The Grand Poobah of Goofy Ass Racist Segments

Written by Ken Kaze & Kelly Flawless

“WHAT?! HIS OWN LOCKER ROOM?!”

Gracing the PRIME-A-Tron, much to the crowd’s delight, for the second time tonight is PRIME’s Resident Moron. Naturally, dragging along beside him is his aluminum companion in George. His bruised and battered body, coupled with the bandages, displays the amount of effort he put into his falls count anywhere, hardcore match earlier tonight. Rather than being ecstatic for putting on an admirable performance, something seems to have disheartened our Hero of Hardcore.

Ken Kaze: This is fucking crazy, George! Don’t you agree?!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: This is absolutely . . . inex — inexcusa — uh . . . not right!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: That’s right. This fagbox just entered PRIME! At the same time as us, even! And he already has his <b>own locker room</b>?!

Written in bold, fancy lettering on a sheet of white printer paper is the name “Kelly Flawless.” The paper is taped to a door leading to one of the PRIME superstars’ locker rooms. Infuriated at the fact a recent addition – just as recent as he, even – already holds enough credibility to claim an entire locker room, Kaze clinches his fist tightly as if to punch through the makeshift sign. 

Ken Kaze: It’s one thing to be assigned your own locker room, specifically for you, but it’s a big fucking deal to claim an <b>entire</b> locker room just for yourself! He’s not even that good. Not only did some chick named Ellis Easton beat him last week, but he was also eliminated from the battle royale early! I ran through that thing deep, damnit! Deeper than Jenna Jameson’s and Flawless’ throats combined!

He relaxes his tightened fist as he tries to calm himself down.

Ken Kaze: George, this is a travesty!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: A sham!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: A mockery!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: A TRAVESHAMOCKERY~!

George: ……………

Kaze eyeballs George quickly, as if his trashcan companion had wittily insulted him.

Ken Kaze: So what if I stole that line. I can steal lines, ‘cause I’m <b>RUAH</b>, damnit!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: The only way I can ever be considered raw is after a nice ass-pounding from my she-man girlfriend? But that doesn’t make any sense . . .

Shifty eyes.

Ken Kaze: This door symbolizes Satan.

Quick subject change. Nice one, Ken.

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: Why Satan? Because he’s <b>gay</b> . . . and <b>evil</b> . . . and <b>Arab</b>! Though, I reckon the Arab part’s a little repetitive of the two former terms. But anyone – or thing for that matter – who supports some dude with a chick’s name <b>coughKELLYcough</b> must die. The fans of PRIME, let alone the fans of Salt Lake City, deserve much better than this from this company.

Cheap pop. Hey, even the mentally handicapped can get cheap pops these days. 

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: No, George. It’s not all right because he’s Arab. It’s <b>NEVER</b> all right, George! Especially when they’re <b>ARAB</b>! God, George, you’re such a stupid person sometimes, George. You and your sympathy for Arabs, George . . . you bastid.

George: =’(

=(

Ken Kaze: I’m sorry, buddy. I didn’t mean to say those things that I was saying . . . You know what I do sometimes, George? I just ramble on and on when there isn’t somebody here to stop me, especially when cockblocks like this Flawless devil of a man (must die – <b>SATAN</b>!) are running around like these damn Africanized bees. You know these bees are taking over North America, don’t you George? They’re nesting in our homes, George! In <b>our</b> homes. Imagine if you got stung by an Africanized bee, George! Could you imagine what that would do to your complexion?!

George: =(

Ken Kaze: I know, buddy. It’s scary. But everything will be okay.

Somehow, George manages to smack Kaze in the face, giving Kaze’s head a much needed shake. The shot upside the head focuses him once again. And with foam coming out of his mouth – very similar to a rabid rodent – he prepared himself for “battle” against the enemy . . . of the door variety.

Ken Kaze: Let’s take this idiotbox out!

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: <b>Exactly</b>.

Kaze grasps firmly around the rim of George and cocks the trashcan over his shoulder. Targeting the sign, Kaze slams George into the wooden door recklessly. Splinters of wood and shards of paper fly everywhere as he continues the careless assault against the door. With only a hole remaining where the “Kelly Flawless” sign once flourished, a smirk spreads on the moron’s face as a symbol of a job well done.

Ken Kaze: <b>Great</b> work, George. You are truly the brains behind this operation.

George: ……………

Ken Kaze: Say what? Finishing touches? . . . Ooooh, yeah . . .

Kaze sets George aside for a moment, as he pedals backward until he’s leaning against the opposite wall. Two short, swift glides later, the Hardcore Hero is airborne, soaring straight into the door… headfirst.

<b><I>CRASH!</i></b>

Falling to the concrete floor in a heap, Kaze’s hands move about frantically while trying to reclaim a vertical base.

Ken Kaze: Argh — George . . . help me . . . pweez?

He collapses to the ground.

Ken Kaze: Bur . . .

A cricket chirps in the background.

Ken Kaze: OHMIGAWD, WHAT WAS THAT?!

Completely terrified by the cricket’s chirp – not to mention the site of one of those damned things – Kaze kips up to his feet and jumps inside George for cover, landing upside down. As if inevitable, both Kaze and George topple over as they begin rolling down the corridor. Unfortunately for the two, they crash into a makeshift stack of crates causing the pile to collapse.

Ken Kaze: OOMPH! OUCH! OWWW, MY LITTLE GEORGIES!

Cricket: w00t! Pwned, bay-beh.

Standing there, twenty feet or so from the door that had just been attacked by PRIME’s Resident Moron, is Kelly Flawless. He had seen the entire scenario unfold and he was chuckling as his shenanigans had truly brought him more joy than he could ever have imagined. He watches as the trashcan and its minion struggle to regain a vertical base and retrieve what little composure they had to begin with. 

Kelly smiles at the situation – who knew a little self-esteem boost could turn into such an amusing event. The fans join Kelly in laughter as the Blonde Warrior of the North points toward the door that George and Ken Kaze moments before had ripped apart.

Kelly Flawless: I’d hate to see what those two goons are gonna do to my door once I <b>actually</b> get my own dressing room . . . I love my shenanigans.

Kelly and the fans once again share a laugh and the segment ends on a happy note. Except for Ken Kaze, who has a pounding headache, and for George, who was essentially penetrated by PRIME’s Resident Moron.
Mmm . . . penetration.
