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Chapter 1




What Will You Do, Tequila Satsuki?
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In the often overlooked, Northern European nation of Code Stratos, in an airport bustling with people crossing paths and barging one another out of the way, one person who doesn't belong in this world of ordinary people, a senior year high school girl/undercover agent, who is about to change everything in this city's world of organised crime, is hidden somewhere in the midst of this chaotic human traffic jam. Of course, this young person isn't out in the main lobby area with everyone else, nor is she preparing to depart on an outbound flight...

Her plane arrived hours ago, and she has had more than enough time to ready herself for the task assigned to her. Of course, as previously mentioned, the airport is where this fine young woman's story begins, but more specifically she is in the most glorious of all sections within an airport....the place we all like to commonly refer to as...The Women's Bathroom.

In the women's bathroom, there (unsurprisingly) stands, a woman, of all things, applying eyeliner in one of the mirrors, this middle-aged woman is not our main character, so her name isn't important, what is important about this woman is that her simple act of attending to her appearance is currently been interrupted by the voice of another occupant in the bathroom, as said voice starts to speak from one of the cubicles...

Tequila: Not for nothing Pres, but you have to stop riding my ass on this one! I've given you my entire high-school life up until now! The supposed best years of my life! At least that's what I'm told!

Tequila Satsuki, the main focus of this tiresome tale, she is speaking these words out loud, seemingly not caring about the fact that the middle-aged woman outside of the cubicle can hear her, and judging from the manner of her speech, she isn't going to stop on account of this woman's presence.

Tequila: Oh come on, don't give me that bullshit, you don't think I haven't thought about quitting, it crosses my fucking mind every day! If I quit now, I'll get taken to the cleaners, your bootlicking school disciplinary committee would love nothing more than to see me fry!

The woman bearing witness to this ranting puts away her make-up and decides to listen in, wondering whom this crazy young girl is speaking to, "is it me?" she wonders, of course, questioning the mental stability of the girl at this stage as she continues to rant.

Tequila: You had me working that job for two whole terms! Two terms! The pressure is fucking killing me, I can't even stand straight any more! You saw the medical report, right!? Right!? So tell me, don't you think it's about time I got a spot on the committee rather than sticking my neck out like this!?

The woman worried after hearing about a supposed “condition”, gets ready to chap, but then is stopped as Tequila shouts once again.

Tequila: I said I'm not going back out there! Alright!?

The woman waits three seconds and gets ready to chap again, but is stopped as Tequila frightens her by breaking her silence with her ongoing spill of words in the cubicle.

Tequila: I said No!.....No!....NO DAMMIT!!!...(Sighs)...I'm calm, I said I'm calm, you don't need to tell me twice...

As Tequila continues to rant, the woman looks up to the top of the bathroom where she spots smoke emitting from the cubicle, which is indeed coming from the young thoroughly stressed out teenager, as she sits on the floor of her stall reading and memorising lines from a pre-written speech that she intends to speak out later to her boss, having been overworked to the point where this level of preparation to have a simple conversation with another girl her age, is required.

Tequila: Look, I've said it before, and I'll say it again, I'm orphaned, you know that much, when I took the job I needed the money, when my condition started declining, you told me if I kept pushing forward I would get that big golden nest egg at the end, one huge pay off to retire on, since you and your boys in the government knew I wouldn't be good for shit when I left school after this crap! A home in the north, on a snowy mountain somewhere, away from it all, that'll do me I said, and you said it was doable...I want it! I want it now! I'm done jumping through hoops here! Understand!?....

Tequila takes a draw from her cigarette and then exhales in another stress relieving sigh, as time in her anxiety-filled mind flashes forward to the meeting, far away from the women's bathroom, and on into the back seat of a limo owned by the school disciplinary committee, where the national student body president of the collective schools of Code Stratos sits on the left side of the back seat, whilst Tequila sits on the right, picking up her meeting from where she rehearsed it, up to now where she goes on to add as she turns to face the student body president.

Tequila: So where the fuck is my retirement home, huh?

Natalie: It's waiting for you, here...see the picture...

The student body president hands a recently printed image over to show Tequila, hoping to entice her in some manner to keep working for her mysterious and shady operation that could barely be described as a humane job.

Tequila: So it's ready? Where is it? I'm ready to hang up my gloves here...

Natalie: Now, now, we can't have you heading off and retiring on us now, Tequila...not now, not while we're so close to resolving this rather precarious situation.

Tequila: Look at me woman, I'm chain smoking upwards of 40 cigarettes a day, and I've got bags under my eyes so deep, that soldiers could use them as cover from motor fire, do I look like I can keep doing this shit?

Natalie: That may be true, but the deal was that you worked for me for as long as it takes, remember?

Tequila: No, the deal was until the end of high-school, I'm getting too close to the end of my last year here, unless you start holding me back, or something, I'm not gonna be able to keep doing this for you.

Natalie: If holding you back is what it takes then that's what we'll do...

Tequila: Don't fuck with me, Natalie...

Natalie: I'm not, we just need you for a little longer, no one is as good at your job as you are. You're an indispensable tool in our operation.

Tequila: That, I won't argue with, but it doesn't mean I can last forever, I was your ace, in the beginning, your weapon of choice, but in the end weapons are only tools, and tools are only good for so long, they get worn out, they get broken, then they need to be replaced....

Natalie: What is it you're trying to say to me here exactly?

Tequila: I'm fucking broken Pres, I've given you my high-school life on a fucking platter, now I want paid in full...

Natalie: Tequila...

Tequila: Tell me I'm lying to you with a straight face, go on, I fucking dare you to...

Natalie: I'm not accusing you of lying, I'm just saying, you're not the only one who got the short end here, a lot of good people worked really hard to set your cover up on the last job.

Tequila: And yet I'm the only one who got hurt...

Natalie: Are you turning soft on me now?

Tequila: Are you asking me if I'm scared?

Natalie: ...Well?

Tequila: You're damn right I am, who wouldn't be, these maniacs aren't normal high school kids, they're fucking psychos! And after how I nearly went out, I'm running out of excuses to hold on to my sanity here. You'd be fucking losing it too if you were in my shoes, you moody bitch! How would you.....! How.....would...

Natalie: Tequila?...

Tequila starts to have a flashback to her last job, the one that has her currently so riled up, to put it mildly. In school in the south side of the city, she was locked in a gym equipment storage shed, where she was strung up by a school club leaders henchmen, as the location served as there hideout. A fact that was plainly apparent, as unlike many other gym storage units, it served as a palace for the young man, and was lavishly decorated from the proceeds of his “victim’s” with a floor that was painted red with blood from random acts of slaughter.

In this location as she was chained, beaten, and tortured, she watched on as a party made for crude deviants unfolded around her, where students were forced to battle, and/or mutilate their peers, and when all was said and done, the blood was drained from the leftover corpses and was mixed with the food and drink on offer for all in attendance, in a form of cannibalistic banquet that was supposedly common for the corrupt club.

Screams that were almost deafening, sights that where near on sickening, and pain that was bound to kill her, it was a miracle that Tequila got out alive in the end....even until now though, the creepy orchestral music that was playing at the party, still goes on in her own mind, with blood, guts, entrails and soda getting thrown all over her.

Natalie: Tequila! Snap out of it!

A sudden slap to the head from the student body presidents hand brings Tequila back, as Natalie then opens and closes her hand fist to get the feeling back into her palm, and Tequila lights another cigarette, trembling, smiling, but also crying as she twitches slightly and looks to Natalie and says.

Tequila: I can't keep doing this shit forever Pres, you gotta give my home in the north...please?...

Natalie: One more job Tequila, a quick one, it won't even feel like work, just give me one more job, and then you're out...

Tequila: And then that's it?...

Natalie: And that's it, so long as you pull yourself together long enough to get it done...

Tequila: Alright.....

Accepting out of nothing more than blind hope in her desperation, Tequila now rests the cigarette in her mouth as she leans back on the back seat of the limo, letting the horrific memories of the hedonistic party in the gym storage shed flood back, as police officers in swat uniforms stormed the building, students, and various additional adult hired guns drew weapons, and a massive shoot-out took place all around her, whilst Tequila was simply left hanging there in a perpetual state of tension as bullets zipped past her naked body, had she been left there, she probably would've been raped, killed or worse, but now that she's lived, she gets the horrific memory of just barely avoiding getting turned into Swiss cheese in the most absurd of scenarios, which could only be compared to a saloon shoot-out. Victims running past her, gunshots sounding over and over, blood splattering on her face, and eventually, she was driven to the point of laughing out loud, as a result of pure insanity taking over in the moment of chaos.
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Chapter 2




It's All Down Hill From Here On.
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Travelling to her new school on a bus the next day. A man sitting on the seat next to Tequila looks her up and down, and despite the visible stress she looks as though she is under, he is even more concerned with her current state of consciousness. As the stress of her new job is serving as a painful trigger for her recently developed sleep disorder Narcolepsy, which has been reported to be getting worse by the day as she has been suffering from the trademark symptoms excessive sleepiness, sleep paralysis, hallucinations, and in some cases partial or total loss of muscle control, often triggered by a strong emotion such as laughter, much like her bout in the hedonistic party that almost got her killed. Triggers can also be caused by pure stress alone, which is why she is currently fighting her subconscious will to simply collapse right now, in an effort to stay awake. Leading the man to curiously ask.

"Hey kid, you alright?"

Tequila: I'm fine, no worries here.

She says, clearly trying to brush the man off. not being in the mood to talk to strangers. Nevertheless, he still persists in forcing his concerns upon her.

"Are you sure you're OK?"

Tequila: It's fine, I just have a hard time staying awake sometimes....narcolepsy...you know how it is...

"Oh right, and you get stress triggers?"

Tequila: Yes, if you must know. So if I pass out in the middle of the floor, don't go taking a hissy fit!

"Do you mind if I ask what's gotten you so stressed?"

Tequila, not willing to compromise her cover over a strange man's simple curiosity, sticks within the confines of her covert persona.

Tequila: I'm...eh...new school?... Yeah, that's right... I'm starting a new school today, and it's really stressful...so...you know...

"So you're new in town?"

Tequila: Yes...

"Did you move here with your family?"

Tequila: Eh... no, my parents work far away, I only see them at Christmas...

Another lie, her father, a once great undercover agent himself, died many years ago after only managing to pass down a handful of his skills to Tequila, and her mother died before she was ever old enough to form any coherent memories of her. Such lies, however, are expected in her line of work. But still doesn't sound all too great when you're thinking about it from the average person's perspective, who isn't trying to conceal their identity.

"It's a little risky, living on your own with your condition, isn't it?"

Tequila: Oh yeah, and what do you do with your time that makes you think you're fit to judge other people?

.."I'm a doctor"...

Taken back by this response somewhat, Tequila suddenly awakens from her drowsy state and looks him dead in the eyes as she proceeds to ask for confirmation of this, in one word.

Tequila: Really?....

"Really..."

Tequila: OK, I guess you can get a partial buy on giving me medical advice then, but still...I'm not paying you, so why do you care so much?

"Because I'm the local school's doctor, if you must know..."

Tequila: Oh...right...So eh...that's like a member of staff, right?

"Right"

Tequila: So I shouldn't be talking down to you like you're just some punk on the street?

"No, probably not, though since we've just met I won't pass judgement, just make sure to swing by my office with information on your medical requirements, any medicines, or any potential risk factors that I'll need to be aware of, after all, getting hurt in school is the last thing you want, right?"

A sudden flashback of a bullet zipping past her hip causes Tequila's eyes to widen, and forces her to throw her face down in between her knees as she starts breathing heavily, almost driven to the point of hyperventilating. As the doctor near on panics, not realising that his simple words could serve as such a negative trigger for something much deeper than her narcolepsy.

"Hey, seriously, are you OK?"

Tequila: I....keep....telling you....I'm fine.....

Tequila then draws a cigarette, which she lights, ignoring the no smoking sign above her head printed on to the window, leading the doctor to cringe as he hands her a card and says, much to her surprise...

"I don't normally recommend this on a students first day, especially mere seconds after meeting them...however, you....clearly don't match the standard of what I'm used to dealing with, in fact how you passed the entrance exams to get into the school without dying is currently a mystery to me...but...here..."

The doctor hands her the card, with a picture of a teddy bear and a love heart on it as she raises on eyebrow and proceeds to say in response.

Tequila: This better not be a fucking valentine card, you pedophile...

"It's not a valentine card you little brat, try reading it before you start hurling accusations..."

Upon following his instructions she soon realises what it is that he is trying to rope her into taking part in.

Tequila: Group therapy?...

"It's a way of taking all of our troubled students, and turning them into model individuals that we're proud to have representing our school...or...that's the idea at least, results often vary"

Tequila: I'll bet, but it doesn't sound like my scene...

"Yeah, well you don't have a choice, you show up, or I'll come find you and make you go there, I'll get the principal involved if I have to"

Tequila: You've just met me, and now you're piling this bullshit on me?

"Yes, with that language and a lot more about from what I've just witnessed giving me plenty of legitimate reasons to be concerned for you. Help me, help you, and I won't have to make your life difficult"

Tequila: (Sighs)...I knew I should've taken the fucking train...

"Regrets are for people who are long past having second chances young lady, those were some wise words I was told when I was your age, and look how I turned out"

Tequila: ...

Shaking her in disappointment of the man, she simply ignores his words, seeing that he'll clearly never understand, just how far beyond second chances she sees herself having at this stage in her troubled existence, and she then stands and moves to another empty seat at the other side of the bus to enjoy the rest of the ride in peace....well maybe not enjoy, but in her mind, the less amount of time she spends around the strange doctor, the better time she'll be having, that is of course until the real work begins in her new cover.

After arriving at her new school (Code Stratos Central Academy.), Tequila is dragged into the office of the schools disciplinary committee, where President Natalie, and Vice President Katlyn, along with a bunch of title holding yes men that aren't worth focusing on through Tequila's tired eyes, in her opinion at least, Tequila sits playing with a lighter at the end of a long meeting table in a conference room, as the President, Vice President, and the yes men, debate onward about the cover they want Tequila to assume.

Natalie: So we're looking a simple laundering job, I don't understand why everyone is so concerned, it's mere protocol, we have a system for this.

Katlyn: I agree, we just pile everything on Tequila like we always do, and she'll make it work,  we won't lose any more money, and the police won't have to waste time investigating every inch of our school.

One of the other members of the committee, that Tequila deems as a "yes man", who ironically isn't saying yes, has something to say to the contrary to their supposed protocol.

"These clubs aren't like the ones in the south, or even the dreaded west side of the nation, they are parented by real criminal organisations, these kids aren't laundering money for themselves, but for genuine made men, if they fail, they're dead meat, you think that fear is gonna let them sit around whilst that jittering train wreck tells them to flush their assets down the toilet!?"

Natalie: Tequila always comes through for us, just look at her now, she's already steadied her nerves to get to work, she'll be able to represent, pull money into the laundering scheme, and seem like a legitimate criminal element herself in no time, you'll see...

"We'll see, she says, I still have my doubts."

Katlyn: You!? You doubt our president!? How dare you!

Katlyn, as loyal as ever, looks ready to scream the committee members head off, but is quickly pulled back by Natalie as she rests her hand on the Vice President's shoulder and says.

Natalie: Now, now, they're new, they can't help but feel intellectually challenged when confronted with something like this, what seems normal to people like us, and Tequila here, namely organised crime within our own school's clubs, is clearly too much for them to handle. Should they complain too much? They know I'll replace them, so you needn't worry, they won't step out of line.

Tequila herself, right now, has frozen in the middle of her attempts at getting a lighter going, as she stares in shock at Natalie's words, claiming that this job, by any stretch of the imagination, has become normal, and manageable for her. She isn't afforded a moment to air her grievances on the statement however, as the meeting continues to unfold as if no disagreements ever took place.

Katlyn: What about the players here, who do we need to watch out for?

Again, "we" being the key word here, since they'll all be observing from afar, whilst Tequila is the one who'll be role-playing with these maniacs.

Natalie: Well, there's Carson Carmel, of the Italians mob family that immigrated here decades ago, and his "male associate" Canyon Cash. Canyon is just eye candy though, not a threat, Carson is the one who'll be bringing the money to the meetings.

"I heard there was a girl from the local shrine who'll be providing the set up in this also, is this true?"

Natalie: True, yes...Is she actually a representative of the shrine, however? No, she is not...The whole shrine maiden thing is just a front for her father’s organised crime syndicate. It was all set up a long time ago on the gamble that people aren't gonna go snooping around religious turf.

Katlyn: However, it's my understanding that out of the two supposed daughters of the shrine, they're choosing to send Yana Pulse...

A sudden sour turn takes effect on all of the faces around the table, nearly causing Tequila to drop her cool exterior that she is putting on to fool them all right now, out of fear for what is making them frightened. She simply takes a deep breath however, rolling her eyes as though she is sickened by their response, as opposed to concerned, and she plays the whole thing down allowing them to continue explaining who exactly Yana Pulse is.

"You mean the Yana Pulse!?"

Natalie: Don't let the hostile rumours scare you, she is merely a hired hand, pure aggression is all she is, no dimensions, no thought process behind any action she takes. They're sending her in hopes of scaring everyone else stupid, assuming they'll give them a better cut of the money, and won't mess with them, if the fear of getting savagely mutilated is on the table.

A quick flash of someone being impaled in her recent near-death experience after hearing these words causes Tequila to flinch and knock over her glass of water, grabbing the attention of everyone in the room for a moment as she once again tries to pretend it was nothing, by shrugging her shoulders, and saying.

Tequila: See, a waste, that's what I think of her.

Natalie, and Katlyn knowing the truth about Tequila's rapidly declining condition, realise this meeting is wasting precious time, and they decide to hurry things along.

Natalie: The point is, we're aware of who and what he is, after him, all we have left is the middleman...

Katlyn: The smooth guy...or wait, this says here she's...another girl?

Natalie: Yes the one they call Emory Gia...

"Emory Gia?"

Katlyn: She is a surprisingly enchanting, calculating first-year student at the Academy, and impressively enough has been elected president of the Accounting Club.

"The accounting club!?"

"Does such a thing even exist?"

Natalie: It exists alright, I oversee the formations of clubs across the country, each one, every single year, needs to be approved by me, so I'm not likely to make an error, you do understand this I am sure?

Katlyn: I'm sure they understand, just like I'm sure they simply enjoy foolishly questioning you regularly Miss President.

Natalie: Regardless, this young girl Emory Gia, is being groomed to become her father's successor, so she has had more than enough time to adjust herself to managing money, the business her father runs, is ironically the one that organised this laundering scheme, using the school clubs as the means to wash it through their respective budgets.

"So how much money in this operation are we playing with?"

Natalie: What we're looking at here are the true major players of our nation, in terms of organised crime at least, these students, since their parents are involved, cannot help but play the game here, we're potentially talking about millions of dollars worth in US legal tender.

Tequila barely keeps herself from choking as she hears these number predictions, and remains calm, cool and collected before anyone takes notice of her momentary lapse.

Katlyn: Which leaves us with one final problem, what is it we're sending Tequila, as the fourth player in to do, is this the final bust, or are we just going to bleed these organisations dry here by manipulating the stock market to our favour?

Natalie: Well isn't that obvious?...

Natalie looks up to Tequila, remembering fine, the conversation they had earlier, but despite promising that this job would be quick and easy, she instantly goes back on said promise here and now, as she smiles and says.

Natalie: We're gonna be doing this one all year if we have to, it'll take as long as it takes, let's all go for broke everyone, we've got nothing but hard work ahead of us.....Meeting adjourned...

Natalie stands to her feet and heads off to make her way out of the meeting room, as does Katlyn, and the rest of the members of the disciplinary committee. Leaving Tequila alone in the room, to fall back into her chair as she tosses her broken lighter and slaps both of her palms against her face as she once again tries to collect herself.

Soon standing to her feet, Tequila says to herself as she makes her way out of the meeting room herself, and the first bell rings for classes.

Tequila: The house up north Tequila, you're doing it for your retirement...Just keep it together.

And on that note, Tequila makes her way off to her first class of the day.

Roughly a half hour after the first meeting, President Natalie sits at a rather glamorous desk in her even more lavish office within the school, that has been assigned to her simply for her name and title alone, on top of the fact that her father is the true President of Code Stratos.

In this office, one of the nameless students who serve under her, pours her out a cup of tea as she sits reading over various documents relating to the "major players" mentioned at the meeting before. All the while Katlyn looks over a painting on the wall of President Natalie, painted on the day she first assumed the role as the international student body president for all school's across the Code Stratos nation.

Upon looking at this confident portraitisation of elegance and grace, Katlyn cannot help but let her mind wander back on to Tequila, who seemed to be a complete contrast of that before putting on her facade for the meeting. The building doubts leading her to turn and pull the issue out into the open before the student body president, knowing fine the additional student who is there with them won't have a clue what they're talking about, and would be too loyal to betray them even if she did.

Katlyn: I played my role well enough for you in the meeting room Miss Natalie, but...I cannot help but wonder...if Tequila is right for this job?...

Natalie: You doubt her?...

Natalie asks as she blows on the boiling hot cup before taking a sip.

Katlyn: Personally? I think she's falling apart at the seams, this undercover job has been going on for too long now, she's not gonna make it.

Natalie: You've not known her as long as I have Katlyn, trust me, she's got what it takes to pull through.

Katlyn: You're willing to gamble on that?

Natalie: Trust me, off the job, she's a train wreck, in fact, she's barely worth speaking to, but when she's in her role? You wouldn't be able to tell she's the same traumatised girl who was pulled out of a corpse-filled, blood and urine soaked gym storage shed a few weeks ago, I know she seemed rough around the edges at the meeting, but that's because we're mere pencil pushers in her eyes, so there's no need to go all out in convincing us of anything. Once she's in the deep end, and push comes to shove, she'll come through for us, count on it.

Katlyn: Well...I don't know her as well as you do, but I know she is a legend within your father's agency that's backing the operation, and I will trust your word regardless of my concerns...But that still doesn't change the fact that she let that job down south turn into a bloodbath.

Natalie: I know we lost some good people from that incident, fine operatives, but you have to remember, that wasn't her fault, no one could've avoided that massacre.

Katlyn: I'm not saying we should give up on Tequila altogether, I'm just hoping you have a lot more to fall back on other than just her alone.

Natalie: Tequila is a natural born undercover agent, she may be on her last legs at this point, but on instinct alone? She'll at the very least draw out enough hard evidence for our nation's police to put paid to these criminals....and in the end, isn't that why we're doing this?

Katlyn: So you know she's likely gonna kill herself doing this?

Natalie: So long as we get what we need, there's nothing to worry about.

Katlyn: I see, well if we've to treat her as an expendable asset, then I won't worry about this any longer.

Natalie: I'm glad to hear that...

As both the student body President and the Vice President mutually agree on the fact that Tequila is expendable for their own success, and that they're willing to work her into the ground, the undercover agent is still dragging her heels through the school day, heading to her assigned locker to grab some things for her next class.

Whilst Tequila starts to unlock it however, a young male student comes towards her and extends his hand offering to shake it as he says to her.

Hunt: Hey their partner!...

Tequila simply turns around and glares at this red-haired young man with a look of almost hatred in her eyes as she bluntly tells him where to go.

Tequila: Fuck off...

Hunt: Excuse me?...

Tequila: I don't want any friends, so, fuck off...

Hunt: Oh no, I'm not trying to be your friend...well I mean, of course, I hope we can be friends, but I...was simply just trying to introduce myself, that's all.

Tequila: Why?

Hunt: I'm your partner on this... “job”, I'm assigned to be your backup...

Tequila: No, no...

After grabbing her textbook, Tequila slams her locker shut in anger upon hearing this, as she then gives the young first-year student a piece of her mind.

Tequila: I'm not working with some snot-nosed punk who looks like he was bumped up three years just to give me a bullet sponge!...

Hunt: Bullet sponge? No, I'm the best gosh darn agent there is, my grandfather, and my father both say so...

Scratching her eyes in frustration she instantly discovers how this young man, has got a lock on this job just from hearing these words alone.

Tequila: Grandfathered in for name's sake, huh? Well listen, I'm not doing shit for you, you want this job? Then you stay the fuck out of my way.

Hunt: I can't do that...

Tequila: Why not?

Hunt: I'm your support...

Tequila: And what did your job description say when you were informed that you were "my support" exactly?

Hunt: That I was to watch your movements on the field from afar, and report them back to President Natalie regularly. Sir.

Tequila: Meaning talking to me is a big fucking no no. If I see you again, then this will happen...

Tequila locks her hands around the young man's head, and rams his skull into one of the nearby lockers, denting the metal door permanently as she smacks him off of it with such velocity, before then letting him fall to the floor. She then dusts her hands off, kneels next to him and whispers in his ear.

Tequila: Your job is simple enough, don't make it complicated by taking risks. The last guy who did got stripped, stuffed and butchered! You make your family proud by making yourself fucking invisible!

Hunt: Arrgh!!...But I can't, I was told to...

Tequila: No buts, just follow those instructions and you'll be fine half pint...Later...

Tequila then stands and boots him twice more in the stomach, just to put a show on for the students watching on from around the lockers, establishing herself as one of those kids that are clearly, "bad news" in some form.
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