“I’LL EAT YOUR HYMEN! RUAH~!”

Written by Jesse Jamester & Ken Kaze

"Dammmmmn!" spurts from a voice in a low-toned manner. The face of Jesse Jamester appears on the screen, with a half-dropped jaw, as he stares off in the direction of a young innocent female employee of PRIME.  

Jesse Jamester: Gees… I can't believe the women they just allow to walk around backstage here. It should be ille-

Shaking his concentration of the young female, Jesse has been interrupted by another gazer, that being Ken Kaze. Both men shake their heads as they stare at one another. A sudden pause holds the breathe of both men, before they both crack up into laughter.

Jesse Jamester: Haha… seems like we all got the same mind-track tonight. How's it going Ken?

Ken Kaze: Better than last week, that’s for sure. I haven’t seen that Flawless prick around yet, so I don’t think he’ll be abusing George this week. Though, he is booked in a match later.

Kaze pats the rim of the nail studded, barbed wire coated, aluminum trashcan of his as a smirk spreads across his face.

Ken Kaze: Say, you did pretty good last week, in that battle royale. Better than me, at least. If it wasn’t for that damn bisexual vampire spraying purple semen into my eyes, I probably would’ve won it. ‘Twas a shame that damn cowboy chink didn’t enter George into it. He would’ve pwned everyone, that’s for sure.

His eyes trail ever so slightly away from Jamester’s face, once more admiring the jaw-dropping, voluptuous woman.

Ken Kaze: HEY GIRL!

The amazingly beautiful female employee turns around to catch both Jamester’s and Kaze’s eyes.

Ken Kaze: I’LL EAT YOUR HYMEN! RUAH~!

Her face cringes as her mouth moves a mile a second, no doubt throwing out an obscenity or two at Kaze’s obvious disrespect.

Jesse Jamester: Hahah! Come on now Ken, that's not how you go approaching a gorgeous lady… you do this.

Smirking ever so cleverly, Jesse gives his famous sure-to-win-over-the-ladies, lick-the-hand, slicking-back-of-the-hair, and then winks at Ken showing confidence as if it was worn like a badge. Walking up to the woman, he stares at her back, slowly approaching her left side with ease. Turning his back to her, he walks to her left and grabs a bottle of water off the table. Gripping the end of the bottle he begins to turn the cap, but for some reason, can't get it to budge.

Jesse Jamester: Errrr… What the?

Turning, he looks at the lady whom doesn't pay a speck of attention to his little groan and is setting up the table with more refreshments. Glancing over to Kaze, Jesse smiles and then gives him the thumbs up, as Kaze just snickers. 

Jesse Jamester: Ohm, miss… could you help me?

For the first time the miss turns her head to the side, and then up, letting her green pearl eyes sparkle in the light as she looks at Jesse with a dumb-struck expression.

Woman: What do you need help with?

Jesse Jamester: Uh… this cap, it's stuck or something. I don't know… I think my hands are wet or something. It just won't budge.

Woman: Try your teeth?

Jesse Jamester: Ohm… no.

Woman: Well, try that method. Normally works for me.

Jesse Jamester: Oh, I didn't try cause I have a bad cavity. 

Woman: Well… why don't you go over there and ask that asshole jaw-jacking about eating hymens? He seems to be free.

Jesse Jamester: Oh, okay...

Turning from her, he shakes his head as he walks back to Kaze and just spits on the floor hoping the woman heard him as he steps over it and steps next to Kaze. A disgruntled and ashamed expression washes over his face in a matter of moments, as he looks at Kaze with the look to kill.

Jesse Jamester: Don't you say a word! That woman obviously doesn't have good taste…

Stifling his laughter, Kaze points to George.

Ken Kaze: Sorry Jamester, but George is the ladies’ man around here. Nothing against you, but women dig the barbed wire for some reason. It’s like a kinky turn-on for them or something. Kind of like how Boda enjoys being plowed by vehicles, they enjoy being <I>plowed</I> by nails.

An instantaneous wince appears on Jamester’s face, almost shocked at Kaze’s audacity to mock the incident involving Boda a while ago.

Ken Kaze: Anyhow, don’t you gotta match with Peter Vetra soon?

Jesse Jamester: Yeah, I do. He'll be new to me in the ring, so I'm not worried about preparing. Hell, this whole roster is new to me. They don't have a clue what they're in for!

Smiling confidently, he opens the bottled water and swigs it, spitting some to the floor next to him as he notices the young lady turning around and watching him do it. A face of disgust shoots from her forehead down, and she just ignores him as she turns back around and finishes setting up.

Jesse Jamester: Eh, some women are just bitter. They need a good pounding and then they're all peachy. Heh. How much you want to bet she hasn't been touched in weeks with that attitude?

Kaze stares at her studiously, as if calculating based on her present appearance and attitude alone if Jamester’s assessment is true.

Ken Kaze: Touched? She’s been more than touched, especially last night. I guarantee you that chick has more STDs than both Karina, Aimz, and Kelly Flawless combined. Even more so than the thousands of AIDS-ridden transvestites Azala ate last week. She makes double penetration seem like the virtues of eating a banana split whilst running down the highway naked in twenty-eight degree weather, with people honking their horns and flashing their lights at you while screaming, “Get out of the road, you fucking queer” and “You have the hairiest vagina I’ve ever seen!”

He glances away from the woman and stares blankly at a wall.

Ken Kaze: I <I>still</I> don’t understand why that one guy said I had a vagina. Hmm…

He strokes his chin meticulously, narrowing his eyes.

Jesse Jamester: Wouldn't put too much thought into it. 

Putting his hair back into a ponytail, he finally takes his attention off the woman and begins to seriously talk to Kaze. 

Jesse Jamester: Who you facing tonight anyway?

Ken Kaze: Trashcan Man, First Blood, and Tom Wal… Walks… Walk-sack? Tom Ball-sack! Yeah, some Pollock bastard. Hardcore match. George and I plan on dominating the entire thing.

Kaze looks down compassionately at George, as if communicating with him telepathically.

Ken Kaze: Think I could ask you a favor?

Jamester looks befuddled, but decides to heed Kaze’s query.

Jesse Jamester: I… guess. What is it?

Ken Kaze: If things get out of hand during my match tonight… say, someone gets involved that shouldn’t be… think you could watch my back? After the way Flawless attacked George last week, I’m a little paranoid of the fact he may try to strike again. I think I’ll burn that bridge soon, though, just before my match… but just in case I don’t…

Jesse Jamester: Problem solved. I'll have it covered, don't you worry. 

Nodding, both men smile and then shake hands, concealing this little agreement that may prove to be a worthy meeting after all. Releasing the grip, the two men nod before Jesse glances at his watch. In a panic frenzy, his attention begins to hurry as he bounces from his watch to Kaze in a matter of seconds.

Jesse Jamester: Ah damn, I have to start getting ready. Uh, but yeah, no worries Ken. You're good… I got your back. I'll catch up with you later man. Peace ninja.

Turning as he says so, he begins hurrying down the hallway as Kaze watches him and then turns around and heads to the table in which the young lady had set up. Grabbing a few cookies, he takes a bite of them all at once. Bursting red, his face explodes as he spits all the bite bits out of his mouth onto the platters.

Ken Kaze: Just goes to show women can't do anything right.

He sighs as the scene fades and he walks away, dragging George along.

