This ain’t no self-insert fic.

This ain’t no slash fic neither.

This is Top Dog.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
We serve an old man in a dry season

A lighthouse keeper in the desert sun

Dreamers of sleepers and white treason

We dream of rain and the history of the gun

There’s a lighthouse in the middle of Prussia

A white house in a red square

I’m living in films for the sake of Russia

A Kino Runner for the DDR

And the fifty-two daughters of the revolution

Turn the gold to chrome

Gift… nothing to loose

Stuck inside of Memphis with the mobile home; sing

Mother Russia rain down down down

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Rei Hino, beautiful schoolgirl and foul-tempered trainee shrine maiden, age fourteen, was walking home from school.

She lived at the Cherry Hill shrine with her grandfather, in the centre of Tokyo’s Juuban district.

Nerima-level weirdness was therefore almost completely outside her experience. Sure, Juuban experienced a monster attack every week or two, but nothing on the scale of Nerima strangeness.

Thus she was quite nonplussed when she saw the group of vehicles parked at the foot of the steps that led up to the shrine.

Two of them were massive semi tractors, both festooned with acres of chrome, strangely thick windows, and that chunky sharp-angles look normally seen on things military, armoured or both. In particular, the front bumpers were obviously immense slabs of solid metal, reinforced with heavy studs and coated with a thick layer of gleaming chrome. The nearer rig was painted jet black, with ‘Yamazaki Distribution’ in red on the side of the sleeper cab; the further one was a deep royal blue with ‘Saotome Express Haulage’ along side of bonnet, cab and sleeper cab. There was a pair of unmarked police cars parked one side of the duo of rigs, but Rei didn’t look that close; she was too busy being boggled by the trucks.

“I guess truck drivers need spiritual guidance too.” She whispered, walking past the vehicles and beginning to make her way up the long flight of stairs that led to the shrine she called home.

As she arrived at the top of the steps, she realised she could hear someone shouting from the direction of the main shrine building; she frowned and walked thataway.

“She was six fucking months pregnant!” was the first part she managed to make out. “And even still he sent her to spy on the goddamn Surimas! You know what they did to her? I found the body! They’d dosed her with enough wolfsbane to freeze an army, then cut her belly open and threw the baby on a fucking fire! They must have tortured her for hours – there wasn’t a square inch of her that wasn’t fucking injured, and that son-of-a-bitch wouldn’t LET me try to rescue her, even though we knew they had her, until they’d had plenty time to finish her off!”

Rei frowned and stopped beside the door as the shouting continued.

“Gods, man! She was your own daughter and you didn’t bat an eyelid when he sent her off on a suicide mission! What the Hell happened to you that turned you into your father’s fucking lapdog?”

“I don’t have to answer an outcast.” Her grandfather stiffly stated.

*What the Hell?* Rei thought.

“Yes, Mr Hino.” A silky-smooth, ice-cold contralto voice interposed. “But you do have to answer an Imperial officer.”

There was a tense silence.

“Imperial officer?” her grandfather asked.

“You’re aware of the Moroboshi family.” The woman stated.

“A Moroboshi? Since when were the popinjay’s pet killers-“

A gunshot rolled across the shrine.

“If you ever speak of our Emperor like that again, Mr Hino, it will be the last thing you ever do.” The woman snarled.

“You bitch!” her grandfather choked out.

That was too much for Rei; she flung the door open and barged in.

She immediately found herself looking down the business end of a gun held by a uniformed cop. A tall, lanky denim-clad man saw what was happening, yelled something incoherent and decked the cop with a snap kick.

“Sonoda you jerk!” another man – this one dressed in a bomber jacket and jeans, but holding a police revolver – “That’s the girl we’re here to rescue.”

“Sorry sir.” The cop groaned, peeling himself off the floor. “Shit, you didn’t need to kick me, Mr Yamazaki.”

“Yes I fucking did.” The guy in the denims growled, his attention now completely centred on Rei. He was tall to the tune of about six foot three, as thin as a rail but with a taut musculature, and dressed in a battered short-sleeved denim jacket, denim jeans with the knees reinforced with leather patches, safety boots, a white T-shirt and a baseball cap marked ‘Diamond T’.

He was also fairly handsome though thin-faced, and had shoulder length somewhat greasy black hair.

Rei considered the situation. There was a very short, very stocky woman dressed in a blue boiler suit with a beautiful katana strapped across her back; she was holding some kind of overgrown pistol on Rei’s grandfather, who looked furious, had a lot of blood on the front of his robes, but seemed to be completely unscathed despite the mess. The due of uniformed cops and the pair of casually-dressed men were likewise holding guns on the elderly priest.

“Who the Hell are you people?” Rei asked, sincerely freaked out.

The man in the denim jacket sighed.

“Typical. The bastard didn’t even tell you what I look like.”

“Alright, we’re all here.” One of the guys Rei thought might be plainclothes cops said. “As of 1100 hours today, Mr Kenji Yamazaki has been granted sole custody of his daughter, Miss Rei Hino, by direct Imperial order. In addition, a restraining order has been filed against Mr Jitsuyama Hino, requiring that he stay at least-“

“If Clan Hakkenan can’t have her nobody can.” Rei’s grandfather stated.

Then all Hell broke loose.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Disclaimer: People who like Grandpa Hino may get pissed off at this point.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Chapter 2: Renegade Trucker and the Fire Maiden

(In which we meet our hero’s mother, and her best mate meets his daughter)

Rei Hino trusted her grandfather intimately. He was the only family she had ever known, and all she’d ever wanted was to see him smile.

So when he suddenly turned into a seven foot tall mix of fox and man, and threw himself at her, the foundation was blown out of her world.

The fox-thing that had been her grandfather was obviously a living weapon. It had long, razor-sharp claws, connected to the ends of powerful-looking arms, and Rei knew a killing blow when she saw one.

Three things got in the way. Firstly, the man in the denim jacket grabbed her and hauled her out the way. Secondly, the cops opened fire, hailing the charging fox-beast with .32 bullets.

And thirdly, the woman in the boiler suit moved, like a tidal wave, rammed her gun into the vulpine creature’s mouth, and blew the back of it’s head off with two shots spaced so closely they sounded like one. The impact of the slugs blew the creature clean across the room; it bounced off the wall and turned back into her grandfather as the woman finished reloading.

“Bad move, Mr Hino. This set of shells are wolfsbane-tipped. If I shoot you with these, you will not survive the experience.” The woman said. “And I’ve got a soft spot for Yama.”

“You… dirty… bitch.” The old man hissed, holding his brain in as he gave Rei another tremendous shock; his ravaged skull was reassembling itself.

“Pot, this is kettle. You are black. Tell your father, the Yamazaki family are under Imperial protection, and Toriyama would be better to remember the treaty he signed.”

“You haven’t heard the last of this.” Old Man Hino said, pulling himself to his feet. “Moroboshi or not, you haven’t heard the last of this, and neither has your master. Understood?”

The woman sneered.

“Any necessary force, Mr Hino. Now get the Hell out my sight, and if you so much raise a finger to Yama’s daughter then fuck the consequences, I’ll blow your fucking head clean off.”

 “Hello, Rei.” The man in the denims said. “My God, you look just like your mother… My name’s Kenji Yamazaki and I’m your father.”

“We’d better get you both out of here, Mr Yamazaki.” One of the cops said. “I’ll have my men collect Miss Hino’s possessions.”

Yamazaki nodded tightly.

“I think that’s a good idea. Butch?”

The woman snorted.

“Those TAPD pukes can handle the rest of this.” She said. “Hey, and Satoshi? Next time, shoot for the head. On a human a shoulder shot is just as likely to be lethal; on a shapeshifter a headshot might at least knock ‘em back.”

Yamazaki took Rei’s shoulder and steered her out; the woman known as Butch backed out after them, keeping Mr Hino covered the whole way.

Halfway down the stairs, she frowned.

“Yama?”

“You okay?” Yamazaki asked.

“I messed up my hands, that’s the problem with using K-Hexa 5 hot-loads, the kick’s a bastard. There should be a silver hip flask of Bone Repair Potion in my glove compartment.” She handed Yamazaki a set of keys. “Couldja get it? It’s just I don’t think I’ll be able to get into the cab.”

“No sweat.” Yamazaki said. On arriving at the bottom of the steps, he went straight to the blue truck, unlocked the cab, swung up, rooted around, and came out with a silver hip flask.

The woman took a huge slug from it, pocketed it, then started massaging her right hand, pulling faces.

“Damnit, I keep telling Shion to uprate the kick comps when she increases the charge.” She said. “Well, I’ll be good in a mo. So what’s the plan?”

Yamazaki turned round to speak to Rei and finally cottoned on to the state she was in. She was stood there, eyes staring into nowhere, and shaking like a leaf.

“What the…”

Butch critically examined the girl.

“Shellshock.” She said. “I’d be surprised if she wasn’t shaken up. Seems she’s going to need a lot of peace and quiet, and I know just the place to go.”

“Shellshock?” Yamazaki asked

“Of a sort.” Butch confirmed. “She’s had a severe, life-changing shock. Anyone would react to that. From the look of it, Rei has quite a fragile self-image.”

“Quit with being analytical and shit, Butch.” Yama complained. “Peace and quiet? Man, I live in my truck, how the Hell is that gonna work?”

“Not very well. I have a suggestion… you know where I used to live?”

“That bike shop burned down years ago.” Yamazaki said.

Butch shrugged.

“True, but the Tendo dojo next door didn’t. There’s a marriage contract between my husband’s family and the Tendo family; it’s Clan-related. My husband will be there some time this month, and our kids are with him; if anyone can get someone out of a fuge state, it’s Micheru.”

Yama looked at the quivering girl, who had now slumped against the bumper of his truck; she was crying silently, eyes staring into the beyond in a manner scarily reminiscent of a Vietnam veteran he’d met a few years back.

“My truck or yours?” he asked, jerking a thumb at Rei.

“Yours. It’s her home now.” Butch said.

Yamazaki nodded and touched Rei’s shoulder; she didn’t respond in the slightest. After a few tries, he unlocked his truck, picked her up, lifted her into the cab, and belted her into the passenger seat, then went round the other side to climb in.

At some level, Rei took note of her surroundings.

The cab was massive. The dash was a mass of dials and switches; more ranged across the roof above the winscreen. The whole interior was lined with furs, and the steering wheel was formed from a length of chain welded into an enormous hoop; the gearshift levers sported T-handles that looked like the throttle levers off fighter aircraft.

A nodding kitsune figurine surmounted the dash to add that final touch.

Yamazaki slotted the keys, and gave them a twist; the engine came to life with an odd sound; first a bogging stuttering noise, then a rough clatter of firings that settled into a heavy throb like an antique aircraft.

“I’ve got your six, Butch.” Yamazaki said into the CB radio.

“Ten-four, Yama. We’re not going far.” The woman said; another roar from the direction of the other rig announced it firing up.

“Where’s the drop?” Yama asked.

“Nerima, on Kosaburo Avenue, north end. Let’s roll ‘em.”

“Ten-four.”

With a bellow, the blue truck pulled away; Yama put his monster into first and followed it.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Akane watched, fascinated, as the water washed over Ranma’s hand and his body erupted upwards, muscle and bone flooding in from nowhere; the change took less than half a second, but was so complete it was stunning.

One moment Ranma was a short, petite and slightly stocky girl, the next he was a tower of iron hard muscle that strained the shoulders of his battered leather jacket.

“Wot?” he asked, noticing the way she was staring at him.

“Nothing.” She said, faintly embarrassed and annoyed with herself.

Ranma gave her a puzzled look, then turned his attention to the can of beer he’d just been handed.

“Thanks, sis.”

“Want one?” Micheru offered, holding a can out to Akane, who accepted it with a mental shrug; only Kasumi turned down the offer as Micheru handed cans round then opened one and settled herself on one end of the sofa.

“So anyway, th’ big question on me mind right now is, where we all gonna sleep?” Ranma said, taking a slug of beer.

“We have two spare rooms.” Kasumi said, popping out of her zone-out. “One’s full of junk, but I guess I can shift that to the basement.”

“We really need a third.” Soun remarked, frowning.

“Extension?” Genma asked.

“This is a listed building.” Soun told him. “You wouldn’t believe what a pain getting planning permission to alter it would be.”

Ranma frowned, stood up, and walked outside. A few moments later, he was back inside with a grin on his face.

“I got a solution.” He said, sounding distinctly smug.

“Oh yeah?” Genma grunted.

Ranma smirked and pointed towards the back of the house.

“Th’ empty lot th’ bike shop wuz in is still there.” He said. “An’ knowin’ ya, Dad, ya ain’t sold it. Am I right or am I right?”

Genma slowly nodded.

“Yeah.” He said. “Look, Ranma. That site’s fer when we rebuild the bike shop.”

“I know that, Dad. But get this, what we do is rebuild th’ bike shop soon as pos, an’ build it so there’s a house on top! An’ we link it ta this house wiv a covered walkway, right? An’ there’ll be space fer Mum ta park up her rig, an’ fer our bikes, an’ we can get proper machine tools, an’ a forge fer Xian Pu, an’ a studio fer Michie, an’ spare rooms, an’ anything else, pretty much.”

Genma slowly nodded.

“We’ve got enough money.” He said.

“Sorted!” Ranma crowed, and bolted back outside; he was back a few moments later, carrying one of the items of luggage that’d been strapped to the back of his bike. This was a battered grey suitcase; he ditched it in the middle of the floor and hauled it open, rummaged around, and came out with a partially-used graph paper pad and a handful of draftsman’s tools.

Finally he tossed a tape measure to Genma, and the two of them went roaring out the back of the house, leaving some slightly shellshocked Tendos being watched amusedly by the female members of the Saotome crew.

“What the fuck was that?” Akane asked.

Micheru giggled.

“When one of them gets enthusiastic about something, the other catches it and gets just as enthusiastic, then the enthusiasm feeds back, getting more excitable each time. The result is what you just saw; Dad and Ranma go zooming off to make something or plan something and in the process they manage to be too much for anyone who isn’t used to them.”

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Ranma and Genma came roaring back in about ten minutes later; the Tendos had spent the time making small talk with Micheru, which Xian Pu did her level best to follow in her fractured Japanese. Akane had examined Ranma’s graph paper pad, finding it full of technical drawings and specifications for machine parts, not all of them for motorbikes.

Ranma was carrying a sheet of paper covered in notes; he proceeded to map out the area between the back of the Tendo house and the perimeter wall, and the lot with the burned-out building the other side of said wall.

He, Micheru and Genma then dug in to designing a building, spending most of the time cackling gleefully and swapping insults and suggestions in several languages, most of which the Tendos couldn’t identify; it took them another twenty minutes to get a plan they liked, at which stage Ranma removed the plans from his pad, and Genma went roaring off on his bike with said plans tucked into his jacket pocket (and a full Thermos flask jammed in front of the seat ‘just in case’.)

“So anyway,” Ranma said, unerringly back on track, “That’s that arranged.” 

“Gee, what are we gonna do now Brain?” Micheru asked.

“Same thing we do every day.” Ranma said, unerringly back off track. “Try ta take over th’ world… Are ya ponderin’ what I’m ponderin’?”

“I think so Brain, but this time you wear the tutu.” Micheru said without missing a beat; the two of them cackled a bit, then slumped back on the sofa with arms draped over each other’s shoulders.
“Goddamn I love the feelin’ o’ a job well done.” Ranma stated.

“You reckon?” Micheru asked.

“No sweat.” Ranma assured.

“Great.” Micheru said, nodding.

“Yeah, so then,” Ranma enthused.

“I getcha. But…?” Micheru asked.

“Good question.” Ranma said, scratching his chin.

“Me neither.” Micheru said with a sigh; the two lapsed into silence.

“…what was all that about?” Akane blankly asked.

Ranma shrugged. “Just discussin’ gettin’ th’ bike shop goin’ again.”

“Problem is it’s thirteen years since something had the Saotome Custom Cycles name attached… jeez, I can hardly believe we were just four when the bike shop burned down.”

Ranma nodded gloomily.

“Time’s a weird thing.” He said.

“Oh come on!” Akane complained. “You were like ‘Yeah, but… no, but… yeah, but…’ You weren’t discussing anything!”

Ranma and Micheru shared a confused look.

“So.” Micheru said.

There was a thoughtful silence.

“Yeah, I reckon.” Ranma replied.

“I guess.”

“Alright fer some.”

“No.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because, y’know.”

“Yeah.”

The twins lapsed back into silence.

Akane felt her brain beginning to melt.

“AAAAAAAAAAARGH!” she affirmed.

“Akane no stress out.” Xian Pu said, patting her shoulder. “Ranma-airen and Sis Micheru do all time. Akane get used it soon.”

“Do what?” Ranma and Micheru chorused, sounding bemused.

“Have chat with not use most words.” Xian Pu told them.

“Well, why waste time with them when we already know what each other mean?” Micheru asked, still confused.

“You know each other that well?” Nabiki asked.

Ranma gave her a funny look.

“Uh, well, we ain’t spent more’n eight hours apart since we wuz born. We’ve never had a secret from each other. We share everythin’. I couldn’t live wivout Micheru. She’s my reason ta get outta bed in th’ mornin’.”

Micheru nodded seriously.

“I love Ranma.” She said. “And I always will. Sometimes I think I know him better than I know myself.”

“I know I know Michie better’n I know meself.” Ranma put in.

“In a very real way, we’re a part of each other. It only takes like two or three words, maybe a frown or a shrug, and I know what Ranma’s thinking.”

“Same here, but th’ other way round.” Ranma said. “Ya know that twin telepathy thing? It ain’t telepathy. It’s knowin’ exactly how each other think.”

“It’s me knowing how Ranma thinks better than I know how I think. It’s Ranma knowing every nuance, every twist, every turn of my mind.” Micheru carried on. “I don’t know how you guys manage without someone who knows you that well.”

“That’s why I ain’t so good wiv talkin’. It’s only really Dad an’ Ryoga I talk wiv more’n th’ way me an’ Michie talk.” Ranma said, shrugging. “An’ ya gotta communicate inna way th’ people yer talkin’ to are gonna understand. Ryoga’s a great guy, but he ain’t that bright. Dad’s… well, Dad. Dependable as a BMW an’ thick as two short planks. Course, Michie done school, so she gotten th’ chance ta get good at talkin’ ta people who ain’t us.”

“You’ve never been to school?” Nabiki asked, shocked.

Micheru glared at her.

“I graduated from high school at age twelve.” she said. “By the time I was fourteen, I’d already earned a college diploma. I’m a professional concert violinist, regarded as one of the rising stars of the music world. ‘Gifted’, ‘Brilliant’ and ‘Genius’ are terms that gets bandied about a lot when people talk about me.” She paused, her expression becoming distant. “So, when I tell you that my brother makes me feel like an idiot toddler, I’d like you to at least start to comprehend exactly what I am talking about.”

Nabiki raised an eyebrow. Akane looked slightly frightened.

“C’mon, sis. I ain’t th’ one who recorded an album wiv Tokyo Symphony Orchestra at age ten.” Ranma pointed out.

“Yeah, and I’m not the one who built a high-performance motorbike out of found or home-made parts at age nine.” Micheru informed him.

“An’ I ain’t the beautiful one.” Ranma said. Micheru grinned and kissed his cheek.

“Love you, bro.”

“Love ya, sis.”

“In amazing times we live.” Nabiki muttered, deciding to ask Micheru about Ranma later when he wasn’t about, and vice versa with asking Ranma about Micheru when she wasn’t about.

She was starting to get the unfamiliar feeling of being near her intellectual equals, and she wasn’t sure whether she liked it or not.

---End Chapter---

