  we have a naked lady right here, Goten…” Trunks replied, staring at Tekka as he actually bothered to look at her for the first time.
“Well, yeah, but that’s just Tekka…  Those were adults and…  WHOA!” Goten said, blinking as he caught sight of Tekka as well.
The Saiyan girl was entirely nude, still covered in a thick glaze of semen.  Her normally spiky hair was limp and wet, sticky strands around her face.  Her penis was rock hard and dribbling white liquid, spilling onto the floor.  She blushed and didn’t even bother to hide her nudity as she shut the door behind herself.
“What happened to you?!  You look like you did when we first played together!” Goten gasped.
“I don’t KNOW.  I just woke up, and my thingie was hard, and spraying everywhere.  This stupid thing is such a pain!  I don’t know how you boys deal with it!” Tekka growled, glaring down at her erection.
“...Okay, that’s normal… I think.  Goten and I both wake up with our thingies gushing all the time,” Trunks said placatingly, turning to rummage around in the dresser beside his bed.  He pulled out a long strand of little square plastic packages.
“You do?” Tekka asked, frowning.
“Yeah.  Dunno why.  But Mom got tired of all the drenched sheets, so she made me a ton of these to wear at night.  They’re called ‘condoms,’ or something…” Trunks said, tearing off a few and handing them to Tekka.
“Oh, yeah.  I have a buncha them too!” Goten giggled, “They’re like little rubber balloons that fit over your thing!  Then when you spurt, all the goo goes into a little bit at the tip that inflates and droops.  It’s cool!”
“Yeah… but… it’s hard right now… and it won’t go soft…” Tekka complained, blushing.  Goten and Trunks looked down at their own throbbing lengths, then back at Tekka’s.
“Well… um…  It’ll go soft eventually…” Trunks said, thinking.


“Or if you think of unsexy things…  Like Grandpa Ox King naked…  Ewwww!” shuddered Goten.
“Or you can jerk it until you spurt.  That’s probably the quickest way,” Trunks said, thoughtfully.  Tekka’s cheeks turned red as her penis gave a pronounced twitch.
“Ooh!  We can help her!  I mean… we were right in the middle of doing the same!” Goten said, eagerly, “and we can even show her how to use the condom thingies!”
“Great idea, Goten!” Trunks grinned eagerly.  He tore open one of the squares and pulled out what Tekka could only describe as a small rubber ring, with a thin membrane in the center.  She frowned curiously as Trunks knelt in front of her.  He reached up and gripped her penis, making her moan in pleasure involuntarily.
“Whoa, Tekka, you’re huge!  Bigger n’ me and Goten!” Trunks murmured, sliding his hand up her hard flesh, “Lucky!”
“I don’t feel lucky.  This big thing throbs all the time, and even when it’s soft, it’s always dangling low and getting in the way…” Tekka grumbled, crossing her arms over her nipples, “And then there’s THIS…  How do you boys control it?”
“We… don’t.  It just kinda… does whatever it wants,” Trunks said, a nervous drop of sweat rolling down the side of his face.
“Yeah, my thingie usually twitches and goes all stiffy whenever it wants.  Though it does it a lot around you, Tekka…” Goten said, giggling.
Gripping her penis firmly, Trunks peeled down her foreskin to expose the red-purple head.  Creamy-white semen leaked from the tip, and he wiped it away, rolling the head up and down a few more times to milk more out.  Tekka groaned softly, feeling her cock stiffen further, feeling like a heavy steel bar jutting from her hips.  
“Okay, so watch this, Tekka…  It goes on like this…” Trunks said, sticking the tongue out of the corner of his mouth in concentration.  He pressed the rubber membrane against the head of her penis.  Deftly flicking his fingers, he pushed down on the ring, which Tekka now realized was just a roll of thin rubber.  He carefully rolled it down her length, pinching the tip to keep it from moving.  Inch after inch of rubber unfurled, until the ring rested firmly against her groin.  It was a strange sensation, tight around the base, but merely snug elsewhere.  A little bit of the condom poked out above the head of her penis.  Frowning, she noted “CAPSULE CORPORATION” written down the side.
“...Mom says they’re made out of some sorta super-polymer designed to stretch and contain huge amounts of fluids…  She called ‘em ‘Saiyan-Proof,’ for whatever reason…”  Trunks said, scratching his head.  He tore open a second package and tossed it to Goten, even as he took a third for himself.

Tekka watched in interest as the boys repeated the process upon their own erect penises.  It only took them a few seconds to brush the latex down over their lengths, leaving them covered.  

“Ooh!  Ooh!  Let’s show her the trick!” Goten giggled, his penis twitching as he looked over at Tekka.

“I dunno…  I don’t know if it’ll work on a girl, not even one with a thingie…” Trunks replied, frowning.

“...Trick?” the female Saiyan asked curiously, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh, boy.  Okay, okay…  We’ll show you…” Trunks sighed.

“I call it the ‘Splurtinator!’” Goten giggled.

“We’re NOT calling it that!  It’s the Garlic Gush!” Trunks said firmly.

“No way, if it’s anything, it’s the Cum-Mehameha!” Goten countered.  There came a sudden THWACK, as Tekka struck both boys upside the back of their heads.  Both boys yelped in pain, wincing as they looked up at the girl.
“I WARNED you not to say that ever again…” Tekka grumbled, “And yours is just as bad, Trunks.”
“Okay, okay, sorry!” Trunks said, wincing, “Now just sit back, Goten.  I'll demonstrate on you.”
Goten leaned back as Trunks moved forward, holding his hands out on either side of the boy’s erection.  His cock twitched, pulsing slowly and steadily within its latex prison.  Tekka tilted her head, watching over Trunks’ shoulder as he concentrated.  Goten seemed tense with anticipation, kicking his little feet as he watched Trunks’ hands.
Tekka watched Trunks’ hands glow softly as he focused his ki into his hands.  It wasn’t much, nowhere near enough to perform any sort of attack.  The boy’s face was screwed up with concentration as sparks of electricity jumped between his palms as the energy built and built.  Then it discharged. 
Goten cried out and arched his back.  His heavy, swollen testicles seized up against the base of his shaft.  He moaned and shuddered as his penis began to jerk violently.  Even as Tekka watched, the forearm-long length of flesh convulsed, and then the tip of the condom was flooded with thick, white liquid.  The boy shuddered, his toes curled as he ejaculated again and again, his hips pumping into the air.  The bubble at the tip of the condom expanded, stretching and drooping down as more and more semen pumped into it.
Before Tekka could ask what Trunks had done, the boy had his hands on either side of Tekka’s length.  There was a few sparks of energy… and then a discharge.  Tekka felt a flood of power flood into her erection, stimulating every nerve and every cell in her penis.  It sent a blast of pleasure through her.  Her inner muscles seized, even as a flood of nectar drenched her inner thighs.  A pleasurable ache ran up her penis, and with a powerful flex, it erupted into the condom, flooding the reservoir with her spunk.  Her hips thrust forward uncontrollably.  She couldn’t stop herself from humping the air as her cyan eyes fell half-closed.  Her body could do nothing but shake and tremble as her orgasm ripped through her, making her toes curl.
Tekka barely noticed as Goten reached out, replicating the same trick.  His energy discharged into Trunks.  The boy howled like an animal as he drove his hips forward.  His penis bounced and his heavy, swollen testicles jiggled.  His cum flooded the condom in amounts as large as the other two, the reservoir tip expanding and drooping down.  It quickly swelled to the size of an apple, then a grapefruit, and then larger.  He groaned in delight, flopping down onto the bed on the other side of Tekka, leaning back as he bucked his hips.  The cum sloshed about audibly as his cock bobbed and jumped.
For a time, the only sounds in the room were groans and gasps and the thick wet slosh of fluid filling rubber.  The children writhed in orgasmic ecstasy, basking in the waves of purest pleasure that rolled over them with every ejaculation.  Goten gripped the base of his penis, squeezing it in time with his bursts, so that he could feel his cum pumping up his shaft.  Trunks fondled his hairless, smooth sac, delighting as his testicles churned and emptied their burden.  Tekka rubbed her little clitoris, lifting her legs and curling her toes as her juices sprinkled her hands and her penis blasted another creamy rush of goo into its latex confines.
After several minutes, the trio came down from their orgasmic high.  The boys and girls slumped back and panted for breath, sweat dropping from their bodies.  Tekka felt a strange sense of pride to notice that she had been climaxing longer than either Goten or Trunks by about twenty seconds.
What appeared to be three massive water balloons filled with incredibly rich, thick milk rested on their stomachs, sloshing about with every slight movement.  The latex was stretched, but held firm against the sheer amount.  Whatever Bloomer had made the condoms out of, it was clearly designed to be able to swell to handle quarts and gallons of fluid without bursting.
“Phew!  That was a nice one.  Now, watch me, Tekka…” Trunks said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand.  Tekka watched closely as Trunks pinched the condom just above the tip of his penis and twisted it slightly.  Then, wiggling his cock back and forth with his other hand while tugging forward on the condom, he slipped free.  He carefully tied the condoms end into a knot, then set it down and smiled proudly as it sloshed back and forth.
Tekka carefully attempted to replicate the feat.  She managed to pull it off, but not without a splash of semen coming out onto her stomach.  Goten was already getting his own about by the time she finished, weighing it in his hands.
“Yay!  Mine’s biggest!” Goten giggled, placing his next to Tekka and Trunks’ to compare.
“If I hadn't fumbled so much and sprayed it over myself, mine mighta been larger…” Tekka groused.
“Yeah, but it isn't!  So I win!!!” Goten giggled, hugging Tekka playfully.  His length bumped against hers, making them both shudder.
“And hey, look.  You're going soft!  Just like I toldja,” Trunks said, smirking smugly.  Sure enough, Tekka's erection had finally begun to wilt, much to her relief.
“Yay.  Now I can get showered and we can get going with the day!  We’ve gotta find more friends to recruit!” Tekka said eagerly, turning to walk out of the room.  Goten and Trunks stared, transfixed by the pale round globes of her rear swaying back and forth with every step.  Both boys gulped and looked down.  Their erections had reversed direction and were swelling once more.
“....One more round?” Trunks asked, blushing.
“Yeah.  I didn't think being friends with a girl would be this hard…” Goten agreed.
*******
A few hours later, Pan delivered a mighty spinning kick to an Android at least three times her size.  Her foot slammed into the wall of steel and muscle that was its stomach, lifting it clean off its feet and off the stone platform.
“Ring out!   Team Tekka wins!” shouted the ring announcer, raising his hand in Pan’s direction as the crowd cheered.  Pan preened for the crowd, striking a few poses as the audience shouted their approval.  Tekka, Goku, Goten, and Trunks clapped from the sidelines, grinning eagerly.
The fighters had been competing one of the thousands of tournaments going on around the patchwork time-space to whittle down the number of competitors.  With their victory, Tekka's team continued on to the next round, where the number of fighters were cut from near-infinite to about half of near-infinite.  Hundreds of thousands of warriors, fighters, bar-room brawlers, ancient champions of civilizations long gone or yet to be, and more were returned to their origins.  Shenron sent the losers back to where they came from, most with no memory of anything that had occurred.
The crowd filed out of the arena, civilians heading back to their homes or work, fighters looking to seek out their next challenges.  
Tekka grinned, sending off sparklers of ki into the air in her excitement as she exclaimed, “I can’t believe we made it to the next round!”
“What, really?  Those guys were pushovers!  I didn't break a sweat!” Pan said, blinking incredulously. The girl pulled off her bandana, stretching lazily.
“Seriously.  How embarrassed would you have been if you had lost?” Trunks asked, following as he prodded at a hole in his gi, torn when he barely dodged out of the way of a vicious energy blade.  
“...Mortified… particularly since Pinich and I are the reasons this tournament is going on in the first place,” Tekka said, a sweatdrop rolling down her face as she imagined trying to explain to her ornery Saiyan friend and rival that she had lost before ever achieving the reason she had started the tournament in the first place.
“Well, worse comes to worse, you could ask Shenron to try again with another TimeSpace Tournament!” Goku chimed in, eyeing the concessions stand nearby as they walked towards the backstage.
“I…  think that would be a spectacularly bad idea.  I've screwed with the time-space continuum enough,” said Tekka firmly, “I’d rather not implode the multiverse by doing this more than once…”
As the five children walked backstage, chattering playfully, they headed towards the now-empty locker room and showers to get clean before heading on to their next destination.  
“Unc--  er, Goten?!  What are you doing?!  T-Trunks!” Pan exclaimed, her cheeks turning red as the boys tugged their shirts off and slipped out of their pants even before they entered the locker room.
“What?” Goten asked obliviously, even as he tugged his underwear down to expose his long, half-erect shaft.  Tekka had never seen him or Trunks in any condition less than that; and indeed, she wasn't entirely certain that the boys ever went completely soft at all. Trunks followed, baring his groin to the world without even the slightest hint of shame.  His heavy balls jiggled in his huge sack, and Pan’s face turned even redder as she covered her eyes.
“Aw, c’mon, we're gonna be naked in a few minutes when we get in the shower!  We're just getting a head start!” Trunks said, grinning as he shook his hips, causing his foreskin-covered tip to sway side to side tantalizingly.
“Yeah, but… I don't… wanna see your junk…  It’s awkward!” Pan muttered, shaking her head.  Tekka was mildly amused to notice that Pan was peeking through her fingers, despite her protests.
“C’mon, Tekka, join us!” Goten giggled.
“Once I get in the locker room, sure… I’m still not comfortable… with… it…” Tekka admitted, joining Pan in blushing.  Goku’s granddaughter turned even redder and stared at Tekka again, apparently having forgotten about the orange-haired child’s new anatomy.
“...With what?” asked Goku obliviously, still enthralled by the food stalls that they wandered past.  While the stadium was mostly empty save for a handful of assorted people here and there, the five kids still drew some surprised looks, particularly when they caught sight of Goten and Trunks and the bounty between their legs.
“Nothing, Goku.  Never mind…” sighed Tekka.
“Oh, is this about the big weenie you have now?  And we’re getting naked?  Why didn't anyone tell me?” Goku asked bluntly. 
“Oh, Grandpa, please, don’t… oh, by the Kais…” begged Pan, as Goku hastened to strip out of his orange gi.  In moments, the Saiyan child was as naked as the two other boys.  He was larger than either Trunks or Goten, even taking the fact that he was a year or two older into account.  His penis hung easily to his knees, his testicles massive.  The other four children all blushed, Pan groaning in anguish and muttering about how much therapy she was going to need.
Tekka had her hand on the doorknob to the locker room when she heard a loud crash nearby and a high-pitched voice cried out.  A flare of angry ki and bloodlust rushed over her sixth sense.  The others sobered and looked down the hall, clearly feeling the same sensations.  Without a word, they rushed towards the noise.
A group of humongous and burly warriors were gathered around a young child.  The girl was a Saiyan (clearly obvious by her tail), but a tiny one.  She could not have been older than six.  Her hair was black and styled in large, violent spikes, somewhat reminiscent of Goku and Goten's hairdo.  It cascaded in a messy black mane down to her mid-back.  She wore a dark red body suit, with a pink breastplate marked with a curly-cue symbol.  One of her ears was covered by a device extending into a pink glass eyepiece over her left eye.
Tekka recognized the device as a Scouter, a computerized heads-up display that aided warriors in targeting as well as tactical assessments.  They could provide attack recommendations, analysis of a foe’s strengths, weaknesses, and fighting styles… and most famously, analyze a target’s ki strength and assign it a numerical value: a Power Level.  Scouters were ubiquitous among the warriors of the TimeSpace Tournament, but Tekka did not use one.  They were notably inaccurate, easy to trick by suppressing or charging one’s ki… and had a nasty reputation for exploding when exposed to particularly powerful ki levels.  Tekka’s sixth sense was far more accurate and harder to fool than a scouter, even if it did not give her the nifty Power Levels or tactical displays.
“Give it back!” the girl shouted, leaping up and down as a particularly ugly and scarred Saiyan held a notebook several feet above her head.
“Why are you even here, little girl?  This tournament is for the greatest fighters in all of history!  You’re nothing but a baby!” he guffawed.
A particularly oafish-looking demon sneered as he looked at the book, saying: “‘Legend of the Super Saiyans?’  What stupid li-berry did you borrow this from?”
“It's mine!  Now give it back! I was reading it!!!” the girl shouted.  Drawing her arm back, she whipped it like she was sidearming a fastball, but instead threw a sphere of golden light.
A human with far too many piercings per square inch on his face sneered and backhanded the fireball with a contemptuous slap.  He deflected it into a wall, blowing a hole through the stone and mortar.
A particularly portly Majin with blue skin sneered and kicked the girl roughly, slamming her against the wall.
“You stupid little runt.  There's no such thing as a Super Saiyan!” snarled the demon.
“Oh really?!” Goten shouted, drawing his attention, apparently having had enough.
“Then what do you call this?!” Trunks said, glaring.
The two boys clenched their fists as every muscle in their bodies tensed.  To Tekka’s ki sense, the boys flared into a pair of human-shaped novas, their energy levels skyrocketing.  The force of the power radiating from the two children sent gusts of with and rushing down the halls, kicking up debris.  Electricity crackled and snapped, the very air becoming charged.
With a loud, echoing shout, the boys ignited their ki, power erupting from them with enough force to stagger the demon.  Their auras turned gold and flared like fire.  Their eyes shifted hue, both Goten's black and Trunks’ pale blue turned a vivid blue-green.  Their hair stood on end, then stiffened into sharp, violent spikes.  With a rush of power, every strand of hair shifted to a bright, shimmering gold.
The roaring wind erupted with a final gust before settling as the transformation completed.  Goten and Trunks stood, radiating intense power.  
“What was that about Super Saiyans?” Goten asked, smirking.
Tekka’s mouth was dropped in surprise.  The boys had hinted that they had this power, but had never done it in front of her.  In her era, there had not been a Super Saiyan in centuries.  The boys’ power had multiplied exponentially, almost fifty times by Tekka’ best estimate. They were nearly blinding to her sixth sense; a pair of blazing stars the size of young boys.  The majesty of their new power was slightly blunted by the fact that both Goten and Trunks now sported full, raging erections.
“And this is only the first level,” Goten growled.
“We’d take it further, but our auras alone would probably kill ya,” Trunks added.
“What do you say, two each?” Goten asked, glaring.
“Sounds good.  I hate bullies.  Particularly ones who pick on little kids!” Trunks agreed.
With that, they vanished.
Tekka considered herself pretty fast for a child her age and power level.  She could vanish from the naked eye, appearing only as the vaguest hint of a blur if she moved as fast as she could.
She realized for the first time how slow she really was.  Goten and Trunks appeared to her eyes as nothing but a pair of blinding golden comets, leaving streaks across her vision.  It was only with her sixth sense that she was able to track the two and sense their actions.  
To her eyes, it was like the four bullies were being bounced like rubber balls off every available surface, the walls, the floor, the ceiling.  But to her more supernatural senses, she could see Goten and Trunks moving among them with perfect coordination.  Teamwork was their specialty, and it showed.  Every time one of the fighters came even close to regaining their feet, one of the boys was there to strike and keep them off balance.  Tekka could not even try to keep up with exactly what they were doing to the thugs, only able to see their general positions and movements.
Four bodies hit the floor in as many seconds, each groaning weakly.  The Super Saiyans hovered above them, shining brightly. 

“Huh… I kinda thought they’d last longer…” Goten remarked, scratching the back of his head.  His blue-green eyes shined brightly, glowing with an inner light.

“How the heck did these guys make it past the first round?  This was overkill…” Trunks agreed.  With a flare of energy, the boys released their ki.  Instantly, the golden light faded from them.  The wind dulled and the air stilled.  Their hair returned to their original colors and styles, and the blue-green light faded from their eyes.
“You…. you really ARE Super Saiyans!” Tekka exclaimed.
“Yeah, we told you we could do it…” Trunks said, smirking.
“Why didn't you ever do it before?!” Tekka said, blinking in stunned disbelief.
“Because we’ve been fighting weaklings!  We didn't wanna kill anyone!  Plus, you never asked!” Goten said, chuckling.
“Wait.  You said that was only the first level.  What did that mean?” Tekka asked.  Goten and Trunks looked at each other, communicating with a glance as they tried to decide how much to say.
“....Well… uh…  we were exaggerating… a little.  There's more than one level of Super Saiyan, but…” Trunks said.
“We can't actually go higher than Super Saiyan without fusing…” Goten finished, “Gotenks can actually go Super Saiyan 3…”
“...Super Saiyans actually exist… and there’s a Super Saiyan 3…” Tekka said without inflection, staring blankly as she tried to process this information.
“...Our dads can become Super Saiyan Gods and go even further to Super Saiyan Blue!” Goten bragged.
“I can do what now?” Goku asked, looking completely puzzled. Tekka felt the same, though Pan clearly had some idea what they were talking about.
“Never mind.  It's like, ridiculously complicated…” Trunks sighed.
“Squeeeeee!!!”  The shrill cry made made Tekka and the rest of her group turn in shock as the young Saiyan girl stood there, shrieking in glee before bodily tackling Goten and Trunks who, still in shock were knocked out of their Super Saiyan forms, and tumbled to the ground, the young saiyan child sitting atop them.
“Omigosh, it’s really you two! And you’re both SUPER SAIYANS!” She squealed again, hugging them both in a rather powerful hug, an arm about each of their necks, the boys gasping for air, as Tekka and Goku chuckled.
 Pan simply face palmed and sighed. “Trunks! Goten! Get up and go to the shower room! You guys are naked and getting your willies all over her!” She said, flushed and embarrassed as she turned and walked away. “I swear, they’re so… immature!”
Tekka chuckled and reached out, putting a hand on the child’s shoulder. “C’mon kiddo. I think these two need to go put some pants on,” She said, as the child turned and looked at Tekka… then spied both erections from the boys, bumping against her back. 
“Oh wow! They’re even bigger than m-” She paused, then blinked. “Oh, um.. I mean… Uh..” She blushed and got up. “Sorry, miss. Are you a Super Saiyan too…?” She asked, beaming hopefully at Tekka, while Goten and Trunks gasped for air, Goku still laughing and pointing.

“Um… no…  No I’m not,” Tekka said, sweatdropping as the little Saiyan pulled away from Trunks and Goten.

“Awww…  I was hoping to meet more.  I really wanna meet Super Saiyans!  They’re the coolest with their blue eyes and gold hair and all the power and…” the girl babbled eagerly.

“Someone’s a little hyper…” Trunks remarked, shaking his head.

“Um… Hi.  I’m Son Goten. And you are?” Goten asked politely, clearly trying to get the other child to focus a little.

“...Oh, right.  I’m Kiclee!” the girl chirped happily, smiling as she looked at the boys, “So, how do you go Super Saiyan?  What does it feel like?  And can--”


“Whoa, jeez…  Someone’s really excitable…” Trunks said, looking to Tekka for support.  The girl blushed and rolled her eyes, blushing.

“Um… We’d be happy to talk more about this, but we just got out of a big, long match.  We’re tired and sweaty.  Mind if we…  take care of that first?” Tekka asked, smiling at the girl.

“...Oh, sure.  I mean, sure…” Kiclee replied, looking slightly disappointed.

“You can come with us!” Goku invited cheerfully.  Everyone looked at Goku, sweatdropping, while Kiclee grinned eagerly.

“AWESOME!” the girl cried, rushing into the locker room past Pan before anyone could say a word.

“...Uh…  Well…  That happened,” Pan remarked, shaking her head as she followed the boys and Tekka inside.
******

As the group filed back into the bathroom, Pan and the boys paused at the entrance. Goku and Tekka had to move around them to see what was going on.

Kiclee was in the middle of pulling the lower part of her armor off. As she did so, something very large and familiar popped out of her panties as she slid them down. Something that, by the laws of logic, should NOT have been THAT well hidden on her small body… especially with such tight pants on.

“No way,” Goten said, mouth open.


“Dude, she’s like Tekka,” Trunks added, both boys grinning. Pan slapped her face and groaned, stalking off to another section of the shower, as Tekka and Goku simply shrugged.

From above Kiclee’s small female sex, a thick, 5 inch long penis hung, flaccid at the moment, and touching the young Saiyan’s knees as she fumbled with her top armor. “Hmmf… This part always gets… stuck..” She muttered, struggling with it. Tekka moved to help her, full of questions, but willing to wait as she helped the smaller girl. 
“Here, just let me help you with that,” She said, her own pants tightening as she got closer. Her own lust was popping up again without any warning causing Tekka to blush as she helped Kiclee get undressed, her head finally coming loose from the armor.

“Whew! Finally,” She said, shaking her head and grinning. “I like that armor, but it’s kinda snug.”

“Yea,” Tekka said, holding up the pants and pulling the panties out. “Can I ask where you got these?” She held the panties out to Kiclee, eyebrow raised.

“The same place as the armor,” Kiclee said, grinning. “From a nice guy named Whis, who was exploring the who mashed up time periods with his kitty friend.” She paused and turned, her tail flicking back and forth as she grabbed a bucket. “I wanted to get some armor so I could be like the fighters around here but.. My thingy is way too big for that stuff,” She said, frowning. “But then Mister Whis was passing by and heard me! He saw what I was wearing before, which was just some common old clothes and he made this outfit for me, complete with these nifty panties that hide my thingy,” She said, giggling.


Tekka gaped. “That’s amazing! But.. how does it work?” She asked, tempted to try on those panties… barring the fact that they looked 3 sizes too small for her.


“I ‘unno,” Kiclee said, getting some hot water and sitting on one of the small stools. “Mister Whis said something about it bending and folding space back on itself, but I didn’t really understand. I just figured it made it easy to move again so I’m just happy they work.”

“So…  were you involved in a Fusion accident?” Tekka asked, blushing as the boys walked into the shower and turned on the water.

“A what?” Kiclee asked, frowning in confusion.

“I mean… How did you get… that?” Tekka asked, blushing, as she gestured with her head at the smaller Saiyan’s groin.  Kiclee looked down, her tail swishing.

“Oh, I was born with it,” Kiclee said simply, smiling, “Why?”


“N-No reason…” Tekka replied with a blush, shaking her head.  She felt her own length shift in her gi, a rush of blood filling it and causing it to plump.

“Why couldn’t they give us separate showers for boys and girls?” Pan complained, blushing as she watched Goten, Goku, and Trunks scrub down in the hot water, soap dripping from their skin and down their muscles.  Her cheeks flushed as her eyes strayed involuntarily lower to the boys’ groins.  Goten and Trunks’ lengths stood proudly from their hips, still rock hard and pulsing.  Goku’s was half-hard, drooping down slightly, but swaying with every movement. 

“Shenron can grant wishes, but I don’t think he can generate infinite amounts of resources to build places…  I mean, he’s not a miracle worker…” Tekka suggested, shrugging.

“...Doesn’t that mean he IS a miracle worker by definition?!” Pan asked, taking off her bandana.

“I dunno.  Just stop complaining and get out of those clothes so you can wash up.  I don’t wanna hear all of Videl’s complaints if you come back smelling like you were rolling in the mud outside…” Tekka sighed, brushing her hair back.  Pan grumbled and blushed, muttering quietly to herself.  Tekka only picked up every fourth word, but it had something to do with not wanting to be naked around boys with such huge…  something.


Tekka sighed again and decided to take her own advice, lest she be a hypocrite.  She untied her belt and began to shrug off her gi, exposing her lightly tanned skin to the steamy air.  Her pink nipples were pert, poking up from her pancake-flat chest as she dropped the shirt to the floor and began to pull down her pants.

Kiclee turned to ask Tekka something and stopped, mouth open as the elder Saiyan girl’s pants dropped, her own penis, half flaccid, came into view. The smaller girl gasped and pointed unabashedly at Tekka’s shaft, before squealing,”You’re like me!” She cried, drawing everyone’s attention.

Tekka sighed and flushed. “It’s rude to point.” She said, huffing a bit.

“Oh.. sorry,” Kiclee said, having the sense to be embarrassed as well. Goten and Trunks snickered and went back to washing, while Goku simply shrugged and hummed, using his tail to grab a nearby back scrubber. Pan merely blushed and stepped around the corner, stripping there to shower in as much privacy as possible.
The girls were silent for a minute, as an oppressive cloud of awkwardness loomed over the locker room more heavily than the cloud of steam.  Giggles and moans drew the girls’ attention after a moment.
Across the shower, the boys were engaged in roughhousing.  Goten and Trunks were “sword-fighting” with each other, thrusting and jabbing their erections forward against each other.  They were evenly matched at first, equal in skill (and roughly equal in size)... until Goku decided to join the fray.  Goku was larger than both boys, which quickly put a stop to their play, as both boys found it really.. Awkward that Goten’s father was trying to join in.
“Aw, come on, guys! I was totally gonna win!” He said, giggling in his care free way, while Goten and Trunks merely blushed and looked away.
Tekka and Kiclee giggled at the boys, before looking at each other. “So…” Tekka began blinking as the two stared at one another the younger saiyan slightly shorter than her. “You’re… uh… a girl with a boy’s thing, huh?”
Kiclee nodded. “Yup!” She said, before grabbing a sponge and some soap. “I didn’t think there was anyone like me around here,” She said, starting to scrub herself, the smaller saiyan's cock dangling limply between her legs just past her knees, which was impressive in it’s own right.
“Well, I’m… technically kind of not..” Tekka said, scratching the back of her head sheepishly as she listened to Tekka explain about the fusion rings and the malfunction. “Wait. So.. your got some of him..” She said, pointing at Goku who was now chasing Goten and Trunks around the shower room with his cock flopping about,”..mixed in with you, and you got this?” She asked, grabbing hold of Tekka’s penis, causing her to jump and tense, the smaller saiyan’s hand warm and soft against her now hardening erection. “Uh..my-yea..” She squeaked, grunting a bit. “Could you let go? It.. kinda has a mind of it’s own.” Tekka said as her shaft began firming up in Kiclee’s hand.
The younger saiyan made a small ‘oh’ and nodded. “It likes to just jump up and play at the slightest touch, huh?” She asked, giggling at tekka, who blushed and nodded. “I’ll see if I can find Mister Whis and ask him to give you a set,” She said, giggling as she scrubbed herself down.
Tekka nodded, thanking her, though she couldn’t help but notice how… relaxed Kiclee seemed to be.  It was awkward, seeing a girl who was so strangely comfortable with her body, even with something so large dangling between her legs.
“Teeek-kaaaa!!!” whined a pair of voices.  Tekka blinked and looked up to see Goten and Trunks standing in front of her, their hands wrapped around their swollen lengths.  The boys’ eyes watered as they stared at her naked chest, their eyes roaming down towards her loins.


“...Uh, can I help you?” Tekka asked, brushing a lock of wet hair out of her eyes.
“We were trying to duel each other, but…” Trunks muttered.
“Dad’s boner is way too big.  He wins by default,” Goten grumbled, glancing over his shoulder.  Sure enough, Goku was standing there, his own erection throbbing in his hands.  It twitched, a syrupy dribble of fluid leaking from the tip as he grinned playfully.
“And here, I thought teamwork was your specialty,” Tekka said, smirking, “You couldn’t take him together?”


“Dad’s ‘Power Pole’ is better than our ‘swords…’  Particularly when it’s ‘extended,’” Goten said, looking embarrassed, “He woulda made us both go off without even trying.”
“...And since you’re too embarrassed by Goku, you decided to let me do it instead?” Tekka asked slyly, smirking as she reached down and wrapped a hand around each of their lengths.  The boys moaned and instinctively lifted their hips towards her.
“Well…  yeah!  I mean…  W-Wouldn’t you?” asked Trunks. He groaned as Tekka's delicate fingers slipped up and down his swollen flesh, teasing the head.
“Ah, yeah…  I needed this…” Goten mumbled, drooling as he rocked his pelvis back and forth.  Pre already oozed from his tip, making his skin slippery and sticky.
“Tekka, wh-what are you doing?” Pan asked, her eyes wide as she peeked around the corner at them.
“I’m rubbing their things?” Tekka said, turning slightly so that Pan could get a better view of her hand gripping Goten’s shaft.  She pulled down his foreskin, exposing the fat head of his cock.  Pan’s face turned bright red and she pressed her inner thighs together.
“Y-Yes, b-but WHY are you doing that?” Pan asked, her voice pitching higher with every word.
“Because it makes them feel good?  And when they feel good enough, they spurt this white stuff all over, that's tasty and feels really good?” Tekka replied, sweatdropping.  She had to guess that Adult Gohan and Videl had not given Pan “the talk.”  It certainly explained quite a bit of the girl's shyness.
Goten and Trunks glanced wordlessly at each other with mischief, apparently planning some sort of scheme.  Tekka interrupted them by fondling their testicles to distract them.  The last thing she wanted was the boys teasing Pan by drenching her quarters on the spaceship with spunk or something worse.
“Um… Pan?  Since Tekka’s hands are full…  wanna try mine?” Goku asked, making Pan flinch in surprise.  The boy had somehow managed to sneak up behind her.  Pan’s eyes flicked down from Goku's innocent, round face to his immense, throbbing phallus.  She made a small squeak as it throbbed and pulsed.  Before she could respond or do anything, Goku gripped her hand and pulled it to his shaft.  Pan yelped as his cock throbbed in her palm.
“I-it's so hot!” she gasped, blushing as Goku gave a soft moan.  Despite her utter embarrassment, the girl wrapped her fingers slowly around Goku’s shaft, unable to close them fully because of his girth.  Goku’s massive, hairless balls swung low beneath his length, jiggling with every movement.  She could feel it pulse in her hand, actually expanding and contracting a little with every heartbeat.
“It feels so weird…. but it’s cool!” exclaimed the girl, her cheeks flushed as she slowly began to stroke Goku.  She needed both hands to do it, one working the base of his cock, the other rolling his foreskin up and down over his fat tip.
“Sheesh.  Glad to see Pan’s finally joining us,” Goten sighed as Tekka’s tongue swirled around the head of his shaft.  She pulled back, panting slightly.
“What do you mean by that?” she asked, before leaning in to give Trunks the same treatment.
“Oh, Pan hides outside our door all the time to watch us fap.  We can sense her ki easily, even though she tries to hide it…” Trunks explained, grunting as his penis twitched and splashed Tekka’s cheek with clear precum. 
“We actually thought you were her for a moment when you first walked in on us.  We’ve tried inviting her, but she always pretends not to know what we’re talking about, and runs away…” Goten said, chuckling.
“Um…. c-can I try?”  a voice interjected.  Kiclee stood there, watching in fascination as Tekka pleasured the boys.  Her penis stood proudly from her tiny hips, fully erect and twitching eagerly.
“O-Oops…” Goten muttered, apparently having forgotten that they had company too.
“Sure, kid.  Here!” Trunks said with a wide grin, stepping away from Tekka and thrusting his hips forward at Kiclee.
“Trunks!” Tekka exclaimed in admonishment.
“Hey! I don’t want her to feel left out!” Trunks chuckled as the younger girl walked up and began to explore his penis with her fingers.
“Woooow…. I’ve only ever touched my own thingie…. I’ve never even seen a boy’s before…” Kiclee said in amazement.  Her fingers slid up and down his flesh, his precum already soaking the back of her hands.
“Yeah, I know it's awesome,” Trunks said, smirking as he flexed his pelvic muscles to make his cock bob up and down.
“Yeah, it's so WEIRD!  Those enormous dangly things below seem like they’d get in the way all the time, and what's up with all of those ugly veins?  And the skin isn't as smooth and pretty as mine!” Kiclee asked with a wide smile.  Trunks’ expression soured as Goten began to laugh loudly.
Tekka interrupted his laugh by taking Goten’s penis deep into her throat.  Her lips pressed to the hairless skin of his groin, his large, smooth sack touching her chin.  Goten moaned in pleasure, his eyes rolling up in his head as he gently gripped the back of Tekka's head.  Tekka smirked around his fat shaft, beginning to bob her head upon Goku's second son. 
Tekka had been practicing this kind of thing for weeks now, and had gotten quite good at it.  It had taken her two weeks of daily practice to be able to bottom out on Goten and Trunks.  At first, she could only manage the first four or five inches.  Now, she could go until the head of their cocks brushed past her uvula and down the back of her throat.  It wasn't exactly comfortable for Tekka, but the pleasure on Goten’s face and the way he twitched and pulsed made it worth it.
