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This is a Ranma 1/2+Tenchi-Muyo crossover. 








Graceful Falling





Ch.4





First Encounters








Ranma looked up to see six pairs of eyes staring at him.





'Hello young man, welcome to the Masaki Shrine.' said an elderly bespectacled man from


the center of the crowd.





'Ah thanks, nice to meetcha.' a rather nervous Ranma replied. *They're all staring at me like I'm some kinda strange creature, especially that girl with the crabby hair.*





'What are you doing here, and why do you have Mihoshi with you?' A teal haired woman asked him, glaring.





'Well, you see......', Ranma started.





'He saved me!!!' an exited voice exclaimed.





All of the inhabitants of the room turned to face a beaming Mihosh, hands to her chest.





'How did he save you?' the teal haired woman wanted to know.





'Well after you left me behind, I was lost and alone (looks pitiful, eyes shining with tears) until this wonderful man here (eyes take on a shine of admiration) came along and offered to help me find my way here!'





A look of understanding and relief crossed all of the assembled companies' eyes. Except for the young redhead's, who kept looking at him with a quizzical expression.





‘Well thank you so much for helping Mihoshi! I’m Sasami, won’t you stay for dinner?’ asked Sasami, an earnest expression on her face.





‘Actually Mihoshi had invited me earlier for dinner, but I didn’t want to impose.’





Ranma’s words were belied by the watering of his mouth, and the fact that his legs had already carried him halfway to the table, still covered with food.





‘Oh, of course you’re not imposing! Help yourself!’ insisted Sasami.





Ranma needed no more encouragement. With a grin and a word of thanks to Sasami, hr attacked the table as if it was his last meal. As they watched Ranma consume the food with frightening speed, even Ryoko had to struggle to keep her jaw from touching the ground.





‘Um, Ranma, I assume that you haven’t eaten in some time?’





Looking up, Ranma regarded the elderly man that had spoken.





‘Huh?’, looks down,’ Oh, well my Oyaji taught me that a martial artist treats every meal as if it were his last, because you never know when the next will come.





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





At these words all of the people in the room frowned, but no one’s frown was as pronounced as the self proclaimed Greatest Scientific Mind in the Universe. She had sensed something strange about the boy from the moment she saw him. But this? This was curious. She couldn’t help but wonder as to whom his father was and why she sensed such chaos about him.





Making her computer appear discreetly before her, Washu searched for any information she could find about the boy. As more information came forward, her eyebrows began to creep towards the sky. even before she learned of the Cat-Fist, she had determined that Genma Saotome would not live to see his next birthday. When she had learned of the Cat-Fist training the boy had to endure, she amended her promise. Genma Saotome would not survive the week.





Even after learning all of this, she still couldn’t shake the feeling that she had missed something important. It was at this very moment that a blip on her screen caught her eye. It was not much, merely a slim possibility, but when she saw, Washu’s face took an expression of curious speculation. ‘Jusenkyo? Interesting.’ She shot a glance at Ranma, maybe this could be another test subject. This brought a grin to her face. 





If Tenchi had been in the room, maybe he could have warned Ranma that Washu was not to be trusted with that smile. Unfortunately, he was still upstairs sulking.





'Ranma? Could you come over here for a second?' 





'Um...sure, Washu right?' Ranma asked as he walked over towards her.





'That's right' Washu answered him, an eager light appearing in her eyes as he came closer. Unfortunately, Ranma chose for one of the many times in his life, to ignore his danger sense, so he unwittingly presented himself for his own downfall.





'You're not a full man are you?'





'WHAT!!?! I am too man! You better take that back!'





'Oh please, i am the greatest scientific mind in the            


 universe! If I say you are not all man, then you're not!


 Now admit it!'





'I won't, I don't know what you're talking about!' Ranma said as he began to edge away from Washu.





'Well, then let's just see about that!' Washu pulls out a


glass of water and splashes Ranma with it. We all know what happened then.





'What's you do that for?' asked a decidedly higher pitched voice, and coming from a more rounded, buxom girl.





'BWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA I AM A GENIUS!'





'How did this happen?' was all Kiyone, could get out.





Ryoko had gotten over her shock, and was now floating around laughing her head off, which of course prompted Tenchi to run downstairs to see what was going on. Upon seeing Ranma-chan, he groaned aloud. 'Just what I need, another girl to fight over me.'





At this, the elderly man, cleared his throat, after everyone had settled down he once again addressed Ranma.





'I believe some explanations are in order.'





*sigh* 





'Well it all started at this place called Jusenkyo.'








******************
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