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It's winter now in the city of Sabre-Wood. Many people within the city are currently preparing for the fast approaching holiday season, and amidst it all, the everyday lives of Tyson's friends and family carry on as normal, while the young man himself contests with the burden of being the city's most inexperienced (and unwanted) police commissioner in history.

Still not as famous as his predecessor, this hatred is only limited to those who find out about his ridiculously over-privileged status within the police force. But as is always the case with Tyson, no matter what cruel the words spoken to him are, he simply doesn't care what other people think of him. If he were to let the opinions of strangers wear him down, he would've been destroyed a long time ago.

Of course, there is one man's hatred for Tyson that seems beyond that of the typical loathsome distaste he used to. A man who's venomous intent knows no bounds. In this moment of brief relaxation that Tyson has to himself, as he and Rice lay on a snow-covered hill just outside of the city, Tyson can't help but let his mind wander back on to the dark looming threat issued to him by this man. As he thinks to himself, what indeed would drive a serviceman of justice, to such a dark place?

Tyson Inner Voice: Hank Sutherland...since the very beginning, I guess he was always alone, always by himself. Never capable of sharing the world with anyone else...it was always one way with him... He lived by an impossible standard....and expected everyone to measure up to his demands... He was just that kinda guy....one way, or no way...In the end...there's only so long that some ways of life can truly last...sooner or later...one world has to come to an end...But when that does happen...will there really be a true winner left standing?...

In his moment of complementation, Rice reaches into Tyson's jacket pocket to pull out his phone, and he proceeds to tap Tyson in the shoulder to pull his attention back to work-related matters in the real world.

Rice: Tyson?... You're getting a call from the Chief...

Tyson: Huh?...

Rice: Your phone is ringing...I must say, you're seemingly rather distant tonight, is everything alright?

Tyson: I'm fine...sorry. I gotta take this...

Rice understanding perfectly fine why he has to take the call (being the one who drew the phone from his pocket), hands the small device to him and allows Tyson to answer, hearing Chief Doyle speaking to him right away as he does.

Doyle: Commissioner Bradshaw, is that you?

Tyson: Yeah it's me....what's up?...

Doyle: ..."What's up"...is that we just got an emergency break-in notice from a local security company, saying one of their clients systems went off, but then the alarm was deactivated immediately...

Tyson: Is...that a problem?

Doyle: Not really, not if it's just the system messing up for no good reason, but it could be that someone tripped it, and then shut it off, meaning an actual break in...

Tyson: I take it you want me to go check it out?

Doyle: Normally I wouldn't ask “the Commissioner” ...But everyone else has got their hands full between a streaker at the soccer match, and an armed robbery in progress at a jewellery store in the market district. It shouldn't be anything major...I mean the alarm sounded at a law firm, so it's not like it should be a team of armed thugs looking for a good haul or anything...

Tyson: Did you say a law firm!?

Doyle: Oh shit, that's right...If I remember correctly your Aunt's the partner lawyer who works there...Christ, maybe I should've called Barry with this...

Tyson: No it's fine...Look, I gotta get there now...Just call if you hear anything more. Alright?...

Tyson hangs up, not really waiting to hear what else the Chief has to say on the matter, he briefly summarises for Rice why they have to cut their time together short for now, as they head up to Motorcycle that is parked at the roadside space at the top of the hill.

Whilst Tyson begins to make his way back into Sabre-Wood, over in lobby of the law firm where his Aunt Yoko works, countless members of staff, who were working late for their own financially beneficial reasons, are now being held hostage in this open spaced area. A measure taken so that the group of men robbing the establishment can keep an eye on all of them at once.

The leader of this group, and the man spearheading this bizarre choice of venue for a heist, is a well-known web scammer named Scooter Bland (an obvious alias). At the moment as Scooter and his thugs hold up their hostages at gunpoint, he lectures Yoko at the main central desk of skyscraper lobby.

Scooter: Listen to me lady...it's like life...you like life? I like life...And this right here? It's like life, am I right!? What do you say, it's wordplay sweetheart, am I funny? Am I making you laugh!?

Yoko: Not particularly, no...You're actually pretty annoying...

Scooter: Hey watch it, lady! Who the fuck is the one with the gun here!?

Yoko: ...You?

Scooter: Everyone says that! That just because I have a gun! Means I HAVE A GUN! HAVEN'T YOU EVER HEARD OF METAPHORS LADY!?

Yoko: What the hell is your problem...like what are you even doing here? Are you seriously telling me there is some logical reason to lock down a local law firm and hold everybody hostage? What are you, some kind of idiot?

Scooter: I'm not the idiot! You're the idiot!

Scooter fires his gun into the air blindly, seemingly trying to provoke some level of fear out of Yoko, shockingly, she just glares at him, still trying to figure out what in the world this cretinous example of a human being wants. Meanwhile, outside, Tyson pulls up at the law firm, Parking his bike and standing up. Signalling Rice to stay put as he gets an update call from Doyle in preparation to make his move.

Doyle: We're getting reports of gunshots in the local area Commissioner, but as of yet, surveillance says there's no reported casualties...you may as well do as you like...not that I can bloody well stop you...

Tyson: Beautiful...

As Rice is left to wait behind and Tyson makes his way up the exterior steps of the legal building. Inside, Scooter seems to be none the wiser to Tyson's arrival, as he ignorantly, brags about his coding prowess, and how everything in this situation is clearly stacked in his favour.

Scooter: Listen here lady, and listen good, because if there's one thing I love, it's a woman who listens...Now there is no point in waiting for the cops to come. Because I did a once over of your companies security here, and got complete access, even if someone came here right now, they couldn't get in because the doors will be locked automatically through the systems overwritten command protocols...So we can camp out here until I get what I want...

One of the lackeys working underneath the man looks back and forth at all the open windows which provide a clear view of the lobby interior, and in his ever-growing fear, tries to rush his superior on...

“Alright! Alright! That's enough of the theatrics Scooter, let's just grab what we came for and get out of here!”

Scooter ignoring the man's growing fears, drives his fist through the nearby front desk, reaches underneath the broken wood to rip out a section of the desks built-in security system, all so he can boastfully show Yoko where the exploit lies, as he taps a section of the internal components of the part he is holding.

Scooter: You see this one simple part? That's a trademark item shipped with everything made by the very same company who provided you with your security. I used to work for those guys not too long ago...BUT I GOT FIRED! Just for leaking a crap ton of their software, because getting industry standard development tools for young programmers in this economy is nigh on fucking impossible... a total pain in the ass! And no one ever wants to share anything they do have! So I decided to become a hero, leak a few things here and there...and I got laid off for my troubles, so I took up plundering so I could steal the files from the impending lawsuit relating to my noble deed...Funny, isn't it?

Yoko: Eh...

Scooter: Go on, Laugh! It's funny! So laugh!

Yoko: I don't really wanna...

Scooter: What's wrong...don't like jokes!?

Yoko: Maybe funny ones...

Scooter: Well how's about this one! Knock fucking knock!! Who's at your God damn door you ask!? Johnny-Come-Fucking-Shotly!!!! HA! HA! HA! HA! HA!!!!

Scooter fires his gun in the air several times, all whilst cackling endlessly to himself, clearly finding his own brand of gun assisted humour to be tasteful. This all soon comes to a dramatic close, however, as an emergency fire axe suddenly crashes through the glass of the lobby windows, an object that was thrown by Tyson, who was standing just inches away outside.

After breaking the glass around the impenetrable lock, Tyson enters the building seconds later, casually walking with his hands in his jacket pockets as the sounds of shattered glass crumbles underneath his feet. These crunching sounds echo through the silenced lobby, as all the hostages, and the few armed gunmen, look right at him, jaws hanging, whilst the notorious web scammer goes on to ask.

Scooter: Who the fuck are you!?

Tyson doesn't answer this question however, and is seemingly more focused on the fact that, despite his dramatic entrance, this disrespectful man, regardless of his intentions, has yet to pull his gun away from the head of his Aunt Yoko. About to comment and instruct him to promptly do so, Scooter skips ahead in the formalities, and shouts at Tyson again in a more aggressive tone.

Scooter: Are you deaf!? Tell me your fucking name dammit!!!

Readjusting his aim, and pointing his gun at Tyson, Scooter charges towards him, trying to take is shot. Tyson easily steps out of the way of the first shot fired however, and he then hooks the man in the jaw as he draws close enough towards him, knocking six of man's teeth out as he falls. Tyson easily kicks the man a second time for good measure to make sure he stays down, and then turns to see another one of the gunmen rushing towards him whilst screaming...

“You son of a bitch!”

As the robber shoots at Tyson, the young Commissioner jumps back and dodges. He then lifts a fallen section of the window panelling off of the ground and he throws at the man's head, knocking him down to the floor unconscious to keep from wasting any more bullets needlessly.

Another one of the gunmen try to escape seconds later in fear. A level of doubt brought around after literally watching his two superiors fall before Tyson's feet. In the man's desperate attempt to flee towards the broken lobby windows however, Tyson grabs him by his shirt collar and throws him into a crystal sculpture of the law-firms owner (that is seemingly on display in the absent man's honour, though is now shattered in to a pile of indistinguishable shards on the floor).

Tyson dusting his hands off mere moments after disposing of the final man, looks down at the fallen Scooter, whilst smiling in victory, as he says.

Tyson: By the way, to answer your question, the names Commissioner Tyson Bradshaw, and don't you dare point a fucking gun at my Aunt again you dirty son of a bitch!

Suddenly there is a gun pressed against the back of his head, from one final man in the group named Jester-9 (yet another alias), who fancies himself to be pretty smart indeed, for sneaking up on the Commissioner of all people, as he readies himself to put an end to Tyson, whilst taking a moment to talk down to him in a self-important manner.

Jester-9: Commissioner are we? Well isn't that lovely, shame you didn't have your eye on the ball this time around, it would've been rather nice to take over Sabre-Wood whilst competing against such a youthful and fiery soul...oh well...give my regards to the devil, would you?...

Tyson: Hey asshole?...

Jester-9: ..!?!

Tyson: Normally at times like this, I'd like to do the hospitable thing, and wish you a Merry Christmas and all that....however?...

Tyson stops here and spins around, punching Jester-9 out cold with a backhanded shot before the man can pull the trigger on his weapon. With all men now down and out for real this time, Tyson leans down to the sneaky gunman and continues on to say...

Tyson:...Sabre-Wood just isn't known for its seasonal part-timers...Sorry!....Merry Christmas all the same...

Tyson then continues on to phone Doyle back, just to let him know what was really going on, and to inform him that there's four men ready and waiting to be taken in for holding innocent people hostage against their will, and blatant disruption of the peace. A small fragment of the day-to-day life that Tyson is now having to lead, now that he is quickly falling in line to enforcing justice for real...

...Though probably not doing everything strictly by the book, it's a work in progress.
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Early on the following morning, after eventually getting home around 6 am, Tyson's Aunt Yoko finally makes her way in through the front door, dragging her heels all the way whilst heading straight into the homes living room. Upon arrival she sees Tyson laying back on the sofa (having awoken early), staring at the ceiling whilst Rice sleeps next to them, with his arms locked around Tyson's chest.

Realising they must've spent all night in this room after they returned, she simply walks around the kotatsu (a low, wooden table frame covered by a heavy blanket, upon which a table top sits. Underneath is an electric heat source that is built into the table itself.) situated at the centre of the room (which has two laptops and a substantially full ashtray sitting on it),

After navigating the path, Yoko then sits down on a chair at the head of the kotatsu, almost dying of exhaustion the moment she finally sits back.

After taking a minute to breathe, she eventually vents as she admits a mild distaste for the overly particular law enforcement personnel to Tyson, in her tired state...

Yoko: No offence Tyson sweetie, but, as a favour to me? Don't go inviting any of your co-workers home any time soon, if I see another cop in the next couple of days, I think I might snap...for real...

Accepting her comment in good fun, Tyson reaches over the table in a careful manner, trying not to wake Rice up, as he grabs a cigarette packet off of the table. Taking one out and lighting it as it rests in his mouth, he then asks her to elaborate on her blight, in his best attempt at sympathy.

Tyson: They didn't rake over you like a combine harvester with the questions, did they?...

Yoko: It was ridiculous, they wanted to look over every damn file in the building, even some of the confidential lock and key shit, one of them even started fishing through my purse and accused me of being an accomplice in the whole thing, I was like, God damn, you people need to chill the fuck out...I work here for crying out loud.

Tyson: You have to forgive them, they've been through a lot of weirdness lately, they get pretty heavy with the procedure because don't know who to trust any more, hell....I'm there Commissioner, and even when I give'em orders, none of them listen to me...

Yoko: Oh yeah, I forgot, I'm probably preaching to the choir here, given that you deal with backchat from these men daily...

Tyson: Hey, it's not all that bad, they at least listen to the Chief, and since he's cool enough to play ball, it's not like I'm totally powerless...so that's good enough for me right now...

Yoko: If you don't coordinate things on a regular basis, then what is it you do exactly as this city's “Youngest Police Commissioner Ever” exactly?...

Tyson: Exert my power on the one group that doesn't have any other choice but to listen to me...

Yoko: Oh yeah, and who's that?

Tyson: Lawbreakers, I am at the very least allowed to arrest people, so long as I get my head around all the bullshit paperwork....So I figure I'll just solve problems my own way until the rest of the Sabre-Wood police force catches up with my way of doing things...

Yoko: You mean like last night's house clearing, reminiscent of a cowboy western bar brawl?

Tyson: More or less, though it did miss the frightened guy in the back "playin piana" the whole time...but hey, nothing's perfect, Rome wasn't built in a day, and all thing's in that line of thought apply...

Yoko: Well you've certainly got a really unhealthily mellow approach to a drastically important job you just happened to fall into...

Tyson: Hey, twenty-something legal partners in glass law firms shouldn't throw rocks...

Yoko: It wouldn't really matter if I did, since you totalled every widow surrounding the lobby in your rogue, bare-knuckle, one man justice squadron routine last night...

Tyson: Yeah, I'll admit that much, it was overkill...That's not gonna get you in any trouble though, is it?

Yoko: (Sighs)...No, it's probably fine, aside from the small matter of the office getting forced to close for the holidays a few days early.....my boss will probably just be thrilled nobody got hurt...and personally, I am grateful to, but seriously Tyson, I'm more worried about you, and your job...

Tyson: Why?

Yoko: OK Tyson, real talk here sweetie, you're a cop now, why the crap don't you use a gun like a normal officer does?

Tyson: I dunno, I guess it's just not my style...

Yoko: I don't think style should be an issue when it comes to things like that?...

Tyson: Alright then, honestly? I just don't feel like it...

Yoko: Did they at least give you one?

Tyson: Yeah, they even taught me how to fire it right, and everything, apparently I've got a pretty good aim...I just don't like the feeling of walking around with something made to take lives, so I never load the thing...

Yoko: You're a cop, who enforces justice with an unloaded fucking gun? What do you say when you're chasing a guy?..."Stop! Or I'll say stop again!?"...There's not a lot of bite to that Tyson, I gotta be honest.

Tyson: It's never been a problem...yet...I can't really figure what could change my stance on that honestly...

Yoko: Maybe when you run out of jail space to keep knocking guys out and arresting them maybe? The city's governing powers might make a point of saying just shoot a few of these bastards already and save us some money...

Tyson: As well and truly heartwarming as that prospect sounds, I don't think that'll happen any time soon, I'd actually say the likely hood of the troubling word spreading, about “a guy who can arrest people so easily that he doesn't need a gun”, would probably scare most crooks away from the city...

Yoko: Now you're just being hopeful...

Tyson: Maybe, but this shouldn't even be an issue for you, all these guys will need lawyers in the end, surely your firm should be salivating with the amount of jerks I'm putting behind bars for the new year, right?

Yoko: That's not what I'm concerned about....I'm more worried about you getting cornered and having your limbs shot off in a warehouse somewhere, like in some gory 1980's cyborg movie or something...

Tyson: As cool as that sounds, and I'd dig the idea of becoming a law enforcing cyborg, I don't honestly think there's anyone capable of that level of brutality in this city...well...maybe there is one guy?.... But...

Tyson pauses for a moment, remembering that (for good reason) he didn't tell anyone about the fact that Hank Sutherland called him on his phone some time ago, but has since disappeared, and has yet to follow up on any of the threatening words spoken to him on that day. Had Tyson not kept a record of when it took place on his phones call history, he may have questioned whether it was well and truly real.

Yoko: Tyson?...

Realising he did just fall silent, without finishing what he was saying, he quickly casts the negative thoughts from his mind and he proceeds to try and speak about something more positive, only to be stopped the second he opens his mouth as a smartphone rings on the kotatsu table top.

Tyson: Is that your phone?...

Yoko: You mean it's not yours?...

Tyson figuring someone in this house has to own the phone here, is about to reach out and grab it to answer and take a message, but then is shocked, as Meg sits up at the opposite side of the table, having been sleeping on the floor, just out of sight, the entire time. She snatches the phone before he can grab it himself and briefly says in passing.

Meg: Hands off Commissioner Delinquent Face! Don't go pawing through my messages without a warrant.

Clearly jesting, Tyson is still shocked he didn't notice her in here, a mutual feeling that is shared with Yoko, who was literally standing a few minutes ago, and should've had a better view of the room in her path towards the chair.

Meg not understanding their confusion (or not really caring to notice there baffled faces) opens up one of the laptops on the table whilst she answers the phone, as she talks to Polka on the other end of the line. Polka, of course, being much more eager to start the day than anyone else (for her own personal reasons), is already walking down the streets of Sabre-Wood despite the early time of the day.

Answering the phone to Meg as she walks, the tired tone on the abruptly awoken girl doesn't seem to bother her as she moves. As she walks past a couple of festively decorated store windows, Polka awaits an update in regards to a favour she asked of Meg the night before.

Meg: (Yawns)...You are way too fucking spry Polka, what are you made of exactly?

Polka: Surgically inserted artificial implants, and replacement tissue from anonymous donors, but I don't think either really has anything to do with why I'm up this early, and you know that much...

Meg: Yeah, yeah....you wanted me to give the location of that jerk programmer who made off with your artwork without paying for it?

Polka: It's nothing personal, but I'm pretty sure he was good for the money. The jerk just up and said he wasn't gonna pay me regardless, after he started getting mouthy the other night with a few kids on his repository page, talking about some new backer he had. I just wanted to know where he lived so I could maybe hammer out a settlement, before I let him know my best friend is a cop...

Meg: Is that your way of saying you're gonna break the law, or his legs? Because either sounds pretty bad...you know? And Tyson told me the kind of shit you're capable of when you're pissed off...

Polka: Jeez...I won't kill him, if that's what you're wondering...Though I may have to rough him up a bit, because I doubt he'll just hand over what he owes with how conceited I'm told his forum posts are getting...

Meg: Well, that's cool, truth be told I wasn't really all that worried, I just figured I'd check and make sure, in case I was gonna get to see something cool today...

Polka: I assume that means you're still hacking surveillance feeds and streaming the results to people for positive rep votes?

Meg: Nothing bad, just stuff I find interesting, and think the world needs to know about..I'm doing a service...

Polka: Is Tyson there while you're saying that?...

Meg: Hey, as a cop, he has bigger fish to fry than a recreational hacker/student, who's just looking for some funny shit to post. Besides, I do more than enough to help his work, since his tech division in that station are a bunch of amateurs...

Polka: They're seriously worse than an indie hacker from a Homebrew community?

Meg: Yeah!....Or it might be he asks me because they don't take his orders...I forget, look, the point is, I make more than enough good karma to back up my negative habits, so don't judge me...

Polka: (Laughs) I wasn't judging...

Meg: Good, now do you want this guy's location or not?

Polka: Yeah, where does he live?

Meg: Did you say “live”?

Polka: Yeah?...

Meg: OK...no...I couldn't get his home address just yet...

Polka: What are you talking about?

Meg: He's blocking access from every direction in that area...I tried all night but couldn't get close, he may be an arrogant son of a bitch...but I couldn't find his home in my initial search... so...I guess he's kinda a bit more skilled than I first gave him credit for...

Polka: OK...so are you still trying at least?

Meg: Oh yeah, it's not a matter of "if" I can find it, it'll be "when"...the guy's pissed me off now, so I don't wanna let this go.

Polka: Alright, then was there actually any point in me leaving this early today?

Meg: Well...I thought that I could at least point you to his current location, if that would help?

Polka: How can you find that, but not his current place of residence, surely tracking a guy on the move is harder than something that is bound to concrete freaking foundations?

Meg: Not exactly...The thing with this guy is that his home is a fortress in terms of firewalls and shit, but as for his mode of transportation? This blockhead went out and bought himself one of those new brands of autonomous cars that everyone is hemorrhaging cash through the navel cavity for lately, just cause the big consumers tell you it's a “must have product”...especially with Christmas coming up, commercials have been spreading like aids...

Polka: I've heard about them, but I haven't bought one...

Meg: Well, I'm sending you his location on your phone now...Maybe take a look at the make of his car when you do find him, it happens to be a stock motor vehicle secured with an easily exploitable chipset, complimented by a lock and ignition system that's controlled by your phone, of all things...It's a fucking joke, a grade-school kid with a bog standard understanding of intermediate coding could steal 100 of these in one night, and make an indie knock off of one of those Hollywood car boosting movies for fun while they did it if they wanted...That is...providing people in Sabre-Wood would buy a hundred of them, to begin with...I mean let's face it, from what I understand about rich guys, even these days, is that most still tend to prefer driving the classics.....so I dunno who there target demographic is with these things.

Polka: I don't know, but whether any of what you've just said is true or not? I'm pretty sure I'll never buy one of those cars myself... out of the fear and paranoia alone...

Meg: There's a good girl. Now to get back on to business, your little grand thief on the lam just took his “auto-mobile of tomorrow” through a checkpoint not far from you, if you wanna stop him at the lights, you can head him off just east of Harkson's point.

Polka: Thank's Meg, I owe you one...

Meg's It's nothing, just let me know how you're little hunt turns out, later...

Polka taking one look at her phone, and figuring out the car's exact position, measuring from her own, she moves from a steady walking pace, and begins to run down the pavement following Meg's advised path.

Upon drawing close to the location where the car is likely to be passing through, she attempts to cross the road to get in the appropriate position by the lights (knowing that Meg has probably hacked them so they'll be timed to stay red upon the car's arrival). However, before she tries to venture across the road, she soon realises the visibility in the area is too great from a distance, and that if she tries to wait there in the open, the hacker she is after will most likely find some way of avoiding her before getting stopped.

To avoid this, Polka opts to use the overpass bridge extending over the road. Knowing that he won't be able to spot her overhead, and that she'll easily be able to make her way down there to confront the man in the time it'll take for the lights to change.

Whilst making her way across it however, she soon notices the supposed “new brand” of autonomous car pictured in the attached message Meg sent her, speeding down the road, in a manner which clearly violates countless speed/road laws of conduct by a great margin. Not accounting for the idea that the man would be this reckless, she soon gets an overwhelmingly unsettling feeling in the pit of her stomach as the car brings all traffic to a halt by speeding into the centre of roads intersection.

Once the car stops, Polka herself can't help but stare in shock as the car door opens, and instead of the supposed hacker she was chasing, former police Commissioner Hank Sutherland steps out. Seemingly having literally come back from the dead in her mind.

The man is mostly unchanged from before, aside from a visibly painful scar across on his right eye, seemingly inflicted from what one would assume was his escape from the exploding car he used to fake his own death.

Upon stepping out of this car now, the thought to be dead hero of the city, walks a safe distance away from his vehicle, as he then draws a heavily modified handheld gaming device out of his jacket pocket, which he holds high up over his head, in clear view of all the city surveillance cameras with a demented look in his eyes.

Ignoring all the heckling from disgruntled drivers who want to go about their daily business, he presses one of the consoles face buttons which triggers his parked car to emit a massive burst transmission which spreads some mysterious form of custom-made computer virus. Travelling through a series of electric shock waves to a collective brand of smart devices surrounding him in 2 block radius, causing them all to explode as a result of the rapidly spreading malicious code.

One after the other, phones, tablets, cars, thermostats, watches, and even keychains, and children's toys, all of them are forced to receive some form of a false automatic update that their devices cannot ignore, and as a result, all of them abruptly explode.

Though tragically killing a few men and women, many are lucky enough to escape with only a few injuries amid the chaos, the luckiest of them all being Polka, whose jacket catches fire, with her phone being in her pocket the time it received the update. Managing to remove the jacket, and not even looking at her phone once, she tosses it on to the snow, and allows the bitterly cold weather to extinguish it as she turns to face Hank Sutherland's position once again.

However, as she looks on, the Commissioner himself has now somehow vanished, almost as if he was never there, to begin with, and all that is left behind in his stead, is the residual massacre from his mysterious attack.

Stunned by what she has witnessed, still assuming herself that Hank Sutherland was dead, she naturally wants to get word to Tyson and Rice right away, however, without a phone, and being far past the point of stealing cars out of necessity, she is forced to travel the entire way on foot, just to relay word to them.

During this time, Tyson has already begun his morning routine in getting ready for work, and in the middle of passing through the living room, he notices Rice and Meg are both still currently here, Rice watching the television, and Meg still sitting on the floor using her laptop that is placed on top of two
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