By Tha Kloun







Parallel 


(part one)









one: “Wake Up Call”







	“Who is this guy?” One of the two men said.



	“He looks a lot like the king. Maybe he’s family.” The other, much shorter one replied.



	“Maybe we’ll get a reward for returning him.”



	“Not all beat up like this. If we return royalty in this shape, they’ll have us killed. They’ll think that we did it to him.”



	“Good point. We should get him back to my place then. I’ve got my own rejuvenation tank.”



	“Damn. You must be rich.”



	“It helps to have an elite level son.” The other man didn’t respond. He was tired of hearing his gloating about his high powered sons. 



	They took the injured man back to one of their own houses, stripped him down and placed him into the rejuvenation tank. They set the controls, tapped in all the required configurations, and began to wait.



	“This could take a while. He was almost dead when we found him.” the man said. “Bardock?”



	“What?” he responded.



	“Why do you despise Radditz so much? You should be proud, he’s a first class warrior.”



	“He has no idea what he is. He was born with that power, he in no way earned it. Radditz thinks that the world revolves around him, and only him.”



	“That’s the way the royal family is.”



	“But the world does revolve around the royal family. Even Freezer is wary of them.”



	“Only because they control all of us.”



	“Doesn’t matter. He still keeps a close eye on us. That makes me a little suspicious.”



	“Ever since that one mission, you’ve been paranoid of Freezer. He isn’t going to do anything, Saiyans make good business for him.” Bardock kept silent. He then stared at the tank, looking at the person inside. “When is Kakarott going to be born?” the man said, trying to break the silence.



	“The doctors said that it’d be around the same time as the prince. In other words, I don’t really know when that is.” The other man fell silent as well. He too then focused his eyes on the mysterious man in the tank. He wondered if this guy was very strong, or if he was even related to the king. There were so many questions for when he got out, and it would most likely be a few days until he was fully healed. 



***



	Over the next few days, Bardock had been coming over more recently to check up on their friend in the tank. Each day, the man inside had gotten a little bit better, because more knicks, cuts, and bruises were disappearing. He definitely had a long story to tell. One day, when Bardock was over, he was almost done with the tank.



	“Damyan, how’s the guy?” Bardock asked.



	“You got here just in time, it’ll only be a minute or so more.” Bardock stood in front of it, scanning the face as if he were trying to analyze it. Then, he saw something twitch. It was an eyebrow. It twitched again, this time a little bit more though. It kept on twitching, until the eyes finally opened up. “I guess he’s ready now.” He went up to the keyboard, tapped in a few things, and the water drained out. The mask that supplied him oxygen lifted up, and the door opened. He stepped out lazily, still dripping with liquid a little bit.



	“Wh… where am I?” Vegeta stepped out of the tank into a large, cold room. He was soaking wet.



	“You’re in Damyan’s house. It’s not the palace, but it’s still a nice place.” Bardock answered. “And what’s your name?” Vegeta looked up to the man that was talking, and then a look of utter horror came across his face.



	‘Kakarott?!? And he’s wearing third class Saiyan armor?!? What the fuck is going on here?!?’



	“I asked what your name is.”



	“My name isn’t so important.”  He snapped. ‘I am Vegeta, and who the fuck are you?’ he said in his mind.



	“Well, we’ll find out soon enough. I’m Bardock.” It was a familiar name to Vegeta, one he hadn’t heard in a while though. The throbbing headache he had gotten from Sabbath didn’t help matters any. This had to be some kind of dream or something, because he was caught up in a gigantic explosion, and was most likely unconscious. “Why weren’t you wearing armor?”



	“Huh?” He looked back over, and then looked back down and saw no clothes at all.



	“You look Saiyan, and you don’t wear armor. Also, there’s a scar where your tail should be, so something must have happened to it.”



	“I haven’t worn armor in years.”



	“Not even casual armor?”



	“None.”



	“I’ll go fetch your clothes.” Damyan said as he went into another room.



	“You’re a peculiar person.” Bardock glared at him for a few minutes, but snapped out of it when Vegeta began to speak again.



	“Whatever. Listen, Bardock….” Something inside of Vegeta’s brain snapped. ‘Bardock! That was the name of Kakarott’s father! No wonder he looks so much like him. But, why the hell would I be dreaming about Bardock?’



	“What?”



	“Nevermind it.” the other man came in with his clothes. He tossed them to Vegeta, and he quickly put them back on. He then pinched himself. Pain, Lots of it too. This wasn’t a dream then. ‘How in the hell did I get here? Some kind of hallucination or something?’



	“Hey.” Damyan broke in “If we’re gonna present him to the king, shouldn’t we give him some new clothes? It’s not a good idea to bring in a person that looks as raggedy as him.” Vegeta looked down at his apparel and saw holes all over the place, but none in certain places, thankfully.



	“Yeah. After we take you to the king, you’re on your own. We’ve got an off world mission later today.”



	“King? King, Vegeta?” Vegeta asked nervously.



	“Who else is gonna be king? You are peculiar.” Bardock examined him again, but stopped to lead Vegeta out the door, and towards a local marketplace. Many of the people walking around were staring at him, well, nearly everyone. They all had casual armor on, except for some third and second class warriors. He didn’t remember anything about this place, but then again, he never really went outside of the palace anyway. They went inside a shop where very few people were. 



	“We need armor, and some new clothes, boots, and I suppose gloves as well.” Damyan barked.



	“We have all kinds of armor. What do you want.” The old man behind the counter obviously used to be a warrior. He must have gone into the age of retirement and gotten a public job to support himself.



	“We forgot to check this guy’s power level.” Bardock groaned.



	“Let’s check now, it shouldn’t take too long.” He reached up to tap the button on the side of his scouter. Vegeta panicked, he had forgotten about those. He decided to keep it low so no one would suspect him. He pushed it down far, very far.



	“What’s it say?” Bardock asked.



	“Damn! It reads four thousand! He’s an elite!”



	“Whoa! He’s strong!” Bardock turned around to face the man at the counter. “I guess we’ll be getting some elite level armor, the kind that’s presentable to the king.”



	“That’s gonna cost you a lot of money.” He said gruffly. He left into the back room, came back with some boots and gloves. He left again, and this time came out with a new pair of blue pants and one blue long sleeved shirt. He went back again and retrieved a shiny new piece of armor. It looked like the kind royalty would wear. “Here’s the bill, now pay up.” Bardock glared at the bill, and then handed it over to Damyan.



	“You little fuck.” Damyan grumbled, but reached into his armor, and pulled out a card. The man behind the counter took it and swiped it through some machine that beeped, and slid the card back into the man’s hand. “Take this, go into the back, and change.” He handed it to Vegeta, who took it warily, and then headed for the door that he pointed at. He came back out after a few seconds, and threw his old clothes into a trash can. 



	“This is like what I used to wear.” He looked it up and down, and frowned when he got to the shoulder guards.



	“Good, now let’s head up to the palace, and drop you off. We have to go soon.” Damyan rushed them. They all left, and then started a fast pace towards the kingdom.



	They arrived at the doorstep, and were suddenly stopped by palace guards. They explained what their purpose for coming was, and then the guards told them that they would take him to the king themselves. Bardock and Damyan happily agreed to let them take him, and went off to their planet mission. The guards took Vegeta down a long, long hallway. One that Vegeta hadn’t been in for a very long time.



	“Stop!” One of the other, higher ranked guards yelled. “Who are you bringing to the king’s throne room?”



	“That’s what we’re here to find out. He looks a lot like the king, so that’s why he is here.” the other guard said back.



	“We’ll ask the king if you can come in.” he went through the huge doors that guarded the room. After a minute or so, the guard came back out. “The king will see you now.” He opened the doors, and led Vegeta into the room. When he got close to the throne, just before where his personal guards stood, he bent down onto one knee respectfully, playing along.



	“Where is your tail?!?” the king asked gruffly.



	“It was… cut off during battle.” That was the truth what Vegeta told. If he had to elaborate, then he would lie. 



	“Hmmph. You do look a lot like me.” he mumbled to himself. “What’s his power level?” One of the guards tapped the side of his scouter. 



	“It reads four thousand sir.” the guard said.



	“An elite. Well then. Do you have any place to live?”



	“No.” he said in a respectful tone.



	“Well, you have two options as the way I see it. Since you have no tail, you’re no good as a warrior. Your first option is to get the hell out and become a street urchin, and your second…” he paused to look at the elite armor he was wearing. “Your second is to agree to train the prince when he is old enough. If you choose that one, you will have your own quarters in the palace. But before you decide, have you had any training experience in the past?”



	“Yes sir. I have trained some very powerful warriors.” He smiled as he thought of the fact that they had no idea the level of his power.



	“Then what is your choice?”



	“I chose to stay and train the prince.”



	“He will be your responsibility you understand. When he is training with you, whatever he does you are held accountable for.”



	“I understand sir.” Vegeta stood up, bowed politely, and then exited the room. One of the guards escorted him to a small room in a far away section of the palace. ‘This is a fucked up hallucination I’m having.’



 												








two: “Bite the Bullet”







	When asked what his name was, Vegeta had to think up something quick. Millions of names flooded his mind, but which one would he use? He had to think up one quick, one that was inconspicuous. What would suit him? He was trying to think of a name he had heard on earth.



	“Obi.” He finally pushed out to the king. “Obi Wan Kanobi.” He snickered in his mind, remembering it from the time Bra forced him to watch a movie with her.



	“That’s am odd name.” The king replied.



	“I don’t think that my parents were all that normal.”



	“Who were your parents?”



	“Don’t know. I was sent off world as a new born, and when I came back, I was my own man.” It was all too perfect. Everything was fitting into a perfect position. He had one thing that he had yet to figure out though, how long this damn hallucination was going to last.



	He was ordered to return to his quarters. Not wanting to cause any trouble, he did as he was told to do. Taking the long walk down the halls, passing rooms of people that were in higher positions then he was. He grumbled at the thought of being cooped up like some low class palace guard, but wasn’t going to argue. When he got to his room, he immediately headed for it’s bathroom. At least it had it’s own personal one, meaning he was higher ranked than palace guards. That was good.



	‘This is the most interesting illusion I think that I’ve ever been in.’ he turned on the faucet to let out steaming hot water. This would definitely make all the hallucinations go away and bring him back to reality. He hadn’t tried to take a bath since he was with Othello. When the tub was almost completely full, he stripped down and stepped into the water. He settled in, but noticed one thing. He was still inside a palace room on the planet Vejitasei. He began to panic now, wondering what he should do. He decided to drain the tub, and let freezing cold water replace it. When the bathtub was filled, he stepped into it. He felt cold shivers run through him. He jumped out of it. ‘WHAT IN THE HELL?!? WHY AM I STILL HERE?!?’ he stampeded out of the bathroom and into the bed, sitting with his legs crossed, trying to take an overview of what was happening.



	After about an hour, he had still come to no conclusions. He was stumped as to why he could feel the water, but he didn’t wake up. Nothing was connecting, it just wasn’t making sense. The last thing he remembered was fighting Sabbath. Sabbath had killed everyone, so it was his time to step up again. Then… then… something finally entered his mind.



	‘What Othello said to me. “Vegeta, this attack I’m about to teach you is dangerous, very dangerous. I myself have never even attempted to pull it off, because I have been incapable of doing so. You can do it, and you’ll know the time to use it.” It seemed like a good time to use it though.’ Othello’s voice rung throughout Vegeta’s ears. What did that have to do with him being on his home planet though? ‘Oh fuck. I think I know what’s happened. Doing that attack must have made an energy so great, it opened up a cross dimensional gateway, or maybe one for time, and sent me through it. Hmmph. Bulma really has rubbed off on me.’ He went back into the bathroom with his head sulking, and decided to give getting cleaned up another chance.



***



	After a week of doing nothing but sitting around in his room and taking walks in the various courtyards, Vegeta, now known as Obi, was called to the palace’s medical center. He was told to wear his best armor, so he put on what he had when he first came to the palace. When he entered the room, there was a large crowd gathered round, so he had to push through them. When he reached the center, he saw some doctors holding a small boy with a small black coat of hair on the top of his head, and some furrowed eyebrows. A few men in white were carrying away a woman’s body, it had to of been the mother. In these situations where the mother was dead, she usually had the baby implanted into her so it could develop correctly. Of course, this was particularly used on…. Princes! He took another good look at the newborn, and then looked at the king. This was the prince, this was him. This was a reality.



												








three: “Growing Pains”







	The young prince stood in his quarters, scowling down upon the view from his window. He looked at all the people he saw in the palace’s garden, and wondered why he had to be cooped up in the palace all the time. Every now and then he would be allowed to go outside to make a public display of his strength, but he could never go any farther than just outside the walls. But oh how he had tried to break out, break free. He had always been caught by some pesky personal guard of the king’s, and was punished on the spot. The most outside experience he had ever gotten was when he had to train in one of the many gardens so they wouldn’t destroy the entire palace.



	“Prince Vegeta.” He heard a voice, and then a knock on the door. “The king requests to see you.”



	‘The king actually wants to see me? I hope it’s not another stupid public display.’ He thought.



	“He wishes to see you in the throne room, immediately.” Vegeta opened the door to this. He had never been in the throne room before.



	“Do I need to wear a cape?” the young prince asked aggravated.



	“No, this is strictly casual. You can even wear the armor that you have on.” The hulking guard stood over him. Vegeta barely went past his knees in height. “Come along prince.” Vegeta went out in front of the guard, and made his way down the long corridors. When they reached the throne room, the doors were open for them. This was odd. They walked in, and then the doors were closed behind them. Vegeta looked at his father, but did not kneel to him in respect.



	“You’re lucky that your fighting power is so high, or else I would have you killed on the spot for insulting me.” the king barked to him. Vegeta pushed aside the remark, and then looked over to his left. He saw a person that looked just like his father, minus the beard, and a tail. “This is official business here. Today is the beginning of your training.”



	“Finally, I get to kill.” Vegeta said excitedly.



	“Hardly. You’re going to be training with an elite level Saiyan.” Vegeta glared to the man at the left again. “Yes, that is him.”



	“You’re going to let some fool without a tail train me?”



	“Regardless of whether he has a tail or not, he’s a hell of a lot stronger than you, brat!”



	“Whatever. I’ll soon let him know who’s the stronger.” Vegeta smirked at him, but to his surprise,  the man smirked back.



	“Judging by the armor you’re wearing, you’re ready to begin. I think that I would like to see the first training session. Let’s move to the northern courtyard.” King Vegeta started walking, then the guards began to march all around the king, the prince, and the man that was to train the little prince. 



	They reached the northern courtyard, and then had a large portion of it cleared out for the training session. Gardeners, servants, and political officials gathered around to witness it. There was a large circle made by royal guards, and some of the other people that roamed the palace. Vegeta and his trainer stood about ten feet from each other. Only one of them knew the full truth of the situations. The much larger man smiled, thinking to himself. ‘I wonder if he has even guessed. I’m very sure he doesn’t know that I’m a Vegeta as well, but I wonder what he’s thinking.’



	“What’s your name?” the little princeling asked.



	“They call me Obi Wan Kanobi.” Vegeta laughed to himself, remembering about how he had thought of that. The only reason he chose it is because they wouldn’t know what it was. “Why?”



	“Just wondering. I’d like to know who my first victim is.” The prince ran straight towards him. He threw out a fist to strike, but he was caught by the wrist.



	“Lesson one. It’s not a good idea to strike a much stronger opponent like that. You don’t attack head on, or else you get something like this.” he lifted him up and tossed him aside. He landed hard onto the ground, near the king. He looked up to his father’s face, and saw the disappointment clearly. He got back up and slowly walked towards him. When he got close enough for his taste, he disappeared and then reappeared behind Obi. When he was about to kick, Obi disappeared as well, and came up beside him. He threw his left fist out and struck Vegeta right in the stomach. Sending him flying towards the crowd, but then he quickly got behind where the prince was headed for and connected the prince’s back with his knee. “Lesson two. Strategy is a good idea, not a bunch of showy moves. Quit trying to impress your father and try to beat me. A sloppy victory is still a victory.”



	“Fine with me then.” Vegeta pushed himself up off of his stomach, looked behind himself, and then extended his leg to sweep one of his opponent’s. Obi stuck his foot out slightly, and blocked the sweep with his ankle. Vegeta looked up to him with wide, astonished eyes.



	“Good attack, unfortunately I’m too strong for that.” He picked Vegeta up by the back of the armor and threw him into the air. He followed him up there, and then grabbed his leg and threw him back down to the stone ground. After the prince connected, Obi slowly levitated to the ground. The prince coughed up a little bit of blood and laid there motionless.



	“I’ve seen enough!” the king yelled. “Everyone go back to what you were doing before we came. Guards, get the prince to a rejuvenation tank and get him healed up! Obi, you go as well. He’s on your time, so he’s your responsibility.” Obi nodded back to the king, and followed the guard that carried the little body back into the palace.



	The prince was placed in the much too large tank, and the water began to fill it, and so the rejuvenation process had begun. The guard stared at Obi a minute before he dare spoke. He was nervous around someone who was so calm after beating the prince senseless.



	“Don’t you think you went a little rough on him? After all, he is the prince.” The guard eyed him suspiciously.



	“If he’s supposed to be the strongest, he has to get there some way. Tough training is the best training if you want to see major improvements in a short period of time.” Obi stated without bothering to even glance back.



	“True. It sounds like you’ve had a lot of experience in that area. Am I correct?”



	“More than you’ll ever know.” the guard shrugged and put his attention back onto the prince.



	“You must be really strong to have done this. His power level at birth was roughly one thousand. Though, he hasn’t had any previous training to improve upon it much.”



	“I’m an elite.”



	“So am I, but I don’t think I could’ve done that to him. You threw him and then caught him from behind. I don’t see how you could do that much damage and be that quick all at the same time.”



	“Lots and lots of practice.” Obi ended the conversation right then and there by going close to the tank. He looked down at the control pad. He only had about three more minutes before the prince was able to fight again. And unlike the tank that he was in at Damyan’s house, this one had a drying device implanted into itself.



	*BEEP*



	“He’s ready to come out now.” The guard moved up to the tank, pressed a few buttons, and then the process was over. The water was drained, the oxygen mask was removed, and the drying had begun. When the door opened, the guard instantly handed the prince his clothes. He quickly changed himself into them and stood beside Obi.



	“What’s next?” Vegeta asked.



	“I think that we should go into a training room of some sort.” Obi replied.



	“How about my personal one? It’s probably better than any one that you’ve ever seen.” Snotty as Vegeta had remembered himself to be, or for that matter, Obi. “This way.” The prince lead the way into a room near his quarters. When the door opened, Obi stood just outside of it while Vegeta went in. “You coming in?”



	“Are you going to invite me in?”



	“Yeah, whatever. Just get in here.” he was aggravated by all the manners that he showed just after he had beaten him silly. Obi stepped in now, admiring all the equipment there was around the place. A swinging bar to do sit ups on upside down, obstacles to get through in certain amounts of time, and even a little fighting area.



	“Oh wow, it’s a toddler boot camp.” He said sarcastically. Vegeta looked at him confused.



	“Toddler?”



	“Nevermind. It’s beyond you.” Vegeta glared at him evilly. “What we’re going to do now is probably the most boring part of the training.” He got a disappointed sigh. “We’re going to discuss methods of training.”



	“What?!? I thought you were going to say stretching! Why are we gonna talk about it?!?”



	“I had to go through it, and so do you.”



	“You aren’t prince though.” Obi laughed. “What’s funny?”



	“Sit down.” Vegeta crossed his arms and looked up at him angrily. “I said sit down.” He said it harsher this time. This time the prince listened to him. “A necessary part of growing extremely strong, and a good way to get a lot of stress out, is meditation.”



	“You’re saying that sitting on my ass with my eyes closed is not only gonna make me feel better, but make me stronger.”



	“Sitting on your ass is only part of it. You have to focus on nothing.”



	“Nothing?”



	“It’s hard to explain. You have to keep your mind clear of everything, and stay like that for long periods of time.”



	“So I have to be brain dead while I’m sitting on my ass.” Vegeta smiled when he said this, knowing full well that this would irritate his trainer.



	“They ought to change your name from Vegeta to Brat.” Vegeta smiled up at him incessantly. That evil grin that showed pleasure in torturing others. “Close your eyes, and don’t think about anything.” Vegeta did this, but he couldn’t quite get the nothing part down pat. “Think of nothing.”



	“I am.”



	“No you aren’t.”



	“Yes I am. How would you know what I’m thinking about?”



	“Because if your mind was clear, we wouldn’t be talking right now.” Vegeta growled at his trainer after that was said. This was going to be a long day indeed.



***



	The next day, Vegeta had been woken from his sleep by a loud knock on his door. He got up lazily, put on some clothes, and headed towards the door. He opened it up, and there he saw Obi again. ‘Please say that he’s here to tell me that my father has resigned his duties as my trainer.’



	“If you’re going to bath, hurry up and do it, because I’ve gotten permission from the king to take our training out into the forests.” Vegeta looked up to Obi in astonishment. This will have been the farthest he had ever been away from the palace, and he was going to enjoy every moment of it. He quickly pulled out a fresh pair of clothes and some armor and was ready to go. He could bath later when he got back to the palace. 



	They flew above the palace walls, and over the marketplace. People looked up in astonishment, wondering what their prince and his trainer were doing outside of the palace, and furthermore, flying out of it. They paid no mind to the onlooker’s comments and headed straight for the forest. It was hard to find any because of all the wars there had been, and all the reconstruction to make a “civilization” for the better of the Saiyan, but they eventually found one area that remained undaunted by the mass construction. They swooped down lower to get a good idea of the terrain, and to try to find a nice open space for sparring. Obi found a suitable location and landed.



	“We’re going to start with a quick meditation session, and then we begin training.” Vegeta groaned, but got down into a sitting position. The quicker the meditation went by, the sooner they would fight. He closed his eyes, and kept himself completely still. “Are you concentrating on nothing?” no response. “Nothingness?” still no answer. “I’m going to kill you while we’re out here, then kill your father and become the king.” He still heard no answer. He didn’t even see the prince twitch. ‘He’s gotten a lot better.’ Obi closed his own eyes and began his meditation.



	Vegeta felt a push to his head, and then stirred up onto his feet. He looked up and saw Obi glaring down at him. ‘Now what’s he want? I was meditating.’ 



	“Not bad, but you drifted asleep.” Obi said while chuckling.



	“Yeah, whatever, let’s just start the real training now that it’s over with.” Obi nodded, and picked Vegeta up by the collar and tossed him high into the air. He met him halfway up and did a double handed smash on his back, not very hard though. Vegeta turned around, threw his palms in front of himself and let a small blast of energy escape. He was surprised to see that his attack was pushed to the side and hit the ground, but he didn’t let it distract him too much.



	“You wanna see a ki attack? Here’s a ki attack!” Obi clenched one fist while the other hand stayed open. The open hand formed a ball just inside of the palm quickly, and he flung it at the prince. The prince put up his hands to block it, but was violently thrown to the ground. He had managed to nullify the explosion that would have otherwise come from it, but he couldn’t seem to hold his ground. He got up out of the dirt, and stood right beside the hole he had created by being pushed into it. “You may only be four years old, but it’s never too soon to play rough!” Vegeta frowned at him in his usual scowl.



***



	“Okay, training’s done. You can get up and cool off.” Obi said. Then Vegeta hopped into the air. “Where are you going?”



	“The training’s over, I’m going back to my room in the palace.”



	“I convinced the king to let us stay out all night.” Vegeta turned around wide eyed. “I know what you’re thinking. It took a while to get him to say yes.”



	“But….”



	“But nothing, we set up camp now.” Vegeta furrowed his eyebrows again. He didn’t like it when people were disrespectful to him. Nonetheless, he did as Obi told him. They looked around for soft dirt to sleep on, and when they found some they went out for firewood. Obi gathered a few rocks, placed them in a circle, put some firewood inside of it, and used his ki to light the fire. 



	“Now what do we do?” Vegeta folded his arms and looked up at his trainer for the answer.



	“Have you eaten?”



	“I got up during the night and ate.”



	“Good, we go to sleep then.”



	“That’s all? Just, go to sleep?” Obi looked at him angrily, and then Vegeta wiped that scowl on his face. He took off his armor, and then laid down, using his arms as pillows.



	“Feh.” Obi snorted. he looked down at the sleeping prince. ‘I know I wasn’t this annoying as a kid.’ He moved his eyes to the right a little, and saw the little Vegeta’s face. He still saw the scowl even though he was asleep. ‘I wonder what he’s thinking about. Probably killing me.’ He pulled out his hand, placed it on Vegeta’s head, and then frowned even harder. ‘Everything is depending on him if I’m right.’



												








four: “A Few Lessons Learned”









	The training had been routine for Obi and Vegeta for the past nine months. Get together, meditate, stretch, spar a little bit, and then listen to Nappa bitch at Obi about how he should treat the prince with respect. Ever since that one incident where Obi accidentally broke both of Vegeta’s arms, Nappa has insisted on staying during their training sessions. For some reason, Vegeta didn’t meet up with Obi today. It was well past time for their training to start, and no one had come to the prince’s chamber door to tell him it was time for training. 



	*knock knock*



	“What?!?” Vegeta answered angrily.



	“King Vegeta wishes to see you in his throne room immediately.” The timid voice spoke. Vegeta opened the door and saw a lowly third class warrior standing in front of him.



	“Why the hell did he send you? Isn’t this a palace guards job?”



	“The palace guard saw me and told me to get you.”



	“Whatever.” After Vegeta walked out the door and slammed it behind himself, he looked at the warrior evilly, stuck out one palm and let a beam of ki fly at the unprepared soldier. “You should have told me that training was going to start late.” The soldier looked at him from the ground one last time before he faded away into death. It was a bloody mess, because the blast penetrated right through the chest.



	Vegeta walked down to the king’s throne room. He stood tall, even though he stood shorter than anyone he crossed. Although, he did enjoy the fact that whenever he passed someone, they were obligated to bow to him. He smirked whenever he saw an elite bow, because it gave him such delight to be in so much control over some of the most highly regarded warriors in the universe. 



	“Open the damn doors.” Vegeta caught the guards that stood in front of the throne room’s doors. They scurried into position and opened them quickly, revealing King Vegeta, sitting on the hard stone chair that was the throne.



	“So you finally made it here.” the king said sarcastically.



	“What’s this about?” Vegeta said in a disrespectful voice.



	“You should learn some respect!” King Vegeta shot up out of his chair. “This is regarding Obi.”



	“What?” now Vegeta was confused. He looked up into his father’s cold, black eyes.



	“I’ve had him thrown out of the palace. He is no longer your trainer.”



	“But…”



	“I know that he has risen your power dramatically in only nine months. Six thousand at five years old, I’ve heard. But I’ve heard from Nappa that he’s been telling you bullshit. He’s been telling you that killing is bad, and that you should not take pleasure in it. In fact, I’ve heard that he’s said you shouldn’t do it at all! This is bullshit. If you don’t destroy the enemy, they’ll destroy you!”



	“I didn’t have to listen to him!” Vegeta yelled.



	“You insolent little brat. Guards, leave the room!” the guards bowed, and exited through the doors. “You never raise your voice at me. You’re lucky that I haven’t killed you for your past insults.” Vegeta scowled at him, not caring what his father said to him. “That’s it.” The king took off his cape, and tossed it aside.



	“Huh?” Vegeta looked startled.



	“This is something I should have done a long time ago.” He smacked Vegeta across the face, sending him flying into a nearby wall. Vegeta cried out in pain, and staggered to his feet. “You should have stayed down.” He kicked Vegeta in the stomach, sending him flying into another wall. The king walked up to him again, and this time picked him up off the ground by his hair. Vegeta was yelping in agony. “This should teach you a little lesson in respect.” He started punching Vegeta in the face repeatedly, causing him to bleed from everywhere except his eye sockets. Then, he kneed him in the stomach repeatedly. He held him straight out in the air, and then let go. Before Vegeta started to fall, the king smashed him in the back, causing him to fall much faster and harder. “Get up! Come on, get up!” Vegeta made no sudden movements. He only twitched a little and made some noises making his pain clear and evident. “Worthless pile of shit. GUARDS!”



	“Yes sir!” they said as they rushed into the room.



	“Take the prince back somewhere and dispose of him. He’s worthless to me now.” The guards nodded, grabbed the little prince by the ankle and took him outside into the courtyard. It was night, so no one was around to see them. One of them held the prince, while the other charged up a ki blast.



	“Sure is such a waste to kill such a powerful prince.” The man holding him said. 

	

	“We gotta obey the king’s order’s though.” The one charging up said. One thing they didn’t know, was that they were being watched from above. Obi was seeing everything, but didn’t lift a finger to help.



	“Uhhhh.” The prince groaned. He opened his eyes and saw a man charging up an energy blast, and he also noticed that he was being held.



	“Sorry Prince Vegeta, but orders from the king are orders.” The man holding him said.



	“No..” Vegeta moaned again. Just when the man charging up was about to fire, a bright aura encircled Vegeta. Then the guards were thrown off of him. He let a rather large blast loose that destroyed the Saiyan’s scouter’s, and then incinerated them completely. Obi, in the tree, looked on in amazement as he felt Vegeta’s ki nearly double when he was about to be killed. Vegeta, though, sluggishly walked back into the palace and headed towards his room.



***



	“Nappa! What the fuck do you mean he’s still alive!” King Vegeta screamed at the huge beast who was bent down onto one knee.



	“Apparently when the guards took him out and tried to kill him, he ended up killing them.” Nappa spoke calmly, but in fear of what the enraged king might do.



	“I want him dead, now! Kill him immediately!”



	“But sir, you wanted him dead because he was weak, but if he could manage to do this, he must not really be weak.”



	“Well,” the king took a few deep breaths. “I suppose you’re right about that. Ignore the orders to kill him, I’ll just deal with him myself.”



	“Should I bring him in here for another beating?” Nappa grinned evilly. He so wanted to see the prince suffer.



	“No. Wherever he is, find him. If he’s not at full health, get him into a rejuvenation tank. Then bring him here. I have something special planned for him.” the king chuckled slightly.



	“Yes sir.” Nappa got up, bowed, and then left the room.



	*KNOCK KNOCK*



	The loud thud on the prince’s door awoke him from his sleep. He could barely move though. He was still very sore from the beating he received last night, and was in terrible pain. He would probably become much stronger now, close to his father’s power. He heard the knock again, but couldn’t do anything about it. Suddenly, the door busted open. Nappa came in, looked Vegeta over, and then picked him up and carried him over to the room that contained the rejuvenation tanks.



	An hour later, Nappa had personally escorted the prince to his father himself. When he entered, Vegeta could feel the stone cold stare on him. He dared not look up to meet it, so instead he just bent down onto one knee and kept his head low. He heard the deep chuckle come from the king, and was disgusted at the thought that his voice might sound like that some day.



	“I see that beating was good for something. You’ve learned where to give proper respect. What’s his power level now?” King Vegeta barked to Nappa. Nappa touched the side of his scouter once, and then opened his eyes wide with amazement.



	“It’s… that’s impossible!” Nappa shouted. The king looked worried now. He lifted one eyebrow, and wiped that smile off of his bearded face.



	“What?!? Tell me now!”



	“It’s… it’s ten thousand!” Nappa exclaimed. The prince felt a smile crack onto his face.



	“IMPOSSIBLE! THAT WOULD MAKE HIM AS STONG AS I AM!” the king shot off of his throne and stared at his son. “Get up! On your feet, now!” Vegeta quickly stood up, and gladly flashed his smile in front of his father. “Your scouter must be malfunctioning. No way his power level could have risen by four thousand from that beating yesterday!” Nappa looked at the king, turned his scouter on, and read the king’s power level.



	“But sir, it reads your power at ten thousand too.” King Vegeta glared at Nappa, and then back at his son.



	“I don’t know what you’re doing, I don’t know what you’re thinking you little shit, but you damn better remember this, you will never be able to best me in a fight at my level, you understand brat?!?” Vegeta nodded his head slowly. “Leave! Get out of my sight!” the king slumped down onto his char as the prince left through the open doors to his own personal room. 



	‘I will kill him, but the time hasn’t come yet.’ The prince laughed to himself while thinking of his father’s demise.



***



	“Lord Freeza, when shall we land on Vejitasei?” the tall green hared, green skinned man known as Zarbon asked his master.



	“We go tomorrow Zarbon. You sound impatient.” Freeza sat in his hovering chair, looking out the window at the planet below.



	“I desperately want to kill a few of those Saiyans in battle. If you don’t decide to kill them, I’ll do it very slowly myself. They aren’t to be trusted.”



	“Now now Zarbon. We still have a little use for them. After we meet with the king tomorrow, I will decide what course of action we take.” Zarbon looked out the window as well.



	“You’ve been reading their scouter history, haven’t you lord Freeza?”



	“How did you ever guess?” Freeza kept his cool tone.



	“I’ve noticed them too. The prince is remarkable. But, he’s a major threat, his power has been rapidly increasing.”



	“He is no match for me, and besides, he’s still young. His mind can easily be persuaded. Look at how easily he had fallen under the influence of Obi.”



	“Yes, but look at how easily he disobeys his father.”



	“Come now Zarbon, do you have to be such a pessimist? Look, I believe we can get him on our side, all we have to do is give him what he wants, blood. He could be a very valuable asset to my army.” Freeza began a low laugh, and then stared down at the planet one more time before leaving to make preparations for tomorrow.



												








five: “Gathering of the Powers”









	Vegeta was rather pleased with himself for creating that genuinely horrified look on his father’s face last night. It gave him a certain sense of pride unlike any other he had felt before. It was almost like had had accomplished the greatest task in all of Saiyan history. He was sleeping late today, he felt that he deserved it.



***



	Obi was outside in the streets, walking around aimlessly. He had no home, no friends, no family as well. The only thing he really had was the knowledge that he was doing excellent work with his past self. ‘I think I’ll sneak into the palace and nab me for a little bit.  I still have about four more years left until Freeza blows this planet up. I can formulate an escape by then. Oh hell, I’ll go get me now.’ He took a turn into a deserted alley, and when he was sure that no one was looking, went faster than anyone could even see. This was no great task, he was much more powerful than anyone else around. He easily penetrated the palace’s defenses, and entered Prince Vegeta’s room.



	“Wake up.” Obi said lightly. Vegeta stirred a bit, turned to his left, and saw Obi standing above his bed.



	“What the hell do you think you’re doing in my room?!?” Vegeta yelled, but through clenched teeth so he wouldn’t alert any nearby guards.



	“Do you wanna train and become the legendary Super Saiyan, or not?” Obi said, knowing the answer that he would receive.



	“Well, yes. Next time, however, I’ll tell the guards you snuck in and kidnapped the prince if you surprise me like that again.” Vegeta got up and smirked. Obi smirked as well, thinking how much stronger this Vegeta would turn out to be than he had been.



	“Get ready and we’ll go.”



	“I slept in my fighting clothes last night, I’m ready.” Vegeta hopped out of bed and levitated close to the ground.



	“I’ll sneak you outside with me.” Obi grabbed Vegeta, Vegeta protested, but Obi quickly covered his mouth and started moving.



***



	“King Vegeta, I have come here to discuss more pressing matters than the planet trade.” Freeza looked over to Zarbon and smiled slightly, Zarbon grinned back.



	“What? What the hell is more important than that?” the king angrily replied. His two guardsmen stood motionless.



	“Will you please get rid of those two droids? If I wanted to try and kill you, they wouldn’t stop me.”



	“Get rid of your bitch then.” The king pointed to Zarbon, who was not pleased with being called that.



	“Zarbon, leave.” Freeza looked at him, and nodded. Zarbon then did as his lord said.



	“Guards, you can go.” King Vegeta watched them leave, and then turned his attention back to Freeza. “Now what do you have to discuss with me that’s more important than our deal?”



	“The prince.” Freeza smiled wickedly.



	“What? You want to talk about my brat?”



	“I can tell he has great potential. I feel he needs to be able to live up to it.”



	“So what the hell are you planning?” King Vegeta sneered at the, thing, across from him.



	“I think an off world mission could be in line for him.”



	“The prince does not, under any circumstances, go off of Vejitasei!” he slammed his fist on the table in front of him.



	“Really? Why not?” Freeza glared at him, waiting for the answer.



	“Royalty is too important to go off world, that’s why.”



	“He isn’t king yet, he doesn’t make your major decisions yet. What are you worried about?” Freeza had him stumped there.



	“I have my reasons.” He spit out. “That’s all you need to know.” Freeza made a frown. He wasn’t at all happy with the outcome of this.



***



 	Obi blocked another one of Vegeta’s kicks, and another, and another. He eventually caught one of them, and twisted it so the prince would flip around, and he landed face first in the dirt. He got back up and glared at Obi, but decided not to make any sudden movements.



	“It’s time to stop anyway.” Obi said out loud, more to himself than to Vegeta.



	“How do you do that?” Vegeta asked.



	“Do what?”



	“You’re power level still reads only four thousand, and mine reads ten, but you still beat me easily.”



	“I’m much more powerful than I let people know. It’s a trick I learned.”



	“Teach me.”



	“I’m hiding my power, but I can still use it. It’s difficult to explain how you do it, I just learned by trying it.”



	“How powerful are you?”



	“You don’t want to know.” Vegeta looked at him confused, and then looked at the ground. He was thinking to himself, thinking about things his father had said.



	“Obi?” Obi looked over to face Vegeta. “My father said that you were telling me bullshit. He said that you were trying to make me weak or something. What’s that all about?”



	“Well, I know this goes against what you have heard from everybody. Life, is precious.” Vegeta looked at him, one eyebrow cocked. “There’s something out there, something out there that you’re going to need. I’m not going to tell you what it is, because I think you’ll know when it’s time.” Vegeta looked at him with that confused expression again. “Let’s just head on back to the palace before somebody notices that you’re missing.



***



	Vegeta was placed into his room, no one had noticed his absence. The strange thing was, he had noticed something on the way back, something out of the corner of his eye. He swore he saw a huge space ship. He wondered if Obi saw it too, or if it was only him. He got himself cleaned up, and headed out the doors into the courtyard that was near what he saw. No guard thought anything of it, so he was let through. When he entered the courtyard, he saw the top of the ship just over the wall. He stood near that wall for a second, and then disappeared and reappeared on the other side of it. He saw a huge opening just in front of where he was standing, it was too perfect.



	“I can’t believe these Saiyans.” He overheard two people talking. “They think they’re so high and mighty. I got news for them, Freeza could take em out in a heartbeat.” The other person agreed heartily, but Vegeta paid them no mind, he continued into the ship. As soon as he entered, he heard a voice.



	“Stop!” he looked over to his left and saw a green man, with long green hair, talking and pointing at him. “And who might you be? Ah, the prince.” Vegeta looked the group over and saw a disgustingly fat pink blob looking at him evilly, and also several men that looked like guards. He opened his mouth to answer, but was stopped by an all too familiar voice.



	“Brat, what the hell are you doing here?!?” Vegeta looked over to his right, and saw his father coming out of a doorway with a weird looking, thing, in some hovering device.



	“The great Prince Vegeta is trespassing.” Zarbon answered. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to have a little talk with him about our rules.” Zarbon asked the king.



	“Whatever. My words don’t have any effect on his actions. Maybe I should slap him around more.” King Vegeta grinned at the thought. Zarbon walked up to Vegeta, and started to yap in his face.



	“You can do anything you want down on this planet, but when you enter this ship, nothing is gonna save your punk ass from me. Got it you little worthless fur-ball?” Zarbon taunted him.



	“One question,” Vegeta said slyly. “Are you male or female?” he grinned a little at that last comment. He was proud of his verbal insults. Zarbon, however, did not find this so amusing. Instead, he back handed Vegeta, but caught him by the leg and pulled him back before he could fly to the other side of the room.



	“Like I said, nobody to save you from me here. Even your own father doesn’t mind me hitting you. So much for parenting and love.” Vegeta got up to his feet again, and looked furious. He burst with energy  leapt up into Zarbon’s face, and started pounding away. His aura grew even brighter, but this time made all the scouters in the room explode. Vegeta’s attacks became faster, harder, and filled with more hate. Eventually, Zarbon did fall down, and when he did he looked like a bloody mess. Vegeta was panting heavily, and almost looked like he was about to pass out. He almost fell over one time, and the next time, he did.



	“Maybe it would be a good idea to send him off of Vejitasei after all.” King Vegeta said, while in shock of his son’s display of incredible power.



***



	Vegeta awoke to see Nappa’s ugly face staring down at him. Nappa had a deep scowl, which Vegeta returned. He felt a little bit dizzy, and his stomach felt a little uneasy, but he was for the most part all right. He didn’t have any wounds, other than the small bruise Zarbon gave him from hitting him in the face. Hr remembered that part well, he got angry and went mad ass on the overly feminine warrior.



	“King Vegeta is very upset with you.” Nappa chided to him. Vegeta got up off of the medical table he was on, and walked away from the general. “However, he did decide to let you go off on a mission to a planet.” Vegeta turned around quickly and looked Nappa straight in the eyes. 



	“Are you serious?” Vegeta asked, unsure of that rumor.



	“Yes. You leave in about a month from today.” Nappa smiled evilly, he at last had the prince’s full attention.



	“Good to know he finally came to his senses.” Nappa’s victory was short lived as the prince strolled out of the room, back to his own personal quarters. He marched down the halls with an attitude. He didn’t even notice when people bowed to him, and he didn’t even care. He turned around a corner, passed a few guards, and stopped at his door. He opened it quickly, stepped in, and then slammed it behind him.



	“I haven’t been in here in almost twenty years.” Vegeta looked into a much darker part of the room, where the voice came from. His father stepped out of the shadows, and looked over his son. “I forgot how much it sucks compared to my current room.”



	“Wh.. what?” Vegeta looked at his father, he was a rather fearsome figure. He was short in height, but had a constant evil glare that showed he was nothing to mess with.



	“Now, brat, I have a surprise for you.” King Vegeta walked up to his son, took the ring off the ring finger of his left hand, and smacked him with the back of his hand. “I’m a little bit stronger than you might remember. Power level thirteen thousand to be exact.” Vegeta looked up at his father with frightened eyes. “And I know that you would love to find out how.” King Vegeta grabbed the prince by the hair again, lifted him up, and punched him in the stomach a few times. “You’re lucky to be alive. You never interfere with my business again.” He dropped him to his feet.



	“Guh, guh.” Vegeta threw up on the floor, those punches were not held back in any way.



	“Yes you are leaving to a planet in about a month, the planet is called Kyrian. It has weak inhabitants, so if you die, you die a disgrace.” He looked down at his son, and then mumbled something. “You’re as full of shit as Obi.” He left the room, and left Vegeta to himself in his own puddle of vomit. Vegeta nearly cried as he got up, but contained it. He headed for the bathroom before a second wave could come up ,and also to clean himself before he went to bed.



	He came out of the bathroom with a towel and cleaned up the mess himself. He threw the dirty towel into the chute that lead down to a laundry station. He then walked towards the bad, crawled into it, sat up straight, and got into the meditating position. This time though, he didn’t meditate, he only cursed out loud, kept his arms folded, and started to kick the bed slightly with a loose foot. He did this for a good few hours until he finally crawled up to sleep. His father would pay.



***



	“Come here brat.” Vegeta walked up to his father. This was odd, this was the first time he had been called such in a large public area where everyone could see them. “What the hell has Obi been teaching you?!? Has he been talking about that peace method of his?!? What has he been shoving into your mind?!?” Vegeta looked up to his father and shook his head, not sure how to answer these questions. “What has he been talking about with you?!? Love?!? Love is an excuse for weak races to get their bitches pregnant!” Vegeta looked up to his father again, he was sweating though. He was afraid of his enraged father.



	“I….”



	“WHAT?!? What are you about to say?!?” Vegeta didn’t have time to answer, as his father hurled a gigantic ki blast at him. It was about to hit, and Vegeta covered his eyes, but….



	“UHH!” Vegeta said as he shot up from the bed. He was sweating and breathing hard, it must have been a nightmare he was having. He shook his head and grabbed the temple of his nose. He looked to the window and saw that it was still night, not even late night. It was going to be a very long wait for the next day to come.



												








six: “Internal Affairs”







	The young prince struggled to stagger out of his bed that day, let alone make it past palace guards to continue his training with Obi. He had a throbbing headache, a sore back, and a horrible burning in is stomach. It was horrible, like there was a fire set inside of him. Nonetheless, he managed to slyly sneak past anyone he thought might be able to see him, and exited the palace through a wall that was connected to a large abandoned city. The buildings were old, much older looking than anything he could have found in the palace. It might have even been older than the palace itself. Prince Vegeta shrugged the thought off to the side and continued his way to the regular area within the forest where he and Obi continued their sessions.



	“What’s that from?” Prince Vegeta turned around quickly to greet the voice. His eyes met with Obi’s, returning the same coal black stare. 



	“What are you talking about?” Vegeta returned with a question of his own, only sounding more cold and callous than the latter.



	“That.” Obi pointed just under Vegeta’s left eye. Vegeta quickly snapped his head into a position where he could glare at the finger, and Obi returned it almost obediently. “It seems that every time we meet, you have a new injury.”



	“None of your damned business.” Vegeta had an almost hurt tone to his usual proud and arrogant voice. To recover, he perked his head up to view his teacher in the face, stared at him, crossed his arms, and began tapping his foot. 



	“Walk this way, sire, and we’ll begin training.” Obi smirked as he let Vegeta turn around and begin walking. He soon followed shortly behind and kept that smile on his face, even though he had more serious matters on his mind.



***



	Freezer sat in his hovering vehicle, staring down onto a green and blue planet through a large window. It was a dark room, lit by what part of the sun was shining through the window. He stared down, with his hands curled together by the fingers, and elbows resting on the sides. He cracked a smile while looking down, wondering what kind of thoughts the life forms were presently having.



	A knock on the door, probably Dodoria with a representative from some planet begging not to be destroyed. Freezer paid it no mind, if it was that important, the person would knock again. A minute passed, no sound, Freezer continued onto his thoughts.



	‘Earth, what a planet full of incredibly weak races. Their technology is so far behind that they can’t even detect ships that come by. No wonder they still think that seeing an alien is a weird encounter. The child Kakarott should have no problem wiping them out. Though, I wonder why his ship is not sending back any signals of any sort. Strange, but it’s not a pressing matter. Not like the prince.’ Freezer’s black lips curled into an evil smile.



	Another knock on the door. Freezer turned around, pressed one of the buttons on his floating chair, and the door slid open. Zarbon stood there, but in a very different looking appearance.



	“Zarbon?” Freezer asked suspiciously, eyeing this odd looking creature.



	“Yes Freezer,” Zarbon spoke in a much more feminine voice. “I have done it. I’m now using my female form.”



	“I never knew you had a female form.” Freezer looked him…. her up and down.



	“I have quite a few forms. This just happens to be one of them.”



	“Why use that one?”



	“For one, it’s my third most powerful state, and for another….” Zarbon curled his lip in displeasure to the thought he was about to announce. “As for another, it’s about the form I have been using mostly.”



	“Carry on.” Freezer let a smile crack onto his lips, because he knew what was coming. Zarbon stood in the open door, letting some light come into the dark room, but Freezer’s face was still covered in shadow, so the smile could not quite be detected by him, her. Okay, I’ll call Zarbon a her now.



	“You know about my little tussle
 with Prince Vegeta last week.
 
W
ell, he beat my male form into a rather disturbing appearance.” Freezer had to choke back a laugh, which was a rarity. He had been known to chuckle deviously, but this was a genuine laugh he was trying to hold in.



	“I’ll keep the thought in mind, Zarbon.” Freezer turned around and pressed another button, closing the door and barely giving Zarbon enough time to hop out of the way. “I think I’m going to like having the prince working for me.”



***



	The month went by rather quickly, as quickly as routine would allow it. Prince Vegeta would have his daily chat with his father, would be trained by Obi, and eat, sleep, see his other trainers. It was the same every day, monotonous as could be. Finally, the day came where he would go on his first off planet assignment, and most likely his last. He had been summoned to the docking bay within the palace, which he had to be directed to, because if he were to get near it, he would have to talk to his father about it. He reached the area and saw hundreds of royal guards surrounding King Vegeta, Freezer, and two space pods. Apparently his father didn’t trust him enough on his own, so he had required that another was sent along with him.



	Vegeta looked over the mass of people, and didn’t see the dog Zarbon anywhere. Good thing. He stood before his father, looked him in the eye, wondering how exactly his did get stronger than him all of a sudden, but concentrated when his father spoke.



	“Today, you are five years of age, which means you are still very, very young. Though, you are being sent on this mission as well as you were in your prime.” King Vegeta was talking more to the mass of people than to the prince. “You will not be sent alone, oh no. You will have an, escort, shall I say.” Nappa stepped out of the crowd, and beside his king. “Yes, Nappa will be your aid.” The king looked over at Freezer who was smiling, which made the king scowl. Freezer nodded his head, and King Vegeta carried on. “Get in your pods.” Nappa walked forward to Prince Vegeta, took out a controller, pushed a few buttons and the door on the smaller space pod opened up. He then handed the controller to the prince.



	“Here you go, you majesty.” Nappa was enthralled in the thought of being responsible for the prince, he would make the experience as much of a hell as possible. Vegeta grabbed it, and walked to his pod. He stepped inside of it, sat down into a comfortable position, put the controller in his armor, and let the doors automatically close.



	The prince folded his arms, tilted his head down, closed his eyes, and let the computer use the chemicals to put him to sleep. He couldn’t even feel when the pod thrust forward into the atmosphere, and quickly past that and into space, heading for the small planet Kyrian. 



	King Vegeta took his eyes off of the pods, which had now disappeared, and onto Freezer. Freezer pulled his head back down, and returned the look. King Vegeta’s scowl only deepened when he looked upon the little monster. Freezer gave his un-easing ‘reassuring’ look, but it only made the king more upset.



	“You better be right about this.” the King softly spoke. Freezer turned around and forced his way through the crowd of guards with his bulky levitating chair, and back onto his ship. When he entered, the door slammed behind him.



	“Get us off of this planet.” Freezer ordered a few of his men, they staggered around, unsure what to do. They were startled by the sudden silence that was broken by this command. A few of the men even tripped over each other. One, however, managed to get his senses straight and used the intercom to tell the captain on the bridge to take off.



	In a minute, the ship began take off. By that time, every one of the guards, and also the king, had moved a safe distance from the ship, and watched it fly away into the sky. The king glared at it suspiciously, but eventually took his mind back and headed for his throne room.



***



	‘Wasn’t the little me going on that mission today?’ Obi questioned himself in his mind. ‘a couple of years earlier than when I went off planet.’ He kept the thoughts to himself, knowing he would cause more of a raucous than he already had been if conveyed these thoughts to anyone else. 



Just the other day in a bar, another elite challenged him to a fight because he didn’t have a tail. That had happened on many occasions, he also had to hide out when the full moon came around, because he would be a prime target for any transformed Saiyan. Eventually, his thoughts fixed themselves back to the prince, and how much different he was from himself growing up. He thought of all the times he had met with his father when he was little, and how much he had hated him. He still hated him to this day. Out of the blue, a strong power source caught his attention.



‘What?! What is that?! I haven’t sensed anything this strong in a long time! Oh no! Is it….’



***



	Freezer stood just outside of his ship, letting his ki shield keep the vacuums of space suck him out. He watched as a single ki blast from one hand of his destroyed the planet Vejitasei. It exploded into an array of brilliantly bright colors for a few minutes. He felt secure knowing that the prince and Nappa were too far away for their scouters to pick up that explosion. He stepped back into the ship to meet Zarbon. 



	“Too bad Nappa had to go with him.” Zarbon mused.



	“I knew that he was going to send someone, it might as well be the balding oaf.” Freezer replied. “Were there any fighters that put up any kind of resistance?”



	“Just one. His name was Bardock, a third class warrior. He was taken care of before you were even charging up for that blast.”



	“We’ll send a message to Nappa and Vegeta sometime about this.” Zarbon looked on in shock, wondering why he would want to do this. “We’re going to tell them that it was a giant meteor or something. Things like that do really happen, why can’t it happen to poor little Vejitasei?” Freezer began that low laugh of his, and Zarbon followed in with her own demonic chuckle. “You were right Zarbon. That felt good!”



***



	“Wake up Prince Vegeta. Wake up.” The prince arose when he heard the computerized voice calling his name. He then looked out the tiny window of the ship and looked down upon a planet that was covered in forests. All the land masses were covered in green, and surrounded by blue. 



	“Get ready Prince Vegeta.” It was Nappa, speaking through the scouter. “We’re about to land.”



	“Feh.” Vegeta snorted. He was far more powerful than Nappa, why should he have to worry? 



	Vegeta felt the capsule thud onto the ground, not so violently that it shook him around though. The pod powered down a little bit, and the doors popped open. The prince lifted one leg up, put his hands out to get up, bent over, and stepped out of the space pod. When he straightened his back, he felt a sharp pain when it popped.



	“Cramps from being in the same position for a few days.” Nappa almost laughed when Vegeta started rubbing his back. “I’m used to em. Do this.” Nappa stretched his arms into the air, and arched his back until it made a noise that sounded like a small explosion. Vegeta was surprised that he wasn’t cursing in pain, or at least putting hands to his back. That had to hurt.



	“Ow.” Vegeta muttered softly.



	“Come on, let’s go find some of these goons.” For the first time, Vegeta took an order from Nappa.



	Nappa had used his scouter to find a small village of people. They had low power levels, only around the hundreds, five hundred at most. Nappa leapt into the air and started for the village. Vegeta shook his head and then followed. 



	It was only about a minute before they reached the village. When they got close, they got onto foot. Nappa pulled down quickly, but Vegeta pulled down even faster to try and embarrass him. It didn’t work, Nappa kept focused on the villagers. They crept closer, moving silently, not trying to alarm anyone so that they would know of their presence.



	“Why didn’t we just fly in?” Vegeta asked.



	“It’s more fun to see the look on their faces when you surprise them like this.” Nappa stopped after he said this. 



They were close to the edge of the woods, so they could see the village from behind some trees. Nappa held up on hand, palm open. He charged an energy ball in it for about a second, and when a person walked by, he let it go. It hit the man, and continued to go into a building across the street. After the explosion, the small building went up into flames, or what was left of it.  The structures seemed to be made out of some kind of wood found in the forests, do the other buildings around it easily caught on fire. It caused a huge panic among the people walking an the dirt roads. Nappa apparently decided to wreak havoc on the marketplace. “See?” Nappa said as he looked over to the prince and saw the wide eyes, looked back to the carnage he had caused and grinned.



	Nappa jumped out of the jungle to meet the people. He screamed loudly as he charged out another attack and flung it at some of the buildings that had not et been damaged. This attack was larger, though. It made a much larger explosion, and Vegeta could see some people flying in the air, kicking and screaming. He stepped out of the jungle into the scared crowed, and knocked down a couple of people that had run into him. 



	“Look out prince, I’m about to do the big one.” Nappa warned him, so the prince focused on what Nappa was about to do.  Nappa held his right arm by his side, and then lifted his forearm up, and had his hand clenched into a fist. He extended two fingers, lifted his arm up, and then lifted his fingers. That had caused a huge explosion which could have very well taken out the whole village.



	‘Holy shit!’ Vegeta thought as he covered his eyes. He took his arms away from his face after a few seconds and saw only a few houses standing, but basically everything else was blown away.



	“Prince, I see something over here.” Nappa jumped into the air and started flying, and Vegeta followed again. 



	Nappa stopped in front of one of the nearly fallen houses, and pointed inside of it. Vegeta landed beside him, and looked inside. It looked like a family. The father was holding the crying mother and son. The boy was not much younger than Vegeta, possibly around the same age. They had battered clothes, probably from the explosion.



	“You take care of em.” Nappa said as he looked down to the prince. 



Vegeta looked onto them with wondering eyes. He lifted one hand, and extended two fingers. He charged up an attack for a little bit, and kept it ton his finger tips. He looked at them again, seeing the father holding the mother and the child. 



Nappa looked at the prince, he saw him hesitating to do it. He looked back at the family, the father lifted his head, and he looked straight at Vegeta. Nappa looked back down to Vegeta, who’s hand was quivering now. He then slapped Vegeta’s back. It caught him off guard, and he then threw the energy ball forward. The explosion was small, but it was effective. He blew up the remainder of the house, and the family inside of it.



“Now, you are a true Saiyan warrior, Prince Vegeta.” Nappa got down onto one knee, put a fist on the ground wh
ile another hand lay rested on his other 
kne
e, and lowered his head. Vegeta
 looked at him, 
and then back at the wreckage, 
back at Nappa, and then the hand he had fired the blast from. 






















