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In the newspapers, on TV, on the internet, and everywhere you went on the streets, for several days it was all people could talk about...The gun massacre of Sabre-Wood High School, where an unconscious brutally beaten convict, known by the media before as "Big Del the Strangler" a former hitman from the mob, inexplicably escaped his life sentence in prison and slipped into the local high-school with five fellow inmates with the most grim of intentions. It was your classic nightmare scenario with news outlets ready to make sufficient bank on their coverage of the whole mess.

However, as the world kept on turning, and the appropriate measures were put in place to control the rumour mill (along with the police commissioner, Hank Sutherland's, involvement of course) the one unsung victim in all of this still lays unconscious in a hospital bed, with his involvement in the entire incident being conveniently left out of the history books.

Tyson Bradshaw, thought to be currently dead by the commissioner (despite everyone closest to him knowing better), is one blood transfusion and a handful of agonising treatments safe from harm now, his Aunt has visited him on numerous occasions over the past week, and so too has Meg and Polka, (though he hasn't been conscious to see them himself), however there is one person who hasn't left his side since the moment Tyson collapsed in the middle of the street...

Sitting at his bedside almost the entire time, listening to his heartbeat any time the doctors aren't present to tell him not to, Rice Sutherland's world almost came to stop the moment he thought he lost Tyson, just as soon as he realised his feelings for the man, he almost lost him to his father's sick and cruel plans. Even now, heeding Tyson's word from before, Rice is trying to simply listen to his heartbeat, hoping that this difficult journey, that is filling his own heart with so much fear and uncertainty, will soon be over.

Laying on the bed by Tyson's side now, with his ear pressed on his chest. Listening, and praying for the moment when Tyson will wake up, somehow keeping himself together when others around. In truth, the moments where he falls apart, are the one when they're all alone, and all he can think about is everything that happened mere days before. The sight of Tyson fighting men countless years older than him, and certainly more dangerous. Somehow Tyson overcame those odds however, this sight before him is the price Tyson paid, and it's enough to bring tears to Rice's eyes, tears he cannot hold back as he trembles and whispers once again.

Rice: Please......wake up Tyson...

Fate operating under something of a coin toss basis for most things in life, it has a wicked and ironic sense of humour at times, whereas at other times it can provide with the exact thing we need to keep on surviving for just another day....in this instance, fate favours the latter, as in this ultimate moment of weakness, Tyson suddenly awakens, shielding his sensitive opening eyes with one hand, whilst locking the other one around Rices head as he groans in pain and asks.

Tyson: Rice?...Where the hell are we?...

Rice: Tyson? You're back!?...

Tyson: What? Where'd I go?...and why are my eyes still fucking killing me?...

Rice: I'm so sorry...I almost forgot...

Rice sits up wiping the tears away from his eyes in a blind rush, as he hands Tyson a pair of prescription sunglasses, and he then tries to calm himself down as he explains.

Rice: The doctor says you've to wear these....for a few days....until your eyes return to normal at least...

As Tyson puts them on, it allows him to see a little clearer, and once he has his vision together, he sits up on the bed himself as Rice moves to sit at his side. Looking at his surroundings, he can at least figure out that he's landed himself in hospital, but what's concerning him right now is the face of Rice. It's still just as sad as it was before he passed out, if not worse, and this is bothering him because he knows that at least a few days must've passed him by, especially with how messed up his own body was after the fight in school. Taking advantage of the fact that they're alone Tyson just comes straight out and asks him what's wrong.

Tyson: Hey...I may not have the best vision right now...but even I can see you're hurting....is everything alright?

Rice: I'm sorry...I wanted to be here the moment you awoke, but I also wanted to welcome you back with a smile....I've failed you...

Tyson: Hey, even geniuses can make mistakes, right?

Rice: A genius? That is laughable...I can't even articulate how grateful I am to you for saving me..for..letting this happen to you....and after what I saw...it only makes it harder...

Tyson: What you saw?

Rice: When they brought you in...and cut you out of your clothes...I saw your body....a tortured tapestry of scars and wounds...most of which were seemingly there before those sick ingrates fought with you the other day...

Tyson: And.... it made you sick?...

Rice: No...it's strange...but it made me even more grateful...

Tyson: What do you mean?...

Rice: Forgive her....but Polka tried to explain to me....what you said to her about those wounds...and...all I could think was, how long you must have been suffering for...you've been all alone this entire time...sacrificing yourself...and getting reviled and hated for it..at first I couldn't do anything more than cry....but then I realised....that's not what you wanted.....you said it yourself...your reason for fighting....It was to make sure people like me didn't need to suffer....and though I don't agree with you sacrificing yourself...I also can't let it be done in vain...you do understand this, don't you?...

Tyson: What is it you're trying to say?

Rice: I want to spend my days proving you didn't save me needlessly....you're the first person in my life who has ever wanted me to do something that makes me happy, and me alone...and whatever I choose to do with my life...I...I....want you to be there...Tyson...I want you to be with me...

Tyson: As.....a bodyguard?....

Rice: No....as an equal...

Tyson: ...We're not equal Rice...you so much more skilled in...

Rice: No!...Tyson...I love you...

Tyson: You do?

Rice: I do...

Tyson: But...you barely know me?...

Rice: I know enough to know my feelings are true...I thought that at first, all I was feeling was some sort of misplaced infantile crush....that it would subside over time..but now I know that in itself is foolish...I'm in love with you Tyson...and...I know this may be strange for someone like you...so if you find my feelings to bothersome...or untoward in any way please just say so, and I'll find a way to...

Tyson at this moment stops Rice dead in the middle of his speech, and without provocation, he has no reason for what he's doing or how he feels, he just knows that at this moment, this is what he has decided to do, as he rests he left hand on Rice's face and leans in to kiss him, and Rice, caught off guard, his face turns red-faced, as this is the last thing he expected to happen at this moment, however, this doesn't make him fight it, and eventually the two end up sharing their kiss, surprisingly nerve-racking, yet comforting at the same time, they move to look down at the bed sheets that fill the space in between them, as Rice nervously asks, with a nervous storm of butterflies in the pit of his stomach.

Rice: Does this mean....you like me back?....I'm sorry if that sounds too desperate...I'm just....I'm just so scared...I didn't know how you'd react...

Tyson: Calm down Rice...I like you, yeah...

Rice: Are you sure...I mean I am a guy and....?

Tyson: Hey...that crap doesn't matter....you said you love me for who I am....and your....well hell, you are the first person who does well and truly get me...

Rice: So do you think we could try....maybe....being...together for a while...

Smiling in response to Rice's nervous fumbling, Tyson simply places his hand on the top of his head and smiles as he tries to reassure him in his own way.

Tyson: Well I think the cool kids are calling it “going out” these days...but the terminology doesn't really matter to me, if you want us to be a thing, go out, be together, or whatever, I'm more than happy to say I'm with you Rice...

Rice: (Whispers) Thank you...

After a heartfelt reunion, confessing his love, and getting accepted with open arms by Tyson the two of them spend the entire night together, doing nothing more than talking, speaking back and forth about what this means for the two of them, how they're going to avoid Rice's father when he finds out Tyson's alive, and even the fact that Tyson bought Rice a gift for his birthday but never actually got around to giving him it. After spending the entire night talking the two of them only manage to get roughly two hours sleep. By the time morning does roll around and the doctors manage to run some tests on him, his Aunt Yoko is soon informed via a brief phone call, and she ends up visiting the very same day (luckily having the day off due to it being a Saturday).

Once she arrives, Rice moves to sit at one of the chairs in the left side of the room (out of consideration as he is uncertain of whether or not Tyson wants to tell her that they are together for the time being), whilst Yoko sits on a chair in the right and jokingly lectures/simply recaps in a calm gossiping manner, her take on the events over the past few days.

Yoko: You are such a big jerk, Tyson...Picture me being at work, minding my own business, and then getting bothered by one of my co-workers who's spitting feathers about a crazed gun-wielding maniac on the loose in your school. Everyone in that place is either too young to have kids there, or too old, so I was the only one everyone was freaking out about...saying shit like “oh no, your poor boy”...and... “I hope your Tyson does well and doesn't get shot”...They were freaking talking about you like you were an odds-on-favourite racehorse, not a fucking potential casualty. Then after I've been desensitised to the idea by those idiots, this fine young man here calls me up and tells me you are actually in hospital...I mean seriously Tyson, are you trying to give a girl a heart attack you moron?...

Tyson: In my defence...it's not like I wasn't hurt....like...I was really hurt...Badly...

Yoko: Yeah, but I thought you'd been shot!

Tyson: I came pretty close...

Yoko: (Sighs)...Just don't freak me out like that again...I'm not gonna be in my twenties forever...so my time for recovering from this major stress out garbage is limited...you know?

Tyson: Sorry...

Yoko: Tell me you thanked this man in your grand awakening, Rice baby here? He is a hell of a friend, he's pretty much been here every time I've come to visit, and he even fixed that problem I had with my phone...

Tyson: You mean that one you didn't put the sim card into?

Yoko: Yeah, he totes did that for me, he's a technical genius...

Rice: It's not a big deal, honestly...you needn't praise me...

Yoko: Don't be so modest...you're sweet to deal with my problems when you barely know me, and you've clearly not been sleeping much since you got here...

Rice: I have been deeply concerned, however, the report from the doctors was reassuring...

Yoko: Oh? You making bail Tyson sweetie?

Tyson: (Sighs)...Yeah, they said I'll be able to leave tomorrow, and that I can go back to school on Monday...I supposedly just need to take it easy, and keep wearing the shades for now until there medicine fixes my eyes, that's all...

Yoko: Wow, prescription eye drops, fun...Nothing says sexy more than dancing around your bathroom trying to force water in your eyes whilst trying to make it look natural...Take it from me, Tyson, you may as well be a baby about it, because there's no way of forcing that stuff in your eyes and standing still at the same time.

Tyson: The doctor said to take it mornings and nights, for three days, as far as I can tell, that doesn't mean I'll be taking it in front of anybody...Unless you're gonna be a creeper and watch me in the bathroom...?

Yoko: Sounds like fun, but you know me, I'm never vertical enough to catch you in the mornings, and we've got late meetings on Monday and Wednesday, along with another new employee welcoming party on Tuesday...so I'll probably miss my chance...Oh well, there's always the next time some clown throws solvents in your eyes...

Tyson: You heard about that part?...

Rice: Yes...I am sorry Tyson, I did explain to her a portion of what happened to you...over the phone...I was deeply hysterical you see...and...

Yoko: And you left the poor kid sobbing in the streets, I personally would've called the emergency services for an ambulance, but the two of you weren't far from my work, so the whole thing worked out...

Tyson: Wait a minute...you dropped me off at this hospital?

Yoko: Well yeah, you told your friend to call me after all...and by the way, don't worry about my back seat, I paid to have cleaned the other day...

Tyson: Guess I'm lucky you had your car with you that day...

Yoko: If I didn't I just would've borrowed one of the interns, it's what they get paid for really...

Tyson: I....don't think that's exactly true...somehow...

Yoko: And who are you, the truth police?

Tyson: No, but you are a lawyer...

Yoko: So why are we debating this, I'm just going to use that fact to get my way each and every time we debate the law...

Tyson: Oh that's right...I forgot..you're painfully corrupt and immorally childish when you're on your time off...

Rice: Excuse me Miss Yoko...but did you just say that you were a lawyer?

Yoko: Oh yeah honey, I'm partner at Sabre-Wood's biggest firm, why do you need some legal advice?

Rice: Eh...perhaps...

Yoko: Well shoot Rice baby, Tyson's right when he says I'm childish, but it's not like I forget how to do my job when I'm off or anything...

Rice: Well...I'm just curious...you know how I told you what happened....you know...after they started Tyson's transfusion?...

Yoko: Yeah?

Rice: Well...it's clear to me...that, whoever was behind it...they knew what they were doing...they were trying to hurt Tyson...but you don't think Tyson is liable for what the media is now dubbing as a shooting....do you?

Yoko: Honey, I wouldn't worry about it, being admitted to a hospital is the perfect alibi...and since Tyson didn't touch any of those weapons, he should be good...

Rice: What about his blood being on the scene?

Yoko: It would probably get written off as contamination of the evidence, since he's pretty much been in fights all over the school, and traces of his blood could be found anywhere, if someone was gonna start pointing him out, they'd probably make themselves look more suspicious than anything, for jumping the gun on such an accusation...but the only reason I'm saying that, is because the police are being really tight-lipped on the whole thing it seems, since they're more than happy to roll with blaming the strangler guy...Part of the thing about him being blamed is that they can't say anything more about it, since he was supposed to be serving a life sentence, yet the gun used was a misplaced police tagged weapon, that belonged to a recently deceased officer...

Tyson: Misplaced equipment...I called it...

Yoko: The short version of this story here Rice, is that nobodies gonna come looking for Tyson, he didn't do anything, the only problem with this whole mess now, is how the school is gonna repair it's image, the lawsuits the parents of the dead students are filing, and trying to gauge how long the PTA are gonna keep chewing each other to pieces over this whole mess...none of it is my problem since nobodies sought me out for representation. I'm not in the PTA, and I don't work for the school. As for the two of you, well, you are students so you'll probably hear about a lot of this stuff, but it won't really affect you any, since you're both in your senior year, and won't be there to witness the fallout if they do get forced to pay any settlement..

Tyson: Those guys get their heads blown off by crooks, and all their parents care about is making a little money off it...that's...just heartwarming, really...

Yoko: Meh, I don't judge too harshly, I see it all my line of work, people try to sue other people for the dumbest reasons...when you think about grief over the loss of a child slightly makes sense...since they're probably not thinking straight anymore, and anything from get rich quick schemes, to pure unadulterated vengeance, seems more than logical to them at this stage, we all hit dark strides in our lives and we all cope in different ways...some of us recover, and others stay trapped, sinking deeper and deeper in to negative feelings and actions...the end result just depends on the person in the end...But hey, you've always been a “rolls with the punches” type of guy Tyson, so I'm sure you probably weren't really judging them...

Tyson: It's just been a rough couple of days I suppose...for what I've been awake for at least...When it comes to right and wrong, the lines have become quite blurred...

Yoko: I guess that makes sense...given that literal lines have become kinda blurred for you...no offence intended...

Tyson: No...I get what you're saying, when I first woke up it felt like someone had poured acid into my freaking eyes...

Polka: Still...they look good on you...

Polka's sudden arrival is announced as she speaks these words from the doorway, and she then enters the room and stands at the end of the bed as she goes on to say.

Polka: The shades I mean, they really add to that mysterious yet tough delinquent persona you've got going on...

Tyson: Don't get too attached, because I'm not a fan, the second I can cast these things off, they're gone...

Polka: Oh boo...

Tyson: What are you doing here anyway, I figured you'd have work to be doing for your customers...or does the internet not need erotic art any more?

Polka: Oh no, I have plenty of works that I'm in between right now, I just came here to see somebody else actually, but when the nurse saw me, and told me you were back in the land of the living, well, I found it hard to resist coming down...Don't expect Meg though, she's too busy right now from what I understand...

Tyson: Doing what?

Polka: Coding, computers, plug-ins, bla-de-bla, I didn't ask for details, supposedly someone gave a poorly edited rewrite on a tutorial on one of her applications and she's having to perform damage control on some message board...I didn't want to ask for more details....because I was worried she'd tell me.

Tyson: You find it boring?

Polka: No....just difficult to follow...when my knowledge on programming is passive at best, I'm not an amateur, but I'm not in Meg's league either...

Yoko: Is this girl good with computers?...

Tyson: That's probably an understatement...but I wouldn't go bringing your stock, improperly set up phone to her, she can be quite icy when people are wasting her time...

Rice: That may be so, but still....she has her reasons...I'm sure...It's not really that she doesn't want to help people...I'd say it's more the opposite...she can't sit idle when people need help...but...she does also get rather frustrated with matters that aren't really problems, so much as they are someone misreading a simple set of instructions....so there can be plenty of misinterpretations in how she views the world, and people...

Polka: A chaotic neutral with a short fuse is probably the best way to describe her...

Yoko: Tyson sweetie, you've really landed on your feet here, you went from no friends to surrounding yourself with a quirky artist, a hostile coder, and an adorable young English games designer, do you pick these people out of the fictional profiles of a rom-com, or something?

Tyson: No, they're all legit...though I'm not sure I can say Meg is my friend yet...

Polka: Well, I'm not speaking for her or anything, but she did throw herself onto the fire when you were getting out of that school. Literally flipped off Mr Farooq and blew smoke in his face to distract him...

Tyson: Holy shit, what did she get for doing that?

Polka: A letter home, a three-day suspension and her cigarette packet got confiscated....and she didn't get it back because one of the metalwork teachers took them home with him...but she didn't seem too bothered by it...

Tyson: Still, I guess this means I owe her one...

Polka: I'm sure if she expects something in return, she'll tell you when you get back...

Tyson: Yeah...as for now...I hate to be a jerk...but does anyone happen to have...?

Yoko suddenly pulls out a packet of cigarettes and answers Tyson's question with a brief but to the point single word...

Yoko: Yo...

Tyson: Awesome...you think I could maybe just have one of those right now?...

Yoko: Sure...but let's go outside...you have to respect the hospital's rules and all that crap...and plus...the doctors would probably freak if they knew you were smoking just a few days after a major transfusion...

Polka: Would they really care?...

Rice: Maybe because he's only 17, they'd make more of an issue out of it...

Yoko: Hey, if he's at a stage in his life where he can take care of train wreck like me, and survive gunfights in high-schools, I think the guy deserves to do what he wants...

Polka: You're right Tyson, this woman really is crazy chilled about everything...

Yoko: Damn right, who wants to be known as the psycho nag-hag guardian...Come on Tyson, let's step out for a bit, there's something I want to talk to you about in private...

Tyson: Eh...OK, are you two cool with waiting up here?...

Polka: Sure, we have club stuff we need to talk about anyway, me and Meg have been making a lot of progress on the game while you two were away so it'll be good to bring him up to speed...

Tyson: Alright...

With his condition getting rapidly better the longer he is conscious, Tyson easily manages to make his way outside with his Aunt Yoko so that he can have his first smoke since regaining his consciousness. As the two stand, leaning against a wall outside the left side of the hospital, at an area that overlooks an extension of the parking area, with an additional view of Sabre-Wood's shopping district in the distance, Tyson takes his first draw as his aunt casually asks him about something that has been bothering her since she arrived.

Yoko: So, that kid Rice, he seems nice enough...I can see why you'd at least try to stick your neck out for him...I maybe wouldn't have went ahead and got myself near on shot over his head...but he seems nice...

Tyson: You know me, I do stupid shit for people whether they deserve my help or not...once I knew he was in trouble I had to help...I just didn't expect things to go south so fast..

Yoko: Uh-huh, tell me the truth though...there's a little more going on there than the kindly deeds stunts you usually pull....am I right?

Tyson freezes for a moment wondering if she has already figured him out, and rather than dancing around the issue, he simply accepts that she of all people would notice any kind of irregularity in his behaviour, even changes that could be written off by lingering injuries from the brutal incident. Tyson knows there's no lying about it, and decides to openly admit everything.

Tyson: Am I really that much of an open book?

Yoko: No, but if you read something enough times, you can figure out what's going on between the lines, the body language between you two is a little off, not like the way you are with that other girl who walked in, or anyone else I've seen you talk to for that matter....Plus that kids been killing himself to say at your side, part of me was actually starting to hope that there was some kind of emotional reason that ran beyond guilt...because no one should feel that obligated to make things up to a stranger...

Tyson: Well...if you must now...I guess me and Rice, since the moment I woke up, we've sort of been together...

Yoko: As in "for real together"...?

Tyson: You already know the answer, it's why you're asking...

Yoko: So, does this mean you're gay now?....

Tyson: I guess, I hadn't thought about it, but if you wanna slap a label on it, then sure...Is it gonna be a problem?

Yoko: No, I actually find it kind of funny, because your Dad would be so fucking pissed.....

Tyson: Well if he doesn't like it, he can turn over a couple of times in his grave....I've made my choice...

Yoko: Yeah, fuck'em, and his rules...If you're happy that's all I care about, finding someone you want to be with is hard enough without fretting over shit about the gender being right...

Tyson: I'm kinda glad you're cool with it...because it makes what I'm about to ask a little easier...only a little though...

Yoko: You wanna ask me for something? Sure go ahead, you don't need to sound so serious with me...

Tyson: This is kind of serious though, that's the problem...

Yoko: OK, well...what do you want?...

Tyson: Would it be alright....if I...offered Rice to stay with us for a while...I mean....when I went to his house...and saw what kind life he's leading...it's not exactly underprivileged...but...it's cold...and when his father gets wind of the fact that I'm alive? I have no fucking idea what's going to happen...but I want to know...that I'll be in the right place to protect him from whatever he tries to do...So I just need to know, are you willing to help me with that?

Yoko: (Laughs)...Oh God, that's all you wanted to ask? Jesus, don't scare the crap out of me like that Tyson, sure he can stay...

Tyson: Are you sure...!?

Yoko: Are you not happy with my answer?

Tyson: No, I'm really relieved...it's just...you make it sound simple, like we're taking in a stray cat...this isn't exactly a simple request...he's another human after all?

Yoko: Hey, whatever, he's an adult, so are you, as far as I'm concerned you can try this out...and see how it goes....

Tyson: Again, this isn't yoga classes we're talking about here, are you sure you're cool with this?

Yoko: Yeah, why not, he's a good kid, and we owe him for getting you to the hospital, don't we?

Tyson: You're not worried that his Dad might try something to spite us for this?

Yoko: I think we both know from experience Tyson, that if someone is going to hurt you, then you can't stop them, your boyfriend doesn't need to suffer just because of something I could get worried about...just break it back down to what made you ask me for this favour to begin with....you care about Rice, and you don't want him living in a soulless tomb of a house, right?

Tyson: Right...

Yoko: Then that's what we focus on, for now, you tell him he can live with us if he wants, and we'll deal with the rest of that crap when it crops up...

Tyson: I sometimes wish I could be just half as relaxed as you are about this crap...seriously...

Yoko: Hey, I was raised on the other extreme, rules, and worrying over all the worst case what-ifs this world has...I can't handle that stuff in my personal life anymore...so I just take it all in my stride...despite the fact that your worried, I'm actually quite happy...

Tyson: Happy?...

Yoko: Yeah, all I'm seeing is the positives here, my boy is alive, and he's finally found someone who loves him for who he is...Who gives a crap if it's not perfect, life never is, sometimes you've just got to take what you're given and make it work...you know?...

Tyson: Yeah...I guess you're right...Now I'm just hoping he doesn't think I'm crazy when I offer him to stay with us...

Yoko: I doubt it, with the look that guy has in his eyes, I'm sure he'd follow you the ends of the Earth without a freaking care in the world...so long as he's with you he should be happy....that kind of love is special, I wouldn't take that for granted if where you...we'll call that my piece of sage parental advice for the year..

Tyson: (Laughs)...Sounds good...I think I'll make a note of the date, and hold you to this for next year..see what you have to say to me then...

Yoko: Don't be a jerk, trying to be responsible is hard...and it mega sucks vs giant octopus, I not gonna lie...

Tyson: Yeah, well...at least I have my answer...

Yoko: Yeah, you do...

Tyson: Thanks by the way...

Yoko: Yeah, you're just lucky I'm nice...and that I can't say no to that face of yours....sunglasses or not...

Tyson: A power I'll try to keep myself from abusing...

Yoko: Yeah...I'm sure you will...

The two of them spend another few hours outside, taking the "fresh air" and talking back and forth into what quickly becomes there more typically immature level of conversation, having quickly forgotten the fear and drama of Tyson's near-death experience before, the two once again displaying their unwavering natural abilities to simply take life's problems in their stride.
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After being discharged from the hospital and allowed to finally head home, Tyson made sure to quickly make mention of his offer to move into Rice prior to their departure. Of course being on short notice, despite Rice accepting, he did happen to point out, that he would need to at least stop off at his own home to collect a few essential belongings from his room. To which Tyson suggested he take as much as humanly possible that he actually wants to save him from ever having to come back.

So after some mild reassurance from Yoko to Rice that he can bring whatever he wants to take with him so long as it fits in the car, Rice and Tyson head into the Sutherland estate upon arrival. Taking careful precautions in making sure Hank Sutherland isn't there, fortunately with the Commissioners car gone, they know he's likely still at work, and thus they proceed to pack everything Rice could possibly need into a few suitcases (along with a few luxury items, e.g. game console and personal computer). Once they are done, they head back out to the car, with Tyson impressively carrying all three suitcases (which is probably against the doctors orders of taking it easy, but whatever), and after managing to evade the staff, Tyson loads everything into the car and is about to step in himself...until Meg suddenly rests her hand on his shoulder (having appeared from seemingly out of nowhere), she calmly asks.
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