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2 hours is all it takes for a story to reach the appropriate channels to be newsworthy in Gaxzu City, before all of the major outlets start fighting tooth and nail to get the kind of coverage that is... in a word "noteworthy"....

To this end, right now Anchorwoman Marta Iovine is on air delivering the news of what the fuck happened to the best of her researchers' understanding.

Behind her is footage of the ransacked shopping centre, one that didn't necessarily stand a chance of maintaining a recognizable form under the raw destructive power that is the world's most dangerous super weapon, Piocese Alpha.

In spite of the mess, Marta powers through to report on it, because it's gonna be great for her career given how shocking this all is, since the Gaxzu Megacentre is meant to be one of the most secure shopping havens in the entire city (or world for that matter).

The headline on the screen reads....
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..."Mostly Peaceful Gaxzu Megacenter Shopping Massacre"...
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All while Marta speaks to the camera.

Marta: Chaos erupted earlier today at the Gaxzu Megacentre when a group of armed mobsters attacked the premises. Several stores were vandalized and looted as the criminals rampaged through the building, sending shoppers fleeing in terror.

The footage cuts to cell phone videos of the battle between Piocese and the mobsters, which to the untrained eye looks like mobsters simply exploding and dying without warning, since Piocese is moving too fast to capture for modern cameras in all of the relevant footage.

And as for the irrelevant footage? Louise, being fully aware something like this could've happened was quick on the draw to purge any data that could compromise them.

Thus, all poor Marta is left with now is pure hypotheses and conjecture.

Marta: Though the footage itself is vague, eye witness accounts claim that the mob's rampage was brought to an end by the city's most dangerous new hitman, known only as Mind F**ker. We apologize for those at home who cannot hear the second half of the name due to censorship, but hitmen tend to have crass names in broad numbers, so this is to be expected. Though what is unexpected about all of this is that this amateur video shows us this Mind F**ker single-handedly engaging in unarmed combat with 728 of this city's most violent criminals, where he displayed incredible fighting skills in a manner so brutal... we couldn't even see how he managed to best them.

More footage (fails to) show Piocese's acrobatic manoeuvrers as she defeats the mobsters, which looks more like found footage horror with how all the men are mysteriously dying on film without explanation.

In closing, the video ends with a doctored clip of Cason driving out alone, with an edited-in surgical mask covering his face as he sits in the passenger seat of the stolen mob car and it looks as though it is driving itself out of the store with the absence of Piocese from the footage.

After this the screen flickers in a more horror-esque fashion with a propaganda ad logo that reads...

..."The doctor will make it ALL go away..."...
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With a fake telephone number at the bottom written out as.

..."Call - 0800-Psycho-Psychologist-0782 - for consultations on your doom."...
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Which is just a number that leads to a long-disbanded rat poison company overseas, but still a funny enough prank for Louise to hack into the live studio broadcast to fuck with people and drum up confusion as the oblivious reporter is left going on to add.

Marta: Thanks to Mind F**ker's intervention, just 89.7% of shoppers were murdered, while the rest were only seriously wounded. And in another stroke of the killer's generosity, a few dozen mobster corpses were left barely intact for the Gaxzu forensic teams to try to look over to compile a report. In the end, however, Mind F**ker was not available for comment as he vanished from the scene before the security team personnel could arrive. While vigilante justice is still technically illegal, many Gaxzu residents are grateful for Mind F**ker's help, some online fan communities have formed celebrating his actions, and there's even some ladies out there who wish to know if he's single. On the whole, it seems this city has a new hero, and he's a psychopathic psychologist akin to a God. Back to you, Chuck.

The camera cuts back to fellow reporter Chuck Spangler at his desk as he thanks Marta for her live on-the-scene coverage.

Chuck: Thank you Marta, I'm sure many people were happy that the candle store on the fifth floor was not caught up on the rumble. I know I'd rather a few dead undesirable civilians here and there rather than losing out on that gem.

Marta: Ha! So true, so true.

Chuck: Mmmmm, but on a more serious note, the chief of Gaxzu City security released a statement only 7 minutes ago condemning the legendary Mind F**ker's actions, given the extreme circumstances. He declined to speculate on his identity, because frankly... assuming such a person is real is kind of terrifying. But that's all we have time for, next up on Gaxzu City News Network, we have wall-to-wall coverage of the wet medical gown contest in the local insane asylum. Who is going to take home the solid gold spittoon filled with morphine? Find out next, on the GCN network.

Valentino Perfetto sits on a leather couch in the Carusone estate, cigar smoke wafting around him as he watches the evening news draw to a close.

His overworked eyes are fixed on the screen, where the reporter was talking about the Baldassano slaughter at the Gaxzu Megacenter, and he can't help but cringe in anger.

Letting this rage consume him, he stands up abruptly, cigar still clenched in his teeth. And with one swift motion, he draws back his leg and drives the heel of his boot directly into the television screen.

Glass and plastic shatter under the impact and the screen explodes in a shower of sparks and smoke in an effort that seems to perfectly articulate how pissed off Valentino actually is.

Valentino: Curse you, Mind Fucker!!!

Valentino yells these words, clearly having been duped by the facade being painted by Louise's meddling as he grinds his boot on the remains of the busted television set.

Breathing heavily, Valentino then turns and heads out of the room, leaving the destroyed TV behind in a pile of wreckage as he says.

Valentino: Well, I best go report to the boss.

Still fuming from the news report, Valentino does his best to compose himself as he makes his way across grounds of the lavish mansion of Don Luciano Carusone, the head of the city's largest mafia family.

Valentino is then shown into the Don's lavish study by one of the guards, and as he makes his way inside the study, Valentino sees the old mob boss sitting at his desk, with a wooden puppet dressed in a fine suit and hat on his lap.

Don Luciano: What brings you here so late, Valentino?

The Don speaks in an eerie high-pitched voice, moving the puppet's mouth while staring straight ahead blankly.

Valentino clears his throat, because as usual, he is unnerved by the Don's daily growing obsession with ventriloquism.

Valentino: I...uh... came as soon as I heard about the Baldassano family, Don Luciano. They're all dead. Rumour is that it was some vigilante hitman called the Mind Fucker who did it. No one hired him either...they picked the fight themselves and he wiped'em out.

The Don remains stiff and expressionless as the puppet gestures animatedly.

Don Luciano: OOOOooOOOoooOOOO...If this Mind Fucker took out the Baldassano family, then he could be useful to us. Find out who he is, Valentino, and make him an offer.

Valentino: Yes sir, Don Luciano, I can do as you ask, but-...

Valentino says, avoiding eye contact with the unmoving mob boss and focusing only on the unsettling puppet.

Don Luciano: Buuuuuuuuuut?

Valentino: But, I myself admittedly had an encounter with the Mind Fucker and... I was powerless to do anything to stop him. He knocked me out and left me in a neutral territory where he assumed I would be safe. Or rather, he had his woman drop me off there. The guy sounds like he's totally off the handle, and a real piece of shit to boot. There's no certainty I can convince him to work with us wholeheartedly without issue...It might even cost me my life.

In spite of this honest-hearted plea from his right-hand man, the Don remains resolved to see his desires met as his puppet says.

Don Luciano: Enough!...Bring the Mind Fucker to us...

Valentino flinches briefly understanding the weight of this request, as each word is spoken, but he is unable to respond right away as Don Luciano goes on to add through the puppet's mask.

Don Luciano: If he can be turned to our side? Then goodie goodie gum yums. If not?...

Valentino: ...!?!

The puppet makes a slashing motion across its throat, as if to say...
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..."You know what to do, bub!!!"...
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Leading Valentino to gulp and nod nervously.

Valentino: I'll take care of it, boss... Don't you worry.

Valentino then turns to leave, more than ready to get away from the Don's disturbing ventriloquism act. Yet the Don still sits motionless as the puppet calls out

Don Luciano: Good luck, Val Val my sweet!!!

...In an odd falsetto.

Which only leaves Valentino cringing more as he finally takes his leave.

As this transpires on one side of Gaxzu City, more deceptively important events are taking place in the Gaxzu City Metro, the engineering marvel combining hyper-speed rail technology with an intricate underground tunnel network.

Here, the sleek silver bullet trains zip through the glowing neon tubes at ridiculous speeds, with kinetically charged rails propelling them smoothly and nearly silently.

Inside the trains, holographic entertainment and augmented reality displays surround passengers for an immersive ride experience (mostly to shoehorn ads in) and touchscreens allow navigation of the metro's dizzying maze of lines and stations.

Many stations are shopping hubs themselves, with vendors, restaurants, and amusements integrated into the transit experience.

Platforms feature virtual aquariums, surrealist leisure lounges, indoor shock therapy booths and voluntary suicide terminals all for the sake of convenience.

Cason and Piocese aren't here for the suicide or the entertainment, though. As right now they're currently trying to keep a low profile on one of the railcars so that they can return to Cason's apartment without incident.

Cason doesn't want to deal with the hassle of talking his way out of being associated with the eradication of an entire syndicate, while Piocese is just trying to keep Louise (and to a lesser extent Cason) from harm.

Their efforts to remain inconspicuous are proving ineffective, however. As individuals have become visibly fixated on Piocese, who unintentionally undermines her ability to remain discreet by toting a duffel bag stained with blood as she sits next to Cason on a half-full railcar now.

The bag contains confiscated weaponry and other pilfered goods taken from deceased mobsters.

In the deepest recesses of his conscience, Cason now encounters a formidable challenge in attempting to inquire diplomatically about the tragic event she perpetrated a few hours prior in the Gaxzu Megacentre.

This dilemma is particularly exacerbated by the countless critical gazes fixed upon them.

Regrettably, it proves exceedingly arduous for Cason to broach the subject in a manner that corresponds reasonably to her contrasting demeanour, characterized by its frigid, impassive, and deadly disposition.

However, he remains receptive to the challenge and therefore endeavours to articulate his thoughts audibly, yet softly enough to maintain discretion and avoid inconveniencing fellow passengers in his immediate vicinity.

Cason: So...that was a lot of death in the shopping centre, huh?

Piocese: It was enough to be considered a state of unrest, but not a war. I feel it was underwhelming in the respect that the actions I took were the bare minimum of what was necessary.

Cason: So...that particular slaughter job is to be considered an anomaly in terms of your... typical approach?

Piocese: Indeed. The aforementioned act of slaughter would be deemed an abnormality in relation to the customary methodology employed within my development data. I am a tool of war, therefore my first instinct is to always act as if I am in a warzone. Fortunately, the structural integrity of the building remained intact, serving as a stroke of luck in terms of maintaining a low profile.

Cason: I don't know about that. The people in this train cannot take their eyes off of your bag.

Piocese: Do you believe they may have concerns regarding the possibility of it being stolen?

Cason: I think it's the blood staining and dripping that bothers them more...That, and a human finger fell out of it when we first boarded the train, which I for one thought would've gotten us detained by the Gaxzu security forces for sure.

Piocese: There is no prison strong enough to hold me captive.

Cason: Though it's just plain lovely to hear about your stance on the matter, unfortunately... I don't have the same baseless self-confidence to work with. So I'd be locked up and thrown out of medical school for my troubles.

Piocese: I must emphatically dismiss the notion that such an assertion is without logical ground. I have, in fact, been duly mandated to safeguard not only my own state of well-being, but also to preserve your innate state of wellness. Assuredly, no individual shall harbour intentions to cause harm or unlawfully confine you.

Cason: When using the choice term "unlawfully", you should know that they could twist the law to confine me any way they damn well please.

Piocese: Those Gaxzu fools possess a greater degree of ignorance than initially perceived, if indeed they hold the belief that their legal regulations hold any significance in relation to my actions.

Cason: You're basically telling me that you still, honest to God, only see Louise's word as the one true law to follow?

Piocese: Yes. And she has ordered me to keep both you and her alive. So that takes priority over everything else in this city and its legal systems.

Cason: Okie dokie...that's kinda scary, I'll admit, but...could you try not to be so loud and boastful about your reckless intent to disregard the law of the city?

Piocese: Very well. Would you like me to eliminate all of the witnesses present so that we can uphold our commitment to confidentiality?

Upon hearing this, all Cason can do is scream in his mind in 4 declining stages.
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..."Are you being serious with me right now!?! Does that really sound like something I'd ask for after all of this low-key bitching!?!"...
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..."Am I the crazy one here, or is this bitch so far gone that it's only logical to assume she's traded her moral compass in to the devil in exchange for this almost God tier level of combat skill she has!?!"...
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..."I mean, if that is the case, then why the fuck not! Who cares about moral dilemmas or ethical standards when we can simply eliminate anyone who stands in our way!? Right!?! It's like a game of hide and seek, but instead of hiding, we murder people! How could I have been so blind!? It's positively fucking thrilling!"...
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..."So yes, my dear, Piocese! Let's go ahead and plunge into the dark depths of deceit and violence. After all, our secrecy is far too important to waste on something as trivial as respect for human life!!!...
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But as he thinks this to himself, he looks at her blank expression and realises that even as a joke, he couldn't retract his words quickly enough to stop her, and withdraws his sarcasm before it can become known to the world.

Cason: You know what...no. Let's not. We should just head back to the apartment as quick as we can. Lord knows I don't want to run the risk of Louise running into trouble with the express delivery men.

Piocese: Any problems will be met with swift and affirmative violence.

Cason: Or calm, composed and logically-driven discussions leading to de-escalation.

Piocese: Yes, but mostly violence.

One woman faints in response to Piocese's words at this point, which is only shocking in the sense that it took this long for someone to have such a reaction, since most ordinary people within Gaxzu City are more than happy to run away from problems when they arise as opposed to dealing with them...which means shock and trauma are both common among people who are abruptly exposed to combustible elements such as Piocese.

Several passengers tend to the fallen woman as the train arrives at its stop, allowing Cason to stand and lead Piocese along for the first time today as he grabs her by the forearm and says.

Cason: OK, that's our cue to walk the rest of the way.

Piocese: Are you sure?

Cason: Yes, I'm sure. I'm tired of being gawked at.

Piocese doesn't need much prompting to follow his lead on this, as she is more than happy to take any route or means of transportation so long as she can adhere to Louise's orders effectively. And since walking the streets is no less dangerous than taking the train, it's not worth the debate either way.

Upon returning to Cason's residence and climbing the outdoor staircase, it becomes apparent to both individuals that no parcels are present outside the apartment.

This implies that the delivery personnel have successfully carried out their duties. Or alternatively, that the items have been pilfered by an unknown party, potentially rendering Louise oblivious to the situation. Or an even less likely alternative is that she is being held captive to facilitate the act of theft.

Given Piocese's likelihood of drawing the less favourable conclusion in this scenario, combined with her ability to eliminate the possibility of a struggle near the apartment door due to the absence of supporting evidence, she momentarily pauses before promptly proceeding towards the entrance.

The sole thing that stops her is the fact that she notices an additional lock has been added to the door. One of a key card design, that catches her off guard for a moment as she speaks under her breath.

Piocese: An upgrade.

To which Cason soon notices as a result and he adds.

Cason: Wait, she changed the locks on my apartment door while I was out!? What the hell!?

Piocese: I would advise against any concerns, were I in your position. It seems evident that you continue to hold a pivotal role in her strategic designs. The alteration in the lock mechanism is most likely implemented as a precautionary measure aimed at safeguarding our base.

Cason: Our base, huh? If anyone truly serious about breaking in here wanted to get in so badly, I doubt a simple key card lock could keep them from breaking down the walls.

Piocese: On this, we can both agree. However, reaching a shared consensus alone will not provide us with the means to overcome the current obstacle. It is precisely at this juncture that I lament the inability to communicate effectively with Louise over great distances without making use of excessive force.

Cason: Are you... thinking about breaking the door down?

Piocese: No, there is no requirement for such action as she is currently in isolation and doesn't seem to be in any immediate peril. I believe I have a more acceptable resolution to this situation.

Cason: Which is?...

Piocese takes the rather underwhelming course of action of simply knocking on the door and calling through the barrier to get the attention of Louise.

Piocese: Louise, I am pleased to inform you that we have successfully arrived back in a safe and unharmed condition, in accordance with your specific request. We kindly request your permission to gain access to the apartment at your earliest convenience.

Cason: You know, I think a swift and to-the-point "and make it snappy"...might've been a better close to your request, but who am I to judge.

Piocese: You think she will ignore me?

Cason: Who knows. I don't know anything truly deep about Louise myself. But there is a chance she's not even listening to us right now because she's got earphones in or something.

Piocese: That would be unfortunate...

Before Cason or Piocese can think too deeply into the idea of being left abandoned at the front door, Louise does actually answer said door.

Looking as upbeat as ever, she's already wearing some of the clothing that was delivered from the store that made it home before Cason and Piocese even had a chance to.

The clothing alone captures Cason's attention initially. However, upon observing the interior, he swiftly notices that the wall separating his deceased neighbour's dwelling has been substituted with transparent windows, affording an illuminating view of the dismantling process of several internal walls within.

Consequently, this amalgamation has resulted in the creation of a vast chamber, deftly interconnected with his own residence, thereby manifesting a fluid integration of the two abodes.

Cason: What the crap?...

Cason mutters in disbelief. As the apartments upon merging, bear no resemblance to their former selves.

The once comforting living spaces and sleeping quarters have been replaced by a colossal server infrastructure, arrays of luminous electronic apparatuses, and wall-to-wall screens projecting ceaseless torrents of intricate data.

Cason: What in Christ's name did you do here!?

Cason inquires, with a sense of dread, harbouring uncertainty regarding his landlord's potential reaction to the highly outrageous modifications, which unquestionably defy the terms stipulated in the rental agreement he had previously endorsed.

Louise: I do what all loving little sisters do for their big bro. I added a feminine touch to the place, to make it feel more like home.

In the face of relentless frustration surging through his being, Cason struggles to find his composure and approaches a substantial glass enclosure standing against the wall.

Within it, an array of avant-garde weaponry and technological contrivances reside.

At this point, he succumbs to a disheartened exhale and subsequently vocalizes his anguish with an impassioned outcry.

Cason: Is that-...is that an armoury!?!

Louise: Yep! You betcha. We've got to be prepared for any situation, right? I figured with the processing power of my new quantum computer, I could bring this place into the next century with a fully stocked and catalogued armoury for Piocese to make use of so we can continue to perpetuate our in-your-face, Mind Fucker Narrative that we've got going on.

Cason: Did you just say quantum computer?

Louise: Yeah, come on, it's over here!

Louise grabs Cason by the hand and escorts him along while Piocese closes the front door and soon follows.

Tailing Louise and Cason, by the time Piocese moves to stand at their side, they all look through to the former neighbour's apartment where an imposing array of server banks operate in a steady action, with an intricate network of conduits and cables meticulously spanning the entirety of the quantum computer-infused area...which looks like nothing more than a mess of wires to Cason.

Still, that doesn't stop Louise from trying her best to elaborate on what she's done here.

Louise: After some serious tinkering, I managed to optimize the system connections on this bad brontosaurus of a machine, and let me tell you, its processing power is straight up badass! Can you believe that from right here, we have the ability to control not just a fraction, but a whopping half of the city's infrastructure? Talk about power at our fingertips!...It's enough to almost make me drool...or at the very least make me wanna tickle someone to conduct electricity through their sides. Hey, Cason, wanna be tickled?

Cason: No, I think I will take a hard pass on that, thank you very much.

Louise: Man, what's making you so stiff, I wonder?

Cason: Nothing, really. I'm just trying to keep from suffering a nervous breakdown at what I'm looking at here. Getting slapped in the face with this after watching nearly a thousand guys get savagely massacred by Piocese is a little more than my under-used heart can take.

Louise: What's the problem. We've got the fastest internet in the city in here. And there's no way in hell Gaxzu will be able to figure us out. So why not enjoy it?

Cason: The landlord told me their pet policy here is so strict that they don't even allow plastic plants, so what the hell do you think the old man is going to say when he sees all of this!?

Louise: I dunno, but if he's as old as you claim he is, he might just talk about how "Kid's in my day used to only put up pictures of them gosh darn rockstar fellas, not this here server ma-jig stuff."...

Cason: I think I'm likely to get evicted.

Louise: Relax. I've taken steps to prevent that from happening.

Cason: Like what?

Louise: Most of the steps I'm talking about involved your little landlord getting tied around in some bureaucratic knots digitally so that he never needs to come near our front door.

Cason: And what about the front door of my late neighbour, huh?

Louise: Didn't either of you notice that the door was sealed off with several hundred layers of concrete on your way up here?

Cason: Well...no, weirdly, but still. He will notice it when he doesn't get any rent money.

Louise: I had the door itself sealed off while you were out, along with going through the hassle of deleting any and all mention of the apartment's existence from this building's records. The idiot is a tech-illiterate incarnate, which means it was dumb to switch to an easily manipulated all-digital system on his part.

Cason: You don't think he'll realise something is off once he notices that one of his residents have disappeared, which in turn means a source of revenue has also vanished?

Louise: I do think he'll actually have trouble figuring that out, yes. Since you seemed to be overestimating just how much your landlord cares about his residents. All he sees you as is nothing more than cash machines that help give him a reason to buy protection from the mob against criminals that the Gaxzu can't be bothered dealing with themselves. With that many cogs turning in the poor old bastard's head, I'd be surprised if he even knows how many rooms this place has anymore.

Cason: Are you saying he's senile and past it?

Louise: No. Although, that is a distinct possibility. I was mainly getting at the fact that his younger relative seems to be the one running all of the server side stuff for this place, and that asshole is a fucking amateur when it comes to basic web protection. I may as well be the one who has his job with how much free reign and access I gained today. But I digress, the short version of the story is that he drools and I rule. You don't have to lose sleep over living in your newly refurbished apartment. And most important of all, now you and Piocese can go out and do whatever you need to for as long as said task takes, because I've made this expanded apartment of ours so secure from cyber warfare and physical warfare that it'd take 10 months of solid conflict to break into this place unless I decide to let someone in.

Cason: You don't think they could just kick down the door, or break through a window?

Louise picks up the coffee table in the middle of the living room section of the apartment and swings it as forcefully as she can against the glass of the nearest window to prove a point as the glass doesn't even chip or scratch. Louise then drops the table on the floor whilst elaborating on said point.

Louise: Before, the glass we had in place was so thin that even a pigeon could crash through with enough force. Now? A pigeon would sooner explode than gain ground when crashing into this surface. Hell, even a next generation fighter jet would buckle, crumble and collapse like a crushed can against this material.

Cason: Isn't that a fire hazard?

Louise: Not only is every surface in this apartment now fireproof, there's also 745 preprogrammed fire prevention systems in place to stop fire from happening, extinguishing it when it does happen, and finally... repairing the damage if any is caused. I have literally accounted for everything on that front.

Cason: Oh...so that's why we went shopping for so much obscure crap today. But wait, was there really THAT much money available to spend via the credit card of those mobsters Piocese killed?

Louise: ...Yes, and no. It was enough to put everything in place so that I could start setting up alternate revenue streams. Namely, the building of the server house next door. Everything else came after I got my system set up. I could go into the specifics of how it all worked out step by step, but I don't want to bore you.

Cason: I don't suppose you included a separate place for you and Piocese to sleep while you were deep in the midst of these renovations?

Louise: No, silly. Why do that when we already have a functional sleeping arrangement? It would be a waste of space that would otherwise be better off being used to strengthen our digital grip on Gaxzu City.

Cason: OK, do we at least still have a bathroom and a working kitchen area?

Louise: Oh yeah, I may be a sweet little deity in many ways, but even I have an appreciation for the basics.

Cason: Fine then...I guess I'll make dinner so I can pretend most of this isn't happening for as long as possible...

Cason, with a sense of trepidation, meanders into the kitchen area of the recently remodelled apartment as Louise and Piocese's respective eyes follow him.

Within this environment, he expresses his unease through nervous laughter, accompanied by an involuntary twitch of his eye, unmistakably revealing the overwhelming burden that has been thrust upon him.

Yet Louise does not perceive it as a matter of concern and rather offers commendation towards his non-existent spirit, her tone bordering on sarcasm.

Louise: That's my big bro, way to power through the unknown like a trooper.

Which sets the tone for the rest of the evening for the three unlikely room-mates, as it seems like Cason is opting for a mixture of denial and acceptance in regards to his circumstances.

Something which could be considered the wise choice, objectively speaking.

Meanwhile, in close proximity to Casons's apartment, Valentino confidently walks along the pathway accompanied by his group of formidable/expendable Carusone Family goons.

As they draw near to Emerald Vibes Salon, the esteemed two-story establishment dedicated to haircare, situated conveniently across the road from Cason's apartment.

Here, Valentino takes a break from smoking his cigar as he eyes the man sweeping the front steps, before nearly chewing the bastard's head off as he barks.

Valentino: Hey, asshole! You the owner here!?

Trembling in fear, the salon owner nervously introduces himself, fully aware that it may be his last introduction ever.

Rowan: Y-yes sir. I'm Rowan. C-can I help you?

Valentino: Well, Rowan. Here's the deal!

Valentino pauses so that he can get right in Rowan's face before continuing.

Valentino: Me and my associates here, we're movin' into this neighbourhood. And a nice little joint like this? It'd make a great front for some of our operations, capisce?

Rowan hands tremble with increased intensity, causing him to come dangerously close to pissing himself whilst he loses his grip on his broom.

Rowan: But sir, this is my livelihood. My father started this place years ago, I just took over and-

Valentino: Yeah yeah, real sad story, I'm sure.

Rowan is halted from speaking as Valentino holds his hand up in the salon owner's face and keeps him from speaking another word before slowly lowering said hand and continuing.

Valentino: Everybody loves a diligent little gear in the economic machine. But, I'm not really feeling that sentimental right now, so that means this is our turf now. Translation... you can either hand over the keys nice and easy, or my boys here will have to get persuasive with the car battery and nipple pliers. And trust me, you don't want them to get persuasive when that offer is on the table.

The mobsters all glare menacingly at Rowan, cracking their knuckles with one of the more dim sounding thugs chiming in by adding.

..."Duuuuh, I like to cook da nipples."...

Which ultimately has Rowan desperately looking at the uninvolved pedestrians passing by, but everyone
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