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It has been an entire month and a half since Meg moved into the Bradshaw household, and her (currently incarcerated) mother's husband was arrested.

Not long after this, Drake Angus was charged with attempted murder, among multiple other charges due to his unquestionably cruel and brutal treatment towards Meg, and thanks to Meg's sincere testimony at the trial (along with the additional reports from neighbours and Tyson himself), Drake Angus got a sentence matching the audacity of his crimes.

And to top of it all, it is of no surprise to those who were suspicious of him, that Hank Sutherland made no appearance to stand in defence of Drake, or even comment on the proceedings once.

Drake made no mention of their deal, but that, of course, is most likely due to how far-fetched it may have sounded to those prosecuting him, it would only have seemed like a desperate man grasping blindly at straws. So in the end, his best defence was that he was not meant to be considered a guardian for Meg at any point, on the grounds that, she is an adult by law at this stage. Obviously, this wasn't going to win him any favours, as his actions where beyond inexcusable regardless.

During this entire time Meg lived at Tyson's home, and she still continues to do so. Tyson's Aunt Yoko was once again shockingly fine with it, though did take a more hands-on role in dealing with her accommodation given that she was a woman herself, and rather than making her share Tyson's room with both Tyson and Rice, she instead cleared out her, seldom used (basically never used), home office, to let Meg live in the space as her own bedroom.

This agreement worked out fine for Meg, as she likes the generous internet connection the former office area provides her with. On top of getting her own room, Meg has also managed to cut down on her blatant acts of theft due to the fact that Tyson's Aunt Yoko, once again, said she's more than willing to facilitate the girls smoking habit, given that she is almost 18, and it'll be her choice on what to do with it at that point once she herself can buy them on her own.

Some may say this is careless, irresponsible, and even reckless in many ways, but Yoko herself feels that, in her words ..."the girls smart enough, and after some help, she'll be able to support herself easily"...Of course this is a bold and somewhat vague statement, but given everything Meg's been through, she also deep down knows making her quit smoking on top of it all, would bring her nothing but needless stress, and would also seem unnecessarily cruel in some respects, so rather than applying a double standard in rules between Tyson and Meg, she just treats Meg with the same level of respect.

After everything that has changed, one would think that perhaps their lives would have gotten more stable. But despite no visible threats from Hank Sutherland for a good long while, with festival week coming up in Sabre-Wood High School, things have actually been much more hectic for more reasons than one. A fact that Tyson is reminded of as he wakes up on a quiet Sunday morning, to see the jet black kitten (known as Dark-Blade) kneeling on his chest.

Dark-Blade: Meow!?

The typical sound indicating that cat is, of course, wanting...“something”... The sound itself isn't offensive, but loud enough to make Tyson open one eye and look at the cat's wide-eyed expression as he says.

Tyson: I've seen what you do to those bed posts you little harlot, you best not be thinking of cutting my chest up the same way...

Suddenly Polka, who has been laying next to him in her underwear the entire time chimes in as she jokingly says.

Polka: I sure hope to God you're talking to the cat, and not me?

Tyson: Ugh....why are you in here, and why are you barely wearing anything?...

Polka: Don't you remember, we're hitting crunch time trying to make a tech demo for the school festival?

Tyson: Yeah, that's not an answer to my question, you lunatic...

Polka: Oh, right, well I was up way longer than anyone yesterday, doing like a million different pieces of artwork, once I was finished it all at some point in the AM, Rice and Meg both told me to get some sleep. Just before I was about to head out of the door, however, your Aunt was nice enough to say I could spend the night, but since I couldn't find any other bedroom aside from this one?..... I just decided to make do and collapse here...

Tyson: You're kidding me right, weren't you all working in Meg's room!?

Polka: Yeah, what about it?

Tyson: Why didn't you sleep in there?

Polka: Yuck, who wants to sleep in a girl's room, you have problems, Tyson...

Tyson: I have problems? You're the one stripping down to your underwear and climbing into bed with guys in the middle of the night without telling them!?

Polka: What's the big deal, I didn't even really sleep that much, I've just been sitting here watching you catch Z's with your cat.

Tyson: You do realise that doesn't sound any better, right?

Polka: Your point?

Tyson: (Sighs)...Screw it, I'm getting up...

Polka: Oh boo...

Tyson gently nudges the cat the side, and gets out of bed, despite the well-articulated protests from Polka. Clearly having had her fun, she does actually end up falling asleep from exhaustion as he stands. Leading Tyson to simply shake his slowly in frustration as he throws the bedcovers over her. Leaving her be, to sleep beyond this as he leaves the room.

Tyson then proceeds to go through his typical morning routine to get ready, stopping somewhere in the middle as he passes by the open door of Meg's room (the former home office), with the sight of Rice and Meg, at separate computers within, (the two of them still working) grabbing his attention.

Tyson getting curious at this stage knocks on the door and enters. Standing behind Rice at the desk he is working on, Tyson himself can't even begin to comprehend what these two are actually typing here, it looks almost like a foreign language to him, and whatever said language is, it seems to be making the game they are developing work somehow, as both Meg and Rice stop intermittently to test and see if the software is still functioning appropriately.

After watching for a few minutes in silence, he eventually comments, having talked around them whilst they're programming enough times to know that it surprisingly doesn't distract them at all.

Tyson: Wow, this actually looks like it's starting to come together?....

Meg stops for roughly three seconds to draw a cigarette from the nearby drawer and light it, before returning to the keyboard, typing up a storm, as she playfully pokes fault at Tyson's words.

Meg: The word "actually" coming from the only person who doesn't program shit in the club, I find your lack of faith frustrating, honestly...

Tyson: Hey, it's not that I didn't think you guys were working hard at it, it's just with everything going on lately, I almost forgot a game was even being made by you guys.

Meg: Funny how that works, for the outsiders, these things are just the stuff that they can check up on every now and again, wondering when it'll be “ready”...

Rice: Whereas everyone involved spends their time worrying about "if" there is going to even be a release, the truth is when you’re working on something like this you can't actually stop thinking about it, not for a moment...your mind simply won't let you...

Meg: Hence why I wouldn't step away from this keyboard right now if you paid me...

Tyson: What if you ran out of cigarettes?...

Meg: OK, smart ass, yeah, then I'd move, but luckily I don't have to, the drawer to my left is full of them. So I'm camping here until I get this crap over with.

Tyson: You two are going to eat at some point though, right?

Meg: Food is for the weak...

Tyson: Seriously?....

Rice stops at this moment after saving his document and he then spins around on his office chair, stopping at just the right point to hug Tyson's waist without actually standing up as he goes on to say.

Rice: All I need is this for a mere few moments, then I'll be able to work all day...

Tyson: Yeah, last time I checked, Love and Tobacco, though a great name for a Jazz album, isn't a suitable substitute for a balanced diet.....

Meg: Don't hug him too tightly Boss, he sounds like he's being serious, he might drag you down to the kitchen at this rate if you make him any more pissed...

Rice: ...Though the second he departs it'll break my heart, at such a tragic time, I will stand strong and resume programming for the sake of the club...

Meg: You heard him, Tyson, get lost...

Tyson: Yeah...I don't think that was his way of telling me to... “beat it”...somehow...

Before Tyson can poke any more flaws with the tried and tested programmers “multiple avenues of deprivation for the betterment of a project”, his Aunt Yoko suddenly calls him from downstairs.

Yoko: Tyson sweetie, telephone....apparently Mr Farooq wants to speak with you...

Tyson: Mr F?...What the hell does he want?...

Tyson mutters this to himself, for a moment, but doesn't have much time to let his mind run wild with possibilities as to what the teacher could need from him on a Saturday, as Meg once again jokingly prompts him to leave.

Meg: Hell bells are calling, you better answer before he comes round for a home visit.

Tyson: And what's so bad about that, the fact that he'll find out I'm harbouring a ragtag group of indie games developers who have a complete disregard for their health and societal norms all round?

Meg: What the fuck do societal norms have to do with this?

Tyson: Nothing really, it's just Polkas in my bed in her underwear right now, and I thought it was worth alerting everybody to that fact...so Rice? If you do take the time to lie down for a while, just remember she might be there, and don't freak out...Now I gotta go take this call, both of you, just try to remember to eat something in between all of.....THIS, at some point, at least, alright?...

Meg: Whatever...

Leaving the overworked members of the homebrew club to finish off their tech demo, Tyson answers the call he was summoned for, but unfortunately only gets told by Mr Farooq that he shockingly wants to meet up with him outside of school. Not possessing an excuse to turn him down, Tyson of course naturally has no other choice than to get ready and meet him, and unfortunately, there is only one place outside of school which both men consider common ground.

Tyson and Mr Farooq, eventually meet up in the Sabre-Wood cemetery, standing before the burial spot of Tyson's parents. Mr Farooq naturally taking a few minutes to pay his respects in silence as Tyson stands waiting, fighting the urge to rush him, so he can find out what this meeting is all about. After brief 15 minutes, Mr Farooq eventually notices Tyson lighting a cigarette, a sight which he, of course, considers to be offensive to a small degree, rather than scolding him properly however, he simply sighs and says.

Mr Farooq: Surely there could be a better time for such things, Tyson?

Tyson: Hey, I'm not one to judge, if you want to pay your respects, I'll wait...

Mr Farooq: I was talking about you and your vice boy!

Tyson: Oh this? I always smoke when I come here, I'd feel weird not doing it, to be honest with you...

Mr Farooq: (Sighs)...Fine, if you must...

Tyson: I'm pretty sure you didn't call me out here to give me some drum solo preaching the surgeon general's warning...I mean, it's probably something you would do if you had the time...but I get the feeling you had something more important you wanted to talk to me about?...

Mr Farooq: The level importance of what I wish to discuss is irrelevant, I don't think this minor concern really matters to anyone other than you and myself...It probably isn't even an issue to tell you the truth..just me satisfying my curiosity...

Tyson: Your curiosity?

Mr Farooq: Yes...

Tyson: What the hell does a tightly wound guy like you get out of idle gossip?

Mr Farooq: Don't insult me, Tyson, this is what I landed you in that club for after all wasn't it?... I happened to notice you haven't given me an update in quite some time, and thus, I am somewhat in the dark about what it is exactly you're doing.

Tyson: It's nothing personal....it's just...a lot has been going on lately...

Mr Farooq: I'm not going to fret over every little detail, I'm just talking to you first before Monday, so I can square away some paperwork related matters in the school...After all, we're all aware of the...domestic dispute, between Meg and the man who was listed as her guardian up until recently...

Tyson: Yeah...Well, what's confusing about that shit storm exactly?

Mr Farooq: The school wasn't given much in terms of details, but we have been made aware that she is now living with you...

Tyson: That's right...

Mr Farooq: As is Rice Sutherland, correct?

Tyson: Yeah, he is...Why, has that became some sort of problem with the school?

Mr Farooq: Maybe, perhaps I'm just struggling to connect the dots in how this all came to pass, that's all, I gave you instructions to help these people, not open a Bed and Breakfast resort for them to stay in.

Tyson: To be fair, you didn't exactly tell me not to do that either...

Mr Farooq: I'm not playing around here Tyson, put the jokes aside for now and talk to me, I want to know what's going on here?

Tyson: What's going on? What's going on is, that you threw me into this mess at the personal request of a bat shit crazy police Commissioner, and since then I've gotten involved with all these people's lives, and they've had to go through hell every step of the way...

Mr Farooq: ...

Tyson: Fortunately in between all the crap though....I've been able to help them.....If you want to get down to brass tacks with this shit, then fine, Meg had nowhere to go after she got near-on killed by that scumbag guardian of hers, so I offered her to stay with me. As for Rice? He and his father clearly can't co-exist, and can't even stand to look one another in the face any more...Rice wanted a way out, so I gave him one....these people may be students, but they're also legal adults at this stage, they can live wherever they want.

Mr Farooq: That's not exactly the kind of answer that'll go down well in the faculty room...

Tyson: I'm more than willing to talk to any one of them that has an issue if you think it'd help?

Mr Farooq: No....that would probably make things worse...

Tyson: It'd sure as hell make anything you say afterwards sound better though, right?

Mr Farooq: As much as I admire your confidence in my people pleasing skills, I also have to remind you that your brute force bravado can't solve every problem in the world...

Tyson: I guess not. But they can't really do anything to punish any of us for this either, can they?

Mr Farooq: No, the meeting is just for clarifying facts, I told them I'd visit your home with permission and get confirmation on the living situation myself, make sure nothing untoward was taking place....but I knew that would be....disrespectful, given everything I assume Meg has been through...

Tyson: She seems fine enough, but I know part of her must still be hurting...she's always difficult that way, you can't really tell exactly what she's thinking...But at the very least she's doing better than she was...

Mr Farooq: And that in itself is all I really needed to know...The truth about this meeting was that I needed to give you...some....sage advice, if you will...

Tyson: Advice?

Mr Farooq: More like a warning....that people are noticing what you're doing Tyson, you can't exactly go playing the role of the bare-knuckle fighting, problem-solving, ruffian, forever....not without turning a few heads here and there. And this isn't the schoolyard level gossip that you are used to, if the faculty are genuinely discussing tales of your exploits against local street gangs? Then you know you've made some waves...

Tyson: I'm actually kind of surprised, that they're...well....surprised? I just assumed they'd take that news in their stride...

Mr Farooq: It's just compounded by the fact that you're taking affiliated students "down" with you in this supposed tailspin, you and Meg, sharing an address, and getting the same days excused from school to attend court proceedings, it all just paints a pretty bad picture that's easy to judge for those who aren't involved.

Tyson: I get it, so what do they think I'm doing, starting a street gang in my Aunt's house, who also happens to be a lawyer? None of that shit exactly adds up when you think about it logically...

Mr Farooq: Speculation is...a shared, set ablaze product, that is fuelled perpetually by the fears of individuals who come into contact with it, what they think you're up to is anybody's guess. My warning was simply to watch your behaviour...especially if what you're telling me is true, and that you are locking horns with Hank Sutherland...

Tyson: What is your relationship with that guy exactly? How could he get someone as stubborn as you to bend over backwards at a plain request?...

Mr Farooq: That man's power and control extend a lot further than you seemingly give him credit for Tyson...I can't tell you why I won't defy him, but I can at least tell you this much...He is the one thing in this city that I cannot protect you from...

Tyson: Is that a threat?

Mr Farooq: Consider it a friendly warning, you may think he has played all his cards at this stage, and that you've covered all your bases in some form of defensive front against him...but I regret to inform you that nothing could be further from the truth...He is a cold, calculating, ruthless man, who will stop at nothing to attain what he believes is justice..in many ways he's a lot like you...

Tyson: Bull shit...he and I are nothing alike...

Mr Farooq: Are you sure? You both look at the world in a similar manner...You both struggle to ignore injustices around you, and allow the conquest in seeking a resolution to them all consume your every waking thought...

Tyson: That's taking a lot of things out of context Mr F, I think it's obvious at this stage that he and I have a very different idea of what is right and wrong...his manner of dealing with things ultimately disgusts me...

Mr Farooq: And you assume your model for justice is much better?...

Tyson: I don't really care, I do what I think is right, and that's good enough for me...

Mr Farooq: Is it now? I can assure his answer, would pretty much be the same...Though he'd probably find a more refined way of wording it...

Tyson: What is it you're trying to tell me here, that I'm like him, but not as good as him?

Mr Farooq: In terms of skills and experience...that much goes without saying...but like I said to you before, this is a warning...you've landed yourself in the middle of something that's much bigger than that self-serving heroic ego of yours can truly handle...

Tyson: Something bigger?...

Mr Farooq: Yes, similar to him you may be....but you are right in saying there are distinct differences between you and him...His skills of deductive reasoning have left him working a lifelong career of getting into the minds of some of the world's most dangerous criminals...Somewhere down the line, I truly believe the method to those men's madness started to rub off on him, and he started taking parts of their souls with him...

Tyson: You can't be serious?...

Mr Farooq: I'm speaking figuratively of course...that in some way he stopped fully departing from the mindset of a criminal, even after they were arrested...80% of every battle that man wins is on a psychological level Tyson...I can assure you now, he is already hard at work at getting into your mindset....and assuming you've probably done the same thing...

Tyson: ...

Mr Farooq: That's what I thought...you've been hard at work trying to think as he does yourself...to guess what he's going to do next?... That is where my true warning comes into play Tyson...you're playing mind games with an extremely volatile man...If you let this drag out too long? His will could end up consuming you...

Tyson: That won't happen...

Mr Farooq: What makes you so sure?

Tyson: Because I'm not fighting him for some conceited sense of glory...I'm doing it because I have someone I need to protect...a lot of people in fact...He's just trying to take me down, whereas I'm trying to save as many people as I can...He sees nothing but targets to be neutralised, whereas I'm looking at potential survivors...This fight is only going to go on for as long as he's gonna keep pushing it...

Mr Farooq: Offence and defence...that's really the only line you can draw between the two of you?

Tyson: It's not that black and white, in all honesty...Rice said he doesn't want me fighting unless I have to...and as much as I seem to have trouble avoiding it, I'm sure as hell not gonna go looking for a fight against this maniac if can help it...Rice and Meg have suffered enough...I don't want to drag them through anything more just to tie a bow around this problem of the Commissioners and send it away...

Mr Farooq: It's a nice sentiment, but he won't let you simply walk away...

Tyson: Then he can come at me with everything he has, and like I said before, for everything he lines up to strike me, I'll just keep knocking it down, and that's not arrogance talking, that's just me keeping a promise to the person I love...

Mr Farooq: I see...well..there's obviously no changing your mind at this stage, you've clearly made your choice...albeit a rather foolish one...

Tyson: I appreciate the concerns Mr F, but I think I can handle this guy...and in regards to that meeting, tell the staff if they've got a problem, then they can come and tell me about it, because I'm the one who offered the two of them to stay with me...Now if you'll excuse me, I've got club stuff I need to take care of back at my house... I maybe can't code for shit, but I can at least make sure they turn up to school tomorrow barely conscious...

Tyson flicks his cigarette off into the bushes as a sign of his intent to leave, and begins to head off getting nothing but a polite nod of excusal from Mr Farooq as he departs. Tyson exits the cemetery with plenty to think on, however, as, despite his confident speech, he is left wondering whether there is some truth to what Mr Farooq has just said to him.

Meanwhile, over on the other side of the cemetery, Patrick Doyle, having only just arrived himself, slowly makes his way along a row of tombstones, to finally arrive at one of the latest burial plots to be added to this particular area, a grave site so fresh that the grass hasn't even grown over it yet.

Intending to come here to pay his respects to the officer who supposedly committed suicide not far from Meg's apartment the night Tyson broke in and fought with Drake, the Chief of police is shocked to see that Commissioner Sutherland and his assistant, Amy Heartson, have already beaten him to it, as they are already standing by his grave in silence.

Patrick Doyle, not even remotely trusting the supposed report given to him, in regards to the man in this graves death, that the Commissioner suspiciously made a point of reading out to him personally, Doyle doesn't feel like he can be particularly professional enough, to match his current surroundings.

Working on this feeling of uncertainty, he tries to take his leave silently, of course before he can make his second step in the opposite direction, Hank openly addresses him, removing all hope of leaving without speaking to the man.

Hank: Ah, good morning Doyle my boy, how are you this fine day?

Patrick Doyle takes a deep breath and prepares himself to give a polite working-class adults response to the Commissioner, knowing that he doesn't want to risk offending such a suspiciously mysterious man. After preparing himself he turns and faces them both and makes his way to stand by the grave, looking on in near shock by the words engraved on the bottom of the tombstone which literally read...

..."Proudly paid for by Commissioner Hank Sutherland"...

A bold self-promotion of his own valour, and service to not only his community, but also the staff who work for him...How Hank views this, and how Patrick does, differs greatly, and there are no prizes for guessing who feels sickened by this, and who doesn't. Moving past this for now, however, Patrick proceeds to finally politely answer the Commissioners question.

Doyle: I'm fine Commissioner, haven't been better in fact, shame I can't say the same for this one here.

Hank: Hmm, terribly messy business that, suicide is always a tough one...

Amy: Tough indeed...

Hank: You never know what's going on behind closed doors...do you Chief?

Doyle: That's true, but there is something that doesn't sit right with me here...

Hank: ...?

Doyle: You ever think there was something a little strange with this one here Commissioner?

Hank: Strange?...

Doyle: Well, it's just that this man never struck me as the type who would just up and kill himself out of the blue, he seemed pretty fine to me in fact. Why wouldn't he be, he had it all going for him, he had just bought his house, he had a beautiful wife, he just had a daughter, and even luckier for him, he was part of the armed response unit, and got paid pretty well for the work he did, though dangerous, he always had enough of a handle on it to say it was a stable job.

Hank: Come now, let's not be that way...

Doyle: What way?

Hank: We can't all be the legendary Chief from the emerald hills you know, some of the men do indeed look up to you, but they most certainly cannot become just like you overnight, now can they?...

Doyle: Are you trying to say I'm calling him weak?

Hank: No no, but you were being a touch...hard on the poor boy, he had a difficult job, let's be honest. Though you and I both see death on a regular basis, his job centred around causing it, can you picture yourself with his record Doyle? Can you? Sitting there looking through the scope of a rifle, and watching life after life end by a mere movement of your finger, and then call it what you do as a... "living"...If you ask me, having to fake a smile for that pretty wife, and young daughter of his after that?.... Well, that would be an impossible act to keep up. He had a rough time of it indeed, but we shan't make light of what that stress led him to do in the end. Alright?...

Of course there isn't anything he can say in response to this, as the Commissioner has, once again, talked his way into a perfect position of making him out to be the kind-hearted hero, and to top it all off, if anything were to be said to the contrary of these noble words now, Hank would have Amy there as his witness, to tell everyone that the Chief of police supposedly called a fallen officer weak. Knowing this doesn't look good for him, he simply bows his head and pays his respects in silence, as the Commissioner himself gets ready to leave.

With the Commissioner trying to walk off without saying anything, the Chief can't hold his tongue any longer, and he has to come right out and ask, as he turns and shouts out.

Doyle: You know more about this man's death than you're letting on!.... Don't you Commissioner!?....

After a brief pause, in something of a terrifying turn of events, Hank simply sighs, turns, and looks right at him from where he is standing to say with a smile.

Hank: And what if I were to say I did? Would elaborating on what happened change anything?...

Doyle: What!?

The smile soon fades as Hank proceeds to get deadly serious with this man who by all rights should be following his orders without question.

Hank: Let me make something very clear to you Doyle my boy, I like you, I really do, I wouldn't have brought you over here if I didn't...But let me give you a fair warning now...Don't make me your enemy!...

Doyle: ...

Hank: I know you may have gotten a little flustered with some of the strange occurrences that have been happening in this city, and in the heat of my personal dramas seeping into the workplace, you might have gotten taken in by the pie in the sky dithering's of that schoolyard thug! But this is where that little lapse in judgement ends! I want you to stop blurring the lines between enemy, and friend, and remember, that you are, above all else, an officer of the law!! And as a superior, I expect to have nothing but unwavering cooperation from you at all times! So when I give you a report...If I SAY THIS MAN BLOODY KILLED HIMSELF! THEN YOU NOD, AND ACCEPT THAT FACT!!! DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR!?!

After this thorough reprehension, Doyle simply bows his head again and looks the other way, knowing fine, once again, he can't argue, because the man is clearly pulling rank now.

Doyle: Understood...

Hank: Good...Now you take care of yourself Chief, I'll look forward to putting this unpleasantness behind us come the start of your shift tomorrow morning, from here on out there will be no more shallow bickering, we'll continue forward as co-workers, and friends...Farewell for now...

After finishing this speech, The Commissioner and Amy both
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