God II was riding on a pretty sweet trike (like a tricycle) down the street, with some sweet gold rims that spin and a basket holding a bowlful of potato salad. God II not only considered himself a premier talent, but also a premier trike rider, as he handled the trike with one hand, and in the other had a giant spoon covered in potato salad that he was licking. Out of nowhere, on an equally sweet tricycle came a man dressed in a pink cat costume. This man, or cat, would be Mittens T. Cat-- pussy extraordinaire.

"Hey, that's a sweet ride. Wanna hang out?" Mittens offered.

God II considered the thought heavily. Hanging out with pussy always made you seem cool. Especially when it was pink and well trimmed . . . man, everyone would be all over your nuts.

"Sure," he answered. "Let's pull over."

So, they pulled over. Mittens eyed God II's trike up and down, and followed it up with a double take.

"Nice ride," Mittens said. "Get that at the oven mit store?"

"No."

"Oh." Mittens paused momentarily. "Well, hey -- let's talked about our tricked out tricks."

"Okay."

. . .

"So, what can you do?" Mittens asked.

"Well . . . I can ride it," replied God II blandly. He noticed Mittens seemed unimpressed. "And kick pirates in their fecking cockbang making their livers explode through their fecking EYEPATCH!"

Mittens smiled, "Well hey that's neat. If you ever need a trike buddy, I'm your guy. One time I was riding my trike down the street and this girl came up and was like, "hey baby, can I ride?" I was all, "of course peppermint, I'll rock your world." I totally banged that chick. It was probably the 9...hundredth time I banged a girl too. She was begging for my dick after that." Mittens did the DX crotch chop.

AW NAW HE DIDN'T 8-O.

"Holy shizzle, sweet sensai of Lord Zedd-som. You, my furry little pussy, are quite the amazing cooter cat." Yes, God II was in awe, my fellow companions. A slight bulge protruded from his pants. Apparently his penile member was tingling in ecstasy at the rawness of the coolest cat on earth. "I so totally wish I could do that. I mean, I once fecking punched this kid's head into his grandmother's puss just to watch her heart explode through her FECKING ARSEHOLE . . . but that's nothing compared to you. You're so elite."

Mittens grinned in accomplishment . . . underneath that big, furry cat head of his. "I know, I know."

"So, anyway, where were you off to?" God II queried.

"Well, I was going to go ride a rollercoaster."

"Sure you don't want some potato salad instead?"

Mittens was oblivious to the offer. Actually, he just completely ignored it for the time being.

"That's not even the coolest thing I do. Sometimes I'd be on my computer, e-wrestling with friends and stuff and I'd be trying to write segments, and then I'd hear my mom closing in on the office-- so I'd whap out my peen right there and start flapping it around, pretending to whack off just so she'd feel too awkward to talk me and I could keep writing my seg-- wait, did you just say potato salad?"

"Sure did."

Mittens eyes narrowed as he saw the evidence... an entire basket full.

"You_sick_bastard!"

God II was genuinely hurt, kind of. "What? You don't like potato salad?"

"Pfft," Mittens scoffed. "Potato salad? Dude, that's gay. You know what potato salad tastes like? Shit. Yep, shit. So, that pretty much means if I shit in your mouth right now you'd probably like it."

God II rose from his trike instantly, eyebrows raising from beneath his mask. Yes, he even wore that mask in public. 'Cause he's a sweet ninja of doom and shit, ya know?

"Mannn . . . you can't say that! Fecking potato salad pwnz you. Plus, the only person allowed to do that is Princess Diana, you dicksheath. And Darth Vader on special occassions."

"Dicksheath?" Mittens mocked. "How dare you, you fucking lamecock. I'll fuck you in the ass with a AIDS-ridden, rusty knife while you're shaving my pubic hairs with your teeth!"

"WHAT?! WHAAAAT?! FUCK YOU, BUMFUCK IDIOTBOX. I'LL FECKING EAT YOUR BABIES WHILE FECKING YOU IN THE MOUTH WITH A RAZOR DILDO . . . AND FLIP OUT AND KARATE CHOP YOU IN THE COCK AND SHIT!"

"Did you just call me idiotbox?? YOU WOULDN'T KNOW A GOD DAMN IDIOTBOX FROM A GOD DAMN FAGGOT, IF IT CAME UP AND FUCKED YOU IN THE ASS... wait, that doesn't make ssssFUCK YOU, PAL!!! I'M MITTENS T. CAT, AKA THE HARDKOREST, MUHFUGGINEST PUZZZZZZZZZZAY FROM THE PLANET OF PLUTO, AKA KRUNKTOWN, POPULATION: YOUR MOM SUCKING MY PINK, FURRY, CAT DICK, AND BY DICK, I MEAN PENIS YOU FUCKING FUCKER!!! YOU WANNA GO??? YOU WANNA GO???"

OH SNAPZ. Shit hit the fan now. Or as Mittens would have it, potato salad hit the fan. For he backflip kicked that salad out of the basket so high, it almost came out of the basket.

"FUCK THAT! I DON'T LIKE PEOPLE PLAYIN' WITH MY POTATO SALAD!" God II screamed, sounding much like Seymour Almasy when he finally defeated Sephiroth as Cloud with Swordsuckmycock Slash attack Lvl. 1000 in FFVII. (I don't know -- I don't play that shit. FFIX was better anyway.)

OH SNAPZ. Shit hit the fan now. Or as Mittens would have it, potato salad hit the fan. For he backflip kicked that salad out of the basket so high, it almost came out of the basket.

"FUCK THAT! I DON'T LIKE PEOPLE PLAYIN' WITH MY POTATO SALAD!" God II screamed, sounding much like Seymour Almasy's jubilation when he finally defeated Sephiroth as Cloud with Swordsuckmycock Slash attack Lvl. 1000 in FFVII. (I don't know -- I don't play that shit. FFIX was better anyway.) "LET'S GO . . . TO THE ARENA, BITCH! RACE YOU THERE, POONANI!"

And with that, potato-salad-in-basket and all, God II seated upon his trike and spun out, leaving Mittens coughing in a cloud of dust.

"Fucking furballs. COME BACK, BEFORE I FUCK YOU LIKE A QUADRIPLEGIC TIED TO MY BEDPOSTS!"

