The Way It Ought To Be...
Cal Wilson


Disclaimer: I do not own Big O.


Note: This story begins four years prior to Season One. Also, the scenes only take place during the Heaven’s Day season and ONLY then. Remember that, and you won’t get confused.

~Year 1: Relationship Begins~

“Oh, good morning, Roger,” said Yin Edogawa, a young woman two years Roger’s junior and his housemate. Yin wasn’t a native of Paradigm city; her father had moved his four children to the city from Nagoya, Japan.


Roger smiled at her, watching as she returned her dark eyes to the books she was organizing, her long black hair in its loose ponytail. “Good morning, Yin.” His eyes latched onto her left arm and the scar that splattered her skin like white graffiti. “How’s your arm?” he asked, running a hand through his thick black hair.

She glanced up at him for approximately half a second. “It’s fine.”


It had happened the day they officially met. Yukio Edogawa, Yin’s father and CEO of Edogawa Industries (what would be bought out by Yoshifuri Yakamoto Industries), had hired Jason Beck to kidnap and kill Yin five years prior. The blonde criminal had copped out when he discovered his hostage was a hacker and a damn good one at that. For three years, Yin was set to hacking, creating viruses, and building androids along with the miscellaneous tasks Beck tossed her way. It was near the end of the third year when Yukio found out his older daughter was still alive and hired a sniper to see to her death once and for all; it was the belief that Yin wasn’t biologically Yukio’s child that drove him to hate her so much, or that was the theory at least. That was when Roger came into her life. He had nursed the bullet wound in her arm and taken her in when she had been unable to return to her warehouse apartment.

Roger could remember that day clearly, so vividly, in fact, that the hand of the Japanese maiden on his arm startled him from his thoughts. She still wore the pajamas he had given her, black drawstring pants and a dark gray long-sleeve shirt. It was apparent, however, that she had been awake for a while.


“Why are you up so early?” the nineteen-year-old inquired. “You hardly ever wake up while I’m still here.” She always left early to either tutor, build androids, or go to the library.


He shrugged. “I’m not sure. I couldn’t get back to sleep once I woke up.”


She didn’t resist the smile that crept onto her face. “I never truly thanked you for letting me stay for so long.”

“You don’t need to thank me. It’s lonely here with just me and Norman.”


“It still doesn’t feel like a real thank you.”

She placed her armload of books on the couch, brushed her pajama top straight, and looked at him. He had only a moment to blink before she had placed a soft kiss against his lips and picked up her books again. Before she could leave though, he had found her hand beneath the stack of literature. The books fell to the floor, and Yin found herself in Roger’s arms, his tender kiss holding her captive. When they came apart, she blushed, staring down at the floor until he gently lay his hand along her jaw and kissed her forehead. 

“I love you, Yin,” he whispered.


She smiled modestly, eyes locked with enigmatic darkness of his own. “I love you too, Roger.”


Heaven’s Day passed as it had every year, with a few major differences. Roger and Yin were home the entire day, motivation for once not being the swirling snow outside. They stayed together on the couch, a blanket draped around them, and.... the power went out.

~Year 2: New Parents~

A year had passed, and Heaven’s Day returned to Paradigm City. The thin dusting of snow had yet to be disturbed, and the still-falling translucent curtain shrouded the city. In the Smith mansion, Yin sat quietly on the violet couch in her black and gray pajamas and gray slippers, a baby girl asleep in her arms. Due to a fluke of fate (and the influence of alcohol), she had given birth to twin girls in September. Artemis was the one Yin held, wrapped in a red blanket. She was her mother’s daughter and hadn’t taken to Roger directly. Zayne (the older of the twins) on the other foot, was more comfortable with her father than her mother.

Speaking of Zayne, Roger carried her from the nursery and sat with his wife on the couch. Zayne’s dark eyes were wide open, and she was looking around intently, trying to take in the room and squirming like a mass of snakes. Artemis lay asleep in contrast. Yin didn’t resist her smile as her husband fought to keep their daughter from falling off his lap.

“You know, she won’t stay home once she can go out,” she said.


Roger nodded, still staring down at his baby girl. “I just hope she’ll come back.”


Her voice grew soft and tender. “Oh, don’t worry, Roger. They’re babies. We don’t have time to worry about what they might do when they grow up.” Yin placed a soft kiss on his cheek.


“Which reminds me.” He took a small box from his pocket and handed it to her.


“Oh!” She slapped herself on the forehead. “I forgot! I’m sorry, Roger.”


He smiled. “You gave me the twins. That’s enough.”


“I’m glad you think so, because I really did forget.”

She set Artemis between two pillows and opened the box. Inside, a star of blue topaz rested on a black velvet cushion, its delicate silver chain flowing up the gentle incline to vanish into the black sheath. He reached around her to hook the silver strand around her neck and found her hands shaking.

“Roger, you found it?” she asked in awe, carefully removing the piece with trembling fingers.


He kissed her on the cheek. “It took me too long.”


“But where...?”


“In a pawn shop in the West Dome.”


She turned the pendant over in her hands and examined the back. Tears welled up in her eyes at the sight of an engraved name: Yin Edogawa. “It’s the one I lost....” At the time of her shooting, the necklace she had been wearing vanished, and she had thought she would never see it again.


Yin turned her head, kissed her husband gently, and hugged him tight, tears sliding down her face. “Thank you so much, Roger!” she murmured, careful not to hurt Zayne, who lay between her parents, a clear question in her eyes: What the Heck?!


Artemis opened one sleepy navy eye and yawned. The intimacy of the moment was broken. Yin picked up the little girl and tapped her on the nose. Artemis giggled and gummed on the tip of Yin’s finger.

“You sure know how to ruin a moment, chica,” she said.


Artemis stuck out her tongue. “Pfffft!!!”


“Chica?” Roger asked.


“It means girl in Spanish. You forget; I’m not a native to Paradigm.”


“No, I remember.” He kissed her forehead. “You came from a place where beauty is as common as a laughing child.” He brushed a trailing tear from her cheek. “You never told me about your life in Japan, Yin.” He had never been outside of Paradigm City.

She made a sigh that was half a sigh and half a groan as she leaned back. “Well, My father came from Osaka but moved when he married my mother. I grew up in Nagoya, and the one thing I loved to see the most was the Castle.”

“Castle?” Roger said, semi-skeptically.


She laughed. “Yes, there was a castle not far from my home.”


As she talked, his head fell to her shoulder, and the twins fell asleep in their parents’ laps, Zayne’s head on her sister’s shoulder. It was the most comfortable moment the family had shared since the newborn Zayne had been released from the NICU and returned to her mother’s hospital room. The snow continued to coat the city with its thick white blanket, but the weather couldn’t dampen the warm glow from the Smith family.

Year 3: Here We Go Again

Ten years had passed since Artemis and Zayne were born, and they were now hyper little punks who loved nothing more than chasing each other in circles around the house and overall being precocious, if slightly hyperactive, grade-schoolers. The twins were black-haired, dark blue eyed, and identical down to the last habit. Their personalities were the only way to tell them apart. Zayne was more out-going and fairly impulsive for a girl her age. Artemis was quieter and thought things through more often than her sister.

Not much had changed in those ten years. Zayne was still Roger’s little girl, and Artemis was becoming more like Yin every day. As Heaven’s Day came around, the girls could regularly be seen balancing on each other to reach something on a shelf. When they fell, and they often did, they’d just laugh, pick themselves up, and go back balancing on one another for the object again.


“Girls,” Roger said as he removed one from the shoulders of the other one day, “how many times do I have to tell you not to stand on each other?”


“How many times has he told us so far, Artemis?” Zayne asked, flailing slightly as she hung over the floor.

“Twelve, I think,” was the reply as Artemis pushed the box they had been retrieving into a corner.


Roger shook his head and set the girl down. “You’ll be the death of me.”


“No, Roger. The death of you will be not carrying a weapon.” Yin stood not too far from the three, leaning against the wall and looking tired. Considering she was about five months pregnant, she had an excuse.


Her husband groaned. “Do I have to explain it again, Yin?”


It was well known in Paradigm that Roger (called the Negotiator by those who weren’t on familiar terms with him) didn’t carry any weapons despite the animosity he earned from criminals and disgruntled clients. He flat out refused to have a loaded gun on him at any time, even though he was a satisfactory shot. However, his ‘no weaponry’ policy took a back seat to saving the city from various renegade Megadie. After all, you have to call a giant mechanical robot a weapon, all things considered.

She chuckled. “No. I know you won’t change your mind. Zayne, Artemis, Zach’s here – ”


Anything else she might have said was muffled by the happy squeal of the twins as they dashed down the stairs to see their cousin. Zachary Edogawa, like his aunt and cousins, had distinct Japanese heritage from his father Kyo, Yin’s deceased older brother.


The children spent the rest of the day having a snowball fight in the front yard and getting completely soaked. Black hair dripped icy trails down their necks before they came in, and Zach, a year older than the girls, was tackled into a snow bank on more than one occasion. Watching them from inside were Roger and Yin.


At one rather comical pounce on the boy by both girls, Yin chuckled. “They love their cousin, but they may very well kill him.”


“I hope – Yin, what’s wrong?” Roger looked worried as a small gasp interrupted him. “Is it the baby?”

She smiled as she looked up at him. “He kicked.”


“Did he?” He hugged her gently and placed his hand on top of hers to feel the baby moving. With a smile, he kissed her on the forehead. “He did kick.”

Outside, Artemis and Zach were chasing Zayne around the yard, hitting her with a blitzkrieg of snowballs. Though she was now even wetter than her sister and cousin, Zayne didn’t seem to mind... until they tackled her into a large snowdrift.

~Year 4: Growing Up Goddess~

“’Cuz we’ll be rock till the end of time!”

The music stopped suddenly, leaving the dancers on stage frozen like statues... or the people waiting for the bus outside on the street. Each teen was clad in white tank-top, ill-fitting blue jeans, and sneakers. The girls’ hair was held in ponytails, and the temperature in the theater had skyrocketed owing to the girl who had turned up the thermostat.

“All right!” A girl broke the frozen ranks by jumping off the stage, landing easily on her feet. “Nicely done, people!! That’s all until after Heaven’s Day! Have fun, and don’t eat the yellow snow!”


“Thanks, Zayne.”


“Later, girls!”


“Don’t let Satoshi and Rei bite, huh?!”


Zayne, the organizer of the PCTDT (or Paradigm City Teen Dance Troupe), gathered the CD player and her other clothing from the audience seating while Artemis pulled on her boots and sweater. Her twin, however, was still over-heated from the vigorous rehearsal and had to sit down to cool off.

“The boys are coming tonight, aren’t they?” Artemis asked.

“No duh, A,” Zayne grinned. “You know Dad hasn’t been able to scare them away. Besides, you have nothing to worry about; Rei’s a Military Police officer. He’s already family. It’s Satoshi that has me on edge. A motorcycle racer can’t be too high on Dad’s list. C’mon, Artemis. Let’s go before Rosewater kicks our butts out for good.” Alex Rosewater was the owner of the theater and let the PCTDT use it for their practices and routines. The teenage dancers had won numerous international competitions under Zayne’s leadership and through rigorous training.

The girls walked out of the theater, locking the front door with a four-inch, sterling silver key, and headed down the street to the bus stop. From there, Artemis led her sibling to the Speakeasy across the way. Their target was the warm atmosphere, gentle hubbub of voices, and a Heaven’s Day chat with their master of intelligence, Big Ear. The man had been a friend of their father’s, and Artemis (the Negotiator-in-training) had accustomed herself to going to Big Ear for information about a case.

“Happy Heaven’s Day,” murmured the man’s low voice as the twins sat down at the table beside him. As usual, he didn’t look up from his newspaper, lest his affiliation with the next Negotiator and her older sister be exposed.

“And to you,” Zayne said, leaning a cheek on a clenched fist as she contemplated the drink she had been brought. There were times that she wondered if the servers gave her Manhattan iced tea rather than regular.

“Are you two waiting for your father?”


“No,” Artemis answered. “Our boyfriends.”

“The PHSDT is already practicing for our competition in the spring.”


“Already?”

“Are you two being obnoxious again?”

Zayne shot to her feet and threw her arms around her boyfriend, the 20-year-old Satoshi Wyatt. He wore his dirty-blonde hair tied in a loose ponytail and, currently, was dressed in white T-shirt, black jeans, a black leather jacket, and snow melting in his hair and on his long eyelashes. He had been racing? In this weather?!

“Satoshi, have you been racing?” Zayne asked worriedly.


“No, babe,” he assured her. “I haven’t. I fell asleep without changing last night.”

Her face relaxed, and she gave a small smile. “I’m glad. You always worry me when you race in bad weather.”

He kissed her forehead and looked at Artemis. “Rei said he’ll be a bit late today. Dastun’s got him at paperwork until 7.”


It was only 3.


Artemis sighed. “All right. Let’s go home then.”

Satoshi led the pair out of the Speakeasy and to a blue Jaguar that stood by the curb. The younger twin slid into the back while Zayne and Satoshi got into the front. If she was depressed about Rei, she didn’t show it. 

She chatted with the man as Zayne sat silent, scrawling out ideas for the PHSDT’s next competition. This year, the song was Rockin’ by the A*Teens. The girls were to be dressed in single-shouldered black tops, black jeans, and black sneakers. The boys were to be in similar attire, replacing the single-shouldered tops with muscle shirts. It was all Zayne’s doing and design, and that often kept her up at night. She had picked up that habit from Roger; both of them let their work carry them away and often into the early morning.

“Dad, Mom, we’re back!” Artemis said when the trio entered the high-rise, Satoshi and Zayne kicking off their shoes and ringing out their hair.


There was rapid thumping, and Gaara, the girls’ six-year-old brother, flew down the stairs and into Zayne’s open arms. The black-haired, chocolate-eyed boy could be like Velcro and cling to either sister in a manner that could only be achieved by a baby koala to its mother.

“Hey, Gaara!” Zayne laughed, tossing the boy into the air, catching him again, hugging him tightly. “Have you been driving Mom and Dad crazy all day for us?”


He shook his head sadly. “Dad was busy all day, and Mom was out with Dorothy.” He, of course, meant the family’s android member and Gaara’s part-time babysitter, R. Dorothy Waynewright.

“So, Norman looked after you? Did you give him Hell?”


“Nuh-uh.” The little boy shook his head again, still clinging to his sister in a bear hug. “He helped me with target practice.” Gaara actually looked like a much younger Roger, other than his obvious Japanese heritage and his current messy coal locks.

“How’d you do?” Satoshi asked, ruffling the kid’s already muddled hair.

Gaara stuck out his tongue. “All within the 50 point range.”


“Good boy! You’ll be as good a shot as Norman some day!” Artemis took his little brother and hugged him, spinning him around the foyer.


“Welcome home, Artemis, Zayne, Master Satoshi.” Norman had found them at last.


“Happy Heaven’s Day, Norman,” Satoshi replied. “Just call me Satoshi. The ‘master’ makes me feel old.”

“How was Gaara today?” Zayne asked as she knelt to give her brother a ride up the spiral stairway leading to the living room. “Didn’t give you a headache, I trust?”


“Of course not,” the butler answered. “He helped me clean Big O, and he did a fine job too.”


“Are Mom and Dad home?” Artemis inquired.


“They’re waiting for you in the living room as always, Artemis.”


“Hey, A, get Norman’s gift out of my backpack, will you?”

Artemis fished around in the black leather bag she carried for Zayne and extracted a flat box that was about an eight-inch square and handed it to Norman. As he protested slightly, she explained, “We heard your inventory ledger was down to its last few pages, so we got you this.”

The gift proved to be a black book with the words “Inventory, N. Burg” written on the cover in gold. It was a fairly thick ledger, its pages elegantly yellowed at the edges with imitated age. A dark blue ribbon was tucked between the cover and first page. Gaara rested his chin on Zayne’s head to see.

“Why, thank you, girls. This was very thoughtful.”


“We were going to give it to you for your birthday, but Gaara pointed out that we didn’t know when that was.”


The doorbell rang, excusing Norman while the siblings and Satoshi continued to the living room. Roger and Yin were sitting opposite each other, the former with a file for a new client, the latter programming another defense system on her laptop. They looked up as their children entered the room.

“Happy Heaven’s Day, girls,” Yin said, closing her computer and standing up to embrace Artemis.


“Hey, Mom.”


Roger left his file on the coffee table and carefully hugged his other daughter and son, who still clung to Zayne’s back as if he’d been super-glued there. “How did practice go? Any problems?”


“It went great. I think our only problem is placing and timing.”


“Why not ask Artemis?”


“She already did the rest of the planning. It’s my turn.”

Artemis smiled shyly. She was the one who told the dancers what had to change, what looked good, what needed work, and where to stand for the best effect. She was best with that stuff.

Roger glanced up at the doorway and nodded. “Hello, Rei.”


Artemis spun around and hugged her boyfriend, a tall military police officer clad in uniform, his fluffy brown hair a mess, but her gold eyes laughing.


Norman observed the scene discreetly. Zayne and Satoshi were playing with Gaara on the floor, and Roger, Yin, Artemis, and Rei were talking about the upcoming dance competition between schools. He had never seen the family so happy together before.


“Happy Heaven’s Day indeed,” he said, looking back at Dorothy as she returned. “This is certainly the way it ought to be....”
THE END

