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The familiar sight for Sabre-Wood High-school students, blood on the walls, not anything too gruesome like one would expect from a horror movie, but the sight of blood splattered nonetheless is more than common, the blood of one young man, in particular, a high-schooler by the name of Tyson Bradshaw, a student who is famous on campus for being a "fist fighting miscreant" and even more commonly, the term "delinquent" is used by many of the school staff.

It is important to note however that Tyson is not a young man who actively seeks out trouble, and even indeed intends to cause it for others, he's actually a nice guy.....too nice of a guy in fact....so nice that he has an unconscious knack for making other people's problems his own, and something deep within him cannot help but try to save those in need, along with standing up to each every bully he ever comes across, because he well and truly believes it is the right thing to do.

Though the way he carries himself and his mannerisms leave much to be desired, hence why most adults see him as a disgrace, and that's what brings us full circle here now, why is his blood on the wall's a common occurrence? And on top of that, why has it happened this time?

First of all, it's common, because everyone knows, without a shadow of a doubt, Tyson Bradshaw may look like an ordinary student, maybe a little rebellious and rough around the edges, but not a heavyweight athlete by any stretch of the imagination, but in spite of his average appearance, he is more than capable of holding his own in a fight, and has gotten a reputation as "bad news", "the toughest S.O.B. on campus", and everyone's favourite "the delinquent"...he's not stupid, his grades are average, but lets face it, smart guys don't get into fights every day of their lives, and most smart people try to fight one at a time, whereas our hero Tyson, ends up fighting with the odds stacked against each every single time, because students, and even some adults, want to take him down a peg or two, to essentially beat him in a fight, as though it where a badge of honour....Truth be told, however, winning in a fight against Tyson is very much a rare occurrence indeed, but those who try to gang up on him to do so, do land there fair share of punches...

...Which brings us finally to today's case, where, as always he's landed himself in a fight. When a girl swapping her outdoor shoes for her indoor shoes in her locker had her foot cut open by a rude duo of young men who openly admitted what they'd done (placing thumbtacks in her shoes) the second the girl screamed, fell, and started to cry.

They wanted a fight with Tyson, and this was the fastest, cheapest, and most effective method their collective minds could think of, knowing that as they mocked her for crying, that he'd demand they "open their eyes and see all the fucking blood" and more enraged words which allude to how foolish the young men where being, and how they should instead be more eager to help someone who is injured instead of mocking them, on top of demanding they also apologise.

All standard requests from his playbook, but before Tyson knew what was fully going on, he was already smacked over the back of the head with the wrong end of a nearby wall mounted fire extinguisher, when a third, yet to be mentioned, rude man who was in on the whole thing decided to reveal himself.

The strike was well placed, it bust Tysons head open at the back, and he was already mad enough to start fighting, so.....mission accomplished, right? Now that you're up to speed, you can see how the rest of this plays out, as Tyson, fighting against the pain, and the disgusting sight of his own blood spraying against the wall, slowly gets up into a position on all fours.

Looking at the floor, the ringing in his head blocks out all sound for a few moments, and all he can hear is himself thinking...

Tysons Internal Voice: Well this is just fucking dandy, another day, another fucking prick looking to make everyone else's life miserable because he lost a dick measuring contest online.....God I hate this fucking school, it'd fine without half the ass-holes walking the hallways, but then, there'd barely be anyone left...so I guess I'm talking nothing but circular bullshit to myself here...

Suddenly the screams of another girl who is watching from a safe position behind one row of lockers screams out at the top of her lungs.

"Oh my God!!!! Tyson's bleeding! He's like seriously bleeding everywhere, yuck!"

Tysons Internal Voice: Oh Christ, like you've never seen me bleed, there's got to be at least, like....nine videos of that shit circulating around the internet already, God...Well, I guess I better wrap this up, the longer I sit here letting those ass-holes flex their arms like there pro-fucking-wrestlers, the worse I'm gonna have to kick their ass to keep'em from doing this crap again....(Sighs) This is becoming a real drag...

It's something he's done a million times before, to the point that you'd think it would have lost its impact, but for some reason, with drama serving as the lifeblood for this educational establishment, they like to overreact to everything, and Tyson's ability to simply stand up after having his skull cracked time and time again never loses its appeal. The young rebel stands to his feet and turns to glare at the three troublesome young men in the face as he cracks his knuckles and says.

Tyson: Alright! Which one you clowns wants to die first!!!

Rude Student 1: Not me!....

Rude Student 2: Hit him he likes it!....

Rude Student 2 is clearly pointing at the third man, who still (stupidly enough) has the bloodied fire extinguisher in his hands. With a “deer in headlights” expression on his face however, he looks straight at Tyson trembling in fear as his eyes shift back and forth and he tries to think of something to say that'll calm the fire they have ignited in his soul.

Rude Student 3: I.....I....Oh forget it....ATTACK!!!!!!!

Rude Student 3, taking point in the charge runs over to Tyson spinning the fire extinguisher over his head like a mace as he hopes to be the single heroic man who takes down the toughest man on campus.

Tyson's been in enough fights however to know this guy has no idea what he's doing, and as a result he simply steps out of the way and allows the man to run and fly face first into a locker, crashing inside and getting trapped within Tyson rolls his eyes locking the door on the locker, as he looks back at the other two, one of who is already charging towards him jabbing his thumb into the eye of Tyson.

This is, of course, Rude Student 1, holding the thumb in as hard as he can he cringes as he presses in harder and harder, hoping upon hope to hear a popping sound which will mean he's blinded Tyson. Tyson's lack of reaction, however, is something of a concern to this effect however, as the toughest man on campus simply just twitches slightly and asks.

Tyson: What...What the fuck are you trying to do to me...?

Rude Student 1: Blind you dammit! I saw it in a mob movie once, and those things are as real as heck, so you're in trouble now buster! HAHA!....

Tyson: Ugh...Whatever...

A sharp right-handed uppercut to the jaw of Rude Student 1 from Tyson sends the foolish man literally flying off of the ground, knocking him unconscious before he even lands. Taking care of two of the men Tyson is left with only Rude Student 2 remaining, who stands trembling as Tyson gets closer and closer, slowly walking up to him as he Tyson leans in and says to him.

Tyson: Now I'll consider letting you off the hook if you wanna go say sorry to that poor girl you hurt?

Rude Student 2: Not on your life, burn you no good delinquent fucker!!!!

Rude Student 2 draws a lighter and tries to use it to ignite Tyson's jacket, Tyson watches on however, as the man struggles to understand how the lighter even works, prompting him to snatch it, draw a cigarette from his own inside jacket pocket (not so much a spoiler alert, Tyson's a smoker, and yes, it is part of what earns him a bad reputation on campus), placing the cigarette in his own mouth Tyson lights it and goes on to say.

Tyson: If that's what you were trying to do to me, next time just use the lighter like I did now, and you'll be fucking golden...

Rude Student 2: Give that back dammit! I wanna try again!!!

Rude Student 2 tries to punch Tyson, but Tyson himself has long gotten over the tiresome chore of dealing with this man, and rather than avoiding, or even trying to block the shot, Tyson just takes the shot on the jaw and then retaliates by locking his hand on the back of the man's skull and proceeding then to ram it repeatedly into the nearest locker over and over again as he tries to beat a dead horse in telling the man how futile this little stunt was.

Tyson: OK, when you meet up with your boys later I want you to spread the word, tell'em that I'm getting fucking sick of this little macho muscle-flexing bull crap you all got going on every single day of my life, you don't think I have better things to do myself? I'm busy, like mega busy....and I don't wanna spend my time fending you bastards off and...

Tyson suddenly let's go the Rude Student locked in his hands and lets him flop onto the floor as he soon realises one of the faculty members Mr Farooq, is standing right before him. And shockingly it does take him a few moments to see that the teacher is glaring at the lit cigarette in his mouth, to which Tyson soon pulls out of his mouth and hold up before him as he plays innocent...

Tyson: Oh, this?... I was....smoking it for a friend...

Mr Farooq snatches the cigarette and stubs it out against the palm of his own hand before tossing it into the nearby trash can, he then takes a deep breath whilst absorbing the mess of battered students around him before he points off down the hall and shouts.

Mr Farooq: My office! Now!!!

Tyson: ....Should've seen that coming a mile away...Sure thing Mr F.....

Mr Farooq heading there with him straight away, is clearly infuriated by this little “incident”, that much is evident by the throbbing neck veins which can be seen through his suit. His calm, collected silence is only maintained for so long however, by the time he has Tyson sat down on a chair by his desk in the office, and he is locked on to his own chair, the verbal abuse starts flying, and Tyson gets a whole battery of insults putting down how downright disgusting he is, to the fact that simply put, “there has never seemingly been a worse person in history than him” impressively enough. In this stream of harsh words and stern lectures, Tyson ends up locked in this room for two-and-a-half hours getting yelled at solidly before finally, he is given an opening to speak, when Mr Farooq calms himself down enough to simply come out and ask...

Mr Farooq: What were you thinking!? Where you even thinking!? I'm asking you now Tyson, do you ever think!?

Tyson: Not too much sir, I thought that those punks were a little out of line for putting thumbtacks in that girl's shoes though...

Mr Farooq: And what, you thought you could beat an apology out of them?

Tyson: Well.....

Mr Farooq: Listen here Tyson, things don't work like that in the real world, what have I told you to do when someone starts bullying someone else in the school!?

Tyson: Tell some pencil pusher about it so they can make a note of it?

Mr Farooq: (Sighs)...You tell a teacher Tyson, you tell them so they can help resolve this situation...

Tyson: Meanwhile some people get to walk around like they own the place, treating people like garbage, until one of you guys catch up to them and give them a five-minute punishment that they'll forget by the time they get home... You know what people don't forget though? Getting picked on, getting bullied, and made the punching bag of other people's bad attitude, I'm sorry if you don't like the way I do things, but these guys need to learn a different kind of life lesson, that if you piss off the wrong guy in this world, you're not always gonna get off with the predetermined punishment that society has laid out, and to my credit, I've never hurt someone bad enough that they even miss a day of school, I'm frosty in comparison to some jerks on this planet, just imagine if our little trio from today's bust-up took their act to someone with no self-control, they might end up in a fight that could get them killed...

Mr Farooq: You seriously don't hear yourself sometimes do you?

Tyson: And you seriously don't get how messed up the rules are around here...

Mr Farooq: The rules may be "messed up" in your mind Tyson my boy, but they are still, very much, the rules!... And I hate that you cause me so much trouble now, because I remember there was a time when you were, in fact, a very good student...

Tyson: Yeah, I think it was right before that other school closed down on the other side of Sabre-Wood and they shipped all their worst students to this place. There were a lot of "bad eggs" in that batch, and they kind of lowered the bar around here...

Mr Farooq: And even if that is how things truly are with that influx of students, do you seriously think that means you should lower your standards as well?

Tyson: Well lets see, since I haven't started a fight in my entire time here, I'd say my standards are just about the same, there are jerks who'll always provoke me, they turned this whole school into a shallow pit of "who's the hottest" and "who's the toughest" and all that other kind of macho crap...I mean hell, people always thought about that kind of stuff before, but no one seriously treated it like a freaking law of the land for this joint...

Mr Farooq: This is not a joint, Tyson. This is an institution, and we've been over this, it doesn't matter who starts the fight...

Tyson: Yeah, that much is clear, since it's always the winner who gets yelled at...

Mr Farooq: There are now winners Tyson, because you shouldn't be fighting in school, to begin with...

Tyson: Well...OK, you got me there...but my point still stands, I never pick a fight with any of these guys, they always just jump me, knowing fine well I'll defend myself, and at times when I'm provoked, they always know they'll get off easy because I'll knock their block off before they can truly hurt anyone...And then there are times like today, I was too late to help that girl, and the way her feet where cut up, that's the last thing she needed....she was part of that dance club, and now she's gonna miss all kinds of important crap because of those jerks...It pisses me off...

Mr Farooq: Language...

Tyson: Sorry Mr F...

Mr Farooq freezes for a moment as deep down, he does feel bad for just how much Tyson wants to help people, and when he said he knew him for a while, he wasn't lying, before all the controversy surrounding Tyson (with the worst of it taking place this year in particular), they were actually on really good speaking terms, even before the times when he was considered a "good student"... since Mr Farooq was a close personal friend of the young man's parents for many years.

It is at this brief moment of pause in the conversation that he looks to a folder on his desk, something that was passed on to him last month that he only now has just been reminded of. Mr Farooq looks at the folder picks it up and slowly slides it along the desk to Tyson, keeping his hand pressed down on it for the time being, as he makes something of a proposition to Tyson.

Mr Farooq: OK, enough frowning, I'll admit, you're here now because of your bad behaviour today, but truth be told there's a matter I've been wanting to discuss with you for quite some time...

Tyson: Oh yeah?

Mr Farooq: It's about your....public image...should we say?

Tyson: I get it, it's worse than dirt, complete with cheap shoe prints, what's that got to do with anything?

Mr Farooq: Recently there has been some word among the staff requesting your expulsion from the school, naturally given the unpleasantness surrounding... your parents...

Tyson: Unpleasantness, are you talking about their death?

Mr Farooq: Yes, more or less, and the troubling time you had since the time it happened...

Tyson: It's cool, I've made my peace with that pain, my aunts actually pretty cool to live with, so I'm moving on nice and easy...

Mr Farooq: Could you maybe do me a favour Tyson?

Tyson: Yeah?

Mr Farooq: Don't go saying that to anyone else outside of this room, I'm barely keeping you in this school by excusing your vigilante nonsense by blaming it on the supposed trauma of your parent's death...

Tyson: Hey it sucked, sure, but life goes on, right? They'd be pissed if I was wallowing in self-pity, but hey, whatever sells tickets, if that's what's keeping me in this place, then I'll say I'm dead inside to all the teachers when they ask...

Mr Farooq: Yes well...Moving on, as I was saying before, “that reason”, and “that” alone is why you're hanging on by a thread here, right now it's up for debate, since everything else goes against you...

Tyson: What you mean everything?

Mr Farooq: (Sighs) Where do I begin, Average test scores, near on daily fist fights, turning up late, leaving early, cursing casually, the way you dress, the smoking, your taste in music, that spiked up blue hair, and worst of all, riding around town on some form of motorcycle death trap...

Tyson: Man that'd be sweet, unfortunately, it's just a scooter, I'm saving for the bike once I leave school...my aunt says if I get the money together, I can buy it right away, pretty cool, right?

Mr Farooq: As I was saying! On top of all this, you do no extracurricular activities, you literally skip festival week every year, and you've found more than a million and one ways to get yourself out of the classroom cleaning rota for the past six months.....excluding holidays, before you get wise and start throwing that fact in there...

Tyson: Oh yeah, cleaning...I think if you remember well enough, in one of our last meetings like this, I actually told you, every time I do that cleaning gig, it means more fights usually, because I'm always paired up with guys, and well...most guys hate my guts, it always a cause for fists to fly, one way or another...and, for the record, I never start it...

Mr Farooq: When it comes to your record Tyson, it's all pretty bad really, trying to excuse one thing is like placing a doily on a trash heap...

Tyson: Ouch, harsh much?...

Mr Farooq: And what do you expect? Your record is hardly a glowing one...

Tyson: True....but...

Mr Farooq: But nothing, you see the folder beneath my hand here, well?

Tyson: I think I'd need to be blind not to...

Mr Farooq: Well this folder might be the best insurance policy you have, it could be a way to ensure that my co-workers don't have the firepower necessary to have you out of here before Christmas...

Tyson: For real?

Tyson himself knows that, more recently of all times, he has been getting into more and more trouble, and some form of "insurance" to keep his aunt from worrying would be refreshing.

Mr Farooq: I'm not lying, all I ask is that you look at the folder...

Tyson reaches out to it, but is soon stopped as Mr Farooq makes one fact abundantly clear.

Mr Farooq: But! If you do not accept my offer here....you must forget everything you learned from that folder's contents, since it's technically for faculty eyes only....and I would get into trouble if anyone found out I told you about this...problem...

Tyson: Why are you doing this for me?

Mr Farooq: Because your mother and I where good friends Tyson, and you may not think your school life is worth taking seriously but I can assure you she would have, and if you were still acting like this and she was still alive, I'm pretty sure she'd ask me to intervene anyway...so...I'm just doing what I....regretfully....feel is right...

Tyson: Because a dead person told you to?...How magical...

Mr Farooq: Just open the bleeding folder already so I can make my case...

Tyson takes the folder and starts looking over what's inside, right away the mere mention of a school club catches his attention?

Tyson: The home-brew club? What the hell is that?

Mr Farooq: It's a club within our school, I never approved their paperwork, so I don't know what it is they do exactly, but...what I do know is, they're in need of a new member...

Tyson: Forget it, I'm not doing any club stuff on top of the work I already do, you can take that slice of life bull crap and sell it somewhere else...

Mr Farooq: I asked you to hear me out Tyson, could you at least do that much, because I wasn't finished speaking...

Tyson: (Sigh)...Fine...but if you don't know what they do, how can you honestly recommend a stranger like me to join them?

Mr Farooq: I can simply force your membership through with my academic privileges, after a simple word with the supervising teacher you'd be in without a hitch, she's....really....relaxed about her job, I doubt she'd even make the effort to object honestly. In short, getting you in is not the issue here, and the workload shouldn't be a problem either...

Tyson: What are you talking about, I thought club members had to do paperwork, and lots of budget crap...

Mr Farooq: All of that is handled by their current club president, they don't need anything more to really assist with club operations precisely.... in fact, what I was asked to provide was...complicated indeed...It was actually a personal request by the club president's father...

Tyson: The club President's old man?

Mr Farooq: Yes, I was asked to find a rough, scary looking, hard as nails, ruffian, of a student, who strikes fear into people's hearts with his mere presence alone, someone who has that... terrifying, unapproachable, essence around them...You know the type, I was asked to find someone matching that description to join up and be a member, in face only...

Tyson: In face only?.... Wait what the crap!? Are you calling me all of those names!? There isn't a damn thing wrong with my.... “essence”...

Mr Farooq: Tyson my dear boy, I am calling you all of those things, yes, and by face only, I meant that, you'd turn up, attend meetings, spend time with the club members...and essentially make your presence and affiliation known, you may be asked to do something here and there, like move something heavy, or fetch/deliver something to and from the teachers lounge...but it shouldn't be too much of an issue for a young man with a schedule as wide open as yours, correct?

Tyson: Aw, hell...Look, this sounds great and all, but those guys might want to get chatty, and once they talk to me, they'll realise pretty quickly who I am with the notoriety I have here...Don't you think this club would be better off without me?...

Mr Farooq: You're serious, I'm offering you positive things to slap on to your record for free, no strings attached, and your worried about whether they'll like you?

Tyson: Hey come on, nobody likes me...

Mr Farooq: (Sighs)...I know it may be hard to believe, but if I, as a teacher who has to deal with your nonsense on a perpetual basis can find it in my heart to still consider you a somewhat good student, then I'm sure a group of shut-ins and social outcasts in the schools most unknown club can find a way to put up with you and the benefits that your presence brings...

Tyson: Wait a minute, what do you mean by, social outcasts?

Mr Farooq: OK, that wasn't very professional of me, I'll admit, the thing is, these troubled students...they're...having a hard time..adjusting to this school...for one reason or another...

Tyson: You mean, they moved here recently too?

Mr Farooq: One of them yes, the others have been at this school just as long as you have, they just haven't made as many....waves as you have...so to speak...

Tyson: They're getting bullied, right?

Mr Farooq: The club president's father seems to think so....on top of some...concerns he has about his child's development as a person, he wants to ensure that they have...something of a strong, friend who'll influence his child into being more dependable...

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

Mr Farooq: Listen to me Tyson, I'm going to break this down for you in simple enough terms so that even you can understand, the club president needs a bodyguard....

Tyson: Say what!?....

Mr Farooq: A visibly intimidating best friend, who might just help ease the number of reports we get about their club room, getting broken into...Incidents where things get broken, stolen, people getting hurt both, emotionally, and sometimes even physically in response...it's a troubling issue, unfortunately, you're the only person in the school I could find who roughs up people in defence, as opposed to offence...

Tyson: I get the picture, I'd be unofficial security for the club...

Mr Farooq: But I'd expect you to make more of an effort than what you do now, to ensure that fighting wasn't the only course of action you were willing to take...I want you to communicate matters with me if you believe you can prevent issues, and more importantly, fights, from happening, understand?

Tyson: And to clarify on before? I won't have to do anything else, but keep these homebrew guys safe and happy?

Mr Farooq: Exactly...It's like your there problem solver, no academics needed, yet ironically, you'll get academic credits for being in a school club....it's a win-win situation...Your aunt is happy, the faculty is somewhat happier, I can breathe slightly, and you're happy...

Tyson: I guess I could take a look, and if I don't like it...I guess I could bail...

Mr Farooq: Unfortunately...no....I'm going to need your assurance on this, that if you walk out that door today as a member of the homebrew club, that you'll stick it out until the end of the year, it's already a sweet enough deal for you as it is, so a haphazard “do as you please, bailout package” is not on the cards I'm afraid...

Tyson: (Sighs)...Fine, I'll just take the damn role, I guess having the club room to sleep inside in between classes will get me out of like half the amount brawls I end up in any way...

Mr Farooq: And so long as your fellow club mates are OK with that, then that is fine...go wild ...I'll be happy to hear the results from you, if and when you report your first problem...

Tyson: I gotta be honest with you Mr F, I'm not liking how quick you are to assume there'll be problems, but....I'll take care of it, I made a promise...

Mr Farooq: Alright then, I'll have a word the teacher who oversees the club and you'll be a member by lunchtime...I'll put the membership card in your locker for you, so make sure you take it with you to the club room during your first visit today, so that they don't get the wrong idea about who you are..

Tyson: Alright, you've made your point, pick up the card, say hi, and all that jazz...

Standing to his feet (assuming he's done here) he waves over his shoulder to say his goodbyes for now, and Tyson then heads to his first class of the day (something that would've come a lot sooner had he not gotten lectured and roped into this weird deal). As he continues to walk he can't help but think about who the people in the club are, and what could make the faculty, and their club presidents own parent to be so worried about them.

Tyson's Internal Voice: OK, this is a new one, playing security for the "home-brew club" what the fuck is that supposed to be anyway, some kind of cooking class, I don't even like cooking...man this could get lame, but if people are giving these guys problems on my campus, I guess I wouldn't be able to sleep knowing it was going on....Mr F knew what he was doing when he dropped all that knowledge in there, he knew I wouldn't be able to say no, fly old bastard...I guess he wins this time, hopefully, he wasn't lying about that insurance, my aunts got enough shit to worry about as it is...

Regardless of the all the mystery and drama that was plaguing him for the time being, the only thing Tyson could do now was drag his heels through yet another school day with his typical average effort, in a perpetual hope that no more incidents occur in between now and the end of the day.

With the brawling God of fate smiling over the skies of the land known as Sabre-Wood, Tyson does, in fact, manage to avoid getting into another fight, for today at least, and by the end of the day, as promised, he finds his new club membership in his locker (complete with a mug shot style profile picture from the school records on the left-hand side). Letting out a sigh of vexation Tyson looks at the pass and thinks to himself.

Tyson's Internal Voice: OK Mr F, I guess a promise is a promise....let's see if I can find this damn club room.

Remembering the location from the file folder he looked at earlier, Tyson heads for the third floor in the second largest building on campus, an area particularly used for most of the schools computer related subjects and other tech-related matters, Tyson can only assume as he ascends the stairs that this club has something to do with computers at least, however, given how far out of the way the room is, it's apparent that this club isn't at the centre of this schools priorities, since the sheer act of getting here is in itself a chore.

By the time he reaches the top of the stairs that he thought were never going to end, Tyson looks for the room by its designated number, upon arriving at room 3.67 (the .67 having been added to the sign in black marker) Tyson ignores the graffiti and simply chaps on the door, shouting in an acceptable tone so they can hear him as he asks for permission to enter.

Tyson: Hey eh...Home-brew club? You mind if I come in?...

Of course, this was brief, as he expected an immediate response, after getting left hanging at the door for several minutes however, Tyson soon chaps again, hoping upon hope that he isn't simply being ignored.

Tyson: Hey there, this may seem funny and all, but I'd seriously like to get down to business here as quickly as possible, so I'm gonna ask again, you cool with me coming in?....

No response again, it's typical for Tyson to get the cold shoulder from his fellow peers in the school, he's gotten used to that much, what he isn't used to however is getting ignored by someone when it's a matter of official business, and after having been ignored for close to five minutes, the toughest man on campus soon starts clobbering the door and screaming, demanding he be heard out by this mysterious club.

Tyson: Alright! I may not be the easiest guy to talk to in the world, but even I think this is fucking ridiculous, if you don't say a single word in the next five seconds I'm coming in whether you like it or not! 1! 2! 3! 4!.....I said 4!.....OK....5!

Kicking the door open to the clubroom, Tyson gains immediate access, since the door wasn't locked (and Tyson's got a mean boot that could probably crumble a brick wall if he was mad enough). As the door opens, and he gets a look at what was going on in here that necessitated him being ignored for so long, he soon realises that the room, at first glance at least is completely void of club members at the moment...

Tyson: Empty, huh?.... I guess that makes me look bat shit crazy....OK...I guess I'll just wait it out until somebody from the club shows up and...Huh?....

Looking around the well-equipped computer room, Tyson stops as he makes his way to the additional table in the centre of the room, intending to simply take a seat, he notices that there is, in fact, someone here. This person is literally laying on the floor, and appears to be (from what Tyson can see at least) a white-haired girl that is wearing a boys uniform. Getting somewhat worried as to what this girl is doing here, and whether she's actually asleep, or unconscious, Tyson tries to wake her up by whispering to her.

Tyson: Hey Miss...Miss, you're sleeping on the floor, like, that's gotta be bad for your back and shit...

Trying to wake the frail and weak looking girl up is quickly becoming a futile endeavour however, since the longer Tyson talks, the more comfortable she appears to be simply staying on the floor, leading Tyson to scratch his own head as he tries to figure out why she'd choose the floor of all places to sleep.

Tyson's Internal Voice: God this girl is weird, not only is she wearing the wrong clothes, she seems to be out like a log here....is she like a member or what?... And what the hell is it a member of this club does anyway, computer stuff, I guess I would've assumed she's way too pretty to be the type that buries herself neck deep in computer junk...but I guess they come in all shapes and sizes...who am I to judge.....Unless she's not actually a member at all, then I'll likely be lumped in as an accomplice to whatever she's doing....(sighs)...OK, it's decided, I can't give up on this, no more whispering, it's time to move
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