Solaris

Prologue:

 Shira lay in her bed one evening thinking. She had heard her parents discussing about a strange group of people. <What if she is a descendant? > And <Are they dangerous? > Was what she heard. She was almost asleep when she heard a huge crash in the living room bay window. Horrified, she ran out of her room and looked down from the top of the stairs. A group of strange men in odd cloaks – what looked like armor- had smashed through the window. And their intent was all upon one thing: Kill Shira and her family. She heard them mutter something in a strange accent. “Where is Solaris?” asked the big one. “The  white-haired teen with red eyes.” Shina had red eyes. And she was twenty. “You take upstairs and I’ll look here,” said one. He had white hair and red skin. The largest one flew upstairs, startling Shira. “There’s her!” he shouted, and flew after her. 

  Nearly frightened out of her wits, she ran into the bathroom. The hulking man stalked towards her, eyes full of the delight of the kill. Shira was nearly scared stiff. What was she to do? She had to think fast. The guy flew, and he seemed pretty fast. Shina smirked. She had an idea. Acting quickly, she dove beneath his legs. But she was not fast enough. The man sat down on her. Then he pulled out a large knife. “I don’t see why Freiza wanted me to use this,” he muttered as he proceeded to rip her to shreds. Shina screamed. The knife tore through her leg like lightning. The man laughed as he enjoyed her pain. He put the knife down.  “Maybe I will let you live girl!” he chuckled. Why did he want to kill her> It was a waste of time. She’d probably die anyway. He picked her up and threw her out the window. 

(I’m calling her Solaris from this point forward)

Chapter 1: The Crossing

Solaris woke up. Her head throbbed, her body was cut up and bleeding from landing in briars, and her leg had lost a good amount of blood. It was then when she noticed that her house was gone. Only two skeletons, rubble and a piece of paper remained. For some reason, Solaris did not feel sorry about her parents. It was as if she were someone else; like she didn’t know them. She carefully picked up the paper. There was a note on it. It read: “The family you seek is not the family you know. Find the family you seek and your life will be spared.” Solaris looked at the sky. It was gray and pink with the coming of dawn.  “Where should I go?” She asked out loud to no one in particular. A shot of pain went through her leg suddenly, causing her to drop to her knees and clutch it. She looked off to her right. Out there, over the mountains, across the dry lands, through the big river. That was it. Her eyes widened with growing excitement. She knew her path now, and she must follow it! She did not know where she was going, by following this imaginary trail. Solaris had read in a book or watched in a movie, one, that if you followed your heart you would make your dreams come true. Nonetheless, she limped to the foothills of a mountain range. Her leg was stiff and sore and it hurt like anything when she moved it. Not to mention there were porcupines, snakes, and other dangerous animals here. But she climbed the mountain until she had gotten about halfway, exhausted. Suddenly it began to pour with the coming of night. She looked to see a cave on her left. She crawled into it. It was small, but snug. It was here Solaris checked her wound. The blood had dried and hardened and looked black. It stung when she touched it. It was in that cave she saw a large leaf. Perfect, she thought to herself. She put it in the rain to wash it then wrapped it around her leg. Now snug and slowly drying, she fell asleep.  The dream.  <Solaris looked over the cliff and saw three dots in the sky.  They looked like people, but they were flying…> Solaris’s eyes snapped open. That dream was telling her something. She looked outside. The rain had stopped, but the clouds were still there and it was still wet outside. It was daytime, or almost. Her leg felt a great deal better after her rest. The pain was still there but it was almost a dull ache. She pushed her way to the mouth of the cave and climbed out. Solaris continued her journey through the mountains, and about midday she took a break. Her leg was getting worse by the minute, and if she didn’t get special treatment soon, she might die. She was sitting on a rock with her ‘cast’ removed when she turned to see a cliff behind her. It was like in her dream. She limped to the edge and looked over. She was awed by the beauty that lay before her. Lonely, rolling hills and off to the west, what looked like the edge of a city. But her awe was abruptly cut off as a bolt of lighting crashed into the tree next to her. The roots happened to be on the edge. They were uprooted, causing the edge of the cliff to collapse. Solaris plummeted down the side of the rock face, smashing into boulders, dead wood, and cutting herself up. Finally she hit the bottom. Her arm was broken; her gash in the leg had reopened and was pouring blood. She was pretty much bleeding from all over her body. But Solaris lay there, the living fire inside her almost out. She breathed hard, tearing up. Now she was going to die because of her stupid dreams and want of family. 

Chapter 2: Strangers 

Goku, Gohan, and Krillin flew over the countryside, enjoying the free time they almost never got. They dove in and out of the clouds, and chased each other around. It was then they flew over a familiar mountain range. And Krillin stopped. “What’s that?” he asked. “What?” Goku said. The bald man pointed to a figure on the ground. The trio flew down to see a teenager with white hair and covered with blood. “Yikes!” Gohan grunted as he looked at her leg. “Looks like something pretty nasty went after her!” Goku shouted. Krillin listened for a heartbeat. “She’s still alive, but barely.” He said. “Can we take her to Bulma’s? She can help!” Gohan begged his dad. Carefully, Goku picked up the young woman and thought for a moment. “Flying nimbus!” he commanded, and a thick yellow cloud came down out of nowhere to rest next to the purebred Say-jin. Gohan hopped on and Goku handed the girl to him. Then Goku, Krillin and Nimbus flew off towards the ocean. Bulma was doing dishes and Master Roshi volunteered to help her (for once) when Oolong ran in. “Goku! Gohan! Krillin! They’re here!” he cried. “Take over for me, Oolong!” she said to the pig as she ran out the front door. Sure enough, the boys landed next to the house. “Who’s she?” Bulma asked as they hoisted her off the cloud. “We’re not sure,” Krillin replied, “But she needs our help!” Bulma examined her. Goku carried her in and placed her on the couch. Bulma raced to the back to get antibiotics and bandages. Solaris woke up. Her head throbbed and her red eyes opened. Bulma shrieked.  “What?” Solaris whispered, “Just because I’m a freak doesn’t mean I’m going to suck your brains out!” Bulma stepped back. The girl…looked freaky… but there was truth to what she said. Like the way she felt about Piccolo, Maybe she could give them a second chance. “Sorry,” Bulma muttered, “I’ve just never seen anyone with red eyes before.” “And can I tell Mr. Piccolo about it?” Gohan asked. “Bulma,” Goku asked, “What do you think?” “Sure!” Bulma replied before she could stop herself. “Yeah!” Gohan shouted as he ran out the door. “Where am I?” Solaris asked.  “My friends and I found you almost dead on a mountain!” Goku said. Suddenly Gohan ran in, followed by Piccolo. Bulma knew she would have to apologize to him soon. Solaris looked at him. “This is the girl!” Gohan shouted. Piccolo looked right at her eyes. She stared back. Suddenly she fainted. Bulma held her breath. “Please don’t let him eat me!” she prayed silently as she shuffled towards Piccolo. She opened her mouth as if to speak, but there was a lump in her throat making it impossible. “Bulma? Are you ok?” Gohan asked. They all looked at her. “I’m sorry I was so afraid of you I thought you were gonna suck my brains-” Bulma slapped her mouth shut before she could say any more. Goku laughed, and so did Gohan and Master Roshi, and even Oolong, who had walked in. Piccolo looked almost quizzical. He cocked his head from left to right. Bulma’s face got hot. “Suck whose brains?” Solaris asked, just waking up.  Piccolo shrugged. “Oolong, is the dishwater still in the sink?” Bulma asked. Oolong nodded. “Thank you!” She ran into the kitchen and put her face in the water. Goku and the others followed her, except for Solaris, who kind of guessed what had happened. “What is your name?” Gohan asked her. What was her name? She had completely forgotten it somehow, but she did remember that big guy calling her Solaris…“Solaris,” she replied. “Nice to meet you,” Gohan told her.  

Chapter 3: Living With Them

Solaris had seemingly adjusted to her new life. It had been three weeks since those strange people had first discovered her. But she still wondered if she’d ever find that ‘family’ soon.  Perhaps there was a mother, and a father, and maybe a little sister or brother, and a pet-“Solaris?” Bulma asked, “Remember, you have to get out of bed today.” Solaris had been putting that off for three days, and Bulma was getting persistent. She had been out of bed before- to get a bath and food, but she had not done the walking herself. It was either Bulma or Master Roshi, and sometimes-even Oolong.  Solaris pulled back the covers and cool air seemed to blast itself onto her, making her reach for them again. Those thick wool sheets she loved so much… “I don’t think so!” Bulma chuckled, taking them away. “If you want them, come get them!” Solaris sat up. She scooted to the edge of the bed and put her arm on the bedpost for support. Slowly she arose until finally, she was standing. Now all she had to do was let go of the post. She quickly removed her hand, and upon doing so she fell back onto the bed. But on her second attempt she held fast to her balance. This really stunk. It was like learning to walk all over again. Slowly she put one foot in front of her and then the other. She had just gotten to the bedroom door when her foot hit something, and she stumbled and fell… into someone’s arms. It was Piccolo. He and Bulma were seemingly getting along a bit better, so he came over a little more. And besides, Gohan was always over here to see how the ‘red-eyed girl’ was doing. Solaris looked up at the tall green man. For a moment an alarm rang inside of her. But then she recognized him and relaxed. Piccolo helped her to stand up, and she walked into the kitchen where Bulma was in the middle of making breakfast. Master Roshi was at the table, playing Poker with Oolong.” Somebody’s got her strength back,” Oolong remarked, looking up.  Bulma looked up as well. But instead she saw Piccolo. “So I see that little visit form Piccolo cured you!” she said to her. Solaris said nothing. She looked around. Maybe, once her strength was fully won, they would teach her how to fly and fight. She watched as Piccolo walked out the door without a word. She was not afraid of him; maybe it was because they were so alike. For example, they were both freaks, and… well…after breakfast, Bulma caught Solaris looking out the window. “What’s wrong?” she asked the red-eyed girl. “I… am there any way I can learn to fly? Maybe I could see the world!” Solaris replied. “Well, maybe I’ll call Goku or Gohan over. Maybe they’ll teach you!” Bulma replied.

Chapter 4: Lessons

It was but another week late before Gohan finally came over. He was to teach Solaris how to fly, and he was looking forward to it too. As predicted, she was sitting on the couch, stretching and loosening her muscles. “You ready?” Gohan asked. Solaris nodded and the two walked outside. “This is kind of tricky at first, but it gets easier,” Gohan informed her as they sat in the grass behind the Kame House, “First you must use your ki.” “What’s ki?” Solaris asked the Say-jin boy. “I’ll show you!” Gohan told her as he pointed his hand to the ocean and let out a large ki blast.  “Now,” said Gohan, “Cup your hands and close your eyes. Listen in your body for a pull, then bring it out.” Solaris tried this, but only succeeded in a headache. “You’re trying too hard.” Said Gohan, “Relax.” Solaris tried it again this time, remembering to stay calm, and a tiny ball of yellow energy formed in her hands. This isn’t good enough, she thought, forcing it out more until it was about the size of a softball. Then she put it out. “Not bad,” said Gohan. Solaris was wet with sweat and Bulma made them come in for a drink and a towel. They went back out inside and repeated the same lesson over. Gohan was right. It was easier. “Now we’ll try flying,” Gohan told the girl, ‘It’s a bit trickier but you can do it. Now stand there calmly. Focus your energy as you did before and pretend of it as a wall that it pushing you up. Visualize.” Solaris did just that, and a wind picked up around her.  Slowly she levitated off the ground. She went higher and higher until she was about five feet off the ground. Hen she slowly went down again. “Not many people ever get it on the first try,” Gohan told her, “Now keep practicing and I’ll be back at the end of the week, ok?” He flew off.  Every day Solaris practiced this until she had gotten up really high and was playing in the clouds.  As he promised, Gohan returned on Sunday afternoon to check on his friend. To his wont, he could not find her on the ground, so he flew up into the air and found her playing in the sky. She flew down to him. “Thank you!” she shouted excitedly. “For what?” Gohan asked her.  “For teaching me this! I’ve always wondered what its like to have this feeling!” Gohan smirked. “Well, it gets worse.” Solaris stopped moving. “ Just wait till Mr. Piccolo and I teach you how to fight!” Solaris gulped. “In a week or two we’ll both be down here and take you somewhere cool.”

Chapter 5: Training

Solaris did as she was told. She continued stretching, flying, and even exercising.  She even did a combination of all three. She would fly up and start stretching, or jog in place for several hours. And in two weeks (it took this long for Gohan to persuade Piccolo to actually do this), both Piccolo and Gohan arrived.  “Are you ready?” Gohan asked her. “What do you think?” panted Solaris. She had been exercising for a while now.  “I guess we can skip the warm-ups.,” Piccolo muttered.  After saying goodbye to Bulma and co., Solaris followed Piccolo and his young Say-jin friend back to the mainland. This in itself was quite difficult for her because she wasn’t used to such wind. But she pushed herself, and managed to keep up with them.  Sweat almost dripped down her brow as she caught up with them.  When they landed, it was in a forest with about a hundred feet between each tree, and a lake could be seen in the distance. Solaris looked at her new training teachers. They were unaffected by the flight, while she was dripping sweat and panting. Quickly she wiped it away and waited for them to do something. Suddenly Piccolo lunged for her. Nearly scared stiff, she remembered what she had done to that big guy in the beginning. Suddenly she dove forward beneath him. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Gohan lunge for her. She flew up into the air. Suddenly she was hit in the back by some kind of electricity. She looked out of the corner of her eye to see Piccolo. He was powering up another one. Out of her other eye she saw Gohan come for her. She dove downward at the last second, causing Gohan to receive the blast. She hit the ground a bit hard, and her leg ached thereafter. The two came back on the ground, and Solaris eyed them warily. She thought she was going to fight, not dodge a couple of teachers! “Are we going to fight or what?” Solaris panted. “If you want fighting, we’ll give you fighting!” Gohan smirked. The two lunged at her.

For almost two months, the two sparred and taught Solaris when and when not to fight, how to use ki blasts effectively, and how to fight (all those little details I didn’t mention). Solaris developed rapidly. She had lost a lot of weight and the little layer of fat she seemed to always have. She could also distinguish sounds before she quite knew she heard them. Her senses were several times better, and she was much faster and stronger than ever before. She had what it seemed; shed her old self and leapt into the new Solaris.  Piccolo and Gohan had been quite shocked. 

Chapter 6: Secrets

After these two months had gone by, Piccolo and Gohan permitted her to join their group called the Z Fighters, the group they were in and she was about to meet them.  All three flew down to a yellow dome away from the city.  Standing out in the yard were several figures. That must be them, Solaris thought. The group landed and to her shock, Solaris saw Bulma was in the group as well. “Bulma?” she asked, “How did you get here?” Bulma looked up. “Oh, my dad lives and works here. I’ve gone to live with him now.” Standing beside her was a tall, three-eyed man, Goku, Krillin, a black-haired man with scars, and Oolong. “This is Tien,” said Bulma, “He joined up with us awhile back, and this is Yamcha, my boyfriend!”  Solaris nodded. She also wondered why in the past twenty years of her life, she had not wanted a boyfriend. Now she wanted one desperately. But who could love her? She was a freak! She sighed. “What’s wrong?” Gohan asked. “If I told you, I’d have to kill you,” Solaris replied, smirking.  “Man,” said Bulma, “I can read you like a book! You want a boyfriend!” She laughed. “I thought you had one before you came here!” “Before I came here I was trying to find… a place to live,” Solaris replied.  Later that evening, Bulma invited Solaris to stay with her for the night.  “So…” Bulma asked, “Why don’t you have a boyfriend? I thought all girls had one!” Solaris sighed deeply. “It’s a long story.” “Well,” said Bulma, “We have time.” Solaris was hesitant. True, they were good friends, but she did not like the idea of retelling her horrific past. “I… when I was little, my parents gave me contacts to hide my true eye color. One day at school, they fell out. Everyone laughed and the law says anyone with a defect or something similar must either have it returned to normal or go to another school. My parent’s couldn’t afford this, so I was home-schooled. Every evening my parents always said something about if I was a descendant of something… But one day a group of men came in and murdered my parents. The stabbed me in the leg and threw me out the window. The burned my house down. Then the next morning I ran away over the mountains and I was looking over a cliff when lightning struck a tree and I fell off. Goku, Gohan, and Krillin found me and took me to your island.” Solaris was in tears. “I’ll help you!” said Bulma, “My dad has dozens of books on different races like Nameccians, Say-jins, etc. But why don’t you have a boyfriend?” “Its not that I don’t want one. It’s that no one wants me! I ‘m a freak…” Bulma had an idea. “Well, no offense, but you are, and Piccolo- well, you two are quite alike!” “Piccolo?” Solaris asked. She hadn’t thought about that.  “But Piccolo’s a…” “Namek,” Bulma finished, “So?” That ended their conversation. They both fell asleep. About an hour later Bulma left the room. She had a mission. Carefully she went to her dad’s basement and pulled out a thick book. “Nameccians,” it read. She flipped through it. Suddenly she found it on the first page. “Although most Nameccians have black eyes, there are some exceptions. Usually they can be red, but no Namek has ever been recorded with red eyes. Usually they start out human until they reach their early twenties, then they will morph into a Namek.” Horrified, Bulma closed the book and went back to bed. She would have to tell her in the morning the hard truth.

Chapter 7: The Shadowed Men

 It was morning. The sun shone in Solaris’s face as she sat up. She had been taught to wake up with the sun.  Bulma had also woken up and she remembered the book she had found. “Solaris,” she yawned, “I have to tell you something. I looked in a book last night and… found out what you are.” “What?” Solaris asked. “A-” Dr. Briefs opened the door. “Good morning, girls! Your mother sent me to tell you that breakfast is ready!” Solaris went into the bathroom, changed and brushed her hair. Bulma waited until she was done and followed suit.  They went to the kitchen.  “I’m suddenly not feeling hungry today.” Solaris whispered. “Would your mother mind if I went training?” “Training? You just spent the last two months training! I don’t think so. ” “Tell her I apologize.”  Solaris went outside.  She flew upwards over the trees and hit the clouds. She was going back to see how her old home had changed. And besides, she needed a family. She knew they didn’t REALLY care about her; they just took her in because she was injured.  She looked off to the north, south east and west, but it wasn’t until she looked to the South again when she saw the ocean.  She flew straight towards it. She went on beyond and eventually saw the Kame House. She was dimly awake when they carried her here, and she couldn’t remember.  She flew down and knocked on the door. Oolong answered.  “What direction did Goku fly from when he brought me here?” she asked him. Oolong thought for a moment, then said, “That way!” He was pointing straight ahead. “Thanks,” she said as she flew off. She flew on and on for some time until she hit mainland again and saw a mountain range.  Passing them, she saw a black spot on the ground.  She flew downwards and saw it was what was left of her house. There were tire tracks all over the place and the skeletons were gone.  Suddenly she sensed a wave of power. Solaris whirled around, not finding anything. “Strange,” she muttered. Suddenly she felt it again. Once more she whirled, in vain.  Straining all her senses, she thought she sensed it again, but there was nothing. Solaris decided to study the perimeter of her property by walking it. Besides, she was tired of flying.  As she neared one end, she felt it again, but this time it was much stronger than before and it stayed.  But it got worse. There was more than one power level. In fact,  there were four separate powers.  They surrounded her.  Frightened, Solaris looked around. Out of the corner of her eye, a ki blast came flying towards her. She dodged it. “Piccolo? Gohan? Is that you?”  “Looks like you’ve grown up a bit,” said a voice. It provoked memories of that hulking man that tried to kill her...  Suddenly a red-skinned man with white hair lunged at her.  She dodged, grabbing him by the hair and slinging him on the ground.  He got up, almost completely unaffected by her. “Well, well,” said the man from behind her. He moved in closer so she could see his hulking form and armor…

Chapter 8: Transformation

Piccolo was meditating peacefully over a lake. He was doing his usual thing, minding his own business, when he sensed a high power level. Just then Bulma ran to the edge of the lake. “Piccolo! “ He looked at her. “I can’t find Solaris anywhere! She went out training at dawn, and she’s not even come near here!” Piccolo hesitated. Bulma couldn’t find Solaris. There was a high, not to mention evil  power level somewhere far away. “I’ll be back!” he shouted, “Round up the others at Capsule Corp!” He flew off.  Bulma raced back to her home. She ran right past her mother and phoned the Sons. “Goku! Goku there’s a terrible emergency! You and Gohan get over here now!”  She hung up and phoned Master Roshi and Yamcha and Tien.  Back at her old house, Solaris stared at the four members. They all were posing very oddly.  Then she remembered. The big one – he tried to kill her! She was out for revenge. But… she had never been in a real fight! All four men lunged for her. Solaris flew upwards and back down suddenly, slamming her elbow into one of their backs. But one had saw her coming. It was the red one. He slammed himself into her. Both flew into the air and he landed on top of her. “Look! We came here to kill you and that’s what were going to do!” he growled as he powered up a large ki blast and slammed it into her. Solaris did her best to block, but it was to no avail. She got the full affect of it.  Was it really her fate to die? These people had killed her mom and dad, and they even tried to kill her. They would have succeeded too, if he had not only done half a job. She would die without a family? The paper… “The family you seek is not the family you know… find the family you seek and your life will be spared.”  She had been wrong. It didn’t mean her parents weren’t her family. It meant her definition of family! She had a family! Goku, Gohan, Krillin, Master Roshi, the Z Fighters, Piccolo, Bulma! They were her family! She was angry. She would not die. They would die. Solaris stood up, panting with the effort. “Blast it!” shouted the red man. Then he smirked. “Give it up girl! You’re already half dead and green with envy!” The other men, looking at her, edged backwards. Solaris felt her skin on her face. It was almost leathery. She looked at her arm. It was green! Her whole body was turning green! But her hair was still there, white as ever. She looked up to see Piccolo land beside her. Fortunately, he didn’t look directly at her. “What’s going on?” he asked.  “These are the people that killed my family!” She snarled. Piccolo looked at her. To his horror, she was no longer human. She was snarling and her eyes were glowing red. She looked back at him, almost ashamed. “Go get the others! Now!” she commanded. “But what about-” “Just go!” Solaris lunged at the Ginyu Force.  

Chapter 9: A Choice

It was not even five minutes later that the Z Fighters reached Solaris. She was still fighting. And she was delivering the last blow to the hulking man that had killed her family. He was dead. He fell on the ground, covered in blood and bruises. With a charge, all of the Z Fighters swarmed over the Ginyu Force. None of them lasted long. The red guy (Jeice?) was the first to go, followed by the others. They all went down, dead. Solaris suddenly went calm. Her eyes stopped glowing. She had avenged her parents and was happy. Goku went up to her. “You did pretty good out there,” he told her, “You ever thought of getting in the World Martial Arts Tournament?” Solaris sighed. “Maybe.” He beckoned to the others and the group flew off. Solaris still hung in the back. Now she was a Namek. Nameks didn’t have a gender, so there was no hope of her getting a boyfriend. Piccolo noticed her like this and dropped back. “You ok?” he asked.  Solaris found it better not to discuss the problem with him.  “No,” she lied.  Piccolo took her word for it, but he secretly knew something was wrong, and he kind of knew what it was.  For he did wonder what it was like to have a gender.  When the group reached Capsule Corp, Bulma was outside waiting for them. She knew exactly what had happened to Solaris. “You didn’t tell me what I was,”  Solaris said to Bulma.  “I tried,” she replied, “But I looked more into it. There is a cure. Ever seen the movie Shrek?” Solaris nodded.  “Well, in order to be human again, you have to kiss a human. If you want to stay the way you are, you have to kiss a Namek.” “What happens if I don’t kiss someone?” Solaris asked. “You’ll die at dawn. That’s why they’re so rare,” Bulma replied.  Solaris was shocked. She had never kissed anyone before. No one had wanted to kiss her in the first place. And she did think Nameccians were cool. No. She’d rather die. “I’ll be by the lake if you need me,” Solaris said, then turned and flew off.  The others all went home too, except for Piccolo and Bulma. He sat there, thinking. “You only have until dawn. Its sunset now,” Bulma hinted, then turned and went inside. He waited a few minutes, then hesitantly flew after Solaris.

And Last

Bulma awoke the next morning, almost fearful Solaris had died. She ran outside, still in pajamas, and ran into the woods, looking for the lake. When she finally reached it, she didn’t see Solaris anywhere.  Then came a voice. “Looking for me?” Bulma turned to see Solaris. She was still alive. And the thing that made her curious, however, was the fact that she was still a Namek.

The End

