******
“Lord Beerus!  I challenge you!!!” Tekka called.  The tall feline stopped in mid-step as everyone seemed to freeze in shock.  Even Whis’s perpetual manner of calm was disrupted, as he stared at her as if her head had lifted off her shoulders and begun to rapidly spin around.  Tekka could practically feel the multiple glares of anger and confusion boring holes into the back of her head as she took a step forward.

“...I’m sorry, I must have not been paying attention, dear.  I couldn’t have possibly heard you say what I think you did,” Beerus said, turning to face her.  His yellow eyes narrowed malevolently, glaring down at Tekka.  The girl took a deep breath and met his gaze, stepping forward.

“No, I said what I meant.   Lord Beerus, I… uh… respectfully challenge you!” Tekka said, trying to puff out her chest.  The effect was somewhat blunted when both Trunks and Goten punched her in the back of the head and dragged her away to talk to them.
“OW!  What was that for?!” Tekka growled, nursing the lumps on the back of her head.
“Tekka, ARE YOU BRAIN DAMAGED?!” hissed Trunks, glaring at her, “He’s… SERIOUSLY strong… like, stronger than my dad and Goten’s dad combined!!!”

“AND he likes to blow stuff up!  Like… y’know, PLANETS AND STARS!!!” Goten whispered, looking more worried than angry, “We fought him as Gotenks once, and he kicked our butts!!!  We went Super Saiyan 3, and he didn’t even use Ki to beat us!!!”
“Yeah, but…  When else am I gonna get this chance?” Tekka asked, smiling cheerfully, “I’ve gotta see if I can do this!” 

“...Hm… Heh.  Hahahaha!!!  I admire this child’s courage, Whis!” Beerus laughed loudly, interrupting them, “But I think you’ve bitten off far more than you can chew, girl.”
“Maybe, but there’s no way to know until I try!” Tekka retorted, shrugging off Goten and Trunks to approach the God of Destruction.  Beerus bent over at the waist to look her up and down slowly.
“...Can you achieve Super Saiyan God, little girl?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.
“...N-No? I don’t even really know what that is…” Tekka admitted.

“Then you’re not worth my time, I’m afraid.  I’ve fought Saiyans before, but unless you can become Super Saiyan Gods, there’s no challenge,” Beerus said, turning away to go rejoin Whis. The angel actually looked relieved for the briefest of moments, before hiding his expression behind his customary placid smile.
“We’re sorry for Tekka’s impertinence, Lord Beerus.  We’ll leave you alone now!” Pan said, covering Tekka’s mouth with her hand and helping Goten and Trunks to drag her away.  Tekka growled and struggled, managing to use her tail to trip Pan and get free again.

“What if we make a game out of it!!!” she called.  Beerus’s ears perked up again, as Goten, Pan, and Trunks all groaned and buried their faces in their hands.  Goku merely tilted his head curiously.
“A game?” asked the violet-furred feline, crossing his arms over his chest-piece as he turned to face Tekka again, “...I doubt you could do anything to entertain me, but I’m willing to hear you out.”

“I know I can’t beat you…  I probably can’t even HURT you… but what if we made it a game of tag?” Tekka asked.

“...I’m not familiar,” Beerus replied, frowning.

“Onigokko?” Tekka asked, receiving a second blank stare, “...I chase you, and if I can touch you, I win.”
“Oh, that does sound mildly interesting,” Beerus replied, smirking, “But what’s in it for me?”

“Um…” Tekka hedged, trying to think of something, “...If I lose, then me and my team have to do whatever you say for a whole day.”

Beerus exchanged a glance at Whis, who nodded back at him with a tiny smirk.  He asked, “And if you win?”

“If I win… you have to train all of us!” Tekka said, grinning.  Beerus laughed loudly again, brushing his hand along his forehead.

“I don’t know if this is courage or stupidity.  With Saiyans, it’s so hard to tell… but very well.  I’ll accept your challenge!”  Beerus said, chortling as he turned and walked towards the fighting ring.

*****
Tekka and Whis hashed out the rules quickly.  They would use the tournament ring as the boundaries of the challenge.  If either competitor left the ring or flew above a certain height, then they would lose.  Flight was allowed, and any clean connected hit would be considered a victory for Tekka, including ki blasts.  Beerus could touch Tekka all he wanted, but she had to connect with him for a win.  The match would last twenty minutes.  If Tekka was incapacitated, ringed-out, or unable to touch Beerus within that time, she would lose.
Tekka and Beerus stood in the ring, standing about ten yards apart.  Whis hovered at the sidelines, holding one of his usual large strawberry sundaes, which he ate with gusto.  On the other side of the ring, Pan, Goku, Goten, and Trunks sat and watched, apparently unable to decide where to put their emotions: anger, annoyance, confusion, or support for their friend.
“Whenever you’re ready, kid…” Beerus said, yawning and stretching lazily.  His bright yellow eyes watered with the force of his yawn.  Tekka blinked and immediately dug her feet into the ground hard enough to crack the stone tile.  She kicked off, launching herself at Beerus.  With a battlecry, she threw her fist forward, while Beerus wiped his eyes…
And cleanly sidestepped her charge, causing her to flail wildly as she swept past him.
“Please, you think you could take advantage of that?  Even with my eyes closed, I could still sense your ki flare up as you charged me,” Beerus chided lazily.  Tekka regained her balance and spun to face him.
Leaping forward, she threw a barrage of punches, her fists blurring as she shouted.  Beerus rolled his eyes and lifted a single finger.  He blocked every single punch with it, stopping her fists dead with just the tip of his index finger, before suddenly dropping into a sweep kick that knocked her legs out from under her.

Tekka hit the floor, groaning, her head cracking against the stone painfully.  Beerus hummed a jaunty tune, walking a few steps away from her.   He hovered, crossing his legs as he rested his chin on his fist.

“Are you getting up anytime soon, or will I have to DESTROY you for wasting my time like this?” he asked, a threat creeping into his voice.
Tekka grunted and picked herself up, brushing off her gi as she slipped back into a fighting stance.  She bounced lightly on the balls of her feet, skipping lightly as she lifted her fists up in front of her face.  She leaned forward, approaching.

“Changing your fighting style is an interesting strategy, but useless.  My power is beyond technique,” Beerus said lightly, putting his feet on the ground as she charged.  Tekka again threw a series of punches, taking a more traditional boxing stance as she closed in. 

Beerus rolled his eyes and flicked a finger in her direction.  A shockwave struck her with immense force, knocking her clean off her feet again.  She rolled, scrabbling at the stone tiles to prevent from falling out of the ring.  She managed to come to a stop inches from the edge.
“I SAID my power was beyond mere technique.  THAT was a mere physical attack, by the way, not a ki attack,” Beerus growled, “Now start taking this seriously, or I’ll start using more than .5% of my power.”
“He’s only using half-a-percent of his full power?!” Pan exclaimed.
“Of course.  You expected Lord Beerus to use anything approaching even a tenth of his power against a child?”  Whis asked, chuckling in amusement.
“Okay…  then how about THIS?!” Tekka shouted.  She delved deep into the hidden well of power once more, drawing it forth.  Igniting her ki and amplifying it, she transformed into a Super Saiyan once more.  Power radiated from her as her hair turned gold, her eyes turned blue-green, and her aura flared with golden light.
Beerus reacted with a yawn.
“Oh, that… Normal Super Saiyan thing.  Well…  I’ll say it's a small improvement, but not much…” he sighed, “I really wish I was fighting a Super Saiyan God right now.”
“Don't underestimate me!” Tekka shouted, springing at the purple cat.  She launched herself with all the force she could muster, using as much speed as she could.  The sound barrier broke as she drew back her fist for a punch.
She passed completely through Beerus.
Tekka flailed wildly, digging her feet into the stone and forcing as much of her ki forward to decelerate before she fell off the edge of the ring.  Beerus stood on the other side of the ring from where he had been.
“What the?” Tekka yelped.
“Underestimate you?  I doubt I could do that, kid,” the god said, chuckling.
“That was his afterimage, Miss Tekka.  Lord Beerus had already been on the other side of the ring for 1.2 seconds before you 'hit’ him,” Whis said idly, nibbling on a strawberry, “You're following him with your eyes.  They're the least accurate and useful of your senses.”
“You're butting in, Whis,” complained Beerus.
“I'm sorry for that, but I figured a little advice would make things more interesting,” Whis said, smiling as he cleaned his lips with a napkin.
Beerus grumbled and suddenly vanished into a blur.  Suddenly Tekka found herself surrounded by dozens of doppelgangers of Beerus.  They flitted in and out around her as she spun to try to figure out what was going on.
“Multiple afterimages!  I learned that in the Tenkaichi Budokai, the World Tournament!” Goku called, “Try sensing his ki!!!”
Tekka closed her eyes, trying to concentrate on her sixth sense, ignoring the dozens of images around her.  A moment later, she opened her eyes in shock.
“He doesn’t HAVE any ki!!!  Tekka exclaimed, before she felt an enormous impact drive her to the ground.  She coughed in pain, feeling the stone crack under her.
“No, Lord Beerus DOES have ki.  But your mortal senses cannot possibly perceive the immensity of his power.  Only beings with divine power can sense the ki of a God,” Whis called, smirking.  Tekka climbed to her feet, only to feel another blow sending her skidding and bouncing across the stone floor.
“Argh!!!  If I can’t s-see him or sense his ki… Gahh!” Tekka yelped as invisible strikes bounced her around, knocking the wind out of her.
“I was not referring to your ki-sense when I said your other senses, Miss Tekka,” Whis said lightly, taking another spoonful of his sundae.

Tekka climbed to her feet again, brushing her mane of hair over her shoulder as she tried to get back into a fighting stance again.  Dozens of images of Beerus surrounded her, flitting in and out of existence as the God of Destruction continued to make them.  Tekka closed her eyes again, this time ignoring her sixth sense.  She remained still, filtering out the sound of her ki aura roaring, and waited.  It took a little, during which Beerus continued to strike her, knocking her back, but Tekka realized Whis was right.
It was brief, barely perceptible.  She couldn't see him, or sense his ki, but she could feel the wind kicked up by his movements.  She could hear the faint noise of his bare paws touching the stone floor before kicking off.  After a minute, she realized there was a pattern to the God’s movements.
She waited.  She waited.  She waited.  And at the right moment, she threw an open palm to her right, firing a fireball to supplement her range.
Beerus yelped in surprise as the ki blast streaked right at his face.  He wheeled aside, spinning out of the way of the blast as it missed by inches.  Tekka wasn't willing to give up her advantage, and leapt forward at the feline, her foot lashing out at his midriff.
The God was having none of it.  He continued his spin, sliding to the side on the ball of his foot.  With balletic grace, he whirled along the axis of her kick and patted her on the back as she passed.  The tiny pat struck Tekka with what felt like the force of a sledgehammer, knocking her to the ground again.
“Tekka!!!” Goten shouted worriedly.  
“She's fine.  She's just beginning to learn how wide the gulf between us is,” Beerus said, bending over and grabbing Tekka’s wrist.  She yelped as Beerus flicked his wrist.  The simple movement carried such enormous strength behind it that it sent Tekka wheeling and flipping and corkscrewing through the air uncontrollably.  She yelled in fear and confusion as she tumbled, the world turning into a blur of color sound her.  An eternity later, Tekka hit the ground on the small of her back with a jarring crash.  Utterly disoriented and very nauseous, she lay there, groaning weakly.
“Give up, kid?” Beerus asked, bending over so his yellow eyes filled Tekka’s entire range of vision.
“Can’t…  c-can’t…” Tekka moaned weakly, gasping for breath.
“You’ve wasted ten minutes of my time, and it wasn't worth it,” Beerus said flatly, “And unless you get up right now, I’m going to destroy you and your friends.”

*****
Tekka roared in anger, feeling her power surge inside her, spreading to every single cell in her body.  Her ki aura sparked with electricity, sending pins and needles through her skin.  Her aura flared brighter, turning her into a star in the center of the ring.  A searing-hot wind rushed out, forcing Whis, Goten, Trunks, Pan, and Goku to recoil and cover their faces.

The Saiyan screamed as her power exploded outward from her.  Her golden hair began to spike upward, her bangs changing shape and growing sharper and more menacing.  The hair on top of her head began to stand on end, shaping into further spikes.  Blue lightning struck the ring, sparking off the golden light surrounding Tekka.  
“She’s going Super Saiyan 2!!!” exclaimed Goten, his eyes wide in awe.
*****

“Annnnd… You’re done!” Whis called cheerfully.  Tekka blinked and stumbled, losing control of her power.  Her golden aura vanished and her shimmering hair turned back to its normal orange.  Her blue-green eyes turned back to a deep violet as she yelped and fell flat on her face.  Exhaustion suddenly rolled over her, making her limbs tremble with weakness as she heaved for breath.

“Ooh.  That was close.  If we had kept that up for another six hours, you MIGHT have laid a finger on me,” Beerus said, smirking, “...provided I got careless and bored and chose to let you do it.”

“Nnngh… I… What was…” Tekka grunted, trying to pick herself off the ground, as Pan climbed onto the ring, kneeling down beside her.

“Don’t try to move, kid.  That new transformation used up all of your strength,” Beerus advised, brushing a bit of dust off of his shoulder.

“Here, this should help,” Pan said gently.  She placed her hands against Tekka’s side and concentrated.  A glow appeared around her hands, and Tekka felt warmth and strength flow into her as Pan shared some of her ki with Tekka.  It wasn’t much, but it was enough to get her back onto her feet.

“That WAS impressive, though.  I almost had to use one percent of my power against you,” Beerus said, smirking, “...Almost.”
“Argh… You're amazing, Lord Beerus…” Tekka said, picking herself off the floor.
“Flattery will get you everywhere and nowhere, girl,” Beerus replied lightly.
“No, I'm not flattering you…  I mean it.  I was fighting far beyond my limits…  and you didn't break a sweat.  You didn't even try!  I…  I can't even begin to understand the gap between my power and yours…” Tekka said in between gulps of air as she tried to slow her heart rate.  Beerus polished his claws on his pants, chuckling.
“It's the difference between a god and a mortal, kid,” he said, bluntly, “Until you transcend those pathetic mortal limits, you’ll never come close to touching me."
*****
Beerus looked down at the half-conscious Tekka and sighed, “Y'know, Whis.  One percent of my strength wasn't bad.  Particularly since she had no idea how much that was.”
“Yes, but you used 1.3% at the end there.  She actually managed to push you, just a little,” Whis said cheerfully, smirking as he sat.
“Yes, she did. And she's what?  8 Earth years old?  If she can do that at 8…  imagine what she could do as an adult someday. Particularly if she gained the power of a Super Saiyan God!” Beerus remarked, poking Tekka in the nose.  The child blinked sleepily, but barely reacted otherwise.
“Lord Beerus, are you already discarding Goku and Vegeta as your favorite toys?  I imagine they'll be quite annoyed,” Whis said, a hint of mischievous humor entering his voice.
“Of course not, Whis!  This girl won't be “ripe” for another twenty or thirty years!  But aren't you the one always telling me to keep an eye on the future?” Beerus snapped in mild annoyance.
“Indeed I am, my Lord, and it is wonderful to hear that you have actually listened to me for once.  But she also comes from a future almost 1200 years from your present day.  Are you willing to wait 1220 years for a chance at Tekka?” Whis asked.
“I'm a God, Whis.  I have forever.  I'll enjoy Goku and Vegeta for now… until some other toy catches my eye.  And in a millennium, we’ll see how she is.  Make a note, Whis,” Beerus said, smirking, “And if she doesn't meet my expectations… I'll just destroy her.”
“Very well,” Whis agreed, “I'll make a note to check in on her in a millennium, two centuries and two decades on the dot.”
*****
“Whis…” Beerus said, contemplating the moaning, cum-glazed children as his erection pulsed in his grip.  Purple fluid leaked from the fat head, dripping down his fingers.
“Yes, Lord Beerus?  Is something the matter?  You need to finish milking the urethra to get the rest of your semen out,” Whis asked, looking up from his shrimp cocktail.
“....You really annoy me sometimes, you know that?” Beerus said, glaring at Whis.
“Yes, Lord Beerus, but you were saying?” Whis prompted, smiling placidly.
“Before you interrupted me with more of your irritating 'advice,’ I was going to say that I intend to train these children,” Beerus grumbled.
“You do?  But sir, they lost the bet!” Whis exclaimed, surprised.
“Yes, I know that, Whis, I was there.  But I've always enjoyed giving rocks a little polish…”
