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Xanthic Cross is a city of bountiful drama, everywhere you look there is no doubt that someone somewhere is having some kind of tense, upsetting or even downright terrifying thing happening to them.

In some instances there are people who have a fear of simply crossing the road and getting steamrolled into a pancake on some double yellow lines, whilst for others it can be memorising the wrong answers to an eye test and getting made to look like a complete liar when you tell your optician that you have 20-20 vision.

Whatever they are for each individual person, fears come in all shapes and sizes, and they do not come in more humble designs than that of the fear we feel in youth.

Such youthful fears are on display in the Xanthic Cross Middle School girl's changing-room as Pico's class has not long finished a lesson in the gym hall.

Pico herself isn't rightly caring about anything that's going on around her (as usual) whilst she sits leaning back on one of the rooms benches staring at the ceiling smoking next to an unconscious cheerleader who proclaimed that she was going to "tell on Pico" for her actions.

Naturally this side of things has nothing to do with fear, but what does is the typical problem most kids face when they finish up with a gym class, as Felicity (not far away from Pico and also Kamber) opens her locker to find that the worst has happened.

No, not the abrupt thievery of any article of clothing like one would expect, but instead, what Felicity is looking at here is the complex effort of someone having packed 14 tons of live plastic explosives into her locker that have seemingly been rigged to a timer, and a proximity trigger.

Things that Felicity understands all too well as a clock counts down from the eye-winding initial realisation, but opts to count down faster the moment she tries to back away from it.

Naturally stopping for fear of the bombs wrath Felicity understands that there isn't much she can do in terms of surviving this arduous experience.

What can one do in situations like this though?...

She could run and hope she can beat the heat of the blast.

She could also try calling for help, but despite the school janitors wide experience in dealing with vacuum cleaner repair, one would have to cast great doubt upon whether that would transfer well over into the realm of bombs disposal.

With the timer still counting down, and her options rapidly fading away, she does the most logical thing, and attempts to reason with the bomb.

Felicity: Oh come on now, nice bomb, don't get mad with me....I'm actually rather wealthy, I can give you money.

Pitching more lucrative offers of a financially beneficial nature to the literally soulless explosives, Felicity's audible chatter soon catches the attention of Kamber who is still standing over Pico by the bench's left side, leading her to curiously ask.

Kamber: What do you suppose has gotten into Felicity?

Pico not even looking at the situation already has an answer cocked and loaded.

Pico: Judging by the ugly mug on her boyfriend? I'd say whatever STD is most prevalent in dogs.

Kamber: No I'm serious, Pico. She's acting way shiftier than usual.

Pico: I don't think that's actually humanly possible, since I trust her about as far peace talks would go with any nation I worked in before this one. Most of them used to have oil but now they've been mined to shit and their just marsh soups that are only good for losing tanks in.

Kamber: She's eh...holding a wad of cash out to her locker now and shaking it furiously?

Pico: Huh?..

This actually being the one thing that makes Pico mildly interested for a second, after sitting up and witnessing it long enough to burn the hilarious sight into her head, she leans back on the bench, lights herself a cigarette and opts to let the whole insane debacle run its course.

Pico: I'm sure whatever she thinks she can pay a locker to do will happen in her loopy head eventually, let the basket case have her fun.

Kamber I dunno, she's normally at least in charge of her mental faculties.

Pico: Why don't you just go over there and ask her? She's probably just doing it to get attention.

Kamber: OK...I guess it couldn't hurt.

Pico shakes her head slowly in confusion as Kamber gingerly approaches Felicity, arriving at her right side just in time to hear the tail end of her final pitch to the bomb.

Felicity: OK Mr Bomb, I promise I'll up my offer to an additional $440 that I can give to you after the weekend, but this is all I have on me right now, so would you please stop counting down dammit!!!

Kamber: Hey, Felicity?

Felicity: What!? I suppose you're going to start beeping and counting down in my face too now, right!?

Kamber: Eh........no? Why, or even how could I?

Felicity: A good question, why don't you you ask this stock pile of bombs in my locker!

Kamber: Oh wow! That is a lot of bombs!

Felicity: Yeah, I know, it's nothing to get excited over though, because we're all going to die here in the next couple of minutes realistically speaking!

Kamber: Maybe...

Felicity: What do you mean, maybe! There's no maybe about it! We WILL die if that timer runs out. It's standard protocol in all of the manuals, first the bomb goes "bleepity bleepity bleep" and then the timer stops, and then pop goes the proverbial weasel leaving all parties concerned within the immediate area to get roasted!

Kamber: OK, I get it, it's scary, but could you please stop screaming, you're making it hard to think of a solution.

Felicity: Oh I'm sorry, I didn't realise I was in the presence of the great and almighty Princess Popmpus Puss the III! Queen of the Bomb Squad!!!

Hearing the inconsistencies from her distant position, Pico raises her hand without sitting up to grab their attention as she lackadaisically cuts in to say.

Pico: For the record, Queens can't be Princesses, and vice versa. Law of the royals, you're either one or the other, you can't be both.

Felicity: Oh well done, BLOODY WELL DONE! Pick on the girl who is about to get her face blown off.

Kamber: To be fair, everyone in this room is going to die if something isn't done here.

Felicity: Oh fine, if you must be THAT specific. ... “Oh well done, BLOODY WELL DONE! Pick on the extremely pretty and gorgeous heroine who is about to get her perfect and highly marketable face blown off!”....(Sighs)...Better?

Kamber: I eh...guess?

Felicity: Now....about this bomb. Would you mind stopping it for me?

Kamber: What!?

Felicity: You're smart, I know this for a fact, because I copied your answers to pass my last test. So you must know how to defuse a bomb.

Kamber: I mean....eh...I watched it in movies, but...

Felicity: Perfect. Use your movie logic then and win us a victory survival spot on this planet for another couple of years.

Pico chiming in once again raises her hand without moving to intersect her relaxed opinion into the matter.

Pico: For the record, if you feel like you've got to barter just to have a spot in this shitty ass planet, then you know your standards have got to be down the toilet.

Felicity: (Sighs)....Really!? Do you not have anything constructive to say right now, you pathetic coconut!

Pico: Nope.

Felicity: Then hush your word hole for nothing more than the basic necessities of breathing and retaining whatever garbage it is a rat like you eats.

Pico: Fuck you too, Felicity....

Kamber: Oh God...it's below a minute now.

Felicity: See what that jungle child has done, she cost us the privilege of tactical planning with her tripe grade conversational cues.

Kamber: I'm not gonna pretend Pico was doing anything helpful just now, but could you please just help me pay attention to these wires. If I die here I won't be able to pick up the movies I pre-ordered at the video store.

Felicity: Don't take this the wrong way, but I find your priorities in life to not only be hilarious, but also deeply sad.

Kamber: Ugh...Shh, I'm trying to think.

Felicity: Thank about what exactly. I know I've thrown you under the bus here, but what kind of experience do you actually have in this....field.

Kamber: Like I said, it's just movies. And if I remember correct, they always say to cut the blue wire.

Pico chiming in again, raises her hand and notes.

Pico: Not that I was gushing as much as you were over the story, but last Friday I think you'll recall we watched a whole four movie deal from one action flick series, Kamber, and there was a bomb part in each one. Twice they cut red, once blue, and there was a weird instance where they had to cut a yellow, pink, and turquoise wire and reconnect all of them together, I found that shit needlessly complicated, and kinda laughable, it was like the guys who wrote it had never seen a bomb in their lives.

Kamber: Dammit! That means we could remember any bomb scene from any movie, and we'd still probably cut the wrong wire.

Pico: From experience, I'd say you'd definitely blow your face off if your using TV as a means to save your life from anything as volatile as what you two are fucking around with.

Felicity: Wait! Just wait a rotten bloody fucking minute!...

Kamber: Or less, we really don't have a whole minute to spare.

Felicity: What she said, if you know how to disarm bombs why aren't you over here screwing with the wires!?

Pico: Lots of reasons really. I'm a complicated person that way.

Felicity: Would you care to share you're reasons with us already!?

Kamber:...Maybe quickly...because we REALLY don't have much time left.

Pico: Well I dunno. Nobody really asked for my help. Felicity isn't making it seem lucrative enough. I don't fear death. The set up of those bombs, even from here, is clearly a fool's attempt at an assassination job.

Felicity: I don't see how, I'm pretty sure whoever it is that wants me dead will do a pretty darn good job of it with this weapon of choice!

Pico: Along with killing God knows how many people. That's way too much collateral damage, it strikes me as unprofessional, honestly. Surely you can both see how funny that level of idiocy is, right?

Kamber: I'm kind of blinded by wires and my life flashing before my eyes.

Pico: Good, you said you were struggling to remember where you left your phone charger last night, seeing you're whole life again will bring you right up to speed in remembering that titbit.

Felicity: God dammit Pico, stop being so fucking chill about everything and save our lives already!!!

Pico: I'm gonna give you a hard no on that, on account of the fact that you're being quite rude about the whole thing.

Kamber: Please, Pico. I really don't want to die in a blazing inferno. I've got too much to give. Namely about $30 I plan to drop at the local video store.

Felicity: Are you still on that, you selfish bit-...!?!

Felicity getting her trap shuttered by a combat knife flying mere inches away from her face, getting so close she actually sees the razor sharp weapon cut a few of her fringe hairs as she trembles in a panic.

Both Felicity and Kamber's eyes shoot into the locker after the blade passes the two of them and they see it striking through four wires of no discernible colour (unlike the movies) and after these cords have been severed
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