“KAMEHAMEHA!!!” shouted a young voice.  A rushing sound filled the air as a roiling beam of incandescent energy slammed into the chest of a tall, strong fighter.  The martial artist resisted the impact for only the most imperceptible moment, before it easily overwhelmed him, blowing him clean off his feet.  He shouted in pain and anguish as he was thrown clear across the battlefield, slamming into a hillside, where the beam buried him several feet deep.  


As the light of the blast of pure force faded away, another young fighter smirked, her hands smoking with power.  The girl was a mere child, all of nine years old, but she had complete mastery of the inner energy, the very life force that empowered all things: ki.   Her eyes, narrowed into a squint against the light of her attack widened to reveal they were a bright, vivid cyan.  A mane of disheveled, slightly unkempt orange hair fell to her back.  The child smiled and cheered, leaping into the air as a long monkey’s tail swished behind her; the mark of her heritage as a child of the warrior Saiyan race.  Sighing happily at her victory, she brushed down her blue fighting gi, grinning back at her companions. 
Taken from across time and space, they were a diverse bunch.
“Nicely done, Tekka!” Son Pan cheered, giggling as she leapt up and down.  The girl was roughly the same age as Tekka, with straight, short black hair kept tied under a bandanna.  The granddaughter of the legendary warrior, Son Goku, Pan came from a parallel future from the main timeline.


“...Y’know, I coulda done it…  Chinjao’s been bothering us for days, and I woulda loved to take care of it…” Trunks Briefs grumbled, looking up from his video game.  The purple haired boy was a year or two younger, with sharp features and piercing blue eyes.  The boy came from the present day of the main timeline, but had unfortunately been blamed for many of the deeds of several of his parallel and future counterparts.  It didn’t help that he had a very mischievous and devious disposition.
“Yeah, but you woulda blown a hole in him, rather than just knocked him out!” Son Goten said, grinning playfully.  Spiky black hair jutted out from the child’s head in a very distinctive hairstyle.  His clothes, an orange gi over a blue t-shirt, were just slightly too large for his tiny frame. A year or so younger than Trunks, the boy looked identical to his father as a child.  The second son of Son Goku, and the parallel uncle to Pan, the boy had a cheerful and unceasingly friendly (if slightly flaky) manner.
“Wow!  You’ve really mastered the Kamehameha Wave, Tekka!” the final member of the party said.  A boy who could have been Goten’s clone, if not for the slightly different shape of his eyes, stood and grinned. He wore an orange gi like Goten’s, but his was marked with a large white circle on the back with the kanji for “turtle” inside.  He wore a staff in a sheath strapped to his back.  This was the legendary Son Goku himself, but plucked from time and space well before he had become the hero of the multiverse he would be someday.
“I’ve been practicing ever since I learned it from you the first time we fused, Goku,” Tekka said, smiling, “But I think my form is still a little off.”
“...Well, yeah… You didn’t charge long enough… and your back leg wasn’t planted firmly enough.  The recoil could send ya flying, if you aren’t careful,” admitted Goku, “...but otherwise, that was great!”
Tekka smiled and looked up at the patchwork sky, a mixtures of familiar hues like the light blue of Earth’s sky, and purples, reds, greens, and countless other shades from worlds far removed from home.  Rocks, islands, even cities floated in the endless expanse of sky around her.  Energy barriers prevented access to many, but others simply drifted serenely in the multicolored void, like the particular shard of grassy hills that the five kids stood on now.
Tekka had been born roughly a century after Goten and Trunks, in an era of unprecedented prosperity and joy brought on by the spreading of the knowledge of Ki and the mastery of martial arts on Earth.  Beings from around the galaxy came to Earth to help defend it against threats, or to seek fame and fortune and adventure.  Tekka was the descendant of survivors of the Saiyans who had come to Earth well before she was born.  She grew up with her friend and rival Pinich adventuring.  

Unable to resolve their rivalry and both having great ambition, Pinich came up with a revolutionary idea.  Inspired by the legends of the past, and doing a considerable amount of research with Tekka’s help, they had discovered the legend of the Dragon Balls, seven mystical orbs said to be able to summon a dragon to grant a great wish.

They had searched the entire world, and it took incredible effort, but Tekka and Pinich had found the Dragon Balls, and summoned the Dragon, Shenron.  Pinich made the wish: to hold the greatest tournament the universe had ever known.

Tekka would later admit that MAYBE the wish was just a TOUCH ill-advised.  Shenron remained silent for an unnerving period of time before he had announced: “YOUR WISH HAS BEEN GRANTED.  FAREWELL.”

The next thing the two friends knew, the sky had ripped open into a swirling, roiling vortex of space and time itself.  Despite their attempts to flee, they were drawn in.

They had awakened to a world unlike anything they could have ever imagined.  Shenron had taken the very fabric of reality and turned it in on itself like a pretzel to grant their wish.  He had ripped pieces of planets and chunks of time and shoved them all together in a massive, incredible mishmash.  He had arranged a Timespace Tournament, where fighters from all eras, all planets, other realms of existence, other dimensions, and even alternate timelines could compete to determine who was the greatest fighter of all.  

Tekka had befriended Goten and Trunks early, as Trunks’ mother, Bloomer was helping to organize the tournament.  In order to weed out the near-infinite number of competitors, fighters had to organize in teams of five to compete.  After some adventures, Tekka, Goten, and Trunks had been joined by Pan and young Goku.  

Several rounds of the tournament had passed as the five had fought their way through multiple barriers, traversing from area to area towards the tournament stage.  Along the way, Trunks had “borrowed” a spaceship to allow easier travel, and more people from across time and space had joined their journey.
“Hey, Tekka, can we head back to the ship?  Not that time has any meaning here, but it's getting 'late,’ and I wanna get food and some rest before the next few brawls,” Pan asked.
“Yay, food!!!” Goku agreed, his stomach growling loudly.
“I guess.  I could use a shower myself…” Tekka admitted, looking down at the dirt and grime of battle that had accrued on her skin and clothing.  
Focusing on the pool of energy deep within her core, Tekka drew out power, surrounding herself with an aura of ki.  Leaping into the air, she used the energy to propel herself, flying effortlessly into the patchwork sky.  She grinned as she heard her companions take off behind her and join her in formation as they soared towards the saucer-like craft that had become their home away from home.
*******

Tekka sighed, drying her hair with a towel, as one was tied around her flat chest, draping down over her body.  She walked down the hall of the ship’s sleeping quarters.  Despite the growing number of people in the crew, Bloomer’s tesseract-style technology seemed to provide as much space as was necessary to give everyone a place to sleep.  
Tekka had taken quarters in a room down the hallway from the showers, but she had never had a particularly strong sense of modesty; a trait seemingly common to many Saiyans.  Her tail swished as she continued to try to dry her hair, a difficult task with so much of it.  If she couldn't get it reasonably dry by the time she reached her room, she decided she’d use a burst of ki around herself to force all the water off her.  It would leave her hair a mess, but she could style it somewhat later.
Tekka blinked and looked around.  A wet slapping noise was echoing down the hallway.  She frowned.  She had thought the noise was her bare, wet feet slapping against the steel floor as she toddled about, but now that she was listening, it was coming from a room nearby.
Two voices held a casual conversation over the strange slapping noise.
“Ahhh… man, she was… ungh… she was awesome today, wasn’t she?” Goten’s voice asked.
“Yeah…  I thought hanging out with a girl would be… unf… kinda weird…  but even fusing with her has been… agh!  ...actually really cool…” Trunks replied, his voice strained slightly.
“It is!  But it’s not like us fusing, where we become… nnf… Gotenks…   She’s in control, but we’re just kinda… riding along, y’know?” Goten replied.
“I know.  We can feel everything she feels… and who knew… it felt like that to be a girl?” Trunks grunted, “...Maybe they’re less icky than I thought.”
“The weird thing is that she didn’t even WONDER about what it was like to be a boy…” Goten mused.
“I know.  It’s like she never even bothered to I never knew their parts were so weird down there… but I kinda like ‘em.”
“Yeah, me too.  I wonder what it feels like to stick your thing in one?”
“I dunno.  I guess kinda warm and wet, maybe?” 
“You think girls… nnf… can do what we’re doing right now?”
“Again, I dunno.  Maybe?  You think Tekka ever does it?”


“Dunno… but… nnngahh… I’m about to…”
“Yeah, me too… Here… it… comes…”
The boys went silent for a moment, before both moaned loudly.  There was a strange noise, like something wet and gloopy splashing against the floor. 
Her curiosity piqued too much to resist, Tekka walked to the door and pressed her back to the bulkhead wall beside it. Tekka suppressed her ki as low as she could make it go, and peeked around the corner.  She covered her mouth to muffle a gasp of surprise.
Goten and Trunks were half naked.  Namely, their lower halves were bare to the world.  They were both on their knees, and their hands were wrapped around swollen, pulsing rods of flesh jutting from her hips.  Goten’s was longer, as Tekka estimated it was around a foot in length and about an inch longer than Trunks’ shaft.  Trunks’, however, was thicker by almost half again as much as Goten’s.   They slid their hands up and down their lengths, rolling a thick hood of skin over the bulbous, red-purple heads of the shafts.  Their shafts jumped and lurched violently in their grip, as hot, thick strands of white fluid erupted out into the air, splashing the far wall.
Tekka understood exactly what she was looking at, even though she had never seen it before.  Saiyans matured sexually around the age of five, though they were infertile until they reached near adulthood.  Tekka had been taught the facts of life by her parents and had fantasized about something like this more than once.  But she had never actually seen this with her own eyes.  And she never in a million years thought that she would have two boys doing this… to thoughts of her!
She watched in awe as Goten and Trunks pumped their swollen erections, rolling their thick foreskins over the fat tips.  Spouts of pearly semen fired off, splashing messily on the ground.  They were long, powerful ejaculations, each lasting almost twenty seconds before a brief pause for the next to boil up their lengths.  Saiyans were well known for their virility, as a cottage industry of Saiyan bukkake porn had sprung up as aliens become more common on Earth.  Tekka knew this, but she had never expected to see so much.  Goten and Trunks were remarkable, even by Saiyan standards, as their hairless, perfectly smooth and round testicles churned below their lengths.  Their cum splattered haphazardly everywhere in the room, the bed, the walls, their shirts, even the ceiling caught a blast or two.  Their lengths rippled visibly as semen pumped up and burst out into the world in pearly fountains.  
The sight sent Tekka’s knees quivering.  She blushed deeply, having to concentrate hard to keep her ki under control so they wouldn’t notice her.  She pressed her inner thighs together, feeling them dampen with something more than just the leftover moisture from the shower.  She gripped the doorframe to keep her balance, feeling heat rush through her body.  She had no idea how the two friends could even walk, much less perform complicated martial arts with such humongous testicles and pendulous lengths hanging between their legs.
Goten moaned softly, sighing as he slumped back, fondling his heavy balls, even as the last of his semen pumped onto his stomach, dripping down his shirt.  Trunks joined him in the afterglow about thirty seconds later, still milking his foreskin over his tip to squeeze out every drop of cum.
“You think Tekka would ever let us play around with her?” Goten asked, sighing happily.
“I dunno.  I’ve got Mai back home, but…  She IS pretty cute.  I wonder if she’s as good as my imagination…” Trunks replied lazily, his cock twitching.  It was only then that Tekka noticed that neither boy’s erection was softening at all, even after such an immense orgasm.  She squeaked as Goten’s cock throbbed, pumping yet another rush of semen that poured down the underside of his length, spilling down over his balls.
And her ki control slipped.  Only for a moment.  Just for a fraction of a fraction of a second.  But for that bare instant, her ki rose back to her normal levels before she could suppress it again.
Having spent all their lives training to sense ki, Goten and Trunks both blinked and immediately looked to the doorway, before Tekka could slip back into hiding.  Her eyes met theirs, and there was nothing but dead, awkward silence that stretched on and on and on.
“Um…” Trunks finally said.
“Yes!  I saw it all!!!  I was watching!  I couldn’t help it!!!” Tekka squealed, coming out into the open, not noticing her towel had slipped, revealing one of her pink nipples.  Trunks and Goten certainly noticed as their eyes locked directly onto it, and they blushed deeply.
“...I was… gonna ask… if you’d mind closing the door…  But… okay…” Trunks mumbled nervously.
“I watched as you stroked those big juicy things between your legs!  I saw you spurting goo everywhere!  I saw it!” Tekka continued hysterically, covering her face with her hands.
“...Seriously, would you just close the…  Wait, did you just describe our thingies as ‘juicy?’” Trunks asked, a drop of sweat rolling down the side of his head.  
Goten stood up and zipped over to the door.  He nabbed Tekka’s hand, yanking her through as she yelped in surprise, before hitting the door controls to shut it and lock it.  The boy grinned at Trunks, who merely rubbed his face.
“She was just gonna stand there and wake up the whole ship.  I had to do somethin’!” Goten said by way of excuse.
“Tekka, deep breaths.  You're freakin’ out…” Trunks said.
“It’s hard NOT to freak out when I just walked in on you two doing…. that… to me!!!” Tekka squeaked, her voice continuing to rise in pitch.
“Ow…  Her voice is starting to hurt my ears!” Goten whined, clapping his hands over them as he winced.  Trunks sighed heavily.
“Tekka, calm down now, or I'm gonna knock some sense back into you.  I'm not afraid to hit a girl…” the purple-haired child said with clearly fraying patience.  Tekka blinked and took some hiccuping gulps of air, her blue-green eyes watering.
“Better.  Now.  Sit down,” Trunks ordered.  Tekka sat down heavily onto the bed, careful not to land in one of the many puddles of cum pooling haphazardly on the mattress.
“...If you had hit me, I hope you know I’d hit back twice as hard…” Tekka mumbled, clearly taking a very strong effort to get herself under control.  Trunks couldn't help but chuckle.
“Yeah, I'm sure you would have,” he said, smirking, “Now…  Are you okay?”
“I think so…  though it's making me nervous with those pointed at me…” Tekka said, blushing once more.  Trunks and Goten both looked down and joined her in her embarrassment as they noted their still-raging erections jutting straight out from their hips.  Even as the girl watched, clear fluid was already leaking from the hood-covered tips, running down the underside of their flesh.

The boys both adjusted their stances to angle their hips away from Tekka, neither wanting her to have another session of hysterics.  Another awkward silence fell as the three children looked at each other, trying to figure out exactly what to say.
“A-Are all boys as… big as you?” Tekka finally asked.  Goten and Trunks both looked down at their erections, even as they twitched up and down as if begging for attention.

“Well, y’ know, I don’t wanna brag,” Trunks said, rubbing his nose,”But yea, we might just be bigger than the average guy…”

“But Trunks, if we’re the biggest now, then does that mean when we grow up it won’t grow anymore?” Goten asked, scratching his head, looking comically clueless, even as both boths erections twitched. “I mean, i’m pretty sure my dad and yours are bigger than us and-”

“They get bigger?!” Tekka gasped, biting her lip. Trunks, seemingly caught in his little lack of logic, coughed and looked away. “Uh, well.. Yea, I guess they WILL get bigger. But we’re still bigger than most guys. Our age anyway,” he said, blushing a bit.

Tekke trembled a bit, the towel around her body starting to come loose a bit. “Look, i can totally understand you being weirded out right now,” Trunks said, rubbing the back of his head sheepishly. “But it’s all in good fun, ya know? We’re just blowing off steam.”

“Yea, training with my dad was hard work,” Goten huffed.

“And then fighting Cell was pretty exhausting too,” Trunks added. “And while it was cool that we could do that whole, 5 way fusion, it was still pretty exhausting and.. Well… kinda weird.”

Tekka head tilted, the orange haired Saiyan girl raising an eyebrow. “Weird how?”

“Well, when me and Goten fuse,” he said, looking to the other boy, “It’s different. Our bodies don’t just fuse; our minds do too. It.. kinda makes things complicated, especially if we’re feeling pretty confident.” He chuckled, but cringed inwardly, remembering their embarrassing first attack on Majin Buu not too long ago. “But when we fused with you, the whole team.. Well, we still had our minds. But you had control of the body. We could see and hear and feel you move, but you were the one driving.”

Tekka hmmed, crossing her arms. The towel slipped, exposing a bit of her flat chest, even as she pondered. ‘So 5 way fusion let the main fuser in charge? Something to look into,’ She said, before nodding. “Well, I’m sorry if it was uncomfortable for you guys,” she said, shrugging.. Which caused the towel to fall. All three stared at each other; Trunks and Goten at Tekka, Tekka gazing at the boys.. Then down at her own naked body, before squealing and reaching down to grab the towel!

“You know..” Trunks said, coughing,”You.. Don’t really have to cover up.” He was blushing and avoiding looking directly at her, but kept sneaking glances at her now bare rear end as she turned away, squatting to grab the towel.

“Ya know, if you wanted to blow off some steam too, i wouldn’t blame ya,” Goten said, still as eager as ever. “Trunks was just saying a little while ago how he’d like you to play with us and-”

“Goten!” Trunks hissed, teeth clenched,”S-shut up! I.. I didn’t say that! I was just.. I was thinking out loud and-”

“...sure.” Tekka said quietly, as she stood back up. Over the past few minutes as she listened to Trunks ramble, she’d come to realize, as little as she knew about sex, these two probably knew less… barring the fact that they apparently knew how to pleasure themselves. “I’m game to play, I guess. I just… you guys took me by surprise is all, especially when i heard that you were… thinking about me.” She blushed as she turned, holding the towel over her front coyly.

“So how do we.. do this?” She asked, her face turning redder as she looked at them before both both beamed widely. “Really? Ya mean it? You’ll play with us?” Goten asked, sounding like a kid going to his favorite amusement park.
Trunks nudged him and mumbled,”Take it easy, will ya? You don’t wanna scare her off.” Goten immediately nodded and mumbled,”Oh.. Sorry. But yea. I know how it’s done, sorta.” Trunks and Tekka both looked at Goten, who blinked. “What? I saw Mom and Dad doing it. Well, I mean, i thought they were wrestling but.. They were both naked and Dad had mom pinned to the bed, and his thing was going in and out really fast,” He said, tapping his chin with a finger. “It looked like fun, cause Mom was definitely getting into it..”
Tekka shook her head and blushed as she said, “...Well… I suppose I’ve seen yours… I guess it’s only fair you should see mine…”
Trunks and Goten’s eyes went wide in shock as Tekka stood up and dropped the towel, letting them see her naked form.  Her body was lithe, with slight feminine curves that were entirely unfamiliar to the boys.  Her nipples were larger than theirs, a rosy pink color, and drew their gaze momentarily, before their eyes drifted down.  Her skin was ever-so-slightly tanned from her time spent outside, but still a shade of peach.  And then they saw it.
The girl’s cleft was smooth and hairless.  A small mound between her legs, still chubby and round.  The boys shivered as their erections stiffened even more than before, their eyes roaming every inch of the girl’s vulva, from the tiny nub of her clitoris, down the barely visible crack that glistened with moisture.
“Trunks… That’s… a girl’s…” Goten whispered out of the corner of his mouth.
“Yeah, I know!  Shut up, dummy, before you make her put it away!” Trunks hissed back.


“...You realize I can hear you both clearly…  I’m standing right in front of you…” Tekka said, a drop of sweat sliding down the side of her head.
“Sorry…  Wow… It’s just… we’ve always tried to sneak into girls’ bathrooms, or to find dirty magazines, but…” Goten said, blushing.
“...Uh…” Trunks interjected, glaring daggers at the younger boy.
“Go ahead, you’re already digging your graves.  Might as well go all the way with it…”  Tekka said, narrowing her eyes at the boys.
“...Our moms’ are always… um…. On top of us,” Trunks finished, sighing.
“Hrmph.  Well…  I’m here now, letting you look.  I’m okay with it, but Pan, Bra, or anyone else may not be so friendly,” Tekka said flatly.  The boys nodded and stammered agreement.  Tekka sat down, her legs spread to let the boys keep looking. 
Staring at her loins, as if utterly entranced by the sight of the nine-year-old’s cleft, Trunks and Goten wrapped their hands around their penises, slowly beginning to pump them.  Trunks grunted as he fondled his swollen, perfectly round balls, while Goten played with his foreskin, rolling it up and down over the fat head.  Tekka found herself equally fascinated with the boys’ parts.  She couldn’t understand how they moved, what they were dripping, and the way the skin glided so smoothly.
“...C-Can I try that?” she asked after a minute.
Both boys paused, looked at each other, then nodded. “Sure. Just.. be careful,” Trunks said, Goten nodding in agreement. They’d both seen what Tekka was capable of and, Super Saiyan or not, she was still plenty powerful.
The Saiyan girl reached out her hands, timidly, and ran fingers along the smooth, warm shafts. “Wow. it’s.. Silky. I didn’t expect it to be so soft,” She murmured softly, before her small hands caressed then both.
The boys reaction was instant; their knees wobbled a bit and they both moaned a little. “T-Trunks? Why does it.. Feel good?” he asked. “I mean, I know how it feels when I touch it, but…”
“I know..” Trunks panted in reply, as Tekka’s hands encircled their cocks (she couldn’t even touch her fingers around either of them) and began clumsily moving her hand up and down the pulsing length. 
“It feels… really good… like energy running through it, but in a good way. Tingly,” the purple-haired boy said, biting his lip and clenching his fists. Goten was doing the same; it seemed that both boys were close just from the thrill of having a girl touching them.
Tekka, for her part, was mesmerized with the way both boy’s cocks jumped and twitched in her hands. Each was thick, as long as her forearm, if not a bit longer, and at least as thick as the widest part of said forearm. She stroked them both, watching as the tips of those uncut shafts peeled back each time she tugged towards the base, precum oozing from the tip.

“What’s that stuff leaking out?” she asked, frowning curiously.
“Nng… I dunno.  It just… comes out when we feel good,” Trunks said, shuddering as he rewarded her touch with a surge of the syrupy liquid that poured down over the back of her hand.
“It’s not pee, if you’re worried!  It’s all slippery and sticky and warm!” Goten chimed in, grinning, “I like it… Feels good when it spurts out!”
Tekka shrugged curiously, but continued to stroke and squeeze their flesh, feeling their strangely hard-yet-soft texture, and the heat radiating from them into her palm.  
“Trunks…  A girl… A REAL girl is… playing with our…” Goten whispered again.
“Again, shut up, dummy!!!” Trunks hissed back, blushing as Tekka rolled her eyes.
Tekka ignored the boys and turned her attention to the massive, jiggling orbs that hung below their shafts.  Both boys had balls easily the size of large grapefruits, again leaving Tekka to wonder exactly how they could walk, much less fight, without tripping over such incredibly huge things.  Letting go of Trunks for a moment (and ignoring his disappointed groan), she hefted Goten’s testicles.  They were so massive that she could only fit one in each hand.  They were completely smooth and hairless, and as she touched them, she could feel them churn and tremble slightly.
Not wanting to leave Trunks out, she let go of Goten (ignoring HIS disappointed groan) and cupped Trunks’ heavy sac.  The boy moaned as she caressed them, sliding her fingertips across the taut skin, feeling the weight of the massive spheres.  Trunks’ testicles were slightly smaller than Goten’s, though not by much.
Finished with her exploration of their testes, Tekka took hold of their cocks once more, pumping firm and fast.  She was fascinated with their erections.  Every bit of them was interesting.  The veins along the sides, the way their foreskins glided so smoothly up and down, the way the heads swelled and turned red-purple every time they were exposed to the air, and the sticky, wet gushes of pre that soaked her hands and made their flesh glisten.
Trunks grunted, trembling as he stuttered, “T-Tekka, wait, I’m.. I’m gonna…!” A gasp escaped his mouth as Trunks, on a hair trigger from his first orgasm, peaked again, the young Saiyan girl blinking as she turned to look at him, his shaft suddenly unloading with a vengeance at her!
Cum, hot thick, and creamy, hit her in the face and chest, positively blasting the poor girl, who stared in open mouthed surprise, which had it’s drawbacks, as several shots splattered right into her mouth, before she’d realized what was going on.
Tekka swallowed reflexively, finding to her immense surprise that she liked it.  It was tangy, salty-sweet, like nothing she had ever tasted.  She opened her mouth wide as she let Trunks splash her tongue, filling her mouth again and again.  She gulped it down, gasping as it ran down her chin, spilling onto her chest.

The orange-haired Saiyan sweatdropped as she heard Goten whine desperately.  With Trunks’ orgasm, she had completely forgotten about the other boy.  She reached out and wrapped her hand around his shaft, pumping it up and down quickly, even as she continued to milk Trunks with the other.  Goten sighed in pleasure, beginning to thrust into her hand, his hips tensing and trembling.


“Ah!!!  T-Tekka…  I’m…  I’m gonna…” he whimpered desperately.  Tekka blinked, noting a hint of mischievousness in the boy’s eye.

“...Don’t say it,” Tekka said firmly.

“S-Seriously…  I’m gonna…” Goten moaned, arching his back.  His smooth, swollen balls tightened up against his shaft, jiggling slightly with the movement of his hips.

“Seriously, DON’T SAY IT…” Tekka growled, glaring at the boy.

“Unnngh!  I’m gonna… CUM-MEHAMEHA!!!” Goten shouted, even as his erection lurched in Tekka’s grip.  An incredibly massive rope of semen splashed with powerful force across her face, draping down her nose, spilling over her lips.  Tekka yelped and recoiled… and then sighed heavily and hung her head.

“...You said it…” Tekka sighed in disgust.  Goten paid her annoyance no heed, too caught up in his pleasure, as his cock jerked.  Semen boiled up his flesh, exploding out in jets that splashed against her body, soaking her in a messy glaze.  The sight of his best friend orgasming caused Trunks’ climax to pick up as he groaned in delight.

By the time both boys had finished, Tekka looked (and felt in her opinion) like a glazed donut. “Well… so much for the shower,” She muttered, blinking throough the goo covering her face. Trunks and Goten both had the decency to look embarrassed and sheepish. “Sorry,” trunks said, rubbing the back of his head. “It just felt REALLY good while you were doing that.”

“Yea, better than when we do it ourselves,” Goten added. “I wonder why…?”

“Well, in any case,” Tekka said, grabbing her towel and mopping herself up, “I don’t suppose you two are up for another go? I mean, i kinda didn’t get a turn,” She said, frowning. Both boys looked at each other, then grinned. “Well, if you’re still game, we can do something even better than two on one,” Trunks said, winking. “Goten?”

Goten nodded, both boys moving to a good distance away from the bed. Tekka blinked as she tossed the towel aside as it was completely sodden with semen and of no use any more.  Now past her embarrassed stage, she stood with her hands on her hips watching curiously as the two boys stood six paces apart and faced toward her.

Tekka, like most martial artists with the ability to use ki, had a sixth sense.  The boys stood and concentrated, and to her mind's eye, she could sense the “glow” of their respective energies fluctuating up and down before finding equilibrium, matching each other exactly.  She instantly knew what they were about to do.  Though watching the boys do it half-naked with swollen erections was certainly going to be a novel experience.

Trunks and Goten had practiced this move so many times that they could do it almost without thinking now.  First, bringing up their fists, they held their arms straight out away from each other.  

“Fuuuu…” they began, slowly shuffling to the side toward each other while bringing their arms over their heads to point towards each other., the movement making their erections sway back and forth tantalizingly.  More precum poured down their lengths, as even their cocks began to throb in unison, their bodies beginning to sync up.

“-SION!” they continued.  With the syllable, both boys lifted a knee and twisted their torso, pointing their arms away again.  They held the pose for only a brief moment, their breathing, heartbeats, thoughts all synchronized to each other with an ease born of constant practice.  Their penises wobbled up and down, more precum leaking.  The boys had even moved their foreskins up to the exact same point on the heads.

“HA!!!” they yelled, bending to the side, their fingertips touching.  There was a sound like a tornado as an eruption of energy burst forth, their synchronized ki signatures triggering a transformation.  Both boys vanished from sight, disappearing as  bright light filled the room.  Tekka shielded her eyes. There was a crackle of raw power and electricity as the small quarters was filmed with pure power, shaking the ship briefly.  

The light and wind cleared and Tekka opened her eyes.  Where two boys had been standing, one boy had taken his place.  He was the same height as Goten and Trunks, with a similar build.  His facial features were not as sharp as Trunks’, but not as soft as Goten’s.  His hair was spiked straight up in a violent style, jet black with a wide streak of purple going around the back at the base of his skull.  He wore strange clothing, an open vest of blue with yellow ribbing around the shoulders, and a very loose set of white pants tied with a long turquoise sash.  The pants were loose and flowing… but still clearly displayed an extremely large bulge in the crotch.

“DUN DA DA DUM!!!  GOTENKS IS HERE!!!” the boy shouted playfully, striking a pose.  His voice was extremely strange, it echoed as if both Goten and Trunks were speaking at the same time.

“Wow.  I wasn’t expecting you guys to do this…” Tekka said, blushing.  

“Meh, Goten and Trunks are kinda weird that way.  They like to jump into things headfirst.  So do I,” Gotenks said lazily, polishing his fingertips on his vest, “but for the next thirty minutes, you’re in MY hands, not theirs.”

“Your hands?” Tekka raised an eyebrow curiously, crossing her arms over her bare chest, covering her nipples.

“My dads once fused and said somethin’ like, ‘I’m neither Goku nor Vegeta, I’m the… something or other of defeat.’  I’m neither Goten nor Trunks.  But I’m gonna rock your world, baby!” Gotenks said with a wide grin, thrusting his hips into the air.  Tekka couldn’t help but roll her eyes at his attitude.  Her mild annoyance with his behavior dissipated and changed to intense curiosity as the boy pulled off his vest and tossed it over his shoulder carelessly.

“Just hang on a sec…  Never actually taken off my clothes in this form before…” Gotenks remarked, fumbling with the sash around his waist, “Then again, neither Goten nor Trunks have ever actually done what I’m about to do…”

Tekka watched as he managed to undo the knot on his sash after a minute of fumbling.  He unwrapped it from around his waist, grinning as he kicked off his slippers behind him.  The purple and black haired boy’s eyes narrowed in concentration as he finally managed to unravel his sash and toss it away.  Hooking his thumbs under the waistband of his pants, he grinned, winking one of his black eyes at the girl.  With a swift movement, Gotenks dropped his pants.

Whatever Tekka had been expecting, it wasn’t this.  As Gotenks’ pants cleared his groin, a huge, swollen erection jumped up, the foreskin-covered tip splashing the ground with precum already.  That was shocking in and of itself.  But what made the Saiyan girl’s jaw drop in sheer shock was the second, equally swollen, equally massive, equally dripping penis directly below it.  They were perfectly identical in size and shape, as thick around as her wrist and the heads brushing above Gotenks’ navel.  Below, a humongous scrotum hung low and full.  His testicles were roughly the same size as Goten and Trunks’... but his sac was so much larger because there were now four of them.  Precum drooled from both tips like a faucet, leaking onto the floor in copious, syrupy puddles.

“Yeah.  You KNOW you want ‘em…” Gotenks said, purring.

“Wait, wait, wait!  How?!  What?  When?  Where? Why?!” Tekka yelped, pointing at Gotenks’ groin.

“....Oh, we’re doin’ the whole freakout thing again?  Wonderful…” Gotenks sighed, “That was NOT the reaction I was expecting…  I was kinda hopin’ for something more like ‘Oh, Gotenks, you’re the sexiest beast alive!  I just gotta have your thingies!  You manliest of manly men!’  ...Something along those lines.”

“Wha…  What?!  But… Boys only have… one!” Tekka squeaked.  Gotenks sighed and buried his face in the palms of his hands.  He crossed his legs, floating in midair, suspended by his ki as he crossed his arms.

“...Ya realize I only have a half-hour here…  C’mon, really?  ...Oh, fine, fine…” Gotenks groaned, “Okay.  So…  One plus one equals two, right?” 

“...Uh… yes?” Tekka asked, blinking dazedly.

“Yeah, so, same kinda applies for Fusion.  When two boys fuse, our bodies are added together.  We get multiplied ki, both people’s techniques… and double the stuff down there.  Admittedly, we’ve never really… had the chance to DO anything with ‘em…  Thirty minutes isn’t enough to get into much, particularly when fusing draws the attention of everyone in a hundred mile radius…” Gotenks explains, “And as for girls like you… What, you never noticed when you fused with someone else?”


“...No!  When I’m with a girl, I’m pretty sure I don’t have two and…” Tekka trailed off and frowned, “...With a boy… I… uh…  huh.”

“You, uh, huh, what?”  Gotenks sighed, lying down in midair, his hands wrapped his erections, not stroking, but simply squeezing slowly.

“...I… thought I felt something… weird down there… when I fused with Gohan the other day…  and with Goten yesterday… and Goku… and…” Tekka murmured, as Gotenks had a very large sweatdrop roll down the side of his head.

“...and every single time you fused with a boy,” Gotenks finished for her, shaking his head, “You may have never noticed, but Goten and Trunks certainly did.  And the clock’s tickin’ here.  Are we gonna do something, or am I just gonna hafta stroke my things off and call it a wash?” 

“Uh… not… sure what we’re doing…” Tekka admitted.  Gotenks scoffed, a strange noise with two voices making the sound at the same time.

“Like Goten said, he saw his mom and dad doing something… I think I can do the same.  Lie back,” Gotenks said.  Tekka frowned and did as she was asked, climbing onto the bed.  Heedless of the amount of semen coating the sheets, as she was equally drenched, she lay back with a rather wet splat.  Gotenks landed lightly on the floor and walked over, clambering onto the bed.  He pushed her legs open gently, his cheeks flushing red as he got a look at her little chubby mound.

“Okay… so… Uh…  Lemme see if I remember how to do this right…” he muttered, stroking his lengths.  Precum continued to dribble from both tips, which he slathered messily along his flesh, making both pillars of flesh glisten.  He frowned in concentration, before slowly pulling back his foreskins to expose the bulbous heads of his penises.  He moved in carefully, gripping both lengths by the base.  Slowly, he pressed the head to Tekka’s cleft.

Tekka yelped and jumped, her hips flinching as she felt the heat and hardness press against her most private and special of places.  It sent a jolt of electricity through her body and she shuddered from head to toe, the fur of her tail fluffing out in shock.  Gotenks hesitated, looking down as if he had done something wrong, but Tekka nodded eagerly, grinning.  Spurred on by Tekka’s enthusiasm, Gotenks began to slide his glans against her opening, up and down, back and forth.  Tekka moaned in delight, arching her back against him, her toes curling as new sensations she had never imagined swirled through her body.

“I think I need to put this in…” Gotenks muttered, shivering.

“...You do?  ...Will it… fit?” Tekka panted.

“Dunno, but I think it’s a ‘tab A into slot B’ kinda thing…”  Gotenks said, scratching the back of his head thoughtfully, “I’ll give it a try.”
With that, Gotenks gripped his upper penis and pressed firmly against Tekka’s opening.  Wiggling his hips and the head of his cock, he slowly pushed, and the girl gasped in surprise and pleasure as she felt her vulva spread.  Her body shuddered and trembled as his glans penetrated her, making sparks of electricity run up and down her spine.  Between her nectar and his precum, he slipped back and forth wetly, dipping a little deeper inside her with each push.
Soon, after a minute of work, his entire head rested inside her.  The swollen knob pulsed and dribbled, stimulating nerves inside Tekka she didn't even know existed.  The little Saiyan girl moaned, throwing her head back as Gotenks grunted softly and continued to try to push inside her.
“Gah…. Trunks was right.  Warm, wet….  TIGHT!” Gotenks muttered in his dual voice, “Feels weird, but so good!!!”
Gotenks pumped his hips back and forth, lifting his rear into the air, before thrusting forward.  Each time, his cock slipped a little deeper inside Tekka, throbbing as it dragged against her sensitive walls.  He gradually worked himself deeper and deeper inside her, until…
“Yeeeeowch!!!!” Gotenks cried, gripping his crotch as he pulled free of Tekka with a wet pop, splashing her stomach with precum.  Tekka sat up, blinking in confusion as the boy massaged his groin, groaning.
“What happened?  Did I do something?” Tekka asked, bewildered.
“No, it wasn't you!” Gotenks groaned, waving a hand dismissively, “I just thrust forward and my lower thingie just jammed into the mattress really hard!  I think I just bent it!  Ow!”

Both looked down; sure enough, there was a huge rip in the bed where the fused boy’s cock had stuffed itself into the bed. A bit of stuffing from the mattress still clung to the tip as he winced.

Tekka winced. “Maybe we should.. Try a different position?” She asked, raising an eyebrow. Moments later, the Sayain girl found herself on her belly, her butt propped up in the air. “Oh yea!” Gotenks said, grinning,”This looks like it’d work better. Goten saw his mom do this once. She seemed to like it.” After checking to make sure nothing was seriously wrong with it, gotenks lined his bottom shaft up with Tekka’s vagina, pushing it into her wet cleft in a single thrust, which left the top shaft hotdogging her plump little rear end!

A gasp escaped Tekka’s mouth as she clenched at the sheets; this.. Worked a lot better, she thought to herself. She could feel Gotenk’s cock throbbing inside her, while his second one pulsed between her cheeks, precum dribbling onto her back. Her internal muscles clenched and squeezed at the bottom shaft as it invaded her deeply, banging roughly against her young cervix, her hips jerking and twitching as pleasure coursed through her. This.. This was so awesome!
Gotenks however, wasn’t completely satisfied; his bottom cock might be feeling good, but his top one was, literally, left out in the cold. He looked down and spread Tekka’s cheeks.. And got a great idea! “Hey babe, hold on for a second,” he said, withdrawing himself almost completely. “I think i got an idea that’ll make this little party twice as fun!”
“What..?” Tekka asked, panting as she felt Gotenks withdraw, a lewd, slippery sound filling the air. The sensation of his velvety member caressing her vaginal walls made her weak, her body trembling as she tried to think.
It was then that she felt something hot and wet prodding at her tiny pink pucker. Tekka’s eyes snapped open as she realized what Gotenks was about to do! “Wh-wait! What are y-” She said, before the Saiyan fusion sank himself in, filling both her holes this time! She winced, as she felt him enter, stretching her back passage rather widely. Had he grown bigger? Or was she simply small back there? Either way, it was painful.. But not overly so. Like someone pinching your arm a bit roughly.
Gotenks was in heaven, from his point. Both his cocks were now nearly hilted within Tekka’s body; the delicious clenching sensation was milking both his members firmly, and it felt so GOOD! “Nhh! I might not last like this,” He said, grasping her hips and beginning to move, sawing those thick shafts in and out of her.
Tekka bit her lip, her fingers practically shredding the sheets beneath her. What had started as discomfort and a bit of pain had dissolved into mind blowing pleasure. She could feel every vein, every curve of Gotenk’s cocks inside her, her mouth hanging open as his speed increased. Soon he was fully inside, his hips meeting hers in loud, wet slaps as they continued, sweat glistening over both their bodies.
Despite all three being novices at sex, Goten and Trunks (And by default, Gotenks) had at least some bit of stamina and knew what the pleasure would build into, so they had some staying power. Tekka, however, was a complete and utter novice… so it came as no surprise when she suddenly arched and cried out, squealing in pleasure as her climax hit like a freight train, causing every inch of her to tense and spasm in the most wonderfully pleasurable sensation she’d never dared to imagine! Her body clenched and seized, squeezing Gotenks shafts hungrily, while her own sweet juices practically sprayed out around the cock he had stuffed in her over-stretched little cunny.
Gotenks shuddered as he felt Tekka hit her release. He felt her tighten and clench and winced; damn but she was strong! He’d have to stop playing around! Let’s see how you like this then!” He said, powering up to Super Saiyan! His hips flashed as he pounded harder, Tekka’s mouth open in a babble of nonsensical words as Gotenks slammed himself again and again into her, wringing another orgasm out of her, before the fused Sayian boy froze…
A *PING* went through the air as he growled and hilted himself as deep as he could, emptying both barrels off! The boy threw his head back as his four, swollen balls clenched tight to his lower shaft, pumping an incredible flood of immature Saiyan seed up both of his lengths and into her depths.  His muscles locked stiff, leaving him entirely unmoving save for the jumping of his lengths and churning of his testicles.  
He easily overflowed Tekka’s tiny holes with the first ejaculation, his cum backwashing out of her to splatter her thighs and run down his massive, smooth sac in rivers.  Tekka felt as if two fire hoses were pouring hot, rich goo deep inside her on full blast.  She climaxed again and again, and like the boys, the orgasms were on an entirely different level than those she had given herself by hand. 
Tekkay’s formerly flat stomach began to swell outward as Gotenks unleashed jet after jet of thick, infertile spunk deep into her womb and rear.  Quarts of rich, messy child-cum spilled into her, then right back out over them both.  Her inner walls clenched and squeezed, milking his penises.  They rippled along his convulsing, pulsing flesh, wringing every drop of sweet boy-seed they could get.
Gotenks moaned, holding Tekka's hips as the burning ache of orgasm ripped through his body.  But then a shimmering light began to shine from every cell in the fused boy’s body.
And suddenly, Goten and Trunks were back, Trunks’ shaft still buried within Tekka’s cunny, while Goten was gasping and practically hosing the girl down! A thick glaze of cream splattered her neck, back and ass, before Goten toppled off onto the bed beside her, while Trunk withdrew from her cunny and flopped onto the floor on his back.
All three lay where they’d fallen, panting and gasping for breath, the steady trickle and drip of fluids leaking from them filling the silence. 
“That…” Trunks groaned, his cock jumping and twitching as it splashed his chest, filling his navel with his own cum.
“That was…” Goten whimpered, his eyes half-lidded with exhaustion from both the fusion and his third orgasm of the hour.  His penis twitched, slinging a strand of semen that draped over the largest spike of black hair on his head and trailed down over his nose.
“That was AWESOME!!!” screeched Tekka.  Both boys blinked and looked over to see the girl with an enormous grin on her face.  Before they could do anything, Tekka had launched herself at them.  She gripped their still-gushing lengths, taking the head of Goten’s penis into her mouth as she practically tried to suck the semen from his length.  She stroked Trunks firmly, his length flexing and spilling pearly goo into her hand.
“Gah!!!  Tekka!  C’mon!  I'm tired!!!  Gimme a sec!!!” Trunks yelped.
“Ahhh!!!  Trunks!  She's not stopping!  My thingie is going numb!!!” Goten whined, flailing as Tekka slurped noisily at his foreskin.
“I…  Gah!!!  Think we created a monster, Goten!!!” Trunks groaned, as Tekka turned her oral attentions to his penis, swirling her tongue inside his foreskin too.
The two boys would be very busy for much of the rest of the night dealing with the sex-crazed Saiyan girl.  Outside the door, someone listened to the splatter of cum, and smiled….
