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Tale 1: Home Sweet Home

“Hey, Chichi I’m home!” The Super Saiyan, known as Goku, called for his wife as he strode casually into the house he built years ago. His instincts lead him over to the kitchen area, where he was sure she would be cooking something. Indeed, the smell of boiling noodles was already reaching his nose. This pleased him greatly. Nothing better than a hot meal after a good fight, he always said. 

Entering the kitchen, he saw Chichi bent over the stove, stirring some simple ramen in the pot. An apron was wrapped around her waist, and she seemed really intent on her cooking, as she hadn’t responded to Goku’s greeting. 

“Yo, is dinner ready yet?” he asked her. “Hey, Chichi!” But she gave him no verbal response, continuing to stir the pot diligently. He tapped her once on the shoulder, but she ignored this. 

“C’mon, listen to me!” Goku tried again, starting to become irritated with the whole thing. After a couple more taps and nudges, she finally turned to face him. 

But it was a scowl that she greeted her husband with. “Well you’ve finally shown up, have you?” she said coldly. “What’s your excuse this time?” 

“Huh?” Goku was confused. “What’s up with you?” 

“Don’t play dumb with me, Son Goku!” Chichi placed the spoon on the counter rather harshly. “You were supposed to be here over two hours ago! Now, where were you?” She stomped up to him, looking at him straight in the eye. Her glare was vicious, despite her shorter height. 

“Ah, do we really hafta go through with this now?” Goku groaned halfheartedly, his nose still sniffing the noodles. “I’m hungry!” 

But this only set her off further “Gohan and I have already eaten,” she pointed out angrily. “You’d have missed your dinner if I hadn’t PLANNED on you being late, which of course you are!” 

“Ah, don’t overreact!” he waved off her anger with his usual tact. “Look, I was just trainin’ with Piccolo, that’s all.” 

Chichi took her first good look at Goku, and was appalled by the sight. His orange gi was tattered and shredded, revealing fresh scars on his chest. His hands were red with the blows exchanged, especially at the knuckles. Dirt and grime coated his boyish face, and his raven black locks were turned brown by the dust clinging to it. 

And there was nothing that irritated her more than a sloppy appearance. 

“Goku, you march up there and get cleaned up right now!” She directed, pointing her finger to the lavatory. 

“Chichi…” 

“MARCH!” And Goku was sent to clean up. 

*****

He was seated at the table now, a plate of Ramen noodles before him. Chichi perched over him like a hawk, ready to clean up after her husband’s. And young Gohan, who decided to join his father for the meal, stared between the two of them.  

As usual, Goku made no precedence for politeness, gorging on the noodles as a starving man gorges on a carrot. His chopsticks morphed into a blur as they scooped up noodles faster than the human eye could see. In no time at all, the plate was completely clean. 

“More please!” Goku held out his plate expectantly. 

“Goku, chew before you swallow!” she chided, putting her hands on her hips. “You’ll give Gohan bad manners!”

“Mmpgh…?” Raman noodles hung out of his mouth, a light drool coating his lips. With a sickening slurp, he sucked the food into his bottomless orifice known as his stomach. “What’d ya say, Chichi?” he asked.

“Never mind…” Chichi sighed, reading another batch of Raman. She scooped it on the plate, and Goku immediately started shoveling it down again.

Chichi turned her head to look at Gohan, who was eating MUCH slower than his father. “So, Gohan honey how’s school?” she addressed her son, somewhat overly casually, trying to ignore the slurping and smacking sounds from behind her.  

“It’s going fine, mom!” Gohan said cheerfully. “Everyone’s really cool there, and I’ve already got some new friends,” He took another small bite of raman, chewing thoroughly before swallowing. 

“You’re keeping up with your schoolwork?” Chichi continued with her interrogation. 

Gohan wiped his mouth gingerly. “Um, yeah,” he said, once finish. “It’s kinda easy, actually. I mean, I’ve only been there for two weeks, and the professor already thinks I’m the best in the class.” 

“That’s my Gohan!” Chichi was all smiles now, patting him on the shoulder. “That’s my little scholar! Still…” she put her hand to her chin, stroking it thoughtfully “I wonder if they’re challenging you enough? Maybe I should put you into the Hyper Accelerated Gifted class…” 

“So Gohan,” Goku started, having finished his second plate. “You meet any girls yet?” 

Gohan stared at his plate. “Well, there is this one girl…you see, her name’s Videl,” he smiled bashfully, fidgeting with his chopsticks. 

“Ah hah!” Goku nudged him with his elbow, a grin. “Cute?” 

“Well…” 

“Now that’s quite enough of that!” Chichi stepped between them. “I don’t want anything distracting Gohan from his studies!” Sometimes, Goku could act so childish. 

“Ah, there ain’t nuthin’ wrong with looking at girls,” Goku folded his arms behind his head. “At least that’s what Master Roshi always said.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of,” Chichi rolled her eyes at the mention of the old pervert. 

The chime of the doorbell cut off all further conversation. “Goku, answer the door,” Chichi said absently while sweeping the crumbs off the floor. “I’ve got to clean up.” 

“No prob’” Goku hopped out of his seat, heading to the door. He swung it open to meet his visitor. 

“Hey…Yamcha!” 

*****

Chichi was in the process of brushing the crumbs off the table when Goku walked back in.  

“Who was it, Goku…huh?” Chichi cut off when a second person entered the kitchen. Right behind him followed a man roughly Goku’s age. He stood a few inches shorter than him, and had long black hair that fell to his waist. An orange gi similar to Goku’s adorned his muscled body, and almost made him indistinguishable from the other. But the faded scars on his face gave him away. 

“Oh, welcome Yamcha,” she greeted politely. “Nice of you to stop by,” 

“Yo, Chichi!” Giving her a somewhat obnoxious grin, the young man leaned against the counter top, folding his arms in a cocky gesture. “How’ve you been?” 

“As well as can be expected,” she answered honestly. Yamcha regarded this with a nod, taking an apple from a basket. “And how have you been?” 

“I’m still kickin’” Yamcha shined the apple on his shirt before taking a bite. “It’s been kinda dull lately, but things are about to heat up!” 

He suddenly slapped himself on the forehead. “Oh yeah, I almost forgot!” Yamcha’s grin brightened three notches. “Why don’t you tell ’er, Goku?” 

“Oh, right!” Goku suddenly looked up from the Raman noodles he was eyeing. He cleared his throat before starting. “Well, you know things’ve been pretty quiet lately,”   “And since there hasn’t been anything to fight, I have lot’s of free

time.”  

That’s for sure. Chichi thought sourly, noting her husband’s unemployment status. She restrained herself from comment, not wishing to embarrass herself in the presence of company. Instead she nodded her head, prompting him to continue. 

“Anyway, ‘turns out that everyone else has been taking it kinda slow lately.” Goku went on. “You know, Bulma, Oolong and even Puar. No one has much to do these days, ” 

“Continue,” she said. 

“Well, as you know, the Dragon Balls have revived by now.” 

“Yes, I noticed that Sushinchu has regained its shine,” Chichi noted. “But what does that have to do with anything,” 

“Well…” Goku stalled for a moment.

“We’ve decided to hold another Dragon Ball hunt!” Yamcha blurted out, unable to restrain himself any longer. 

“Dragon Ball hunt?” Chichi was taken aback by this news.

“Yeah! We’re inviting the whole gang! It’s gonna be a blast!” Yamcha was rambling now, getting real excited. “And, of course, you’re invited too,” he amended carefully.

“Wow!” Gohan jumped up from his seat. “Hey, Yamcha! Can I go too?” he asked eagerly.

“Sure, kid!” Yamcha smiled. “We’ve got room!”

“Oh no, you’re not!” Chichi stepped in. “You staying right here!”
“But, Mommmm!” he complained, pleading with his mother.

“Your father and his friends may have free time, but you have school this Monday. I’m not going to have you getting behind.” Chichi finished by crossing her arms, finishing the ‘discussion.’ 

“Okay…” Gohan slowly crawled back into his seat, plunging into a deep sulk. 

“Hey Chichi, you gonna come along?” Goku looked back at her over his shoulder. “I bet we could squeeze you in Yamcha’s cruiser.” 

“Yeah, it’s no biggie,” Yamcha agreed, coming up beside Goku. “Come on. It’ll be cool!” 

She waved them off with one hand. “No, I think I’ll stay here,” she responded, taking a reasonable air. “Gohan might need some help on his homework. Besides, I’ve got a million things here to keep me busy,” 

“Whatever,” Goku shrugged nonchalantly. Turning his back once again, he headed to the back room of the house. “I’m picking up a few things, then I’m off. Yamcha, can you stay for a second?” 

“Sure,” Turning his back, Yamcha strolled to the door. “I’ve left the engine running in front. Be ready to get going soon. Gas don’t come cheap! See ya Chichi!” With two fingers, he gave a salute of departure to her, then walked out. Chichi was dumbfounded by this. She hadn’t counted on them leaving so soon. She hadn’t counted on him leaving so soon. Despite her attitude toward her husband, she had been looking forward to Goku staying for more than a few minutes at the house. She had missed her husband when he went on another one of his numerous training exercises. 

And now he was leaving her again. 

Chichi barely noticed when Goku had returned. “Hey, I’m off!” he said cheerfully. She turned to look at him. Crossing his chest was a rope that bound the length-changing staff Nyoibo to his back. With it, he looked just like the little boy she had fallen in love with all those years ago. 

“When will you be back?” she asked him quietly. 

“Prob’ly in a couple of weeks,” He raised his eyebrows. As dense as Goku could be, even he could tell when Chichi was bothered. He placed a hand on her shoulder. “You alright? What’s wrong?” 

Chichi shivered at the feel of his callused palm. “It’s just…” one look into his eyes cut off her speech. She stared and stared, searching his eyes for any sign of understanding. She found none. 

“No, never mind,” she shook off his hand, averted her gaze. “You…should probably get going. Don’t keep Yamcha waiting.” 


Goku stared a minute more at her, then went to the door. A little while later, the sound of fading laugher and roaring engines emitted from outside at the cruiser shot into the sky. 

And he was gone 

*****

The house was quiet once more since he left, and Chichi sat on the counter-top, alone with her thoughts. An empty bowl lay on the tabletop, testimony to the hungry man who had been there previously. Her broom lay abandoned next to the crumbs on the floor, which she had neglected to sweep up. Gohan was in his room working on his assignments; he hadn’t called for her, so he must be doing fine. Which left her with her ponderings of life, love, and the Saiyan known as Goku. 

He was so innocent, she recalled. Swooping in on the flying cloud Kintu’on, his magic staff slung over his shoulder, he was the legendary fairytale hero coming to save her from the darkest of evils. The dream of every young girl searching for her prince. But that had faded into the past, when she did finally managed to wed him. He never spent much time at home, or with her. Rather, he spent his time in an endless war, fighting the hoards of Saiyans and Aliens and Changelings that never seemed to run out. Often times, he would drag Gohan into the battle as well. This she had no control over either, after all, what would she be to stop her son’s desire to save the world. 

The few times he was at home, a wall of misunderstanding stood between them. He seemed to have no idea the extent of her feelings about him. Likewise, she guessed she knew little about what went through that head of his. It was obvious that they were almost perfect strangers living the same house. 

Walking to a small desk, Chichi flipped though some papers, and found she was already looking at the calendar. When would he be back? Two weeks…that would mean right around the 30th. Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, he’d be back on one of those days. If he wasn’t, he’d be just a couple of days later. 

Goku always keeps his promises. 

Chichi marked off the dates with a felt pin. That done, she picked up her broom once again to start on the job she should have done earlier. As she gathered all the crumbs into a pile, she took glances at the door, which Goku never bothered to shut. The countryside rolled and curved beyond its frame, the dirt path disappearing behind a hill. Beyond that, she knew Goku was beyond those hills, and that he would be coming back to her.

Goku always keeps his promises…
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Tale 2: The Adventure Begins!

The open sea was torn to shreds as the tight little air-coupe rushed over the waters, splitting them into jagged blades. The clear blue sky welcomed its approach as it zoomed towards the horizon, where their adventure would begin. 

“I still can’t believe it!” Yamcha exclaimed as he guided the car’s path over the ocean. “After all this time, we’re finally going on another hunt.” 

“It’s been a long time,” Goku agreed somewhat distractedly, staring at the sea behind him. “A long time…” 

The talk he had with Chichi had been awkward and confusing. She had been bothered by something that he was sure of. But despite his best efforts, he couldn’t pinpoint the cause. He tried his best to think about what was bothering her, but he realized he didn’t have a clue. The thought train turning futile, he dropped it altogether. “Wonder how everyone’s been doin’?” he said, instead opting for more pleasant talk.  

“Search me,” Yamcha shrugged nonchalantly. “I just told them to meet us at Came-House, so I really don’t have any idea myself.” 

“We considered ourselves lucky just to get a hold of them,” Puar, the shape-shifting cat, popped up from the back. “We didn’t bother with too much small-talk.” 

“Right,” Yamcha nodded his head, keeping his eyes on the sea before them. 

After crossing a few more leagues, he made a small turn, taking the coupe southeastwards. In a few minutes, they would reach the lower hemisphere and the small patch of islands within. 

“I spent the last week getting in touch with all our old group.” Yamcha continued. “It got real tough sometimes, especially when you had reach places like House-House. 

“Wow,” Goku’s eyes widened “I guess you guys have been busy, huh?” 

“Yamcha and I’ve been real busy!” Puar piped up, coming up from behind Goku’s seat. “We weren’t even sure we’d be able to go, what with Yamcha’s pro baseball and all!” 

“Yeah, you never explained how you got away from that,” Goku said, his eyes questioning. “It must’ve been tough, seeing as the season ain’t over yet.”

“Yeah well, it helps if you have help in the right places…” Yamcha winked, then turned behind him briefly. “Puar! Show ‘em!” 

“Right!” The cat-creature hopped up a bit from his seat. “MANAGER!” he called out, and a small burst of smoke filled the cruiser. When it was over, a seedy, 30ish baseball manager stood in place of Puar. 

“I’m not going to have my best player worn out!” Puar/Manager growled out, doing his best to emulate a manager’s snarling snap. “If Yamcha wants vacation time, Yamcha gets vacation time!” He spat in a cup for good measure. 

Goku burst out laughing, snorting like a hyena. “Man, you guys are too much!” he managed to get out, before being taken over with mirth once again. Yamcha joined in, adding his odd chortles to Goku’s. 

“What’s so funny?” Puar demanded, his pride wounded. “I thought my impression was right on!” However, Puar was desperately trying to contain his own laughter. When he viewed the expressions on Goku and Yamcha’s face, he started to let out small chuckles. 

Goku saw this, and morphed his face into an exaggerated scowl. “If Yamcha wants vacation time, Yamcha gets vacation time!” Goku hooted, imitating Puar’s squeaky chirp. 

That was it for Puar. Giving up his front, he let out a fit of giggles, right before he burst into loud guffaws. He had no idea what he was a laughing at now: himself, Goku’s ridiculous attempt at a scowl, or the entire situation. And neither did Goku or Yamcha. 

So the three of them continued laughing, as their craft headed to their destination.
*****

On a tiny island in the middle of nowhere, the threesome headed to a tiny house in the center. Yamcha knocked on the door lightly, and waited a moment. When he got no response, he knocked again.

“That old geezer,” Yamcha muttered. “I’ll bet he’s watchin’ the aerobics channel again.” 

“You know how hard it is to get his attention when he’s ‘busy.’ Puar reminded Yamcha sternly. 

“Let me try,” Goku said, walking up to the door. He clenched his fist as if to knock, then proceeded to pound on the door.

“HEY MASTER ROSHI!!!” he screamed, slamming his fist again and again. “IT’S US! WE’RE HERE!!!” The door was starting to weaken with the pressure of the blows. Splinters of wood sprayed from the growing impression into the air. Just as the door was about to collapse, Master Roshi opened the door. “All right, ALL RIGHT!” he hollered out at Goku. “What IS it?” 

“Hey, Master Roshi!” he greeted him casually, as if nothing was wrong whatsoever.

“For Kami’s sake Goku, can’t you leave a dying man in peace?” the Turtle Hermit complained to the unrepentant man before him. “The nerve of you younguns, interrupting me in the middle of my ‘workout!’”

“Sorry, Master Roshi!” Goku apologized as he followed the old man in. Behind them, Yamcha and Puar stood transfixed in shock.

“Well, that’ll work…” Yamcha’s sweat dropped. Puar just stared on, transfixed in shock. When they recovered a moment later, they headed on in.

The floor of Kame-House was littered with various articles, including hentai magazines, women’s lingerie catalogs, the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, and just about anything featuring a hot girl in little or no clothing. In front of the TV was a small pig-like creature, watching the images intently. Upon taking a second look, Goku could see that this was the aerobics program that Roshi mentioned earlier. I wonder why Oolong’s watching this? He thought to himself. I mean, it’s not like he works out or anything… 

Oolong turned to the others and favored them with a scowl. “About time you slow pokes got here!” he barked out. “I’m getting stir crazy in this hut!” 

“Give us a break!” Yamcha retorted. “ We got here as fast as we could!” 

“Sure, whatever,” he mumbled, turning back to the screen. “Oh, well.” Oolong said, his spirits brightening. At least I had the ladies to keep me company!” The pig let out a cackling laugh as be bounced up and down with the aerobics instructor. 

“Yeach!” Puar muttered under his breath. He then took Yamcha aside. “I can’t believe you invited that dope, Yamcha!” he whispered harshly as soon he was out of earshot. 

“Hey, he was one of the guys!” Yamcha defended himself, taking an offended air. “I can’t just ditch him. Besides, it just wouldn’t be the same without him!”  

“Yeah, we wouldn’t have the police chasing us down for those panties he stole,” Puar sneered. 

“Actually, I’m kinda wondering why he wanted to go at all,” Goku entered in. “Doesn’t he hate traveling?” 

“Hah!” Yamcha let out a rough laugh. “Once he heard that Bulma was coming, the leach was off like a rocket!” 

“That perv!” Puar growled, clenching his tiny paws. 

“What would he want with Bulma?” Goku asked, scratching his head. “I thought he didn’t like her.” 

“Never mind,” Yamcha sighed, turning away from his dense friend. Goku just stood there, blinking, then decided that he would head to the fridge for a snack. Opening its door, he took out a dish of salami, a leaf of lettuce, a loaf of bread, some salt and pepper, a quart of Mayo… 

“Well, aren’t you going to say ‘hi?’” A woman’s voice sounded from behind him. 

“Bulma!” Goku dropped the condiments and turned around to greet his friend. 

“I see you’re already into the fridge.” Bulma quipped, walking up to him. “Can’t you wait for anything?” 

“Well, you know me,” Goku chuckled, scratching the back of his head. “Always like to get a head start on things,” She laughed at that, and Goku smiled. 

He took a closer look at her. Bulma really hadn’t changed much since he last saw her. She had taken to wearing her hair at about shoulder length. But, other than that, she looked pretty much the same as she always did. 

“Look’s like your friends are having a good time,” Bulma pointed at the group watching the TV. Yamcha, in spite of himself, had managed to get hooked into the workout program. His eyes bounced in time to the aerobics instructor’s squats, as if hypnotized. Puar was desperately trying to drag him away, to no avail. 

“Allow me,” she pushed him aside gently, and cupped her hands to her mouth. “HEY PERVERTS!!! LET’S GO!!!” Bulma screamed at the top of her lungs. The entire room was silent as they stared at her. Slowly, one by one, they all got up from their seats and, in single file, they went out the door. 

“See?” Bulma winked as she walked out of the hut. “Nothing to it!” 

Goku stood there a moment, watching her go. Then a small smile appeared on his face as he followed her. 

Nope, hasn’t changed a bit. 

*****

The group of four stood alongside the house as Bulma prepped up their ride. Each had a different expression on their face, but the general feeling was the same. Goku’s face was lit with a cheerful grin that as he looked on. Yamcha crossed his arms in an I’m-too-cool-to-be-excited manner, but the light in his eyes shone through the façade. Oolong was snorting with anticipation of the awaiting spoils. And Puar was jumping up and down, slightly hyper with eagerness. Soon, a vehicle swooped in from the left, hovering over the beach. It was a standard Capsule Corp jet, capable of seating 5 to 6 persons. It was small, but Bulma had assured them that it would seat them all comfortably.

“Everyone ready to go?” she called out to the gang. 

“Yup!” Goku said.

“Set!” Yamcha smirked.

“Sure,” Oolong snorted.

“Yeah!” Puar squealed. 

They all raced toward the vehicle.

“Mind if I join you?” A voice suddenly called from the blue, accompanied by the unmistakable sound of burning ki. All of them turned their head in the direction, and were witness to the arrival of a young boy in his late teens. Due to the amount of ki that radiated from him, the boy had obviously been flying at a high speed. His blue cardigan rustled in the wind, as did the lavender hair that framed his sharp features. Sapphire green eyes beheld the subtle wisdom of one twice his age. But his most 

unmistakable feature was the shining sword that lie pinned to his backside, waiting inside its sheath for the day it would be used again.

Mirai Trunks. 

“Trunks!” Bulma rushed forward and hugged her son from the future, who embraced her with equal affection. “What are you doing here?” she asked once she released him. 

“I thought I’d visit my friends in the past,” Trunks explained, settling into a relaxed position. “Since defeating the Androids, I’ve had a bit of free time. And since our timelines no longer affect each other, I thought I’d spend my vacation hanging out with you guys. 

“That’s great, Trunks!” Goku said, walking up to his pal. “Hey listen, we’re heading on a big adventure…” 

“Dragon Ball hunt, I know.” Trunk’s interrupted deftly. “I heard about it from Grandma.” 

“So, you want to come along?” Bulma said, “I’m sure we can squeeze you in.” 

“Sounds cool,” Trunks responded calmly. “If no one cares, I’m in.” 

“What do you think, guys?” Bulma asked the group. “Can Trunks come with us?”  

“That’s cool with me,” Yamcha shrugged. 

“I guess I can’t complain.” Oolong harrumphed. 

“Sure, no problem!” Puar jumped up, smiling. 

“All right!” she nodded, then waved her hand to the jet. “Then let’s pack in!” 

One moment later the six adventurers were tucked inside the vehicle. With the new addition it was a bit cramped, but no one was too uncomfortable. At the helm, Bulma flicked the starter, and the jet’s motor started humming. The sound of hydraulics resounded through the island. And a moment later, a burst of blue fire propelled the vessel outwards into the air. 

“Let’s go!” she cried out to the open skies. 

And the hunt began.
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Tale 3: Journey to the West

Somewhere, deep in the regions of the West, a small jet shot over the countryside. Forests, rivers, and mountains passed below as the ever-moving horizon revealed more forests, rivers, and mountains, an endless collage of Nature’s wonders, stretching farther than the eye could see. 

The Dragon Ball gang, plus Trunks, watched all of this with varying emotions: avid amazement, reserved excitement, and silent awe. Those that were awake anyway. Yamcha and Oolong had nodded off in the backseat, though, so they missed much of the scenery. 

“It’s so beautiful!” Puar exclaimed, pressing against the glass. Trunks found his own eyes glancing toward the window. 

“Look at that!” the cat grabbed at his jacket. “Isn’t it amazing, Trunks?” He pointed out at the scenery, and Trunks couldn’t help but look out the window. There was a small mountain about a mile off. At its peak lay a small pond that somehow flowed over its side and into a ring alongside the base. 

“Yeah, it is,” Trunks responded honesty. They lapsing back into silence, but he continued to watch the landscape avidly. The water ring poured into a river that eagerly rushed into the surrounding forests, as if anxious to eat into its mysterious fruits. It snaked through aggressively, strafing through the trees angrily but deftly, as controlled a beast as Shenron himself.
It really is amazing, he thought. I’ve spent so much time in the cities, I’ve forgotten what wonders the earth can truly produce. Trunks did his best to pick out the details in the environs, although he felt his virgin eyes couldn’t comprehend the true beauty of it. The sporadic beeping that initiated from the cockpit interrupted his thoughts. Leaning over, he saw his mother glancing at a small radar in her hand. On it’s screen shone seven dots that blinked on and off. 

“Mom, what’s that device?” he questioned. 

“This?” She looked surprised at the question. “It’s a Dragon Ball radar.”

Goku, who was riding shotgun, looked surprised as well. “You’ve never looked at one before?” he asked. 

“No,” Trunks shook his head. “I’ve heard about it, but I’ve never actually seen it.”

“Funny,” Bulma turned back to the controls. “I’d think I would shown it to you sometime.” Trunks thought over this statement for a moment before reaching the meaning; she was referring to her future self.

The beeping had picked up now, which had apparently pleased Bulma, for a smile grew her face. 

“Great!” she exclaimed. “We’re getting closer, guys!” She bumped up the speed of the jet a notch, and accelerated toward the incoming signal. 

Beyond the mountains was a huge expanse of overgrown jungle, exotic in its appearance. Indeed, it looked like some thing out of some prehistoric picture book. And in the distance, as if to further emphasize the point, a pteranodon could be seen

costing on a southbound current.

“Trunks, this beeping indicates how close we are to the ball,” she explained to her son.  “The closer we are, the faster it beeps. Oh there it is again!” As the beeping picked up so did the craft. Bulma turned it slightly to the north, roughly in the direction of the pteranodon. The landscape rushed by them, the clouds flew through them, the target was clear.

“Uh, Bulma…” Puar said quietly. 

“We’re almost there!” she cheered. The landscape rushed by them, everything was getting closer as Bulma’s hopes got higher. 

“Bulma…” 

“Just a little bit more!” she pushed the throttle again, and the jet urged forward. 

“Bulma!” 

“Oh, what is it Puar?” Bulma finally snapped out, annoyed at the interruption. 

“LOOK OUT!!!” 

“WhaaaAAAA…!” At that moment, the entire craft slammed straight into the pteranodon's wing. The ship buckled upon the impact, the glass covered with cobwebs of cracks.  Worse still, the left wing was now completely useless, having been shredded into paper machete. 

“Uuuggghhh!” Bulma groaned, trying desperately to keep the falling craft under control. 

The craft was spinning out of control, corkscrewing and twisting like some Olympic diver. And then, like the diver, it took a nosedive. 

Straight into the jungle. 

“We’re goin’ down!”  Bulma shouted. 

“We’re gonna die!” Puar shrieked. 

“This…this isn’t good,” Trunks whispered.  

“AAAAAHHHHH!!!!!” everyone screamed as they plummeted downward. 

*****

“Man, what a way to wake up!” Oolong muttered loudly, continuing to brush imaginary dirt from his overalls. “I think I have a wing stuck in my pants!” 

“Shut up, Oolong!”  Bulma snarled behind her. 

“Yeah! Shut up, Oolong!” Puar chimed in, a surly grin on his face. 

“Why’d you go and crash the jet anyway, Bulma? Yamcha complained. “I was havin’ this awesome dream, with baseball, and money, and lots and lots of girls…” His gaze grew hazy upon his evolving fantasy. 

“Shut up, Yamcha!” 

“Yeah! Shut up, Yamcha!” 

“Puar!” 

“Whoops! Sorry Yamcha!”

The group was trekking through the dense jungle. Everyone’s clothes were caked with mud, save Oolong, who still made a show of “cleaning himself off.” Trunk’s used his sword to cut away the foliage, making the trip a little faster, but they still had way to go. 

“Well, we all know whose fault this is anyway.” Bulma narrowed her eyes, glancing at her companions. 

“Who’s?” they asked simultaneously. 

“HIS!” She pointed her finger at Goku. “It’s Goku’s fault!” 

“Huh?” The accused stepped back, astonished. “How’s this my fault?” 

“If you’d just used your Instant Transaction, we could’ve saved this long walk!”  Bulma screeched at him. 

“That’s Instant Transmission,” he corrected her sternly. “Besides, I thought ya didn’t want me t’use my power. Thought you said it made it too easy.” Goku smirked with satisfaction.

“That was before we crashed our ship, you doofus!” she retorted. 

Trunks stepped in. “Guys, we shouldn’t be fighting,” he reprimanded. “We should be working together to get out of this!” 

The rest of the group turned to him, and took a deep breath. 

“SHUT UP, TRUNKS!!!” 

“Yeah! Shut up Trunks!”

High above the arguing party, perched upon a small Cliffside, was a large pteranodon. He kept an eagle’s eye upon the group, waiting patiently for any favorable events. Unique about this bird was the scar in place of its cranial fin, where a strong object has smashed down on it years ago. The whole story was that, when on one of his daily food runs, his eye happened to catch on a young human female. He had remembered once, a couple of years beforehand that the human female boasted some of the sweetest meat available, especially when they were in their prime. It was upon taking this food to his lair when, out of nowhere, a small human boy shot into the sky and slammed a twenty foot red pole on his forehead. The pteranodon was always angry about this failure, this “catch that got away.” It ached on his conscience that he could fail to retrieve the most elusive of pray. So he sulked, and he pouted, and then got on with his life, surviving on the lesser meat of the surrounding animals.

But now, it was time for retribution. 

The pteranodon had a long memory, particularly concerning “the catch that got away.” And a good thing too. For here, after almost two decades, was the same girl that had escaped him that fateful day. From the looks of her, she was quite a bit older. 

But she looked to have much of the same flavor as in her youth. 

It had been easy to tear apart the jet in which they flew in, due to the blade that reinforced his wingspan. It had been not so easy to make sure that they landed safely, but he managed that too. After all, it simply wouldn’t do to have the goods spoiled before he got a chance to sink in. Live meat was always better. 

It appeared that she was journeying with several others of the human race…plus a couple of odd animal hybrids. But it was obvious that she wasn’t on good terms with any of them, by the way she would holler out at them every two seconds. On this thought the pteranodon grinned a toothy smile. The meat was always spicier when seasoned with the condiment of stress. 

He now took note of the others in her party. There was a young purple-headed human, a male judging by his build. He frowned at this; the males were never as tasty as the females. He continued with his analysis, and examined the second: another male, with scars covering his cheeks. Not tasty at all, he determined. The two hybrids might make a keen appetizer, but were very negligible. And then, out of the shield of the canopy, came another male, this one featuring hair resembling a claw sticking out of his head. This one wasn’t tasty, either…but something about him was peculiar. He felt he had had a run in with this one before, but he couldn’t pick out the place. It made no real difference anyway. All of the men were useless to him; he wanted only the woman. Yes, that’s what he wanted, that’s want he’s wanted for half his life. And he was going to get it. He was going to get it very soon…

*****

“You’re so stubborn!” Goku shouted, finally starting to get angry. “Why do you have to be like this?” 

“Because I’m cold, I’m wet, I’m covered in mud, and it’s all your fault!” Bulma snapped back. 

“My fault nuthin’!” he snarled. “Just ‘cause you can’t have the patience for a little adventuring!” Goku steamed. 

“Well excuse me if I’m not a barbarian like you!” she waved her hands in exasperation. 

The argument had gone from petty to ugly. Bulma was beyond mad, just about ready to kill Goku for his idiocy. What was wrong with a little teleportation to ease up the travel, even if she did forbid it beforehand? But Goku had to pick this moment to be pigheaded and childish; and why the hell was he so mad anyway?

Man, I wish I had never gone on this trip.

Suddenly Bulma stopped her tirade. That last thought hadn’t seemed quite right. She turned away for a brief moment to catch her breath. No, it wasn’t right at all. She turned back to him, ready to end this trivial argument. But surprise fell on her face at seeing Goku’s reaction. The righteous anger was gone, replaced with…sadness? Yes, his eyes were misted over with tears, his mouth was turned in an unhappy frown. 

“Do you really feel that way?” he asked quietly. In that instant he sounded so…hurt. 

“Goku, I…” she cut off abruptly, not knowing what to say. 

Oh man, did I say that last comment out loud? Bulma suddenly felt like the world’s biggest jerk. She hadn’t meant a word of what she said, but had taken out her frustration on Goku once again. 

 
“I’ll take you home if you want me too.” she noticed Goku had extended his hand. “We can be at Capsule Corp in less than a second.” 

No! I didn’t mean it! I want to keep going! Bulma wanted to scream out at him. Not for the first time, she felt guilty of her selfish attitude. But she kept silent, so Goku didn’t hear it. 

They were quiet then. All that could be heard were the sounds of leaves blowing in the breeze, the cool water flowing in a nearby stream, the intense rushing sound of an incoming predator… 

“Gotcha!” The pteranodon swooped down and picked up Bulma with his hind legs, lifting her from the ground. 

“Bulma!” Goku gasped, his body instantly curling into a combat position. 

“See ya, suckers!” he snickered. “It’s dinner time!” With a flap of his wings, the pteranodon carried his captive up into the sky. 

“Gokuuu!” She cried out as she was taken away. 

*****

The lush jungles rushed into a blur as Kintu’on, with Goku aboard, surged forward after the kidnapper, leaving a verdant vapor trail in its wake. Its swirling path cut in wide arcs, spinning it’s threat into any number of random montages that any artist would be proud to create, if he could illustrate this elusive wonder of nature.

Goku maneuvered his cloud through the jungle, swooping deftly through the thick branches as he struggled to catch up with his foe. He ducked under a branch, strafed past a tree, spun on his side to slide between two branches, and followed up by turning upside down to evade yet another branch. He pulled every twist and spin imaginable, spiraling through the jungle in a crazy daredevil’s course, each movement more impossible than the last, all of them executed flawlessly, almost causally. Swooping through an opening in the canopy, Goku caught sight of the pteranodon once again. With Bulma in tow, the beast was coasting to the mountaintop. Probably to enjoy his “meal” in the privacy of his lair. 

Well, he would have to take care of that one. 

His hand jerked to his back, perching upon Nyoibo. Whipping in out of its sheath, he cocked the red staff into position, gripping it like a club. His eyes narrowed upon his target, then he started the attack. 

“Grow, stick, GROW!!!”

*****

“Let go of me, you jerk!” The girl roared, kicking and screaming fiercely.

“Yeah, keep screaming like that, girly,” The pteranodon chuckled, tightening his grip on her a notch. “Makes the meat fresher. Heh, he!” 

“You’ll be sorry!” She looked up at him defiantly. “Goku’s gonna come and he’s gonna kick your ass!” 

“Ain’t nobody gonna save you now,” he growled out. “Your little buddies are miles away. Face it: you’re my little hors d’oeuvre.” The girl ignored him, continuing on with some more screaming, making more struggles and generally making the entire trip a big pain in the ass. 

Damn, that girl was annoying! If she weren’t such a tasty treat, he’d have dropped her after 15 seconds of her incessant babbling. Who the hell was this Goku, anyway? Come to think of it, that name did sound familiar to him. Wasn’t she shouting something like that the first time he met her? Yeah, she was hollering to that kid with the big hair and the big stick. 

This thought train was cut off by a small flash of movement in the corner of his eye. Turning around briefly, the pteranodon caught the image of a young man with big black hair, who appeared to be riding on…a cloud? Yes, the man was indeed flying on this strange phenomenon somehow. He was doing very well at it, too, for he had already caught up with him. 

And he was doing something else, too. He was reaching behind him, and pulling out some strange object. He was pulling the object back, then he started shouting out something. Suddenly the object started to stretch in length very quickly. Within half a second it was twice it’s original length, then three times, then. 

Then the object started to resemble a large red pole. A large red pole… 

Big hair. 

Big stick. 

He looked up just in time to see the pole on a collision course with his head. 

Oh, shit. 

WHACK!!! and all further thoughts were lost. 

*****

She was falling, falling. The wind whipped at her clothes as Bulma fell on a rapid descent to Earth. She looked down to see the trees approaching her at a fast rate. Limbs stuck out of the jungle canopy like spears, as if threatening to make her a real hors d’oeuvre. 

Before Bulma had a chance to panic, though, a large rod shot into the sleeve of her shirt. It crossed over her shoulder area and bolted straight out the other sleeve, without leaving so much as a scratch. The rod shuddered as it implanted itself into a rock face. And before she knew it, she was pinned to the mountain ledge, hanging on the pole like dirty laundry. 

Deja Vu, indeed.

A moment later, Goku showed up on Kintu’on. He stood there for a moment, looking at her oddly. “Um, are you okay?” he asked, a weird expression growing on his face. Bulma just hung there, not saying a word. They were like that for a minute more, not doing anything. 

Then they both burst out in outrageous laughter. Bulma laughed so hard that tears came out of her eyes. Even Goku was almost crying as he let out huge guffaws. 

When they were finally done, Goku took hold of the pole. “I’ll help you down,” he said, a trace of laughter still in his voice. Grabbing hold of Nyoibo, he tilted it at an angle, and Bulma slowly began to slide down. When she reached the end, Goku caught her with one arm just as she began to fall off. Drawing the staff out of the rock, Goku shortened its length, and finished up by placing it back in the sheath. 

Kintu’on started moving again, and they headed back to the others. Bulma, snug in Goku’s grip, looked at him curiously, trying to pick out any sign of anger. Wasn’t he still mad at her? She took a breath of air, getting ready. She wasn’t really good at apologizing, but she wanted to make sure everything was all right between them. 

“Uh, Goku?” she asked somewhat nervously, looking at her twiddling fingers. 

“Hmm?” he said distantly, concentrating on the traveling. 

“About before…” she cut off. Man, this was going to be tough.

“Hey, don’t worry about it!” Goku said, and Bulma was shocked by the remark. There was no way he was over that so quickly. No way.

But when she saw his smile, she got all the reassurance she needed. Just like that, he had forgiven her. She really shouldn’t have expected anything less from Goku, the Saiyan that could let even Piccolo slide if he mended his ways. 

With that, she let a smile craw on her face as they continued onward. 

*****

Back in the jungle, Trunks sat on his haunches, shining his sword with a fallen leaf. When it accidentally got sliced, he just picked up another leaf and began the process anew. He kept on the process very diligent for something that was completely unnecessary and/or stupid. Yamcha absently fiddled with a twig, a bored expression on his face. Occasionally, he’s use the trig to pick something between his teeth, but stopping when he ended up getting dirt in his mouth. The two shapeshifters occupied themselves in their own way. 

Oolong yawned loudly. “Aren’t they back yet?” he grumbled impatiently, slumped against a tree. 

“Just a little bit longer,” Puar responded, while pacing back and forth.

“Hey, guys!” They all looked up upon Goku and Bulma’s arrival. 

Goku hopped off of Kintu’on and set Bulma down. “We’re back!” he perked.

“Miss us?” she winked playfully. 
“It’s about time!” Oolong stomped over to them. “Why’d you guys take so long, anyway?” 

“Well if Goku hadn’t taken his cloud instead of flying himself, we’ve been back in plenty of time,” Bulma sneered, putting her hands on her hips. 

“Well if you hadn’t insisted on stopping at that spring, everything would’ve fine,” Goku smirked, a satisfied air about him. 

Trunks looked at the twosome. They were arguing again, but something was different about them. Bulma was all smiles now, her face beaming with mirth. Goku was his cheerful self as well. Neither of them showed any signs of malice toward the other. It was almost…playful. Like two best friends that just made up after a little tiff. 

“Um, are you two alright?” he asked tentatively, ready for an explosion of anger. It didn’t come. 

“Sure,” Goku grinned. “We’re fine,” 

“Yup,” Bulma nodded. “Everything’s peachy keen!” 

“You mean…you’re not mad anymore?” he asked again. 

“Nah. We’re cool.” Goku shrugged nonchalantly. 

Trunks scratched his head, trying to make sense of it all. Whenever he heard Bulma arguing with his father, it usually ended up being a big ordeal that would take days to get over, if it happened at all. However these two just bounced back, carrying on like best friends. This wasn’t making any sense. 

Suddenly Bulma slapped her forehead. “I almost forgot about the Dragon Ball!” she called out. “Man, I bet its miles away by now.” 

“The last time it was beeping was when we crashed into that prehistoric pissant,” Oolong stated gruffly. 

Bulma and Goku got thoughtful looks in their eyes. It did seem like the beeping got louder the closer they got to it. Which meant… 

Goku’s eyes suddenly lit up. “Bulma, do you think…?” he began, and Bulma nodded. 

“Let’s find out!” She took off towards the mountain. “C’mon, Trunks!” She called behind her. 

Trunks blinked a few times, then shrugged. He could examine this later. For now, he followed the group to the fallen pteranodon. 

*****

“We found the Dragon Ball! We found the Dragon Ball!” Bulma and Goku danced around the corpse of the pteranodon, cheering and laughing like school-kids that had been let out early. 

“Alright!” Yamcha spun the Dragon Ball on his index finger. “This is awesome!” The ball glowed with a soft light, as if to emphasize his point. 

“We found the Dragon Ball! We found the Dragon Ball!” The two continued, hopping on the pteranodon’s head in glee. 

“Yeah, yeah, enough already,” Oolong growled out stubbornly. “You’re wakin’ the entire jungle!” He settled into a sulking crouch. 

“Don’t be such a square, Oolong!” Puar chided, though a smile remained on his face. “Be happy!” The cat grabbed Bulma and Goku’s hands, dancing along with them. “We found the Dragon Ball! We found the Dragon Ball!” 

Trunks couldn’t help smiling at the ridiculous display. The atmosphere was just so carefree, as if everything was right with the world. There was no Frieza to worry about, no Androids, no Cell. Just a good time with friends. His thoughts turned to Goku and Bulma, who were now playing catch with their Dragon Ball, along with Yamcha and Puar. The smile remained on his face.

I guess in spite of everything, they truly are best friends. 
*****

The celebration died down, and the group had managed to finally get out of the jungle and onto a dirt road, where they could finally use a Capsule Car to speed things up.

“Okay now!” Bulma said, looking at the Radar. “The closest ball is South-West at about 220 degrees.” 

“It shouldn’t take us more than two days to reach it in this bug.” Yamcha supposed.  

 “Then…” Bulma flicked on the starter, prompting the engine to purr enthusiastically. “Let’s get on it!” She slammed her foot onto the accelerator. 

And they were off again.

Author’s Notes: Whew, that was a toughie! Took me two weeks to finish! Brownie points to anyone who can remember the pteranodon from the first episode of Dragon Ball. 

Until next time, Ja ne! ^_^
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