
“Agh!!!” Tekka shouted as she flew through the air, landing on the ground with a painful crunch.  She rolled several times before bashing into a boulder, cracking it.  She barely managed to cross her forearms over her chest as a heavy boot slammed heel-first into her, grinding her back into the broken stone shards.

“Tekka!!!” Pan shouted, struggling against the hands holding her.  She tried to stomp the  black boot below her feet, but the hands lifted her higher, keeping her feet from touching the floor.  Goku, Goten and Trunks lay on the ground nearby, unmoving.
“Bwahaha!  You weren't expecting this, were you?!” cackled a massive mountain of a Saiyan, his bald head reflecting the sunlight.  His beady black eyes glinted evilly, as he brushed a hand through his goatee.  He wore Saiyan armor of dark teal and gold, his tail wrapped around his waist.
“An ambush was a great idea, Nappa,” a second Saiyan agreed.  As tall as Nappa, but with a slightly less muscular build, the man had a wild and unruly mane of black hair that easily reached past his knees.
“Yes, Raditz, now we can kill Kakarot as a child, before he ever becomes a threat to Lord Frieza!” agreed a blue-skinned alien.  His face was fair and feminine, with a golden headband.  He wore similar armor, but embellished with a long, white cape.
“Let's just get this over with, Zarbon.  Kill them, and then Lord Frieza will win the Time-Space Tournament and rule the universe!” growled a portly purple-skinned alien.  His head was topped not with hair, but with dozens of sharp spikes.  He smirked and kicked Goku, knocking the half-conscious boy a dozen feet away.
“Hey, Dodoria?  What does the scouter say about this kid’s power level?” Nappa asked the purple alien, smirking.
“Why bother checking?  She's probably under 9000,” Dodoria replied gruffly.
“Under 9000!  What a waste of space!  ...Wait, this conversation seems weirdly familiar,” Nappa remarked, scratching the back of his head.  He ground his heel into Tekka’s sternum, making her gasp for breath. She struggled to get her hands under the sole of his oversized boot.
*****
Tekka and her party had been training, flying across a wasteland zone, and practicing their rapid movement and evasion by playing aerial tag.  From behind some spires, a barrage of energy blasts had peppered the five kids.  A voice yelled “Giant Storm!” and an enormous detonation had knocked the kids to the ground.
Dazed and disoriented, Tekka, Pan, Goku, Goten and Trunks were caught of guard.  Trunks had gone down first, struck from behind by a violet energy beam.  Goten took a knee to the forehead, knocking him out instantly.  Goku had actually managed to strike back at Raditz when the Saiyan flashed into place in front of him.
His Kamehameha was picture perfect, striking Raditz dead center.  But Goku's older brother shrugged off the child's attack with nothing but a few minor burns to show for it.  Goku took a shot to the stomach in return, sagging to the floor insensate.
******
“Stop it…  Don't hurt… my friends!” Tekka wheezed.  She hooked her fingers under Nappa’s boot and shoved with as much force as she could muster.  Nappa yelped as he was thrown into the air, tumbling head over heels several times before landing flat on his back.  Tekka used the opportunity to jump to her feet.
Immediately, Dodoria’s fists slammed against her.  The little Saiyan barely managed to get her guard up, wincing in pain as his fists struck her forearms.  She leapt away, firing rapid-fire fireballs to cover her retreat.  The flabby extraterrestrial sneered contemptuously, batting aside the blasts with his palm.
Tekka’s backpedaling was curtailed as Zarbon flitted behind her, whipped his leg out and caught her in the small of the back.  The impact knocked Tekka clean out of the air, sending her back to the ground in a spray of dust and rocks.
Clambering to her feet, the girl twisted her hips, her ki flaring as she held a fist in the palm of her other hand.  She uncoiled in a violent movement, throwing her hands forward.
“GARLIC GUN!!!” she shouted, firing a magenta beam of incandescent light at the nearest target.  Nappa, now back on his feet, met her beam with an energy blast of his own.  The roiling yellow beam struck Tekka’s attack head on, easily overwhelming it.  Tekka yelled in shock and pain as the force of Nappa’s ki struck her, knocking her flying.
“Hey, Raditz!  Finish that girl off and come join the fun!” Nappa called, as Tekka tumbled head over heels backward.  She groaned, slamming into a boulder, cracking it clean through.  Lifting her head weakly, she wiped blood from a cut on her forehead.
Raditz lifted Pan and punched the girl clean in the face, once, twice, three times in quick succession.  The girl slumped in his grip, dangling by her wrist.  Raditz smirked as he formed a glowing, smoking sphere of power in his hand, holding it towards Pan’s torso.  It cracked loudly, ready to release and blow a hole through her.
Tekka suddenly felt a righteous anger swell deep inside her.  How dare these relics, these monsters and criminals and evil-doers from ages long gone hurt her friends?  How dare they threaten her future by erasing these heroic legends from her history?  How dare they threaten her friends and allies?  And how dare they do it with a cowardly sneak attack rather than honorable combat?
The sheer injustice of it all burned inside Tekka.  No.  She would not let this happen.  Pan, Goten, Trunks, and Goku all counted on her.  They trusted her to keep them safe, just as she trusted them.  No one was allowed to do this to them.
Tekka felt something new inside her.  Like a switch was flipped or a door opened, suddenly she felt power flood her body.  Her ki reserves were overcharged and spilled out of her.  Her anger, her refusal to let Pan get hurt, her determination to win; all these emotions opened a wellspring of power unlike anything the child had ever felt.
With a roar that shook her body, Tekka arched her back.  A hot wind radiated from the space around her, lightning crackling and sparking.  Her hair began to spike, forming sharp points.  Slowly, one by one, each firey orange strand shimmered and turned a pure, bright gold.  Her eyes began to glow with an inner light as their hue turned from a vivid violet to an electric cyan.  
Raditz and Dodoria recoiled as their Scouters began to sparkle and smoke.  Reacting quickly, they managed to yank the devices off their ears, throwing them just before they exploded.
“This can't be happening!  Before it overloaded, the Scouter said…” Zarbon shouted over the roaring wind and thunder.
“It had to be a glitch!” Raditz agreed, slipping into a fighting stance, “This is some kind of trick!”
With an echoing boom, a shockwave erupted from Tekka, blowing back Raditz, Dodoria, Nappa, and Zarbon.  As the four attempted to get into some sort of fighting stance, Tekka vanished from sight.
Tekka reappeared in front of Raditz, her blue-green eyes flaring.  She was a golden streak as she snatched Pan out of his grip, gently cradling her.
“Stay there.  I'll be back in a moment,” Tekka growled, turning away.  Raditz gasped, not even noticing that Pan was out of his grip until she was in Tekka's arms.  He snarled like a wild dog, leaping at her, but by the time he moved, Tekka was already eighty yards away.  The golden-haired girl gently placed Pan down; sitting her against a boulder.
“Nnngh…  T-Tekka?” Pan groaned dazedly, slowly coming back to her senses, “What's going on?  What's happening?”
“Stay here and help Goku.  I’ll go get Goten and Trunks, and handle these guys,” Tekka said, before simply blinking away again.  Her departure was so quick, so sudden, that Pan could hear a faint “fwumph” as air rushed in to fill the space where she had been.  Pan shook her head, trying to clear her head as she turned to care for the unconscious Goku nearby.
Tekka reappeared again next to Goten and Trunks.  As she prepared to kneel down next to the boys, Dodoria yelled in rage, chucking a beam of yellow light at the girl.  Tekka didn't even look his direction as she casually backhanded the energy beam.  The blow deflected it straight up, sending it harmlessly into the sky.
“What?!  What's going on?!” Dodoria shouted in shock and outrage.
“It can't be.  This girl can't possibly be…  they don't exist!” Zarbon mumbled, staring at her in fear.
Tekka gently laid her hands upon Goten’s chest and Trunks’ back.  Her hands glowed brighter as she channeled a small portion of the vast well of energy inside her into the boys.  After a moment, they stirred, groaning in discomfort as they came back to consciousness.
“Gah…  my achin’ head…” Trunks groaned, picking himself off the ground.
“Who did that?  And…  WHOA!  TEKKA!  You're a Super Saiyan!!!” exclaimed Goten, rubbing his eyes blearily.
“Nappa, Raditz, Dodoria and Zarbon sneak attacked us.  I’m taking care of it,” Tekka said, turning away again.  Her aura flared brightly, forcing Goten and Trunks to shade their eyes as she streaked away, right towards the quartet of villains.
“Wait, what?  Uncle Raditz?” Goten asked, bewildered.
“C’mon, Goten, get up!  Even with her power, she's gonna need help!” ordered Trunks, helping his best friend to his feet.
******
Tekka struck like a golden comet, the sound barrier shattering in her wake as she slammed fist first into Dodoria.  The purple-skinned alien folded like a lawn chair around her fist, his eyes bulging before the sheer force of the blow sent him careening across the desert floor.
The other three adults charged at her in unison, roaring an outraged battlecry.  Tekka met their charge fearlessly.  She was a shimmering yellow whirlwind, her foot lashing out to meet Raditz’s shins, kicking them out from under him.  As he fell forward, Tekka was already airborne, arcing over his back.  She grabbed the back of his head and shoved down, driving Raditz's head a full foot into the dusty, rocky desert ground.
“Told you I’d be back in a moment,” Tekka snarled at him.  She leaned back as a searing beam of light streaked past where her head had been a moment before.  Nappa’s fist followed it a second later.  The child whirled, spinning along the axis of Nappa's punch, and slammed her elbow into the back of his skull.  Nappa yelled in pain, staggering forward uncontrollably.
A flurry of sky blue fists and feet met Tekka before she could turn to face her latest attacker.  But to Tekka’s surprise, Zarbon’s blows merely stung.  They were striking with the same force as before, but it affected her much less due to her new found strength.  She turned to face him, her hands blurring as she blocked his attacks with her palms, pushing them aside.  A sneer twisted Zarbon’s handsome features as a large purple sphere of power grew in his free hand.
Tekka flicked a finger in it's direction, sending a small spark streaking towards it.  Zarbon's own ki blast detonated in his face, blowing him away.  Scorch marks defaced his armor and skin.
“Giant STORM!” Nappa's voice shouted.  Tekka barely had time to turn and face him before the world exploded around her.  Time and space lost all meaning as she tumbled through the air head over heels in a daze.  She hit the ground an instant or eternity later, groaning as pain surged through her entire body.
“Heh.  THAT gentled her down a bit.  Who woulda thought that a Super Saiyan actually existed and would be a little brat!” Nappa said, stomping down on Tekka's chest.  She gasped, coughing uncontrollably.
“Super Saiyan or not, she’s still a kid.  Kill her!” Raditz snarled, snapping his broken nose back into shape.  The long-haired Saiyan marched up and blasted Tekka with a searing beam, driving her deeper into the small crater around her.
“Hey, loser squad!  There's more than one Super Saiyan here!” a pair of voices interrupted, speaking in perfect unison.  Tekka groaned and lifted her head, blinking as a second figure stepped forward.
“Now, the Grim Reaper of Justice, special edition!  EX Gotenks!!!” shouted a boy in two voices at once.  It was clearly the fused boy, but different than his original form.  His face was a perfect blend of Goten’s soft and gentle features and Trunks’ sharper, fiercer visage.  His hair erupted up from his head in a series of violent spikes; the main part being lavender like Trunks’ hair, but with black at the sides and around the back.  Two long bangs covered his forehead instead of his usual widow’s peak.  His build was more like Goten's than Trunks’, more slender and lithe than muscular like his original form.  His clothes were different as well; instead of the vest, sash, and pants of his normal form, he wore clothing that almost seemed a fusion of Trunks’ and Goten's outfits.  A green fighting gi was fitted over a dark blue T-shirt.  His forearms were covered by orange sleeves.  His pants were extremely baggy, tied to his waist with an orange belt.  The crotch and inner thighs continued the dark blue pattern.  The Metamo-Ring on his bicep glowed.
“And now, SUPER GOTENKS!” the boy shouted.  Igniting his ki, his hair turned gold and eyes turned blue-green.  Immense power radiated from the boy.
“TWO Super Saiyans?!” Dodoria exclaimed in horror, “Lord Frieza doesn’t pay me enough for this!”
“He doesn’t pay you at all!” Zarbon retorted, “But for once I agree with the sentiment.  I’m done!”
“Oh, no you don’t!  You aren’t getting away” Gotenks growled, “Galactic Donuts!!!”
Gotenks quickly drew four circles in the air above his head with his index finger.  Each time, a glowing ring of light was left in it's wake.  Raising his hands above his head, Gotenks threw his arms forward, and the rings flew out with a humming noise.  Hovering over each of the four villains, the rings suddenly expanded, lowered around them, then contracted.  Instantly, all four were bound tight, their arms trapped at their sides.
Gotenks and Tekka wasted no time pouncing upon them, lashing out with punches and kicks, pummeling the four into complete submission.  Tekka grabbed Raditz by the collar of his armor, laying into him with hammer blows of her fist.
She didn't stop until she felt a hand on her shoulder, turning her around and pulling her into an embrace.
“Whoa, whoa, whoa!  He’s done!  Any more and you’ll kill him!” Gotenks exclaimed.
“I want to kill him!  He was gonna kill Pan!  And Goku!!!” Tekka shouted in rage.
“We're okay, Tekka!  It’s okay!” a voice called.  Tekka blinked and looked up to see Goku standing nearby, supporting Pan’s weight with her arm over his shoulders.
“Any more and you'll be just as big a bully as they are, Tekka…  They're way weaker than you, and good guys don't beat up weaker people, even if they're bad guys…” Goku implored, frowning.  The distressed look on his face and the relief at seeing her friends relatively uninjured caused Tekka's blind rage to dissipate.  With it, so went the surge of enormous power.
Tekka let go of Raditz, letting him collapse to the ground. The flame-like golden light around her faded away.  Her hair turned back to it's original messy orange style, as her eyes returned to their normal violet.  The girl felt a sudden exhaustion wash through her, draining the strength from her limbs.  She was asleep before she even hit the ground, hearing her friends shout her name.
******
“Why are you still…?” Tekka gestured vaguely at all of Gotenks.  The boy chuckled and shook his head.
“Goten and Trunks were all beat up and dazed after they got blasted.  They wanted to help you, but couldn't manage their ki to fuse properly.  So they used their M-Rings to do it for them, creating me,” Gotenks explained, plucking at one of his purple bangs to illustrate, “I'm not nearly as powerful as my normal form…  I doubt I could even go Super Saiyan 2, much less SS3, but I'm still stronger than both of them combined.”
“Yeah, that's the how, but not the why.  You're still fused,” Tekka said.  Gotenks sweatdropped nervously, and turned away as he blushed slightly.
“...M-Ring Fusion lasts as long as you want, unlike the Fusion Dance.  You’ve been spending your time playing with yourself, haven't you?” Tekka asked accusingly.  Gotenks laughed nervously, turning back to face her as he displayed the large bulges stretching the crotch of his pants.
“Can you blame me?  I'm only around for a half-hour at a time, and the ONLY time I've ever had the chance to do anything with my stiffies was that one time with you!” Gotenks said, grinning mischievously, “I'm always around to fight, never to have fun!  Both Goten and Trunks wanted to try more stuff, and now I've got the chance!”
Tekka rolled her eyes in amusement as she asked, “...How many times so far?”
“...Ten and a half.  I had to stop because it was my turn to wait until you woke up,” Gotenks admitted, grinning.
******
Tekka stared in disbelief as she walked into the room.  All of the other children that they had recruited in their journeys were gathered in the room.  What was more notable, was that all of them were completely nude.
