w00t! pwned!

Written by Danny Ferguson & Ken Kaze

Backstage, PRIME's Resident Moron, Ken Kaze, is making his exit from the arena through the maze of hallways. He drags George, his trusty receptacle companion, beside him, visibly showing the effects of his four-way match and encounter with Kelly Flawless’ “locker room” from earlier in the show. Any chipper demeanor he showed earlier is absent, at least at the moment.

As he emerges into an open area near the exit doors, he hears a smattering of voices off to the side and glances up. Also planning on making an exit, and mulling around to discuss how to best make it a spectacle, Danny Ferguson and his entourage catch sight of Kaze. Ferguson pushes forward.

Danny Ferguson: This janitor ought to know . . . Hey, senor, you know where the valet is? I've been waiting here for, like, three minutes. The H2 doesn't drive itself, you know? At least not yet . . .

He stares off a little, thinking about the money he'd save without needing a human chauffeur. Kaze, meanwhile, reassesses his self-image, wondering if it's the lights or maybe the abuse from his match that makes him look a) Hispanic and b) like a member of arena staff. Confident that he's neither, he replies.

Ken Kaze: I'm not the janitor. I don't even own a mop . . .

Ferguson cocks his head.

Danny Ferguson: No? Well . . . I'm sure . . . that's not a . . . problem . . .

Ferguson looks over his shoulder at his posse.

Danny Ferguson: Call security.

Kaze takes a step forward.

Ken Kaze: Hey! I'm not trespassing either! HEY!

The woman who was dialing on her cell phone stops and looks up. The two bodyguards begin to approach Kaze and Ferguson, detecting a problem. Kaze isn't threatened.

Ken Kaze: I'm not the help, I'm not some damn hobo, I'm a wrestler and I'm not going to be disrespected here! 

He takes a step back as the guards get closer, regarding them with a meeker tone.

Ken Kaze: I won't be disrespected here either . . .

He waves his arms around him for emphasis.

Ken Kaze: Pretty much anywhere in this radius. Disrespect-free zone. Mostly.

There's a short, uncomfortable pause as the guards and Kaze stare at each other. Then a light bulb goes off over Ferguson's head.

Danny Ferguson: Oh, shit! I'm sooo sorry, brother! I didn't recognize you with my mind occupied, but I guess it should be obvious! You're a hardcore legend, right?

Kaze is a little surprised by the turnaround.

Ken Kaze: Well, I dunno, maybe, I guess it depends on—

Danny Ferguson: Yeah, of course you were! I mean, everyone talks about how great you were in PCW back in the day, but I never got to see any of it . . .

Ken Kaze: I didn't know that many people remembered my PCW career . . .

Acting falsely excited, in a Hollywood-esque fashion, Ferguson continues to regard the Hardcore Hero.

Danny Ferguson: Shit yeah! I mean, I only remember you from that stint in Old School Wrestling, but man, I just—

And it finally starts to sink in for Kaze. “Too good to be true” comes to mind.

Ken Kaze: Uh, I think you have me confused with someone else . . .

Danny Ferguson: Wha? Come on, man, you underestimate me. I see a lot of faces, but it's hard to forget this!

He goes to pick up George, then backs off at the barbed wire and nails and just points at him.

Danny Ferguson: You think I don't know the one and only Trashcan Man when I see him?

You could hear a pin drop backstage as the fans in the arena react to the mistake. Ferguson continues, oblivious.

Danny Ferguson: I mean, you look a bit thinner since I remember. What is it, bulimia? Heroin? Probably not just exercise, right? I mean you were a HOUSE. Don't quite know how you dropped six inches or so, but hey, people think I'm 6’1”, you know?

He chuckles and throws a playful elbow at Kaze, who balks.

Ken Kaze: I'm not Trashcan Man, damnit!

Danny backs up a little, and a member of his posse approaches and whispers something in his ear.

Danny Ferguson: Ah, my bad, man. Mr. Smiley Face, right? Sorry, it's hard to keep track of things like that. You know, “what day of the week is it, what gimmick is the multiple personality guy using, etc.”

Ken Kaze: I’m not Mr. Smiley fucking Face, either!

Danny’s obviously taken aback as he casts a wary eye to his company.

Danny Ferguson: Well, then, who the hell are ya?

Ken Kaze: The Hero of Hardcore, Ken Kaze!

A goofy smile spreads across his face. Ferguson grows even more confused and simply shrugs.

Danny Ferguson: Oh, well, in that case . . . want to make a quick buck or two? Seeing as the valet must’ve lost his way to the Hummer, you want to be my chauffer for tonight?

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a wad of cash. Fanning the Benjamins, Danny pulls out one slip of green paper and hands it to Kaze, who takes it reluctantly. A maniacal smile suddenly overwhelms the Resident Moron’s face.

Ken Kaze: A hundred dollars . . . kinda cheap, eh? Then again, I guess it’s obvious why.

He stifles a laugh while glancing at George. Danny and co. seem dejected by the remark.

Danny Ferguson: Shit, a hundred bucks is like a gold mine to a bum like you, whose home is in the form of a trashcan. I’ve heard of mobiles homes, but damn . . . a trashcan? Anyway, go fetch that Hummer, lackey!

Biting his tongue, Kaze races through the exit, seemingly after the Hummer. A nice way to make a buck or two, driving around a Hollywood star. An extra hundred dollars never hurt anyone.

Meanwhile, Ferguson and his group talk in hushed whispers. A couple minutes later, Kaze reenters the area, his smile more wicked than ever.

Ken Kaze: Y’all go ahead. George has to run to the little trashcan’s room first. I’ll be back out shortly.

As Kaze departs the scene by heading in the opposite direction of the exit, Danny and his assembly exit the arena. As they approach the H2 Hummer, the explanation to Kaze’s odd smile from earlier is evident.

Doors dented in. Windshield smashed. Windows smashed. Tires punctured. Rims destroyed. Side-view mirrors missing. The phrase “w00t! pwned!” scratched onto the hood.
