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[We start on a black screen as most shows do. We fade up into a royal blue screen
with a glittering silver Fox Sports logo in the center of it. A fanfare plays in the
background as a voiceover begins.]

“Home to the World Series. The NFL. The GFC. The Daytona 500.
The US Open Championship.”

[A quick clip from each sport flashes by during the voiceover.]
“The world’s biggest events are on Fox Sports.”
[The logo and fanfare fade...

...as a giant robot appears, holding up a different version of the Fox Sports logo
with the audio bug...]

“"WE ARE... FOX SPORTS!”

[The shot fades from the graphic to another black screen with the AWA logo
splashed across a starry field. A barrage of lasers flash in from all sides of the
screen, etching along the borders of the letters, illuminating the plain white text
into glowing and glittering gold. A deep voiceover begins. The words "American
Wrestling Alliance" come up one by one at the bottom of the screen.]

"The recognized symbol of excellence in professional wrestling."

[The logo fades to black...

...and then the screen “bursts” into a flash of strobing light as a raucous electric
guitar rips through your eardrums. Ignite’s "Nothing Can Stop Me” is the
soundtrack for your evening.

As the lyrics kick in, the scene changes as well.]

#Find yourself against the wall
One more time before the fall#



[Terry Shane uses a sunset flip powerbomb to send Callum Mahoney crashing
through a ladder.]

#There’s no way to pretend#
[Kurayami drives Lauryn Rage into the canvas.]

#The sun will rise and the sun will set
Nothing's changed 'til you work for it#

[Michael Aarons cracks his longtime tag team partner in the jaw with a superkick.]
#Can't make it all alone#
[Jeff Matthews dives off the top rope onto a whole pile of Claw Academy students.]

#This is your last chance
Why don't you take it?#

[Supreme Wright snaps off the match-ending spinning backfist against Casey
James.]

#Nothing can stop me#

[Maxim Zharkov beats Travis Lynch in a race to spin first, unleashing his
devastating discus lariat known as the Peacemaker.]

#Gonna fight and I won't retreat#

[Jordan Ohara throws chops at Derrick Williams who responds with stiff
elbowstrikes.]

#Still awake, don't ever sleep#
[Johnny Detson drives Brian James facefirst into the canvas with the Wilde Driver.]
#Can't stop this tide that's in front of me#

[Jack Lynch wraps the Iron Claw around the skull of Tiger Claw, both men standing
on the top rope.]

#Nothing can stop me#

[Julie Somers moonsaults off the stage at SuperClash onto a stunned Erica
Toughill.]

#Tonight I face the enemy#

[A wild-eyed Shadoe Rage repeatedly stomps the groin of Blackjack Lynch.]
#Still awake and never sleep#

[A smirking Javier Castillo and Veronica Westerly glare into the camera.]
#Now your time's run out so you best believe#

[Ryan Martinez drops Juan Vasquez straight down with a devastating brainbuster as
we cut to black...



A few moments pass before a burst of pyro racing towards the sky as we cut into
the arena hosting the night’s action. The crowd is roaring for the pyro and for the
return of AWA action.]

GM: For the first time in over a month, the flagship show for the American
Wrestling Alliance - Saturday Night Wrestling - is ON! THE! AIR!

[Big cheer from the Canadian crowd!]

GM: And once again, we're coming to you LIVE from the Great White North - this
time, we're in Winnipeg, Canada at the Bell MTS Place for the hottest three hours of
professional wrestling action on the planet!

[Another big cheer! as another storm of pyro-housing rockets blast off towards the
arena, filling it once more with a hailstorm of fire, smoke, and concussive noises.
The standing crowd stays on their feet, cheering even louder.

The shot pans a little, showing off the now-usual setup - a massive steel structure
serving as the entrance stage standing almost ten feet off the concrete floor with a
video wall hanging above it that is just about as wide as the stage and looks to be
about twenty feet tall to boot.

From there, we see a royal blue roped ring with matching ring apron and steel
ringposts. Protective blue mats encircle the ring, leading to the barricades beyond
which the AWA faithful are seated. A pair of wooden tables are at ringside - one
with our timekeeper and ring announcer’s seats, the other near where our
announcers are standing as we cut to them.]

GM: Hello everybody and welcome to another star-studded edition of Saturday
Night Wrestling! I'm Gordon Myers and by my side, as always, is Bucky Wilde.

[Wilde throws a loose salute at the camera in his scorching red suit with bleached
white dress shirt.]

BW: Eat your heart out, Eddie Van Gibson, ‘cause the REAL Mister Maple Leaf is on
the scene tonight, daddy!

GM: Since the last time SNW came your way, we've been on the big FOX for Fight
Night... we've been to Philly for Liberty Or Death... we've seen one of the wildest
nights on record at Eternally Extreme... and just two weeks ago, we presented the
Battle of Saskatchewan featuring the Stampede Cup and... whew... when we say the
AWA's in the middle of the hottest summer on record, you know that’s gotta be
true!

BW: The mercury is rising! The temperature is off the charts! But the AWA ain’t
done yet, daddy. Let’s get this show on the road!

GM: It's going to be a wild night of action guaranteed and... what’s this now?

[The roar of the crowd shifts direction rapidly into jeers as we cut to the entrance
stage where we see a stream of bodies pouring into the arena.]

GM: Muteesa coming out here... Polemos as well... what’s going on?

BW: I know what this is, Gordo! This is the big announcement - the big
celebration!

GM: Here comes Jeff Matthews and James Lynch... well, if you're a fan of the
Korugun Corporation, you’'re probably loving this moment because they’re all on
their way out here.



BW: Derek Rage coming out here now... Doctor Harrison Fawcett with Morgan
Dane... the Women’s World Champion, Kurayami.

[As the camera pulls back, we see a steady stream of Korugun soldiers - including
some masked men who would appear to be ninjas... yes, that’s right... ninjas...
heading down the ramp towards the ring. Some of John Law’s security force from
the Battle of Saskatchewan follows. Upon reaching ringside, everyone fans out to
form a perimeter completely surrounding the ring.]

GM: We've got a whole lot of people out here... everywhere you look around the
ring...

BW: Right here by us too so watch your mouth, Gordo.
GM: T'll certainly try... I don’t see the Dogs of War though.

BW: Well, the Dogs and Javier Castillo weren’t exactly getting along two weeks ago
in Regina so who knows what happened there.

GM: Very true.

[The stream of bodies pauses for a moment... and then Veronica Westerly appears,
flanked by John Law who has his head on a swivel in this particular moment,
guarding Westerly as she makes her way towards the ring.]

GM: Here comes Veronica Westerly now... Castillo’s... assistant, I suppose you would
say.

[Instead of joining the masses at ringside, Law climbs the ringsteps, holding the
ropes open for Veronica before stepping through with her. Westerly is handed a mic
from a ringside attendant. She clears her throat, tapping the mic a few times
before she begins.]

VW: Ladies and gentlemen... YOUR President of the American Wrestling Alliance...
JAVIER CASTILLO!

[Suddenly, the signature snarl of a big jungle cat is heard followed by the sounds of
“La Cama de Piedra” by Cuco Sanchez creeping across the PA system. The boos
intensify as El President’s sworn shield, MAWAGA, steps into view in a dark suit and
equally dark sunglasses. He too seems to be on alert, his eyes scanning in every
direction as he stands guard.]

GM: There's MAWAGA - we saw his return from injury at The Battle of
Saskatchwan...

BW: We also saw Ebola Zaire’s return - right out here by us now also. You know,
Gordo... when he went down with that knee injury about a month ago, I thought
he’d be out of action for who knows how long but here he is!

GM: They do amazing - and highly ethically questionable - things at those Korugun
medical facilities, I hear.

BW: Gordo, please don’t get us on Korugun’s bad side with the entire army standing
out here.

GM: I'm trying, Bucky... I promise.



[With MAWAGA - and everyone else - finally in position, Javier Castillo slinks
through the curtain into view, a huge grin on his face. Bizarrely, he's clad in a
charcoal grey trenchcoat that hangs down to his ankles, completely covering him.
The belt is cinched at the waist, hiding him in entirety as he pauses at the top of
the ramp, raising his arms wide...]

“I LOVE YOU ALL!"

[The jeers get louder as Castillo chuckles, nodding to MAWAGA who starts walking
down the ramp in front of Castillo, still keeping his eyes wide open as he guards the
body of El Presidente. Castillo follows, waving and smiling at the rabid Winnipeg
fans who want his head on a pike after recent actions.]

GM: Javier Castillo has managed to make even more enemies as of late, Bucky...
especially with that Saskatchewan Screwjob.

BW: Well, I can’t say I'm a huge fan of how that went down either. I like to see
things won and lost in the ring... sure, if a guy gets away with using a pair of brass
knucks or pulling the tights... or like if you paid off a referee... or if you paid for
plastic surgery to make an identical-

GM: We get the idea.

BW: But just calling for the bell when it wasn’t clear if Ryan Martinez quit at all...
I'm not sure about that one.

GM: Well, these fans are sure about it... and they know they didn’t like it one bit.
To me, Bucky... that’s a line that never should have been crossed and I feel like it
was a mistake that Javier Castillo’s Presidency might not be able to recover from.
[Upon reaching the ring, Castillo also climbs the ringsteps, going through the ropes
to join Westerly and Law inside the ring as MAWAGA stays on the floor, turning his
back on the ring, crossing his arms, and staring down the ramp.]

BW: Look at MAWAGA there... practically daring anyone to come out here to
interrupt this... they’d have to go through him to do it, Gordo.

GM: An intimidating proposition no doubt.

[The music starts to fade as Westerly hands over the mic, stepping back to join
John Law in forming a loose pyramid shape with Castillo at the peak of it.]

JC: WINNIPEG, I LOVE YOU!

[The boos are pouring down on Castillo again who seems to be on top of the world,
completely not showing any reaction to the fans.]

JC: This is a big night... a special night... a night that I know many of us have waited
for for a long time.

[He raises a finger.]

JC: But to do this properly, we must go back a step... to the beginning.

[Castillo pauses, looking thoughtful.]

JC: It was the summer of 2016 when I got the call. I was in Mexico... living my life

as a humble businessman... constantly persecuted by the government and the law
for the crime of being successful...



[Gordon grumbles.]

GM: That’s not the only crime I hear he’s-

BW: Shhh!

[Castillo continues.]

JC: And one day my phone rang... and it was an old friend. You see, I have loved
this business for a very long time. I have been a fan. I have been an investor in
many lucha libre promotions as well. And this is known. I have made trips to
Japan to see the fabled Korakuen Hall... Kawasaki Stadium - may it rest in eternity -

and of course, the legendary Tokyo Dome.

And it was on one of these trips that I met a man who would become a very dear
friend - Japanese wrestling LEGEND... GOLIATH Takehara.

[The fans react with a mixed response - cheers for the legend Takehara, jeers for
him being a friend of Castillo’s.]

JC: Yes, yes... he IS great, I know! So, on this summer day, it is Mr. Takehara on
my phone and he says... "My company is looking to make a purchase that I think
you would find very interesting.”

You know, I am ALWAYS interested in a good business deal so I was intrigued.
“We are attempting to purchase the American Wrestling Alliance... and if the deal
goes through as we think it might, we would like you to come to America and run
it.”

[Castillo grins broadly as the fans boo again.]

JC: What an honor! What a thrilll Now, things didn’t go down exactly as planned
but ultimately, Korugun came into power... and I took the job.

The AWA President. El Presidente.

[More jeers rain down on Castillo who uses his smile as an umbrella.]

JC: And I think we’d all agree, I've done an excellent job!

[The boos get louder and more intense but Castillo doesn’t register it at all.]

JC: Ratings are up. Buyrates are up. The talent roster is the best of all time.
We've done business in new cities... we've made deals in new countries. The
business of the AWA is booming... and you're welcome.

And I was satisfied in my job. I was happy in my role.

Until... Eternally Extreme.

[The crowd cheers for the one-off EMWC farewell show as Castillo’s mood shifts,
glowering at them.]

JC: Yes, yes... it was a very exciting night... one that I tried very hard to prevent but
even my power has its’ limits. But my... disagreement with Chris Blue was settled
to my satisfaction thanks to Doctor Fawcett and Mr. Dane there...

[He gestures to Fawcett and Dane, the former of which beams proudly.]



JC: But in life, I do not like to enter any situation without a plan. And on that night
in South Philly, I had a plan on how to deal with Bobby Taylor and his Merry Men. A
good plan. And it worked to perfection.

And if my plan had worked itself to completion, you would see Casey James and
Tiger Claw standing out here alongside this group tonight... a grand addition to the
ranks.

[Castillo smiles, as if he can see James and Claw there now.]

JC: But... all that was ruined. By one man.

[He holds up a finger.]

JC: John. Wesley. Hardin.

[The fans erupt in a mixed response for the Hall of Famer. Castillo again glowers at
the fans, waving a dismissive hand, ]

JC: Yes, yes... he is a legend... a former World Champion... a Hall of Famer... all of
that, yes. He’s also the Vice President of Special Projects for Korugun as you now
know.

And that meant... on that night in South Philly... I took my orders from him.
[Castillo seems to be fuming at that.]

JC: And when he spoiled my plans through his... his... ego... I knew that a
conversation needed to be had. A discussion regarding the future of Javier Castillo
and Korugun. So, in the days after that event and before the Battle of
Saskatchewan, I flew to Japan. I went to that towering skyscraper in Tokyo that is
the Korugun headquarters. And I sat down with my boss... my friend... GOLIATH
Takehara.

And we talked. And we laughed. We ate the finest sushi and drank the most
exquisite sake.

And we came to an accord.

[Castillo nods his head.]

JC: Mr. Takehara saw it as I did. I have worked hard in this role. I have achieved
success in this role. And I deserve better than to have... middle management...
overseeing me. So, Mr. Hardin... you are welcome to appear on AWA television any
time you would like.

But expect to be treated as a fellow executive... not my boss. Understood?

[The crowd buzzes at this news.]

JC: And Mr. Takehara felt that with this new surge in power and independence... a
new role was needed. Yes, yes... I will still be your beloved El Presidente... do not
fear.

[Gordon mutters.]

GM: Missed it by that mu-

BW: SHHHH!



[Castillo continues.]

JC: But Mr. Takehara put it best. “Javier, my friend... you are no longer just the
President of a wrestling company. You are the leader of soldiers... our soldiers. You
are the leader of an army... our army. You, my friend...”

[Castillo uncinches the belt at his waist, pauses for dramatic effect...

...and then flings the coat to the ground to reveal a military uniform underneath -
it's a perfect white uniform, covered in ribbons and chains and other ornamentation
that probably means nothing at all.

Oh, and it has a cape to match because why the hell not.]

JC: "...ARE GENERALISSIMO CASTILLO OF THE KORUGUN ARMY!”

[Castillo is beaming as the fans jeer, flashbulbs popping as everyone gets their first
glimpse of Castillo’s new attire.]

JC: It is so ordered! And in my new role... I answer to no one... with the exception
of Mr. Takehara. No Hardin. No other executives. I answer to... NO! ONE! I RUN
THE SHOW! I AM THE POWER! I AM-

[The boos are only getting louder and more intense with each bellowed statement
from Castillo, causing him to abruptly halt in mid-sentence.]

JC: Disrespect.

[He mutters the word, shaking his head with disgust.]

JC: DISRESPECT!

[A more accusatory sound now, stabbing at the air with his fingers.]
JC: AFTER EVERYTHING I'VE DONE FOR YOU PEOPLE!

[Castillo’s face is flushed with anger as he shakes his head again.]

JC: It’s clear to me that a lesson must be taught... right here tonight in Winnipeg for
the whole world to see. Everyone out here...

[He gestures to the sold-out crowd.]

JC: ...and everyone back there.

[He gestures towards the locker room beyond the entrance ramp.]

JC: All of you - and all of the world - must understand one simple truth.
[He nods.]

JC: If you cross me...

[He sneers.]

JC: If you embarrass me... Korugun... or this grand army...

[EI Presidente gestures to ringside.]

JC: ...then you will pay dearly. Gentlemen!



[Castillo pauses, turning to look down the aisle...]

GM: What'’s this about now?

[A few moments pass before the Dogs of War emerge at the top of the aisle,
dragging someone down the aisle between them. Their victim’s head is covered in
a black cloth hood, barely able to walk as they haul him towards the ring where a
grinning Castillo awaits.]

GM: Well, the mystery of the whereabouts of the Dogs of War has been solved but...
who is that with them?

BW: Castillo’s enemies list is pretty long, Gordo. It could be just about anyone.

GM: Ryan Martinez... Hannibal Carver... perhaps a Supreme Wright or a Jack Lynch
or..

[Reaching the ring, Wade Walker rolls in, dragging the hooded individual under the
bottom rope as Pedro Perez and Isaiah Carpenter make sure he doesn’t get away.]

JC: Good... good. Bring him here.

[The Dogs are in the ring en force now, forcing the hooded man down to his knees
in front of Generalissimo Castillo.]

JC: You see before you someone who broke the rule I just laid out. Someone who
did wrong by Korugun... and by me. Someone who wasted our time... someone who
wasted our money... and then betrayed us.

Someone who felt he was untouchable.

Someone who felt that he could defy us... because he is a King...

[Castillo gives a nod to Pedro Perez who gleefully pulls off the hood, tossing it aside
to reveal the beaten and bloodied face of Demetrius Lake.]

JC: ...but failed to realize that even a King is a mere mortal in the eyes of a GOD.
[Castillo glares down at Lake, fury in his eyes as the crowd continues to jeer.]
GM: They’ve got Demetrius Lake in there... Demetrius Lake who we saw return to
the AWA just about a month ago. Korugun thought he was coming to work for
them but-

BW: But he betrayed them... and now he’s paying the price for it.

[Castillo stares at Lake coldly.]

JC: For years, the AWA fans have begged for your return.

[He smirks with a scoff.]

JC: I wonder how long they’ll beg for you this time.

[He turns back to Pedro Perez.]

JC: Dispose of him.



[Perez smiles, nodding his head as the Dogs pull Lake from the ring as quickly as
they got him in as the fans continue to jeer..

...and then, there is the faint tinkling of synth music that sends the Winnipeg crowd
into a dull roar and sends the newly-minted Generalissimo into a dull rage.]

GM: Uh oh! Someone has heard enough of what this man has to say, Bucky!

BW: Well, yeah but... there’s an entire damn army out here, Gordo! This kid is
dumb but is he THAT dumb?!

GM: I believe he is... well... no, but you know what I mean!

[The Dogs of War have frozen in their tracks as Castillo shouts to John Law who
takes up a position behind El Presidente, looking out over the crowd. He shouts to
ringside, ordering various Korugun Army members into position...

...and as Ryan Martinez emerges out onto the ramp, the crowd ERUPTS once more!]

GM: There he is, fans! The AWA’s White Knight has seen enough and he has
arrived!

[The former World Champion looks down the ramp, a very determined expression
on his face as he stares down at Javier Castillo who spreads his arms defiantly.]

JC: WHAT?! WHAT WILL YOU DO, WHITE KNIGHT!? WILL YOU FIGHT AN ARMY?!
HUR?!

[Martinez stands alone for a few more moments...

...and then the ROAR comes forth again as his Stampede Cup partner, Hannibal
Carver, strides from the entranceway to stand beside him. Castillo shifts
uncomfortably, shaking his head.]

JC: TWO?! YOU HAVE TWO AGAINST AN ARMY?!

[Carver pauses next to Martinez, pointing at the ring, holding up his fingers with
each point as if counting...

...and as he reaches the end of a hand, he looks over to Martinez with a shrug.

And with a nod in response, Martinez and Carver walk side by side down the aisle
towards the ring with the crowd ROARING!]

GM: OH YEAH! OH YEAH, HERE WE GO!

[At a barked order inside the ring from Castillo, the Dogs of War shove Demetrius
Lake down on the ground, starting up the ramp towards an approaching Martinez
and Carver!]

BW: THEY'RE COMING FOR ‘EM, GORDO! THE DOGS ARE COMING!

[And they collide near the end of the ramp, Carver and Pedro Perez tangling up in a
barrage of flying fists as the White Knight peels off to trade haymakers with Wade

Walker and Isaiah Carpenter..]

GM: We've got a fight on our hands in Winnipeg!



[Martinez lands a big chop on Carpenter, causing him to flip backwards, landing on
the back of his head on the ramp with "CLANG!” The crowd cheers as Martinez
swings around on Walker, trading heavy blows with him...

...and another "CLANG!” sees Pedro Perez hurled into a ringside railing as Carver
disposes of him and then turns to go after Walker instead!]

GM: They’re doing it, Bucky! They’re fighting off the Dogs of War!

[Another shout from Castillo sends Muteesa and Ebola Zaire lumbering into frame,
the latter carrying a Singapore cane that he winds up with...]

“"CRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!

[...and breaks it over the head of Hannibal Carver from behind, putting Carver down
on his knees!]

GM: OHHH! Down goes Carver! And now Zaire and Muteesa are stomping the hell
out of Hannibal Carver on the ramp and-

[The crowd ROARS as Jack Lynch comes running down the aisle to aid his friends...

...and runs headlong into the arriving Morgan Dane and Polemos, battering Lynch
back!]

GM: Jack Lynch coming down here... Jack Lynch getting involved but there are too
many bodies! This Army stands too tall for Martinez, Carver, and Lynch!

[Soon, all three of our heroes are down on the ramp and the surrounding ringside
area, blows being rained down on all of them...]

GM: They’re outnumbered and-
[The crowd ROARS again as another pair jogs into view!]

GM: NEXT GEN! THE WORLD TAG TEAM CHAMPIONS ARE COMING TO FIGHT AS
WELL!

[Somers and Harper storm the scene, filled with fight as they manage to fight off a
collected attack from Jeff Matthews and James Lynch... for a moment.

But soon, they too wilt under more blows than they can absorb, getting driven
down to the floor as Castillo repeatedly shouts "MORE! MORE! MORRRRRRE!” from
inside the ring!]

GM: This is a damn mugging!

BW: Hey, Martinez and Carver... and all the rest... they brought this on themselves!
Nobody told them they had to get involved in this! Nobody at all!

GM: We've got bodies down... we've got a beating on!
[Castillo grabs the mic again.]

JC: Enough.

[The beating goes on.]

JC: ENOUGH!



[And finally... slowly... come to a halt.]

JC: They are beaten.

[And with a glimmer in his eyes.]

JC: And we are merciful...

[Menace overtakes his voice as he stares down.]
JC: ...this time.

[Castillo drops the mic, signaling to his Army to exit, leaving the bodies around the
ringside area.]

GM: This time?! What the heck is he implying, Bucky?!

BW: It seems pretty clear to me, Gordo. If these five want to keep their careers
intact, they’ll stay out of his way and do what they’re told. Now that’s inspirational
leadership!

GM: Give me a break! Hey... what the... they’re taking Lake with them!

[At a signal from Castillo, the Dogs retrieve the downed Lake, dragging him up the
aisle and leaving the others writhing in pain on the floor.]

GM: This is ridiculous. This is... alright, we're going to take a damn break before I
say something I might REALLY regret. Cut the damn feed, will ya?

[And we abruptly cut to black...

...and then fade up on a rising sun coming up over a crystal blue lake. A voiceover
begins.]

“The future.”
[The sun continues to climb via time lapse footage.]

“It is said that the future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their
dreams.”

[The sun reaches its peak, dazzling as it lights up the water below.]
“At the Korugun Corporation, our dreams are the same as yours.”
[Cut to a shot of children playing in a very green meadow.]

“To live... to love...”

[To a shot of two elderly people smiling as they hold hands.]

“To make the most out of every moment we are blessed with.”

[To the crack of a baseball bat and a cheering crowd.]

“To the joys of community... of family... of kinship...”

[To a young toddler walking out into the surf on a beach only to be scooped
up by a nervous father who lifts him high in the air.]
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“To all of life’s promise... and potentia
[To a spaceship rocketing off its launchpad towards the sky.]

“To pushing the boundaries of what is expected...”

[To a space shot of Earth below.]

“To bringing our futures into the present.”

[The Korugun Corporation logo slowly crawls over the curvature of the Earth.]
“Korugun. To life and all that it offers.”

[And we slowly fade to black...

...and as we come back up, it is a chaotic scene in the parking lot area of the Bell
MTS Centre in Winnipeg, Canada. AWA officials are frantically running around,
security and medical team members sprinting in a direction. Our camera seems to
be trailing behind them, weighed down by the camera itself. Gordon Myers’ voice
comes in over the footage.]

GM: We are back... and as you can see, we've been alerted to some kind of an
incident going on in the parking lot. We've got no details yet but we expect... here
we go now...

[The cameraman arrives at a mass of humanity and slowly starts nudging his way
through, keeping the lens up and focused at the focal point of all of these
concerned-looking individuals...]

GM: We can't quite see yet what’s going on out there but...

[The cameraman and his accompanying shot push through the last obstacles,
getting a clear view of the scene.]

GM: Oh my god.

[As the camera zooms in, we find a luxury sedan out in the parking area...

...with someone’s face driven through the windshield.]

BW: We've seen this before, Gordo.

GM: We certainly have. This so-called “windshielding” is a trademark move from
the Dogs of War... and considering what we saw out here before the break, it would

seem to me that there can only be one person who...

[Gordon trails off as the cameraman creeps forward close enough to reveal the
victim’s identity as the King of Wrestling, Demetrius Lake.]

GM: Oh... oh no. Demetrius Lake has been violently assaulted by the Dogs of War
on the order of Javier Castillo and... this is a bad situation, fans. This was obviously
done very quickly to happen during our commercial break but... in the past, when
we've seen this sort of assault, the victim’s have been put out of action for months
- if not longer. Demetrius Lake recently made his AWA return... and just as quickly,
it appears, he has made his AWA exit in dramatic fashion.

[The camera pans around, catching all angles of Lake’s violent end.]

GM: That’s... that’s enough. Let’s go to something else for the love of-



[The shot abruptly shifts again, this time to the ring where we find the promoter of
Guerreros del Mundo, Angelica Westerly, standing in the ring. The attractive young
brunette is in a black power suit, one hand on her hip as she seems to be posing for
some ringside photographers.]

AW: Yes, right there. I'd say get my good side but is there anything else?
[She smirks at her own line as the flashbulbs fire again.]

AW: Good, good. Okay, now get lost... I've got business to take care of.
[The cameramen fade out of sight as Westerly addresses the crowd.]

AW: I come to you all today with big news from our friends down in Mexico. You
see, while the AWA was having one of the biggest month’s in its history, I had gone
down to Mexico to ensure that Estrellas En El Cielo would go down as a smash
success. I talked to local promoters... local media... and of course, local talent.
Because you see, if you're going to do a show in Mexico and not welcome the heart
and soul of Mexican wrestling - true lucha libre - to the event, you might as well be
in...

[She shrugs, gesturing towards the crowd.]
AW: ...well, Winnipeg.
[The fans begin booing loudly the cheap shot at their hometown.]

AW: Guerreros del Mundo is - and always has been - about bringing the greatest
international talent in the world to the AWA... and making a nice chunk of change
off doing so. And this time... I believe... GDM and yours truly have reached new
heights in what we’re bringing to the table.

[The crowd starts to buzz a little bit about the hype.]

AW: If there is one thing synonymous with lucha libre... the thing that everyone
knows Mexican wrestling is about... it’s the Trios Match. Now, the AWA can put their
own stars in a six man tag... but that doesn’t make it a true Mexican Trios Match.
So, I went out to make sure that when you - the fans of the AWA - tune in to
Estrellas En El Cielo in a few weeks time, you’ll get the traditional Mexican Trios
Match.

And I wanted to make sure that when you did, you got the greatest lucha libre Trio
of all time to boot!

[Westerly grins.]

AW: Ladies and gentlemen... REUNITED AND IT FEELS SO GOOD... making their in-
ring return at Estrellas En El Cielo for one night only...

[Westerly pauses for dramatic effect.]
AW: LOS RENEGADOS!
[There’s a sizable reaction from the more knowledgable members of the AWA

Galaxy as Westerly smirks at the response... and in exaggerated fashion, she holds
the mic high and drops it to the canvas with a "THUNK!”]



GM: Los Renegados! A big announcement here from Angelica Westerly as it
appears that Kaz Konoe will reunite with his former partners for one night only
when the AWA comes down to Mexico in about a month’s time!

BW: Angelica Westerly may have just broken the Internet, Gordo.

GM: Absolutely... and I'm being told we’re going to hear from Kaz Konoe himself
later tonight to get his thoughts on being reunited with his old partners for this big
match going down in Mexico. But right now, let’s go backstage to Mark Stegglet
who is standing by with one of big winners from the recent Stampede Cup
tournament - the American Idols! Mark?

[We fade to the backstage area where Mark Stegglet is standing.]
MS: Thanks, Gordon. Big winners indeed. Gentlemen, come on in here...

[Chaz and Chet Wallace approach from either side of Mark Stegglet, neither looking
their usual joyous selves.]

MS: It was just two weeks ago when the two of you shocked the wrestling world by
making it to the Semifinals of the Stampede Cup tournament and - quite frankly -
coming oh-so-close to knocking off the World Tag Team Champions to move on to
the tournament Finals!

[Chaz nods.]

Chaz: Yeah, it was a hell of a tournament. We knew we could do what we did... and
honestly thought we could do even more but you’re probably right. We probably
did shock a lot of people.

[Mark turns towards Chet.]

MS: Well, the question that’s been on the minds of a lot of people lately is... what’s
next for the Idols after that fantastic run?

[Chet shrugs.]

Chet: There’s a lot of the things the Idols would like to do... but we didn’t win the
Cup... so we gotta take a backseat to the Soldiers of Fortune for a little while. But I
promise you, when the Soldiers and Next Gen meet, we're going to be watching
very closely.

[Mark furrows his brow, looking back and forth between the twins.]

MS: Guys, I gotta admit... I'm a little thrown right now.

Chaz: Oh?

MS: Well, I thought you two would be out here demanding a title match... insisting
you go first and gloating over what you DID accomplish in Mosaic Stadium.

[Chaz shrugs.]

Chaz: Sorry to disappoint you, Mark... but I think we’re a little distracted after what
we just heard.

[Stegglet looks puzzled.]

MS: From Angelica Westerly?



[Chaz nods.]

Chaz: That’s right. Angelica is a beautiful and intelligent woman so you better
believe I listen when she’s talking...but right now, all I'm doing is hearing this weird
buzzing sound and seeing red.

Chet: Mark, I know you're a student of the game but I also know that some people
might not be as well-educated about this sport as you are... so I think we need to
deliver a little history lesson.

MS: Okay, fire away.
[Chet clears his throat.]

Chet: Let’s talk about the greatest faction in the history of our sport - the Dead
Man’s Party. Now, a lot of AWA fans know about the good ol’ DMP because we
made our presence felt here a few years back before Rising Sun Showdown 2. But
you people need to understand... the DMP was it! The thing! The place to be! We
ruled Japan for years and still do.

Chaz: We've said it before, Mark... don’t confuse expansion with destruction... and
the DMP in Japan may not be us anymore... it may not be Riley anymore... but the
DMP lives on there...

Chet: ...and here. We're in the AWA... some friends of ours are elsewhere... the DMP
IS American wrestling... it IS Japanese wrestling... and yes, Mark Stegglet... it IS
Mexican wrestling too. The AWA fans have been introduced to DMP Japan... they’ve
met DMPUSA up close and in person... and it's only a matter of time until they meet
DMP MEX.

[Chaz grins.]

Chaz: And when they do, they’ll wonder how in the world a beautiful woman like
Angelica Westerly can ever get away with telling complete and utter lies.

[The Idols turn to exit when Chet pauses, placing a hand on Stegget’s shoulder.]
Chet: Expansion... not destruction.

[And with a quick double pat, Chet takes his leave as Mark Stegglet looks on
confused...

...and we fade up to the ring where the lovely and talented Rebecca Ortiz awaits. ]

RO: Tonight’s opening contest is scheduled for one fall with a ten minute time limit.
Introducing first... already in the ring at this time... from Thunder Bay, Ontario...
weighing 130 pounds... ELIZABETH ARCHER!

[Archer is a long, willowy blonde in white tights and a light blue bra top. She tilts
her nose up at the crowd who starts to boo her.]

RO: And her opponent... she hails from Toronto, Ontario by way of Jackson,
Tennessee... weighing 160 pounds... she is the AFRO PUNK...

VICTORIAAAAAA JUUUUUUUUUUNE!

[The crowd goes crazy as the Ramones’ "Blitzkrieg Bop” blares over the PA system
with its high energy guitar rift. A pillar of smoke erupts from under the stage as
Victoria June is propelled upwards through a gap in the stage, landing on it with a
loud “THUNK!” to big cheers!]



GM: Oh my! Quite the entrance here for the Afro Punk in her former home country
of Canada, Bucky!

BW: Shoulda turned up the pressure on that launch... there are a few light bulbs up
in the ceiling that need changed.

[June is instantly in motion, jumping around and banging her head in time with the
music. The Afro Punk is dressed in her odd cuts uniform: leather vest, dashiki-
printed leotard, skin-tight torn up Daisy Duke jeans shorts, torn up fishnet
stockings, Doc Martens boots and Kurt Cobain sunglasses. The freckled-faced
albino stomps down to the ring, throwing herself at the fans leaning over the railing
and “moshing” with them.]

GM: And apparently it’s Crowd Participation Night here in Winnipeg.
BW: Be careful there. We don’t need another lawsuit.

[June’s crazy blonde afro jumps and bounces as she screams “Hey ho! Let’s go!” in
a thick Tennessee accent.]

GM: And Winnipeg is showing some love for the pure ball of energy that is Victoria
June! Boy, is she wild! Look at that energy! Look at that hair! Look at these
people here in Winnipeg get behind her!

BW: And look at the look of the disgust on Elizabeth Archer’s face as she tries to
figure out exactly what an Afro-Punk is, daddy. Well Elizabeth Archer, join the
club. June’s been around for over a year now and I still have no idea what she’s all
about!

GM: She’s a little bit of everything, Bucky! She’s just wild and free. And I gotta
say I like her attitude.

[June has made her way into the ring, bouncing around wildly as the referee
struggles to keep her away from Archer.]

GM: We're just about set for action here to kick off Saturday Night Wrestling...
BW: Look at her, Gordo. Just jumping around like a kangaroo! Archer is
completely confused... she wants to lock up and this goofball won't stay still! If I
were, I'd just take a nap in the corner and wait for June to burn herself out

[The referee waves for June to settle down and start the match.]

GM: We might be here all night if Archer takes on that strategy... and here’s the bell
now.

“DING! DING! DING!”

[June doesn’t stop moving, lunging right at Archer into a collar and elbow and
shoving the smaller Archer back into the corner with ease.]

GM: June pushes her back to the corner and...
“WHAAAAAAAP!”

[The crowd cheers for a big knife edge chop splashing across the chest as June
grins at the reaction.]

GM: Hard chop by the Afro Punk and she’s not done yet!



“WHAAAAAAAAP!”
“WHAAAAAAAAP!”
“WHAAAAAAAAP!”

[June’s series of chops leaves Archer reeling as referee Shari Miranda orders her to
back off.]

GM: The official looking for a break here as June really laid those in, didn’t she?
BW: Archer’s chest is already turning red.

[A big whip across the ring sends Archer crashing into the buckles, rebounding back
into a hiptoss lift... turned into a makeshift powerslam!]

GM: Ohh! And now some innovative offense on the part of the Afro Punk, showing
off that surprising strength at times.

BW: June is country strong, Gordo. She’ll shock you with her power. She just
tossed her like Henrietta used to toss the other hogs at the trough!

GM: BUCKY!

BW: It's been a while.

[The crowd cheers hard as Archer lands hard on her back on the mat with June on
top of her. June hops to her feet, banging her head as she throws herself at the
ropes. She rebounds off and delivers a big knee drop to the chest.]

GM: Leaping kneedrop by June... and Archer feeling the effects of that one for sure.
[Archer cringes as she rolls onto her side to avoid a pinning predicament. June
ignores her however as she hops up onto the turnbuckles, banging her head at the
crowd and calling out “Hey! Ho!”]

“LET'S GO!”

GM: And listen to that response, Bucky! The crowd is fully behind this wild Afro
Punk!

BW: They are... but at the same time, it's Winnipeg! Have you see the size of the
mosquitos in this place, Gordo? These people are probably all light headed from
inhaling bug spray!

GM: Archer slow to get up after that kneedrop, staggering up now...

BW: She’d better turn around though...

[But as she does, June takes flight, lashing out with one leg to catch Archer under
the chin with a one-legged dropkick that knocks Archer down to the mat!]

BW: Archer flew so far on that dropkick that she probably thinks she’s back in
Thunder Bay. Check your frequent flyer miles, kid!

[June stays on the downed Archer this time, grabbing Archer’s arm and yanking her
to her feet only to knock her back down with a short-arm clothesline.]

GM: Short-arm clothesline takes Archer right back off her feet... and June’s hanging
on, bringing her up again...



[She yanks her right back up into another clothesline. And then yanks her right
back up into a third clothesline before she finally releases the wrist.]

GM: Three short-arm clotheslines really doing a number on Archer, taking a serious
toll on her neck. Archer’s really been caught off-balance by the onslaught from
Victoria June who continues to work her way towards a future Women’s World Title
shot, Bucky.

BW: Yeah, but I hear that’s not all she’s gunning for.

GM: What do you mean?

BW: You know there’s a buzz on the street that at some point down the road, we
may get AWA Women’s World Tag Team Champions, right?

GM: It's the talk of the Internet for sure.
BW: Well, we've see June and Julie Somers in the past as a successful team. You
think June wouldn’t love to make history as one-half of the first Women’s World Tag

Team Titles?

GM: I'm sure she would... and as she pulls Archer back up, whipping her across...
oh, Archer ducks the back elbow... off the far side...

[But as Archer rebounds towards her, June leaps into the air, catching her with a
Fierro Press that knocks her right off her feet and down on the canvas.]

GM: June wipes her out with that one...

[The former Canadian grabs Archer by the side of the head and slams the back of
her skull into the mat repeatedly as June howls wildly.]

GM: And June’s taking the fight to Elizabeth Archer who hasn’t even gotten out of
the gates here tonight.

[Leaping to her feet, June rushes towards the hard camera with a shout.]
“"WOO CHILE! WE GETTING ROWDY TONIGHT! LET'S GO!”

GM: Victoria June having a rockin’ good time here with our capacity crowd here at
the Bell MTS Place here in Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada!

BW: Well, June may be but Archer isn’t having a good time. She’s been battered
and bruised and beaten up.

[June circles back to Archer who has struggled her way back up to a sitting
position. She is clutching her body, trying to get the blood flowing as June grabs
her by the ears and pulls her to her feet.]

GM: Look out here...

[A hard headbutt follows... and a second... a third... a fourth, leaving Archer wobbly
on her feet as June grabs her own forehead.]

GM: Oh my goodness, what a nasty series of headbutts by Victoria June and
Elizabeth Archer seeing stars after that vicious barrage of blows.

BW: A headbutt’s not a pleasant experience, Gordo. You start seeing stars... you
might get dizzy... and if it's not on target, all bets are off on the kind of damage it
might do.



GM: June staying on the attack, whipping Archer to the ropes again...
[And as Archer rebounds, June muscles her up...]
GM: UPSIDE DOWN AND ALL AROUND... DOWWWWWWN ACROSS THE KNEE!

BW: A tilt-a-whirl backbreaker... and a good one. June should be making the cover
here if you ask me but she’s passing up on it.

[The crowd cheers as June holds the backbreaker across her knee before she shifts
her grip and lifts Archer up across her chest.]

GM: Uh oh... we’ve seen this before!

[June gives a whoop as she falls forward in the middle of the ring, driving the air
out of Archer’s lungs with a crushing front falling power slam.]

GM: OHHHH!

BW: Well, that’s gotta be it, Gordo. She better not waste time with more moves.
Get the pin and get out!

[June holds the pin on the slam as Shari Miranda dives into place and quickly
registers the three count.]

“DING! DING! DING!”

[The crowd cheers her getting the duke as June bounces to her feet, moshing
around the ring and celebrating her victory.]

RO: Ladies and gentlemen... here is your winner... VICTORIA JUNE!
[June raises an arm, grinning at the cheering fans.]

GM: Victoria June with a dominating win here in Winnipeg and it looks like we’re not
finished with the Afro Punk. She’s about to be interviewed by our very own Mark
Stegglet.

[June exits the ring to head over to the end of the ramp at ringside where Mark
Stegglet is waiting.]

MS: Thanks, Gordon... and Victoria June, I'll let you catch your breath. But I've got
to ask you ... there’s been a lot of talk about you as a contender to the Women'’s
World Title, but there’s also been talk about a women’s tag team division in the
AWA. Will you be competing for tag team gold?

[June catches her breath, hands on knees. She raises up, brushing strands of hair
from her face.]

V]: Ah mean, ah love competing in front of these wonderful AWA fans, Mark. Hey
Canada, ah’'m always so happy to come back to mah second home! So, Mark, ah
don’t care if it's for the World title or World Tag Team Titles... ah’'m in.

MS: You and Julie Somers have teamed up before. I assume she would be your
first choice for a partner.

V]: Julie and ah have talked about it, but she’s concentratin’ as she should on being
the Number One Contender. She might not have time to tag with me so ah’ve



kinda got mah eye out for a new partner. You know somebody? Well, ah’ll be their
somebody to tag with.

MS: Can you tell us what you’re looking for in a partner?

V]: Somebody that matches mah energy, yah know? I'm a bit wild! I'm a bit
crazy! Ah need somebody that will match that energy and still keep their head on
their shoulders. Ah don’t know if ah’'m the one to do that.

MS: Too much punk energy?

V]: Ah mean, ah don’t know. As a kid ah was always just go go go. You couldn’t
take your eyes off meh. Ah kinda need a partner who'll be the calm one... like ol
Wonder Woman was for meh. Hey, before ah go let meh shout out Julie one more
time. Get your title match and go put down that nasty Kurayami. And Kurayami, if
yuh ever get past Wonder Woman don’t sleep on the Afro Punk!

[She throws her arm around Stegglet.]

V]: Let’s go!

[She bangs her head after she plants a kiss on a grinning Stegglet’s cheek.]

MS: Ladies and gentlemen... the Afro Punk, Victoria June! Whether it's Kurayami or
perhaps a new set of titles here in the AWA, she’s got her eyes set on championship
gold! Fans, we'll be right back with more Saturday Night Wrestling action so don’t
you dare go away!

[We fade from Mark Stegglet out near the ringside area to a flash of the ACCESS
365 logo which ends up with us inside the office of now-Generalissimo Castillo, still
clad in his uniform. A big grin is on his face as he leans back in his chair, feet on
his heavy polished wooden desk as he stares at a large crystal on a chain - an
object AWA fans know as the Eye of Tyr.]

JC: Tell me your secrets, hm? Give me what I need to know.

[Castillo stares at the crystal, obviously in deep concentration as we hear a rap on
the door. El Presidente looks up, a glare on his face as he hangs the crystal on a
metal hook near his desk.]

JC: ENTER!

[The door swings open as “The Future” Derrick Williams steps through the portal,
dressed down for him in track pants with ASICS trainers on, and wearing a black
and red “System Shock” hoodie, available now on AWAShop.com for the discount
price of $29.99, with the hood pulled up. Castillo grins at the sight of Williams,
waving him in even as the sunglass-wearing MAWAGA stiffens up.]

JC: Ah, Derrick! Just who I wanted to see! Come in please... come in!

[Williams is tentative, closing the door behind him and pulling down his hood,
revealing his Line-Up buzz cut and chinstrap beard. He stays standing.]

DW: Funny... I thought it’d be Temple here and not you.
[Castillo looks alarmed for a moment.]
JC: Temple... why would he...?

[Castillo trails off as understanding settles in.]



JC: Ah, yes. Ms. Westerly. Well, with certain things coming to light recently... I felt
it best if you and Ms. Westerly avoided one another for the time being.

[Williams nods.]
JC: Besides... this business is between us.
[Castillo grins, waggling a finger.]

JC: You've been very busy the last couple of weeks... first in Regina... then in
Atlanta...

[Williams nods again.]

DW: So, naturally you're about to give me a reward... that it?

[Castillo tilts his head.]

JC: I sense hostility, Derrick. There is no need for that.

[He shrugs.]

JC: Sure, yes... I could be mad that you turned me down at... that... show.

[He grimaces in disgust.]

JC: But it all worked out according to plan... mostly... in the end. And I certainly
understand your hesitation. Now, you must believe me, Mr. Williams... at that time,
neither of us had any idea that Ms. Westerly had anything to do with Jackson
Hunter’s return. But your gut instinct turned out right again.

[Williams raises an eyebrow.]

DW: Again?

[Castillo nods.]

JC: Of course. Your instincts served you quite well a year ago when you joined up
with... him... in the Axis.

[Williams grins.]

DW: Him, huh? You’d think after all he did for this company, he might deserve to
have his name mentioned.

[Castillo smirks.]

JC: If he ever wants to make things right, he has my number. But nevertheless,
that association has done wonders for you... really boosting your profile... making
you a name in this industry. And you even did well leading the Axis on your own
earlier this year. The three of you had half the titles in the company at once.
[Williams grimaces.]

DW: Despite you trying to end us in February.

[Castillo shrugs.]



JC: Do not think that was personal, Mr. Williams. It was business... always
business.

[Williams gives a knowing look.]
DW: Always?
[Castillo grins.]

JC: Guilty as charged. But the Axis was business. Jackson Hunter is a... problem...
and always has been.

DW: Also an old friend of yours if I understand right.

JC: Circumstances change.

[Williams nods.]

DW: That’s what I'm worried about, El Presidente. And I suppose it was all
business when your hired thug John Law got involved in getting those tag titles off

Riley and I.

JC: Mr. Law follows my orders to the letter... but also has his own business to attend
to. Your loss falls - in part - on him... but not on me.

[Williams slowly nods.]

JC: But that’s all in the past, Mr. Williams. Obstacles. Tests, if you will... and you
passed them all with flying colors. You’re here now. You succeeded. You're
making big waves. You're the last man standing.

You weren’t part of the Axis - you WERE the Axis.

[If you could hear the sound of rolling eyes, it'd be loud as Williams seems to not
be buying what the Generalissimo is selling.]

JC: You are the Future, Derrick Williams... believe me on that.

[Williams nods, looking at Castillo.]

DW: And you want me to do what? Back off Hunter? Cause that ain’t happening.
[Castillo shakes his head.]

JC: No, no... by all means... continue your vendetta with Jackson Hunter. Get into
the rankings, get that National Title from him. I have no grudge with Jackson
Hunter... at the moment... but I would much prefer to see that National Title around
your waist. You deserve it.

[Castillo grins.]

JC: And it’s a natural stepping stone to what you really want, yes?

[Williams seems to think on this for a moment.]

DW: So, let me get this straight... I can put an early end to Colton’s oh-so-
promising young career... I can send Jax back to his ranch... for good this time... I

can get that National Title around my waist...

[Williams pauses, tapping a finger on the desk.]



DW: ...and you're not going to send your... Army... to do a damn thing to me? 1
getting this right?

[Castillo grins, feeling the need to reel him in.]

JC: Precisely. Do exactly what you feel your need to do. I personally guarantee
you that the Korugun Army will stay out of your way...

[Castillo points a finger.]

JC: ...provided that you don’t get into ours.

We have bigger fish to fry than Jackson Hunter.

[Williams nods, although it’s not clear if it's in agreement.]
DW: And what do I need to do in return?

[Castillo chuckles.]

JC: Ever the pragmatic one.

Fine, Mr. Williams. Let’s lay all of our cards on the table. You and I? We have a
mutual goal... and you could say that I see great things for you... in the future.

[Castillo beams at his own pun. Williams doesn’t react.]

JC: I understand that Ms. Westerly made you an offer... back when you were on
speaking terms. So, let me extend you an offer of my own.

You take your bit of time... put your house in order... do what needs to be done with
Colton and Hunter...

[Castillo pauses.]
DW: And?
[Castillo grins.]

JC: And when the time is right, you join us in striking the final blow against a man
we both hate.

[Williams nods, obviously thinking about Castillo’s words.]

DW: Mist-

[He pauses again, holding out his hands apologetically.]

DW: I'm sorry. General Castillo...

[Castillo grins at the honorarium.]

DW: I think we may be able to come to an understanding. IF you and your army
stay out of my way in all things involving weasley Canadians... you let me get one
back for my boys...

[Another pauses.]

DW: ..I can see us breaking bread in regards to putting down Martinez.



[Williams gets very serious again.]

DW: But you need to think about the very well-known influences on my career,
Javier... and THEIR penchant for settling scores. And I'm a DAMN good learner.. as
Jax apparently forgot.

By the time the smoke clears, you're going to want me on your side... not across
from it.

[Castillo nods.]

DW: Besides... you don’t got many big picture thinkers hanging around.

[Williams keeps his eyes on Castillo. ]

JC: I understand, Mr. Williams. You look at the larger picture. And I want you to
think long and hard about what I've done... what Korugun has done... for the people
we choose to assist.

[Williams nods, starting to back out of the office.]

DW: General, that’s precisely what I'm looking at.

[Williams throws a look over at MAWAGA.]

DW: Good to see you back.

[And with a nod, Williams backs from the room, leaving Castillo and MAWAGA
behind as we get another flash of the ACCESS logo and then fade to black...

...and then back up. We see two young kids - a boy and a girl - standing at the
barricade at an AWA live event. They are on their feet, screaming and shouting for
the action in the ring. We can hear a bell and soon, Travis Lynch is standing in front
of them, giving them both a high five with the AWA National Title belt hanging over
his shoulder. The young man turns towards the camera.]

“Wow! I wish I could be the champion!”

[There’s a voiceover.]

VO: Now you can!

[And with a flash of light, the young man has a replica of the National Title hanging
over his shoulder. The boy yelps with glee, slapping the title belt with a big grin on
his face. The voiceover continues as we see the title belts one by one.]

VO: Okay, maybe you can’t be the champion but you can own your own version of
the same title belts you see on TV each and every week!

The National Title, the World Television Title, the Tag Team Titles, even the World
Heavyweight Title can be yours!

Kids sizes and adult sizes available.
[A quick shot of a grown man holding the World Title in the air, smiling broadly.]
VO: Oh, and don’t think we forgot about you...

[FLASH!



And now the little girl from the start of the ad is holding her own version of the
Women’s World Championship.]

“I can be a champion too!”

[Cut to a three shot of the adult and the two kids each holding up their title belts.]
VO: Available now at retail stores everywhere and AWAShop.com!

[Fade to black...

...and then fade back up backstage where Colt Patterson is standing by with Kaz
Konoe and Luciana. They are both in black T-shirts with "LOS RENEGADOS” in white
across the chest. The “Chola Japonesa” has hers tied just under her chest, baring
her midriff. She also has on a black miniskirt, as well as a twisted red bandana tied
around her head, knotted at her forehead. Konoe is not dressed to compete; he has
on a pair of blue denim jeans and his expression is all the more inscrutable thanks
to the pair of Aviators that shield his eyes.]

CP: Colt Patterson, backstage here in Winnipeg on Saturday Night Wrestling... and
Luciana, Kaz, you heard it earlier tonight... we all heard it earlier tonight from none
other than Angelica Westerly of Guerreros del Mundo. For one night only, at the
Estadio BBVA in Guadalupe, Nuevo Ledn, Mexico, the notorious... Brash... Some
would say iconoclastic... Los Renegados will reunite for a trios match at Estrellas En
El Cielo! We all assume you will be a part of that three-man team, but what else
can you tell us - Luciana, Kaz - about your teammates heading into Estrellas En El
Cielo?

[Konoe tilts his head slightly.]

KK: Team... Mates, Colt? No, is not teammates. Los Renegados are like family to
me... Mis hermanos... I wrestle in Mexico for five years... First four years, many still
treat me like outsider... El extranjero... Foreigner. But El Caballo Salvaje... Angel
Azul... Espejo Negro... They welcome me... Show me way of Los Renegados. That
song is not just a song, not just for fun, Colt... When Los Renegados reunite at the
Estadio BBVA a month from now? It WILL be... SO GOOD!

[Patterson nods.]

CP: Now, there are some in the AWA Galaxy who might not be familiar with what
goes on in our sport south of the border, but for those of us in the know, myself
included, this is quite the coup on the part of Angelica Westerly and Guerreros del
Mundo...

KK: [Removing his sunglasses and slipping them into his jeans pocket.] Los
Renegados es la faccidén dominante en toda la lucha libre Mexicana, Colt, if not the
world today. Caballo Salvaje has been campeonato Mundial de Peso Semicompleto
del SWLL. He has been campeonato Nacional de Trios y campeonato Mundial de
Trios del SWLL with mis hermanos de Los Renegados. In future, Colt, when anyone
ever talks about renegade wrestling on the forums, or among their friends in the
group chats, they will still be talking about Los Renegados!

L: The Wallace boys, Tweedledum and Tweedledumber, want to talk about Dead
Man’s Party being the greatest faction in the world today, Colt? Sure, the DMP ruled
Japan for years... Until a couple of years ago when Kaz here returned and formed
Los Renegados de Japén! That's when LRJ, NOT the DMP, became THE faction the
Japanese fans wanted to get behind... Became THE dominant faction in all of Japan!
But, sure, let's pretend DMP MEX...



[She turns to Konoe, who... shrugs.]

L: ...is EVER going to be a thing. In fact, if I heard correctly, Ms. Westerly did not
announce opponents for Los Renegados at Estrellas En El Cielo. Maybe she, or El
Presidente, has another AWA trio in mind, but how about this, Colt, how about they
put the American Idiots...

[Patterson interrupts.]
CP: And a third?
[Luciana arches an eyebrow in Patterson’s direction.]

L: That's right... And a third... Across the ring from Los Renegados, so we can prove,
once again, which is the superior trio!

[Colt nods approvingly.]

CP: I'm not going to lie, Luciana - that is quite the suggestion. And I know I'd love
to see it! I'm sure the fans of the AWA... the fans of Mexico... the fans all over the
world would love to see it too. And after what we've heard tonight, I'd be surprised
if the AWA front office wasn’t considering it too.

[Konoe and Luciana nod, taking their leave.]

CP: Now THAT’S how you get the scoop, Blackwell. They oughta give me my own
app and bring out the AWA's...

[He strikes a pose, curling his arm up.]
CP: ...biggest guns.

[Colt raises the other arm for a double bicep pose as the "ACCESS 365" logo flies
across the screen. In Castillo’s office, El Presidente glares impatiently out his
window at the orange setting sun.]

JC: MAWAGA, I must confess, I do not care for these places. Saskatchewan,
Manitoba, North Dakota. These huge, empty plains... these clear skies... and a sun
that watches my every move from horizon to horizon.

[MAWAGA nods the nod of a man who has heard his employer wax philosophic a
hundred times before. He hears the knock at the door, and courteously opens it.
Castillo turns to look, nodding his head, waving a hand.]

JC: Miss Hayes. And, of course, Mr. Kendrick. By all means, come in... come in...
please sit down. I'm guessing you got my invitation.

[Kendrick sneers.]
KK: Sounded more like a summons to me but...

MSH: But we were happy to come, Javier! We're both so appreciative of all that
you've done for us and... well, even after what happened in Regina... I'm sure we
can find a way to be... mutually beneficial to each other.

[Castillo raises an eyebrow as Kerry Kendrick, in jean shorts and a black t-shirt,
makes himself comfortable on Castillo’s leather couch. Sandra Hayes, in a bright
pink sundress, her black hair tied in a ponytail high on the back of her head, makes
herself comfortable draped languidly across Kendrick’s lap.]



JC: I'm sure we can, Miss Hayes. And of course, I share your disappointment at
the results of the Battle of Saskatchewan. I had hoped that we could be toasting a
new business arrangement between us tonight.

[Kendrick glares at Castillo.]

KK: If only your hand-picked private security was a little better at their jobs.

[MAWAGA takes a step towards Kendrick as Castillo raises a hand, Kendrick’'s eyes
flashing.]

KK: Not you, big man. I'm talking about Law.

[MAWAGA sits back, staring down at Kendrick from behind his sunglasses as
Kendrick settles down.]

KK: Javier, who the hell was that guard, anyway? I had Detson dead-to-rights.
MSH: That’s a good point, Javier. I thought John Law had personally screened
those guards. Our safety was compromised because some Dudley Doo-Rite from
the RCMP went rogue!

[Castillo grimaces.]

JC: And that’s why I invited you here. As you know, the ACCESS 365 cameras are...
everywhere.

[He turns towards the camera we’re using right now, looking right at it.]

JC: And one of them just so happened to be in that parking lot when you met the
security team that Mr. Law had selected.

[Kendrick raises his eyebrows as Hayes leans forward.]
JC: I think you'll find the footage as... intriguing... as I did.

[Castillo pulls a remote from his pocket, and the screen on the wall lights up. Within
this "ACCESS 365" segment, another "ACCESS 365" segment begins to air.

It's the parking lot at Mosaic Stadium in Regina. John Law, Theresa Lynch, Sandra
Hayes, a half-a-dozen private security in riot gear, shot from a different angle.

John Law barks, “"Green Team... MOVE OUT!”
Law, Hayes, and five of the security team march toward the stadium, but one
lingers, looking at an angered Theresa Lynch. Theresa snaps back, “what do YOU

want?!”

The security guard raises the visor on their helmet, Theresa Lynch exclaims, “no
way!” and the image freezes.]

MSH: That one was a little short.
KK: That’s the one that cost me the World Title!
[Castillo speaks into the remote.]

JC: Enhance 224 to 176.



[The image on screen zooms in and clarifies, and we finally learn the identity of the
rogue riot squad member.]

KK: Ricki!

MSH: Toughill!

[MAWAGA raises his dark shades, a rare look of surprise on his taciturn face.]
KK: I knew it! I knew it! I thought I smelled stale beer and hot sauce at ringside!
MSH: She was fired! She was supposed to be gone!

KK: So was Supernova...

[Castillo throws a glare in Kendrick’s direction... and then shakes it off.]

JC: I've been in touch with the appropriate authorities, of course... and we will be
prosecuting her for whatever charges are-

KK: No.

JC: No? Mr. Kendrick, I understand that you're upset but wouldn’t you prefer to see
Erica Toughill spend some serious time in prison?

KK: Do you think that scares her?

[Castillo pensively puts the tip of the remote to his chin; he hadn’t considered
that.]

KK: She’ll thrive there. I know Ricki and that’ll be like a free six-to-ten month
vacation to her.

[Hayes snuggles up closer to Kendrick and whispers into his ear. Then she flashes a
smile to Castillo.]

MSH: Javier, you've done so much for us in such a short time. Why don’t you let us
take care of this for you?

[Castillo eyeballs Hayes warily.]
JC: I suppose that’s fair. What did you have in mind?
[Kendrick abruptly gets up, dumping a surprised Hayes off his lap onto the couch.]

KK: You've got to put Ricki in front of me where we can see her. I'll host “"Think
Tank.”

In North Dakota, where all eyes will be on the AWA... Ricki Toughill will be our
special guest.

[Castillo nods.]
JC: Consider it done. Of course.
[Hayes gets to her feet, grinning.]

MSH: Oh, and there’s something else we’d like to take care of: Theresa Lynch knew.
She knew... and that little princess didn’t tell anyone.



[Castillo raises an eyebrow.]

JC: Hmm. Theresa Lynch. Well... yes, obviously she knew someone not under AWA
contract was trespassing at one of our events and...

[Castillo trails off as Kendrick speaks again.]

KK: They were spotted hanging around together a lot a month or two ago. For all
we know, Theresa could have given Ricki one of her flight vouchers to go to Regina
on the company dime.

[Castillo again nods.]

JC: Yes. I suppose it's possible. Well, we can certainly take appropriate actions. 1
will have her-

[Sandra interrupts.]

MSH: Can I make a suggestion?

[Castillo smirks.]

JC: What did you have in mind, Miss Hayes?

[Kendrick smirks, then looks lovingly at Sandra Hayes, who twirls her tar-colored
ponytail deviously as we get a flash of the ACCESS 365 logo before we fade to
black.

Cut to a college library where two students have a physics textbook open.]

STUDENT #1: So what's question 10?

STUDENT #2: “Matter that produces and/or emits ionizing energy can be described
by what adjective?”

[Student #1 looks up from the book and slams it shut. Cutaway as he stands up,
now suddenly wearing Derrick Williams' gold “Future” coat from SuperClash VIII
through the miracle of editing. He takes out his phone and presses a “play” button.]

[A wide shot of the entire library as the student spreads his arms to the chorus of
Imagine Dragons.]

“"RADIOACTIVE... RADIOACTIVE..."

[Cut to a sushi chef with a white towel over his head and a kimono with a Claw
Academy logo. To Volbeat's “"A Warrior's Call,” he bursts through curtains to serve a
platter of sashimi to a table.

In a gym, a women does sit-ups in and out of frame to “You've Got Another Thing
Coming” by Judas Priest. After her third sit-up, her face is spontaneously painted
with a black and yellow 'S'. She cups her hands to her mouth and howls.

A man and two school-aged children step through the automatic glass door of a big
box retailer to “"Black Skinhead” by Kanye West. They are all in hooded fighter's
robes, and they stoically nod at the camera in unison as they pause by the
shopping carts.

A woman prances through a maze of cubicles to “I'm The Best” by Nicki Minaj,
twirling a red braid and balancing a cup of coffee.



A civic worker in a visibility vest tries to move a dead tree branch into a truck to
“Brian Boru's March” by The Chieftains. With part of the branch under his arm and
his another hand, you'd swear he was giving the branch an armbar.

On a playground, a little girl with a distinct scowl stomps up to home plate to
“Another One” by Night Club. She swings her bat wildly at the ball resting on a tee.]

STUDENT #2: [voice] Yeah, I think that's right.

[Cut back to library. Student #1 still has his arms open, but now to the sounds of
library ambience. Someone in the background coughs. He sits back down.]

STUDENT #1: Okay... uh... Question 11?

“AWA: Be Your Entrance.”

“The Official AWA Playlist, available now on Apple Music and Spotify.”
Click The Link!

[Fade to black...

...and as we fade back up, Led Zeppelin’s classic “Kashmir” hits the PA, its signature
opening guitar riff tearing through the Winnipeg night. The crowd reacts... still
mostly with jeers but perhaps not as many jeers as it has in the past. A few
moments pass before the arrival of the AWA World Champion, Johnny Detson, as he
saunters out onto the entrance stage in a black suit and maroon button down shirt
sans tie. His open suit jacket shows the World Heavyweight Title secured around
his waist.]

GM: We are back live in Winnipeg and there he is, Bucky...
BW: THE CHAMP IS HERE!

GM: After a hard-fought pair of title defenses against Bret Grayson and Kerry
Kendrick earlier this month, Johnny Detson has managed to keep that title around
his waist... despite having earned the ire of the AWA President Javier Castillo.

BW: Well, yeah... things aren’t going so well between Castillo and Detson lately but
I think that’s just miscommunication. If they sat down together and really talked,
I'n sure they could work everything out.

GM: You DID hear Detson tell Castillo he wants a divorce several weeks ago, right?

[Detson makes his way down the aisle, not acknowledging the definitely more split
reaction he’s hearing on this night in Winnipeg as he climbs up the ringsteps, taking
an offered mic from a ringside attendant. He steps through the ropes, walking out
to mid-ring where he pulls the title belt off his waist, holding it high over his head
to a sprinkling more of cheers before he drops the belt over his shoulder, the music
fades, and he begins to speak.]

JD: I went into Saskatchewan and did exactly what I said I would. I beat Kerry
Kendrick and retained the AWA World Heavyweight Championship!

[Detson taps the gold to a small cheer from more of the crowd than one might
expect.]

JD: And there I was celebrating that victory... when once again I get jumped from
behind by Supernova!



[Now THAT'S a burst of cheers from the crowd for the namedrop which causes the
World Champion to frown, shaking his head.]

[Larger pop for the name drop which causes Detson to slightly frown.]

JD: Yeah.... well... he jumped me! Not the guy that took his Rumble win, not the
guy that fired him but me. You know what? Fine because you know what? I'm still
the World Champ and you’'re still unemployed!

[The boos are stronger now for Detson’s abrasive side coming back out. Detson
nods his head at the obviously confused crowd as a "SU-PER-NO-VA!” chant breaks
out. Detson glares at the fans, obviously agitated now as he waits for the chant to
die down.]

JD: And speaking of unemployed... that Extreme Debacle down in Philly...

[The crowd cheers the nostalgic event loudly as Detson shakes his head.]

JD: I wasn't even going to be there! It wasn’t even on my radar! I am so far
above what the E is and what it ever stood for... that I can’t even see that far down.
But then Blue comes to me and dangles that EMWC title... well, even the implication
of it was too much to resist.

[Detson smirks and shakes his head out of frustration.]

JD: And what happens? A good ol’ bait and switch, that’s what!

[The crowd cheers the memory of “what happens” in South Philly as Detson fumes.]
JD: And let me tell you something, Adam Rogers, I know you're in the back there...
retired means just that... RETIRED! You get nostalgic, you lace those boots back
up... I don’t care if it’s for the E, if it's for Memphis or some Beale Street Bullies
reunion... the only thing you should know for sure is that I'll be right there behind
you and we’ll figure out what we should have figured out in Philly!

[Detson begins pacing back and forth in the ring now, really worked up as the
crowd roars for the idea of that potential match.]

JD: But no... instead of Adam Rogers, I get Brian James...
[Big cheer for the suspended former AWA star.]

JD: ..who I CLEARLY wasn't ready for... who I didn’t prepare for and you know
what... he choked me out! I didn'’t like it... it didn’t feel good... but it happened.

[Detson grimaces as the fans cheer again.]

JD: So, Blue got his buyrate... James got to feel good about himself... and I woke up
with a headache. But other than that... nothing changed. Because in case you
missed the part when I was talking to Nova, James...

[Detson points to the title.]

JD: I'm still the World Champ...

[Detson points to the camera.]

JD: ..and you’'re still unemployed.

[Detson glares at the camera.]



JD: And when Mommy and Daddy are more in demand in this business than you,
maybe that’s saying something? Just a thought. Hell, they’re neck deep in
Korugun... you think some sort of favor could be-

[Detson’s words are cut off by the jungle cat roar and accompanying music that can
only mean the arrival of El Presidente himself.]

GM: Uh oh.

BW: No, no... this could be a good thing. Maybe Javier's come out to apologize and
mend fences.

GM: That does not sound like something Javier Castillo would EVER do.

[And indeed, as Castillo arrives on the scene, he looks quite annoyed. Flanked by
MAWAGA and John Law on either side, a frown a mile wide is on his face as he
stands atop the stage, waving for his music to be cut.]

JC: Cut it... cut it now.

[The music abruptly comes to a halt as the fans jeer loudly for Castillo’s arrival.]
JC: Johnny, Johnny, Johnny... what am I ever going to do with the likes of you?
[Castillo shakes his head as Detson glares down the ramp at him.]

JC: You see... when you wear that AWA World Title... as you well know... you're the
leader of the locker room... you're the face of the company... you're the standard
bearer of this industry...

[Castillo points angrily at Detson.]

JC: And yet, every time I turn around, someone who doesn’t work here has left you
laying.

[There’s a small cheer for that as Detson fumes.]

JC: You've tarnished the title, Johnny... and to be frank, you've embarrassed me for
the last time.

[The jeers are louder as Castillo lowers the mic only to have Detson raise his, still
glaring at the AWA President.]

JD: TI've tarnished the title? That's rich seeing how most of my problems are due
to the fact that you can’t control security in this place.

[Detson looks at John Law.]

JD: No offense, big guy... I know the limitations you're working with come from the
top!

[Detson smirks at Castillo as there are a sprinkling of cheers for the verbal jab.]
JD: But Castillo... if this is the part where you strip me of the title or threaten to
take it off me, you can just skip it. Because there ain’t no way you’re getting this

title off of me. But of course you have an army now, Generalissimo...

[Detson marches over to the ropes. Placing the title on the top turnbuckle, he sits
on the second rope while pushing up the top rope.]



JD: ..why don’t you order them down here and try it?

[The crowd buzzes at the idea of Detson against any of the Korugun Army as
Castillo glares... then smirks.]

JC: Johnny, Johnny, my old friend... you wound me... you mistake me. Because I'm
not here to hurt you, Johnny... I'm here to help you.

[Detson raises an eyebrow as he stands back up, looking down the aisle.]

JC: You see... your recent failings against the AWA unemployment line aside, in the
ring you've done quite well for yourself. You beat an Olympic gold medalist. You
beat the 2017 Rumble winner.

[He claps, softly, almost mockingly.]

JC: Very impressive. And it’s that kind of effort that can restore you to glory as the
AWA World Champion. So, I'm going to help you with that, Johnny. I'm going to
find you challengers... real... tough... worthy challengers! And together, we will
restore glory to MY World Title!

[Detson shakes his head, patting the title belt on his shoulder as the fans jeer
Castillo loudly.]

JC: And your first challenger will be... SUPERNOVA!

[The crowd ROARS as Detson looks shocked, kicking the bottom rope.]
GM: WHAT?! SUPERNOVA?!

BW: That’s huge, Gordo!

GM: It certainly is! I can’t believe what I just heard! I can’t believe...
[Gordon trails off as Castillo raises a finger.]

JC: The real... true... Supernova... JAMES LYNCH!

[The crazy loud cheers switch dramatically to crazy loud boos.]

JC: Now that, Johnny... that is a title match made for a place like North Dakota
where the AWA brings the big guns to town. So, two weeks from tonight on
Saturday Night Wrestling from North Dakota, it’ll be one of Korugun’s favorite sons,
James Lynch, challenging Johnny Detson for the World Heavyweight Title... I like the
sound of that.

[Before Castillo can say more, Judas Priest’s “Hellraiser” blares over the
loudspeakers, though it is almost drowned out by the chorus of boos that greet the
man who saunters down the entrance ramp. Castillo grins at the arrival as Detson
glares down the ramp at the new arrival. John Law and MAWAGA back off at
Castillo’s orders as he joins Lynch in walking down the ramp towards the ring.

Dressed in a long black leather duster, open to show his bare chest beneath and a
pair of jet black jeans, the black sheep of the Lynch family takes his time getting to
the ring. As he strides past the camera, we see that on the back of the duster is a
white skull wearing a black cowboy hat and a red bandana. Lynch’s black jeans are
covered in black leather chaps, held up by a black belt with a silver belt buckle.
Both of Lynch’s hands are covered in black gloves, while the lower half of his face is
covered in a black bandana with a white skull design. Lynch’s long, dirty blond hair



is pulled back into a tight ponytail and his brown eyes stare straight ahead, their
gaze cold and merciless.

Castillo trails behind Lynch, smirking all the while as they approach the ring,
climbing the ringsteps. Lynch motions for a microphone and pulls the bandana
down, leaving it resting around his throat.]

JL: Did someone say my name?

[The Demon Cowboy pauses as the fans once more break into loud boos.]

JL: The World Heavyweight Title...

[Lynch points to the title belt.]

JL: Now, to be honest, I'm not big on family history. But if I'm not mistaken, there
was a time when Johnny Detson put that belt on the line against a Lynch...

And Johnny Detson went home twenty pounds of gold lighter.
[Lynch smirks.]

JL: You weren’t good enough to beat my untalented brother, and Detson? Let me
promise you that history is about to repeat itself.

Two weeks, that’s all you've got left Detson. Two weeks before I walk into North
Dakota and prove, once and for all, that I am the greatest Lynch.

And you? You get to be a steppingstone. For the second time!

[Lynch steps forward, eye to eye and toe to toe with the World Champion.]

JL: Unless you want to save yourself a beating and forfeit now.

[Detson glares at Lynch and shakes his head defiance mouthing the words “you’re
nothing but a second rate Jack Lynch!” Lynch snarls and looks like he is going to

strike, but Castillo gets between the two men.]

JC: No! Stop this. There will not be a World Title match tonight. Not in this country
of ten million igloos and thirteen actual humans. Save it for Dakota!

[James Lynch nods at Castillo, slowly backing up, ducking back through the ropes
as Detson shouts at him, *"WE CAN DO THIS RIGHT NOW!"]

JC: No, no... Mr. Detson. No you cannot. Because _I_ run this show. And _I_ say
we're saving this match for two weeks. We're saving it for North Dako-

[Castillo abruptly comes to a halt as a surge of crowd noise cuts him off. He whips
around just in time to see someone coming through the crowd, leaping over the
railing...]

GM: What the-?!

[Dressed in a black t-shirt and blue jeans, Supernova throws himself into a full body
tackle on James Lynch, knocking him down on the ramp. His black hair is hanging
just past his ears, his sunglasses tumbling off his face as he starts pounding Lynch
into the steel ramp!]

GM: SUPERNOVA! SUPERNOVA!



BW: HE DOESN'T EVEN WORK HERE ANYMORE!

[The formerly face-painted warrior is pummeling Lynch on the ramp as the Texan
raises his arms, trying to defend himself...]

GM: SUPERNOVA IS ALL OVER JAMES LYNCH - RIGHTS AND LEFTS AND-
[Gordon’s call gets cut off by Castillo screaming over the mic.]

JC: SECURITY! SECURRRRITYYYYYY!

[John Law starts to charge down the ramp but MAWAGA extends an arm, holding
him at bay as a handful of security guards come running into view, charging down
the ramp...]

GM: We've got security on the move!

[The uniformed security guards grab Supernova by the arms and around the head,
dragging him off the downed James Lynch as the crowd jeers loudly.]

GM: Castillo’s telling them to pull them apart! He's telling them to get Supernova
off of-

“ARREST HIM! DRAG HIM TO JAIL!”
[With security trying to restore order, a quartet of police officers come jogging into
view as well, rushing down the ramp as Supernova struggles to get away from the

guards and get his hands back on the man who masqueraded as him for months.]

GM: Castillo’s trying to have Supernova arrested! He wants him taken out of here
and-

BW: As he should, Gordo! Supernova doesn’t work here - he’s trespassing! He's
trespassing!

GM: I don’t know if-

[Back on his feet, James Lynch angrily storms past security over towards the ring,
snatching up a microphone off a ringside table as Supernova starts getting dragged
up the ramp by police and security.]

JL: No, no, I ain’t done yet!

And Castillo, if you ain’t gonna let me fight Detson tonight... then you give me that
bastard that jumped me!

This ends tonight!

[The crowd ROARS as the camera cuts to the ring, where Castillo is swiping his
hand in front of his throat, mouthing “get him out of here! He doesn’t work here!”]

JL: Uh-uh... Castillo, you give him to me.
[Lynch exhales.]
JL: See, I've been talkin’ to someone. You might call them my “spiritual advisor...”

[A sinister gleam flickers in Lynch’s eyes.]



JL: And their advice has been very clear. If I am going to be, not just a Lynch, but
THE Lynch, then its time to kill every part of my past.

And that begins with you, ‘Nova.

Time to cleanse the wounds of the past, and cut out every parasite that ever tried
to hold me back.

[The camera cuts back to Castillo who is glaring at James Lynch.]

JC: This isn’t right... this isn’t the plan.

[Lynch shouts back.]

JL: To HELL with your plan, Castillo! I joined Korugun to get to the top... and all
your people have done is try to get me to fight my brother. I don’t want to fight my
brother... I want to fight HIM!

[He points at Supernova.]

JL: And I get what I want... or you can deal with my family yourself.

[The implied threat hangs heavy over Castillo as Detson smirks in the background.
Castillo grimaces, rubbing at his temples for a few moments...

...and then snaps his head up, fire in his eyes.]
JC: FINE!
[The crowd buzzes, wondering what he’s saying.]

JC: You want blood?! You want violence?! You want anarchy?! You want to bring
the fires of hell to this... this...

[He gestures to the crowd.]
JC: ...this god-forsaken frozen wasteland...

[He pauses, glaring down at Lynch and Supernova, being held apart by security and
police...

JC: ..then fine! RING THE BELL!

[James Lynch dives under the ropes, jumping to his feet as he points to the floor,
shouting at Johnny Detson to "GET OUT OF MY RING!” A smirking Detson steps
towards Lynch with a “I'll see you in North Dakota, kid!” before exiting the ring,
standing on the floor as a referee sprints past Supernova who is still trying to get
free.]

GM: We've got an impromptu match on our hands. Pete “"Blue Shoes” Miller hits
the ring, ready to call the-

[Castillo’s shout of “"LET HIM GO!” lands on security who do exactly that, allowing
Supernova to dive under the bottom rope...

...which is where James Lynch lunges at him, falling to his knees with a double
axehandle down between the shoulderblades as the bell rings!]

“DING! DING! DING!”



[Lynch stays on his knees, hammering a fist down into the back of the head and
neck, keeping Supernova down on the mat as the fans jeer.]

GM: James Lynch attacks before the bell!

[Lynch gets to his feet, pulling Supernova up as well, grabbing him by the arm...]
GM: Irish whi- reversed!

[The rebounding Texan gets a right hand buried into the midsection as Supernova
throws himself back into the ropes, leaping into the air as he grabs a handful of hair
and SLAMS Lynch’s face down into the canvas!]

GM: OHHH!

[Supernova gets up to his feet, throwing a glance at Javier Castillo who has crept
back up the ramp a bit. Now flanked by security, police, John Law, and MAWAGA,
Castillo keeps his eyes on the ring as James Lynch struggles to get to his feet,
getting a boot buried in the midsection.]

GM: Supernova goes downstairs again... whip to the corner...

[Lynch slams back into the buckles as Supernova backs to the corner, staring across
the ring...]

GM: Lynch to the corner... HERE COMES NOVA!

[But before Supernova leaps into the air, Lynch drops to the mat, rolling out to the
floor, causing Supernova to cut off his charge mid-ring, glaring out at Lynch as the
fans jeer loudly...]

GM: Lynch escapes to the outside... taking a breather out here and-
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[The crowd ROARS as Supernova runs across the ring, hurling himself over the top
rope with a dive onto the Texan!]

GM: OHHHHH MYYYYY STARRRRRRRRRRS!

[Supernova pops up off the mat, pointing a threatening finger at the World
Champion - Johnny Detson - who is still standing out at ringside. Detson shakes his
head, holding the title belt over his head as the crowd cheers that potential
showdown as well!]

GM: Supernova’s out here making sure Johnny Detson remembers that he wants a
piece of him still as well!

[With Detson and Supernova trading words, James Lynch manages to get back to
his feet, rolling back into the ring...

...as an angry Supernova reaches over the railing, snatching up a steel chair in his
hands!]

GM: Oh my! Supernova’s got a chair!
[Supernova slides the chair under the bottom rope, rolling in after it. James Lynch

has manages to get back up again, picking up the chair as Supernova gets back to
his feet...]



GM: And now it’s Lynch with the chair!

[Lynch winds up overhead with it...

...and Supernova BURIES a boot into the gut of Lynch!]

GM: Ohh! Supernova goes downstairs!

[Supernova snatches the chair out of Lynch’s hands, winding up with it...

...and this time, the Texan goes to the gut on Supernova, causing the chair to
clatter down on the canvas out of control!]

GM: The chair’s down and... ohh! Big right hand by Lynch!
[Supernova staggers back... and then returns fire with a haymaker of his own!]
GM: Supernova returns fire!

[Lynch and Supernova are trading haymakers, the crowd roaring for the exchange
of blows...]

GM: We've got a fight on our hands!

[Supernova starts to throw faster... a right, a backhand, a right, a backhand,
sending Lynch stumbling back across the ring.]

GM: Supernova’s got him on the run... grabbing that chair again...
[He opens up the chair, leaving it down on the mat open.]

GM: He’s got the chair set up... going over to Lynch...

[Lynch lashes out, stabbing his fingers into the eyes of Supernova.]
“OHHHHHHH!"

[Supernova stumbles back, rubbing at his eyes as the Texan pushes off the ropes,
looking to take advantage...]

GM: Lynch grabs the arm... Irish whip to the ropes...

[As Supernova rebounds back, James drops down, snagging a drop toehold,
tripping ‘Nova up...]

“CLAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAANG!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: DROP TOEHOLD ON THE STEEL CHAAAAAAIIIRRRRRR!

[Supernova rolls over to his back, clutching his face in pain as James Lynch gets to
his feet. The referee walks over to the ropes, looking to signal for the bell but
Lynch steps in front of him.]

GM: Lynch is begging him not to ring the bell!

BW: It wasn’t intentional - it was incidental contact! He didn’t mean to do it!

GM: I don’t believe that for a second - and I don’t think you do either!



[The referee pauses, looking at Lynch... then at Supernova... and then nods, waving
for the match to continue.]

GM: What?! The match goes on?!

[Lynch grins, grabbing the chair, folding it up and throwing it down on the canvas as
the referee warns him, demanding the chair be moved back out of the ring. But
Lynch ignores the protesting official as he turns back towards the downed on all
fours Supernova.]

GM: James Lynch isn’'t done with him either! I disagree with the decision for this
match to continue, Bucky.

BW: It's a questionable call for sure but James Lynch is pulling Supernova up now,
making sure that chair is exactly where he wants it...

[Lynch ducks low, lifting Supernova up into his arm for a body slam on the downed
steel chair..]

GM: SCOOP AND A-

[...but Supernova slips out over the top, hooking James Lynch’s head in an inverted
facelock as he lands on his feet behind the Texan...]

GM: SUPERNOVA HOOKS HIM AND-

[He pauses a moment, checking to make sure the chair is in position...
...and DRIVES the back of Lynch’s head into the steel chair!]
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[The referee grabs at his own head as Lynch hits the chair on the canvas...
...and then signals for the bell.]

“DING! DING! DING!”

[The crowd groans as Supernova rises off the mat, anger in his eyes as he turns to
stare at Castillo out on the ramp.]

GM: It looks like this match is over... the bell has rung, the referee waving his arms.
BW: James Lynch is still down! The back of his head landed RIGHT on that steel
chair, Gordo... and if Lynch’s drop toehold into the chair was ruled incidental
contact, that DDT on the chair damn sure wasn't!

GM: It was not. Supernova even... you say him pause just for a split second,
making sure the chair was in place. He was going for the DDT - that inverted DDT -
right on the chair and he definitely connected with it.

[Castillo looks stunned at the turn of events as Lynch - holding his head in pain -
rolls from the ring to the floor.]

GM: Lynch rolling out now... and it looks like we're about to get an official decision.
[Rebecca Ortiz calls out over the buzz of the crowd.]

RO: Ladies and gentlemen... referee Pete Miller has called a stop to this match and
has declared it a NO CONTEST and out of control!



[The fans jeer the decision as Miller shrugs.]
GM: A No Contest declared by the referee.

BW: Seems like a cop out to me, Gordo. If Lynch’s contact was good, you gotta
disqualify that jerk Supernova for using the chair.

GM: Both men used the chair, Bucky. Both of them did!

BW: Sure but James Lynch’s use of it was waved off... it was fine! Now it’s not?!
There’s some questionable officiating going on in this company as of late, Gordo.

GM: Well, whether you agree with that decision or not, Javier Castillo certainly
looks upset out here at ringside.

[Castillo shakes his head, lifting the mic again.]
JC: Enough! ENOUGH!

[Lynch is out on the floor, recovering on a knee next to the surrounded Castillo as
Supernova stares out at them, a handful of possible allies around him in the ring.]

JC: As I sit out here and watch all this... I realize something...

[Castillo sneers.]

JC: I'm not done with you tonight, Supernova... not yet. In fact, I've got an idea...
[El Presidente smirks.]

JC: Tonight, in the Main Event, it'll be Supernova...

[Supernova nods his head, looking out as the fans cheer.]

JC: ...AGAINST JOHNNY DETSON!

[A HUUUUUUGE ROAR goes up from the Winnipeg crowd as we cut to Detson who
looks confused at the announcement.]

JC: And Johnny, I'm going to give you a chance to solve one of our... mutual
problems...

If you beat Supernova, he’ll be arrested... dragged to jail... locked up... and
prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law...

And if you don't...

[Castillo sneers.]

JC: HE WILL BE REINSTATED!

[The crowd EXPLODES at the announcement as Supernova nods confidently...

...and then turns, pointing to Johnny Detson on the outside. Detson shakes his
head, patting the face of the title belt as Castillo grins broadly.]

GM: What the... now THAT'S a Main Event, Bucky!



BW: I can’t believe it! Is Javier THAT mad at Detson that he’d risk Supernova
getting reinstated?!

GM: It certainly seems that way! Johnny Detson! Supernova! The match is made!
And that’s our Main Event! Fans, we’re going to take a quick break and we’ll be
right back with more Saturday Night Wrestling!

[With the Supernova/Detson face-off ongoing and the crowd roaring for their
announced matchup, we fade to black...

A familiar tune begins to play. One with an ear for music might recognize it as
“One More Saturday Night” by the Grateful Dead playing very softly.

An equally-familiar voice is heard booming over it.]

“And for the first time in well over a decade, professional wrestling... _real_
professional wrestling has made its' home in the Lone Star State here in Texas. We
are _live_ in Dallas, Texas at the WKIK Studios for what promises to be...”

[The words trail off as the music takes over and we catch a glimpse of the
aforementioned WKIK Studios. It's a bluish gray standard television studio
set where you can see the AWA logo splashed across the wall above a
small television monitor.

That shot dissolves to a panning shot of the WKIK Studios. Smackdab in the center
of the studio is your standard wrestling ring... red, white, and blue ropes from top
to bottom with the matching turnbuckles in the corner. The hard camera also
shows a parade of flags on the back wall... everything from the USA to Canada to
Mexico to Japan to the UK to Italy and some points in-between.

There are sets of bleachers set up on three sides of the ring, raising up about six
rows. Not very high but enough to see over the people in front of you. The fourth
side of the ring is clear, leaving a direct view for the announcers standing behind
the announce desk we saw earlier.

A voiceover is heard.]

“The AWA began in a studio...

...and now each and every Saturday, it returns to a studio.”

[Cut to the Power Hour logo splashed across the screen.]

“New format. New home. The same great AWA action.

The all-new Power Hour - don’t you dare miss it.”

[Fade to black...

...and as we fade back up, we find that Javier Castillo, James Lynch, John Law, and

MAWAGA are still at ringside. In fact, they've been joined by the rest of the
Korugun Army again. Castillo is in the ring alone but the rest have surrounded the

ring.]

GM: Welcome back to Saturday Night Wrestling here in Winnipeg... and of course,
this egomaniac is still in the ring.

BW: Quiet, Gordo! We're surrounded by an Army and the last time someone tried
to send their Army after me, I had to say I had bone spurs.



[Gordon chuckles a bit as Castillo raises the mic.]

JC: Tonight is a night for celebration! And I won't let the actions of... some people...
bring us down. We’ve already celebrated once tonight in honor of my new role in
Korugun... and this next celebration is just as important.

[Castillo grins.]

JC: When Korugun first took on our position of power in late 2016, there was one
woman who was one of my first phone calls. I knew that in order for the AWA
Women's Division to be the hottest division in wrestling - they needed a boost...
they needed a surge of power... they needed someone who could make an instant,
immediate impact...

They needed... KURAYAMI!

[The sounds of Judas Priest’s "Demonizer” shreds across the PA system as the
Women’s World Champion strides into view dressed in her ring gear with the
Women'’s World Title slung over her shoulder. She looks out at the jeering crowd
with a sneer, nodding as she starts to make her way down the ramp towards the

ring.]

GM: Well, unlike Castillo’s little promotion to General we saw earlier, at least this
celebration has some merit. From my understanding, this gathering is to pay
tribute to Kurayami in honor of her six month anniversary wearing that title.

[Kurayami reaches the ring fairly quickly, climbing the ringsteps as Castillo leads
the Army in a round of applause while the Winnipeg fans boo loudly.]

JC: The Women'’s World Champion... KURAYAMI!

[The crowd gets louder, booing even more as Castillo seems to take this as his cue
to clap harder. Kurayami ducks through the ropes, standing alongside Castillo as
she raises the title belt over her head.]

GM: Kurayami certainly seems to be on the naughty list here in Winnipeg. The fans
are really letting her have it, Bucky.

BW: Well, after she put down Skylar Swift a couple of weeks ago who is basically a
Canadian hero at this point, are you really surprised?

GM: I'm not at all... and honestly, Bucky... I AM a little surprised to see Kurayami
out here tonight. Yes, she’s been with Korugun since the beginning... but very
rarely do we see her involved with them or them involved with her matches for that
matter. She seemed much her own competitor... her own champion as well... during
her time here but she’s out here now and these fans are letting her hear it.

[Castillo claps again as the music fades.]

JC: As I said, tonight is about celebration and Kurayami, you deserve a big one
because you are celebrating SIX MONTHS as the Women’s World Champion!

[Castillo again leads the Army in applause as Kurayami nods, holding the title belt
aloft to more jeers.]

JC: You people should show more respect!

[And that particular suggestion yields even more boos as Castillo shakes his head
with disgust.]



JC: They hate you because they fear you, my dear.

[Kurayami nods, slinging the title belt over her shoulder.]

JC: After what you did to the Canadian Dream Girl, can you blame them?
[A slight smile comes from the Women’s World Champion.]

JC: Now, before we talk about who you're looking to defend against next, I want to
present you with a token of appreciation from Korugun. Miss Westerly?

[Veronica, who was standing in a corner of the ring, steps forward to hand over a
giftwrapped box to Castillo.]

JC: Thank you, Miss Westerly. Kurayami, I am proud to present this to you as a...
[Castillo trails off as he looks down the aisle.]
JC: Oh.. oh yes! And this!

[He gestures towards the ramp, grinning as we see four men rolling a giant cake
down the ramp towards the ring.]

JC: Nice one, Miss Westerly.
[Veronica raises an eyebrow, nodding as the cake is quickly rolled into position.]
JC: Please! Everyone! Enjoy!

[Kurayami grins, nodding before she steps out to the apron, walking down to the
floor.]

JC: Wait, wait... before you dig in, let’s get a photo of you with it...

[The Women’s World Champion nods, stepping towards the cake, holding the title
belt up in the air as a handful of photographers rush into position, firing off photo
after photo as a pleased Castillo looks on.]

JC: Perfect! Now dig in!

[Kurayami turns around, digging her hand into the cake, pulling a few fingers full of
frosting off, turning back to face the cameras...

...when suddenly, the top of the cake pops off!]

GM: WHAT THE-?!

[The crowd ROARS as Lauryn Rage stands tall behind an unsuspecting Kurayami...
...and pulls a cane into view as well, winding up over her head!]

“CRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

[The wooden cane cracks over Kurayami’s skull, stunning her from the blow.]

GM: LAURYN RAGE JUST BUSTED THAT CANE OVER THE HEAD OF THE WOMEN'’S
WORLD CHAMPION!

[The ever-durable Kurayami stumbles in a circle, looking up at Rage...]



“"GUESS WHO'S BACK, BITCH!"”

[...who UNCORKS a stiff right hybrid uppercut/hook that connects hard with
Kurayami’s jaw!]

“WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[The blow staggers Kurayami who sinks to her knees...
...and then flops facefirst into the cake as the crowd ROARS!]

GM: MY STARS, LAURYN RAGE JUST KNOCKED THE WOMEN’'S WORLD CHAMPION
FLAT! THE CANE! THE RIGHT HAND! AND DOWN GOES KURAYAMI! DOWN!
GOES! KURAYAMI!

[Rage scrambles out of the cake, pointing with a grin at her knee.]
“YOUR GIRL IS ALL GOOD! DA KID IS BACK!”

[Rage backpedals down the ramp as Castillo fumes inside the ring, shouting for
someone to help Kurayami!]

GM: Castillo is... well, pardon the pun... but he’s in a RAGE!

[Lauryn Rage is all grins as the Canadian crowd cheers her wildly as she heads back
up the ramp, leaving Kurayami down on her knees.]

GM: Lauryn Rage is back and what a return it is! The former - the very first for
that matter - Women’s World Champion is back here on Saturday Night Wrestling
and straight from her mouth, she says she’s “all good,” Bucky.

BW: Well, if Lauryn Rage has been cleared for competition, that just sent a jolt
straight through the entire Women'’s Division! The former champion is back? And
she just set her sights RIGHT on Kurayami, the woman who beat her for the belt to
begin with!

GM: The Women'’s Division continues to be the hottest division in all of wrestling
and it seems to only get better each and every week... and speaking of the
Women's Division, let’s go backstage to Sweet Lou who is standing by one of the
members of that division. Lou?

[We go backstage where Sweet Lou Blackwell stands before an AWA backdrop.]

SLB: Thank you, Gordon, old friend... we've got more action coming up in just a few
minutes, and it's going to feature my guest at this time... Laura Davis, come on in
here.

[That's when "The All Around Athlete" Laura Davis walks onto the set. Davis is
dressed in a red, white and blue track suit, a serious look on her face. Her brown,
shoulder-length hair is pulled back behind her head.]

SLB: Laura Davis, there’s a lot I want to get to with you but what about what we
just saw? What about the return of the former Women’s World Champion, Lauryn
Rage?

[Davis waves a dismissive hand.]



LD: What Lauryn Rage does or doesn’t do does not concern me, Blackwell. She
obviously wants to jump ahead of the line and go right back to the top... but she’s
going to find a lot of stiff competition - including me - blocking her path to get
there. So, welcome back, Lauryn Rage... now get to the back of the line.

[Blackwell nods.]

SLB: Alright... let’s shift gears here and talk about somebody who you took under
your wing, Donna Martinelli. I assume you saw what went down on Power Hour and
wondered if you had anything to say about that.

LD: Blackwell, I'm happy for Donna if she's found a couple of people she believes
she can depend upon. I'm also happy for her standing up to Todd Michaelson when
it was clear she was ready to graduate and get into that ring. I cannot be more
pleased with how far she's come and, as long as she and her new friends continue
to uphold the standards of wrestling, she's going to go far.

SLB: On another note, it's been a few weeks since we've seen you in action.
Between Liberty Or Death, the Eternally Extreme show and Battle of Saskatchewan,
you've been absent from the scene.

[Davis raises a hand, cutting Blackwell off.]

LD: Blackwell, how observant of you. For the record, I still have commitments to
Japan and I fulfilled them the past month. But I'm back now, and ready to show all
the people in Canada what a real all-around athlete is like, and witness a real
women's wrestling match, unlike some of what's gone down.

[Blackwell shakes his head.]

SLB: For as talented as you are, Miss Davis, some would say you have a high
opinion of yourself.

LD: And why wouldn't I, Blackwell? I bring class, I bring skill, I bring intelligence,
and most of all, I bring real women's wrestling to the AWA. Not like what was going
down at... what was that show you mentioned... eternally something or other.

SLB: That would be Eternally Extreme.

LD: Extreme... the EMWC, a league that so many around her put on a pedestal, a
league that was home to the likes of Casey James, Tiger Claw, Adam Rogers, even
Michelle Bailey, who I hear has inspired so many women to join the world of
professional wrestling.

But there's just one problem... the EMWC represented the one thing I cannot stand.
[She wrinkles her nose.]

LD: Garbage wrestling.

How sad it is that so many of the all-time greats wasted their talents on things like
tables, ladders, chairs, those sticks they call Singapore canes, Killing Boxes, even
exploding rings. And they want to call that wrestling -- wrestling that the likes of
Michelle Bailey inspired so many to try, Blackwell?

[She shakes her head.]

LD: I call that a joke. No wonder Michaelson is in denial about a wrestling talent

such as Donna Martinelli. All he can think about is how well somebody can swing
around a foreign object.



But rest assured, Blackwell, that I'm going to restore the faith of Martinelli and all
the others who want to see real wrestling, because in a few minutes, I'm going to
head into that ring, I'm going to put on an exhibition and I'm going to demonstrate
to everyone what that real wrestling is supposed to be like, and who knows... I may
just inspire more women like Martinelli.

SLB: I imagine one woman will be watching you closely, a woman by the name of
Ayako Fujiwara.

LD: I'm sure she will be, Blackwell. In fact, I'm glad she will be, because she'll get a
chance to focus less on a bunch of distractions and focus more on what it means to
be a great wrestler -- and a great wrestler does what I do, night after night, and
that's demonstrate to all the people watching what it means to be a real all-around
athlete.

Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm going out to demonstrate that and further prove who
is, in fact, the greatest women's wrestler in the world today. I'm done here,
Blackwell.

[She waves a dismissive hand at Blackwell as she walks off the set.]

SLB: I believe there's an old saying about having one nose in the clouds and what
airplanes could use it for, but let's forget about that... and let's go back to ringside
and see Laura Davis in action.

[We cut to the ring where we see a young, red-haired woman dressed in a blue
halter top and matching tights.]

RO: The following contest is scheduled for one fall with a ten minute time limit.
Introducing first, already in the ring, from Seattle, Washington, and weighing 120
pounds, here is Alyssa Walsh!

[Walsh smiles and waves to the crowd.

The lights dim and the opening chords of Jorge Quintero's "300 Violin Orchestra"
play over the PA system. Up on the giant videoscreen, a scrambled image comes up
and, as the violins reach the crescendo, the image forms words that simply read:

"DAVIS #1"

Then, as the orchestral music starts up again, two spotlights hit the entranceway
and, standing there, is none other than the person about to be introduced.]

RO: Annnnnnnd her opponent... from Indianapolis, Indiana, and weighing 150
pounds... this is "THE ALL AROUND ATHLETE"...

LAURAAAAAAA DAAAAAAAAVISSSSSS!

[Laura Davis has her back toward the crowd, her arms spread to the sides. She is
wearing a red, white and blue track suit, and on the back on her jacket in blue
lettering are the same letters on the videoscreen.

"DAVIS #1"

Davis then turns around, a serious look etched on her face. The woman with brown,
shoulder-length hair pulled behind her head and with brown eyes, lowers her arms,
and walks down the aisle, her gaze fixed on the ring ahead, the spotlights following
her.]



GM: You heard the comments moments ago from Laura Davis, and she had nothing
nice to say about one of the greatest promotions of all time.

BW: I imagine those comments aren't going to sit well with a lot of people in the
back, but there is some truth to them.

GM: Really, Bucky? What truth could there possibly be?

BW: The E did have the reputation for what they call extreme wrestling. And given
its reputation, you had people who tried to copy that, and the result was a lot of
bad promotions.

GM: That may be true, but I wouldn't put the blame on EMWC for that. I'd blame
those other promoters.

[Davis reaches ringside, she stops, raises her arms again, curls her hands into fists,
then extends her thumbs so they point toward the lettering on the back of her
jacket. The arena lights come back up and the spotlights fade.]

BW: I'm just saying, Gordo, that a lot of wrestlers wasted their talents on extreme
matches, when they could have been so much more. I think that's all Davis is trying
to say.

GM: I think it's more than that, Bucky. Davis is one of the most arrogant women in
wrestling, and for her to dismiss everything about the E is really short sighted.

[Davis lowers her arms, ascends the ring steps, ducks between the ropes and
spreads her arms once more. Davis unzips her jacket and removes her pants,
revealing her wrestling attire, which consists of a dark blue leotard with matching
elbow pads and wrestling boots.]

BW: Well, believe this, Gordo, Davis has proven time and again that she's one of
the best in the world.

GM: I won't argue that, but the same can be said for the likes of Ayako Fujiwara,
who I know still has a score to settle with Davis.

[The bell rings and Davis approaches Walsh, who locks up with her, but gets pushed
back into the corner.]

GM: Davis with a clear size advantage over Walsh, and... oh, come on!

[Davis steps back just for a second, only to start hitting a series of kneelifts to
Walsh's midsection.]

GM: Davis ignoring the referee's warning to back off, and she's just pummeling
Walsh with those kneelifts!

BW: She doesn't waste time, Gordo. That's why she's one of the best in the
business.

[Davis waves a dismissive hand at the referee, then grabs Walsh and pulls her
forward, slapping on a front facelock.

Then she quickly whips Walsh over in a snap suplex.]

GM: A quick snap suplex, and whether you like Davis or not, nobody does that snap
suplex better.



BW: That's what a real wrestler does, Gordo... take a move and do it better than
anyone else.

GM: Don't you start now with this real wrestler business, Bucky. You know there's a
lot of talent in the AWA.

BW: I know that, but I also know the best talent when I see it, and I'm seeing it
right now!

[Davis grabs Walsh by the right leg and unleashes a hard kick to the knee.]
GM: And Davis working over the leg, as she often does in her matches.

BW: When you know almost every submission move that targets the legs, you know
exactly where to strike, Gordo.

[Davis kicks Walsh's knee once more, then drags her over to the ropes and drapes
the right leg over the middle rope.]

GM: Davis has Walsh in trouble... leaps up and drops her weight right across the
leg!

[Walsh rolls away, holding her right leg in pain, and Davis is quick to go after her,
grabbing her by the leg once more.]

GM: Look at this... Davis grabbing the leg again... stepover toehold applied!

[Davis continues to spin around, though, and grabs the other leg, crosses them,
then fall backwards.]

GM: And into the figure-four leglock!

BW: Walsh better get to the ropes, and fast!

[Walsh struggles on the canvas, flailing her arms and crying out in pain.]
GM: Walsh has her fingers near the bottom strand... can she get there?
[Walsh makes a quick lunge and manages to get to the ropes.]

GM: She does! Davis needs to break the hold and... oh, come on now!

[Davis is relentless, refusing to let up, forcing the referee to start the count. Not
until the count of four does Davis break the hold.]

GM: Davis risking disqualification there.
BW: She's got until five to break it, Gordo. Use that count to your advantage.
GM: And she has the nerve to talk about what a real wrestler is all about.

BW: I'd call using the count to your advantage what a real wrestler would do. It's
not like she's swinging a chair at the knee, Gordo!

[Davis rises to her feet, points to Walsh and shouts at the referee, "She was going
to give up... just ring the bell next time!"]

GM: Arrogance personified... Davis giving no credit to Walsh for finding a way to
break the figure four.



BW: She just expects a little more out of her than to grab the ropes, that's all.

[Walsh pulls herself up on the ropes, but Davis is right back on the attack, grabbing
Walsh by the right leg.]

GM: Davis has Walsh again... oh my, a big legwhip twisting that knee all up!
BW: She took her over hard, Gordo!

[Davis kicks Walsh's knee twice, before extending the leg down on the canvas, then
driving a knee into it.]

GM: I don't know how much more Walsh can take, fans.

BW: And that's why Davis was right that the referee should have just called for the
bell sooner.

[Davis rises to her feet, grabs Walsh' right leg with one hand, then hooks a thumb
to herself with the other and says, "I've got this!"]

GM: Davis wrenching back on that leg... oh my!

[Davis has trapped Walsh's leg between her own, falling backwards and trapping
Walsh in a kneebar.]

GM: Kneebar applied right in the center of the ring!

BW: You think Walsh can get to the ropes this time?

[Walsh struggles for a moment, but this time, she taps her hands on the canvas.]
BW: Doesn't look like it.

GM: Walsh couldn't take any more and taps out to the kneebar. This one is over!

[The referee calls for the bell and Davis hangs onto the kneebar for a few seconds,
before releasing the hold and rising to her feet.]

RO: The winner of the match... "THE ALL-AROUND ATHLETE" LAURA DAVIS!

[The fans jeer as Davis raises her arms in victory, then hooks her thumbs toward
herself.]

"I'm the best in the world! You want to disrespect me? Here's my response!”
[Then she turns to Walsh, grabbing her by the leg once more.]

GM: Oh, come on! What in the world has gotten into Davis!

BW: You heard her, Gordo... she's tired of disrespect!

GM: Davis applying the heel hook now to Walsh! There is no call for this!

[The referee is trying to get Davis to release the heel hook, Walsh is screaming in
pain, and Davis continues to pull back, the fans booing.

And those boos turn to cheers when another woman hits the scene.]

GM: AYAKO FUJIWARA IS ON HER WAY!



[Running down the aisle at full speed in a coral-colored, flowy, bell sleeved sundress
and in bare feet is Ayako Fujiwara! She slides into the ring and grabs Davis by the
hair, pulling her off Walsh!]

GM: Thank goodness for Ayako! Laura Davis was looking to seriously injure that
young lady!

[Laura Davis tries to strike Ayako, but the Olympic gold medalist blocks the blow
and wraps her arms around the “All-Around Athlete”, twisting around and slamming
her into the canvas with a belly-to-belly suplex!]

GM: OH MY!

BW: This ain’t fair to Laura Davis! She just had a grueling match!

[Fired up, Fujiwara turns to the crowd and pumps her fists, before turning her
attention back to Laura Davis...]

“OHHH!"

[...who nails her with an oblique kick that bends her leg back at an awkward angle
and drops her to the canvas. Davis uses the opportunity to roll out of the ring and
to the floor.]

GM: And Davis escapes Ayako Fujiwara’s wrath, but it looks like that kick may have
re-injured the knee that Davis has targeted in the past!

[Davis pulls herself to her feet, a cross look on her face. She glares at Fujiwara,
then marches over toward the ringside table, grabbing the mic.]

LD: Fujiwara! You want to settle this?

[Ayako gets back to her feet, slightly limping, but still filled with fire. She points at
Davis, shouting in Japanese.]

LD: Fine! Let's set the date for two weeks time in North Dakota! But let's not just
do it in a simple match.

If you think you're better me, then prove it! Let's see who can get the most falls in
30 minutes! That's right, Fujiwara -- I want you in an Ironwoman match, and I'm
going to prove who is the best woman's wrestler in the world today...

[She hooks a thumb to herself.]

LD: And you are looking at her! Are you up to it, Fujiwara?

[She tosses the mic toward the ring. Ayako bends down and picks it up, looking
uncharacteristically worked up. She hobbles over to the ropes, leaning over them to
speak to Davis.]

Ayako: Davis-san, I do not THINK I am the better wrestler...

...l KNOW I am the better wrestler.

And I accept your challenge!

[Big cheer!]



Ayako: In North Dakota, there will be no more masks, no more disciples and no
more mind games. Just you and me inside this ring. Prepare yourself, Davis-san,
because I will show you the full strength of my wrestling! And I will show you...
...I AM THE BEST IN THE WORLD!

[And with that, she spikes the microphone down into the canvas to the cheers of
the crowd. Ignoring everyone around them, Fujiwara and Davis lock eyes, glaring
angrily with each other.]

GM: Oh my! Laura Davis lays down the challenge and Ayako Fujiwara accepts! In
two weeks time, they’ll settle their rivalry in a 30 minute Ironwoman match!

BW: Holy cow! What a match that’s gonna be!

GM: You got that right! Fans, we’ll be right back with more Saturday Night
Wrestling after this!

[The camera focuses on the two women, each still staring each other down, as we
fade out.

We fade up on the logo for the television network known by its fans as “The X" -
Fox Sports X. Standing next to it is Terrence Howard of “Empire” fame.]

“They tell me that Lucious Lyon ain’t the toughest man on Fox anymore.
Hah! I'll believe that when I see it!”

[Cut to a shot from SWLL's LUCHA LUCHA LUCHA where El Caliente snaps off a
death-defying dive over the top rope, over the corner ringpost, and onto a prone
figure. A voiceover not belonging to Terrence Howard provides the hype.]

“Enter the world of lucha libre!”

[Then to a shot of the GFC - a recent shot with Ivan Petrov knocking Rufus Harris
out to win the GFC Heavyweight Title.]

“Or maybe you prefer a little bit of MMA!”

[On to Tiger Paw Pro’s WrestleGalaxy as Yoshinari Taguchi exchanges stiff slaps with
the man AWA fans would know as Nenshou.]

“Travel to the Land of the Rising Sun for some puroresu action!”

[A highlight reel level head kick from a European looking kickboxer drops a
Japanese one.]

“The hottest new action on The X belongs to SKB - Super K Boxing!”

[And finally to a shot of Ryan Martinez lighting up Supreme Wright's chest with a
series of machine gun chops.]

“Saturday nights bring you all the action of the American Wrestling Alliance!”

[We cut back to Terrence Howard, wincing and rubbing his own chest as if he could
feel Martinez’ chops.]

“Alright, alright... those boys are pretty bad too. But can they sing?”

[Howard laughs as we cut back to the logo for The X. Howard delivers the closing
line.]



“Fox Sports X. Come get some.”
[We fade to black...

...and then fade back up where Sweet Lou Blackwell is backstage at the Bell MTS
Place. Next to him, not quite dressed to compete in her usual beige cowboy hat, but
also a brown riding jacket over a black bustier top, and brown chaps over a pair of
indigo jeans, is Margarita Flores, looking not particularly pleased.]

SLB: We are back on Saturday Night Wrestling where Margarita Flores - you are not
scheduled to compete tonight - but you requested a few minutes of TV time to get
something off your chest, and you have been granted those few minutes. Does it
have anything to do with what Harley Hamilton said about you on the last Power
Hour? Or how things went down in Sas-

[Flores abruptly and angrily interrupts.]

MF: CINDER! You stuck your nose where it didn’t belong, and you didn’t even need
to! You want to step up to me, you little weirdo? You could have easily been next in
line to get your head knocked off after I lariat Harley’s!

Which brings me to you, Harley... Make no mistake, things are not over between
you and I. You want to whine about the rankings? Well, how about you ACTUALLY
PROVE YOURSELF better than I am? You want to insult me? Call me ugly? Well,
Harley, you ain’t seen ugly yet!

[Flores rubs her hands together.]

MF: So, if any of the suits in the AWA front office are listening, if the...
Generalissimo... Is listening, I want Harley in one more match! I want Cinder! Heck,
I'll take them both on at the same time if I have to! And North Dakota seems as
good a place as any to have that go down!

[To Sweet Lou.]

MF: There. Told you it'll only take a few minutes, Sweet Lou.

[And with a grim nod, and a tip of her hat, Flores walks out of the shot.]

SLB: A challenge is issued... and we’ll see what Harley Hamilton and her new pal
have to say about that. Now, let’s go to the ring for more action!

[We fade from backstage to the ring where Rebecca Ortiz is standing.]

RO: The following contest is set for one fall with a ten minute time limit.
Introducing first... currently in the ring... from Brandon, Manitoba... weighing in at
240 pounds... JOHN LERUX!

[The helpful name chyron shows up under the competitor in the ring, wearing plain
grey tights with matching boots and knee pads, sporting a shaved head and bushy
beard. He raises his hand to a (very) modest home country cheer.]

RO: Annnnnnnd his opponent...
[The crowd begins to boo for the most part as “Radioactive” by Imagine Dragons

starts up, but there are surprisingly a couple of cheers, considering who’s about to
step through the entrance.]



RO: Now residing in Miami, Florida... weighing in at 265 pounds... he is THE
FUTURE...

DERRRRRRIIIIIIICK WILLLLLLLLIAMSSSSSS!

[At the announcement of his name, Derrick Williams enters the arena to the - again
- surprisingly mixed reaction of the crowd. It's definitely not split down the middle
but there are a decent amount of cheers mixed in with the usual boos that greet
the man as the Future.

His hair is now shaved down to a 1, neatly trimmed in a line-up, along with a chin
strap beard the same length. Williams has generic tribal tattoos on his arms and
back, like many of his generation. He's wearing the same black and red “System
Shock” zip up hooded sweatshirt he was wearing earlier over his ring gear.]

GM: Derrick Williams making his way down the aisle towards the ring... we caught a
little bit of a conversation between he and Javier Castillo earlier tonight and it
seems like Mr. Williams has some decisions to make, Bucky.

BW: It does, it does... but from what we’ve seen from him over the past few shows,
it seems like he’s made one decision already - he’s coming for Jackson Hunter for
what he did to Williams’ buddies in the Axis.

GM: It was just about a month ago in that cage in Philadelphia when Hunter made
his shocking return, injuring his own cousin, Riley Hunter, in the process.

BW: Last we heard, Riley’s going to miss quite a bit of time with a knee injury.

GM: And then there was Hunter’s even more shocking assault of Maxim Zharkov,
the man he brought to the AWA to begin with. He and Colton assaulted Zharkov,
hit that scoop piledriver, and put Zharkov on the sidelines indefinitely as well.

BW: That’s National Champion, Jackson Hunter, to you, Gordo.

[Williams enters the ring, mounting the second rope in the corner and outstretching
his arms again in time with the second round of the chorus. He descends and
removes his jacket, revealing his ring gear for this evening, shiny gold tights going
to his mid thigh, trimmed in silver, with the Axis logos and “Future” in script
adorning the tights. His knee pads are matching gold, with the Axis logos in
purple. Gold boots with silver trim match his ensemble, with the laces being the
same purple as the logo on the kneepads. He also wears gold wrist tape, and has
his usual black compression sleeve over his right arm, covering mid bicep to mid
forearm. He allows the ref to check him as he awaits the bell.]

GM: And it looks like Williams has got the Axis on his mind, Bucky - paying tribute
to his injured allies in that group.

BW: Or he just didn’t want to buy new gear with all the Axis money drying up?

GM: Nevertheless, it's this new found rivalry with Hunter and Colton that seems to
have endeared him to some of the fans... but most are still letting him hear it.

BW: Just like with Johnny Detson, Gordo - it’s hard to trust a guy who has been...
what they’ve been... for so long. Williams may have his sights on someone else
they don’t like but it’s hard for the fans to forget what he did to Jordan Ohara and
so many others.

“"DING! DING! DING!”



[As the bell sounds, the two men circle for a moment before they lunge into a collar
and elbow tieup.]

GM: The bell sounds, we’re off and running with Williams pulling Lerux into a side
headlock, using his height advantage to his favor... Lerux now pushing him off
though...

[The rebounding Williams hurdles over Lerux as he drops down, bouncing off the far
ropes to go under a leapfrog as well.]

GM: Williams still on the move... hiptoss coming- no, reversed!

[And it's Williams who tosses Lerux through the air and down to the mat with the
hiptoss. Lerux quickly scrambles up, getting taken right back over with a second
one.]

GM: Make it two... Lerux back up, swing and a miss...

[The ducking Williams snatches a side waistlock, lifting the Canadian up and
dropping him down on the back of his head and neck...]

GM: Williams so quick and athletic for a man of his size... there’s our first cover...
[Williams doesn’t bother to hook a leg as a two count follows.]

GM: Two count there for Williams who is competing in his first singles match since
last year’s SuperClash. Of course, Williams was one-half of the World Tag Team
Titles for a time here in 2017, competing as System Shock with Riley Hunter but
now he’s on his own and looking to climb the singles rankings in a hurry. He’s
certainly firing on all cylinders so far in this tone...

[A scoop of the rising Lerux ends with a big bodyslam, putting the Canadian down
with his head pointing towards the corner.]

GM: Scoop slam puts him down... and look at this now...
BW: Where the heck is he going?
GM: Williams uncharacteristically climbing to the second rope... his back to Lerux.

[Williams looks back, then looks out to the crowd, shrugs, then holds out his arm,
elbow pointing behind him, and falls back]

GM: And falling elbow drop off the second rope! Right on target!

[The Future flips over in a North-South pin, again failing to hook a leg which allows
Lerux to kick out at two.]

GM: Another two count there. Williams looking for a way to put his Canadian
opposition down here tonight in Winnipeg.

[Williams climbs back to his feet, looking out on the crowd as he drags Lerux up off
the mat, snatching a front facelock as he pulls him to the center of the ring...]

GM: Suplex on the way perhaps...
[Williams tosses the arm over his head, then starts to lift for the suplex...]

GM: Gets him up and...



[...and about 3/4th of the way up to vertical, Williams pushes Lerux up a bit, then
twists himself around catching Lerux on the way down...]

BW: WHAT THE-?!

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...into the very familiar three-quarter nelson then lays out as the crowd ROARS for
the surprise way he delivers his signature move!]

GM: FUTURE SHOCK... OUT OF THE SUPLEX?!
BW: I've never seen that out of him before!

[Williams pops up and sits on Lerux’s shoulders, reaching down to grab a leg even
though it’s academic at this point.]

GM: One, two, and there’s the three... off that amazing way he hit the Future Shock
there for a win in his first singles match of 2017.

["Radioactive” starts back up again to mixed cheers as Williams has his hand
raised.]

GM: Rebecca Ortiz makes it official and Derrick Williams scores the victory as Javier
Castillo has given him the green light to gun for the AWA National Champion,
Jackson Hunter. And if Williams brings a weapon like that, Jackson Hunter may
need more than a shovel to keep that title around his waist.

BW: Like a Death Star?

GM: Perhaps. Derrick Williams with the win here on Saturday Night Wrestling in
Winnipeg!

[We fade from the ring through black to a shot of a hand putting a camera in place
- obviously an iPhone leaning up against something. A moment later, the owner of
the hand drops back to reveal a grinning Betty Chang in a white t-shirt with a red

sunburst in the middle of it along with a pair of yoga pants. She waves excitedly.]

BC: Hey AWA fans! It's me, Betty again! I'm still down here in Mexico, working
hard... learning as much as I can. I've been wrestling almost every night and I feel
like I'm getting so much better with every match. It's been great, you know... the
past months... first up in Canada with the Coltons... I miss you guys! Hi Mr.
Jeremiah!

[She grins again.]

BC: And then down here in Mexico? They've really taken me in... everyone’s just
been so nice.

I really hate to leave... I've made so many friends I'm going to miss so much.

[Chang’s grin shifts a little bit, more of a heartfelt smile than an overly-excited
one.]

BC: But not as much as I miss the AWA fans. I know, I know... I only got to meet
you guys a few times but... it meant so much to me - all your love and support.
And when I was healing up after my match with Kurayami, I knew that - above all
else - I was getting back on my feet so I could be back in front of you.



And that’s why I can’t think of any way better to make my AWA return than to be in
that ring... on September 4th in Estadio BBVA. My return match in front of AWA
fans... in Mexico... it’s going to be great.

And to me, there’s only one match that makes perfect sense. So, Mr. Castillo... if
you're watching this... I want to make it clear that I'm making my challenge official
for Estrellas En El Cielo...

[Chang gets very serious now... well, as serious as we’ve seen her get anyways as
she strikes an Uncle Sam-esque pose, sticking out her finger with a balled-up fist
on her hip...]

BC: I WANT! KURAYAMI!

[She holds the pose for a moment... and then with a giggle, leans forward to turn
off the camera.]

BC: Bye guys - see you soon!
[Cut to black...

...and we fade back up, we find ourselves in the ring where we find Theresa Lynch
standing.]

TL: Welcome back to Saturday Night Wrestling, fans... where my guest at this time
has requested... well, I supposed demanded is a better word to describe it... time in
this very ring to talk about his very controversial actions over the past month. Up
until Eternally Extreme, in fact, I think a lot of people thought this man was on the
right path again... was even perhaps on the verge of becoming one of the most
popular men in this company... in this business...

[Theresa grimaces.]
TL: And then... then he betrayed...
[She pauses.]

TL: Everyone. He stabbed a lot of people in the back... in the heart... and in the
process, he has aligned himself with the Korugun Corporation. And tonight, I'm
going to invite him out here to explain why.

Ladies and gentlemen... please welcome... he is a former World Champion... he is a
Pro Wrestling Hall of Famer... JEFF MATTHEWS!

[One of the most iconic pro wrestling entrance themes ever comes to life as
Metallica’s “"One” plays over the PA system. But there will be no singalong from the
fans on this night. On this night, the fans are jeering... loudly... for the arrival of the
man who once happily called himself the Career Killer.]

GM: The fans in Winnipeg are making their feelings well known as Jeff Matthews
comes out here and... whew.

BW: Did you ever think you’d see the day when someone stabbing Supreme Wright
in the back would get a reaction like this? I'm old enough to remember when
Supreme Wright HIMSELF got reactions like this!

GM: Times change, Bucky... and I think even the biggest Jeff Matthews fan would
agree with that. Matthews has had quite the up-and-down relationship with the



fans over the years. He has been one of the most popular - and most hated - men
in pro wrestling at times... and he definitely falls into that latter category right now.

[The former World Champion walks into view, standing on the ramp, looking out on
the jeering crowd with disdain. He shakes his head, walking down the aisle towards
the ring where Theresa Lynch is waiting.]

GM: It was Eternally Extreme when Supreme Wright and King Kong Hogan were
doing battle where Jeff Matthews shockingly betrayed Supreme Wright, joined up
with Korugun, and earned the ire of AWA fans all over the world. And ever since,
everyone has wanted to know why. Tonight, we will finally get the answer to that.

[Matthews climbs the ringsteps in his black t-shirt, blue jeans, and leather jacket,
ducking through the ropes into the ring. He walks to mid-ring, standing alongside
Theresa Lynch as the music fades but the boos persist.]

TL: Jeff Matthews...

[Theresa pauses as the boos continue to pour down on Matthews. Matthews looks
out on the crowd with disdain.]

TL: Jeff Matthews...

[More boos come down, causing Theresa to pause again. A slight smirk slips onto
her face as Jeff Matthews looks a little agitated this time.]

TL: Jeff Matthews...

[The boos come raining down again but Matthews grabs the mic.]
JM: Just ask your damn questions, Lynch. Ignore them.

[Theresa nods her head.]

TL: Alright then... well, I suppose I only have one question. You asked for this time.
You wanted to tell the world why you did what you did in South Philly. So... let’s
hear it... why did you betray so many people who supported you?

[Matthews pauses, nodding his head.]

JM: I tried. I really did. I wasn’t always the good guy but I always did what I
thought was right. But when I walked away from this sport, it turned its back on
me.

For almost a decade, I sat at home. A Hall of Famer. A former World Champion.
Sure, the phone rang... this Comic-Con... that baseball card show... “"Hey, you used
to be good. Come sigh some autographs and make some easy money.” Even a few
indy promoters with too much cash on their hands wanted me.

But not the AWA. Not the people who I THOUGHT were my friends. Stegglet...
Michaelson... Taylor.. Blue.

THEY LEFT ME TO ROT!

[The crowd ROARS with jeers once more as Matthews stands mid-ring, looking
around at the fans who aren’t having any of the excuses he’s delivering right now.]

JM: Do you know how many damn times I helped Chris Blue when he needed me?
And do you know how many times that man screwed me over... but I always turned
the other cheek. For the better good, I thought. But even then.... even still, I was



willing to forgive. I was willing to come back and start anew. I was willing to come
to the AWA and show the entire damn wrestling world why I was the best in the
world. Why I was STILL the best in the world.

[Matthews glares at the jeering Winnipeg crowd as Theresa looks out as well.]

JM: I was willing to let it all slide. I was willing to forget about all the times people
refused to take my calls or respond to my e-mails. I was willing to forget all of it.

I was even willing to forgive... him.
Supreme Wright.

[The crowd ROARRS at the mention of the former World Champion which seems to
only make Matthews more upset.]

JM: Supreme Wright who took MY spot as the best mat wrestler in the world.
Supreme Wright who took MY spot as the best submission wrestler in the world.
Supreme Wright.

[Matthews now acts likes he’s shaking hands and smiling and nodding.]

JM: I came back and I shook all their hands and said I'm here for you.

I came out here and did my interviews about how happy I was to be back...

...and the AWA said, “This Hall of Famer? This former World Champion? This big
name free agent we signed? We don’t need him at SuperClash.”

“Maybe in the Battle Royal.”

So I went to the one guy in this company I hated more than anyone else and said...
“I'll stand with you against the Syndicate. I'll be your damn partner.”

I didn’t even merit a response. I wasn’t even given the time of day. And you know
what else?

[The former World Champion just shakes his head in utter disbelief.]

JM: Supreme Wright picked someone else... someone he hates! He’d rather team
with someone he can’t even trust than to team with me. I stuck my neck out
against two of the most vicious wrestlers I've ever faced and the sport has ever
known. And he just said “Screw you Matthews, you don’t deserve to be my partner.”
[Matthews reflects a bit, glaring at Theresa Lynch for a moment.]

JM: And so, I waited... and I watched... and I put my body on the line at SuperClash
for one reason.

Because on Thanksgiving Eve, I got a phone call.
[A big smile creeping on his face, a wicked one at that.]
JM: Javier Castillo called me and he said everything I needed to hear.

“How would you like a chance to stab Supreme Wright in the heart and make a
whole lot of money for doing it?”



Sold.

I didn’t even blink.

[And the boos come raining down even harder on him now.]

JM: Never in my career have I done something for money. I've never sold out.
[He holds his finger up and waves it at the crowd.]

JM: Never say never. Because I sold out to Korugun... and I'm damn proud of that.

[Theresa waits a moment, making sure Matthews is done speaking before she pulls
the mic back.]

TL: And I suppose we can consider that question answered.

[Matthews nods.]

TL: You had a lot to say right there... a lot to say to Supreme Wright. Supreme, as
you know, isn’t here tonight. He wasn’t cleared to be here after everything that
went down in No Man’s Land.

But... well... he asked me to make sure you know something.

[Matthews arches an eyebrow.]

TL: He may not be here tonight... but he WILL be in North Dakota in two weeks...
[The crowd ROARS at that as Matthews’ face shifts... ever so slightly.]

TL: ...and he wants you to know that in North Dakota, it’ll be his turn to do the
talking.

[The crowd cheers again as Lynch grins and Matthews angrily backs off, pointing a
threatening finger at her before he ducks out of the ring, dropping down to the floor
to make his exit as we fade to black...

...and fade up on a rising sun coming up over a crystal blue lake. A voiceover
begins.]

“The future.”
[The sun continues to climb via time lapse footage.]

“It is said that the future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their
dreams.”

[The sun reaches its peak, dazzling as it lights up the water below.]
“At the Korugun Corporation, our dreams are the same as yours.”
[Cut to a shot of children playing in a very green meadow.]

“To live... to love...”

[To a shot of two elderly people smiling as they hold hands.]

“To make the most out of every moment we are blessed with.”



[To the crack of a baseball bat and a cheering crowd.]
“To the joys of community... of family... of kinship...”

[To a young toddler walking out into the surf on a beach only to be scooped up by a
nervous father who lifts him high in the air.]

|II
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“To all of life’'s promise... and potentia
[To a spaceship rocketing off its launchpad towards the sky.]

“To pushing the boundaries of what is expected...”

[To a space shot of Earth below.]

“To bringing our futures into the present.”

[The Korugun Corporation logo slowly crawls over the curvature of the Earth.]
“Korugun. To life and all that it offers.”

[And we slowly fade to black...

...and then back to a live shot of the building as a loud buzzing bursts throughout
the arena. The Winnipeg crowd, knowing what's coming, starts to boo as hard as
they can. The annoying buzzing continues as the all-too familiar distorted voice
starts crackling over the buzzing.]

# Land where my fathers died!
# Land of the pilgrim's pride!
# From every mountain side,
# Let freedom ring!

[The buzzing and crackling grow louder and louder, then slowly fades into the
opening guitar wailing from the Damn Yankees' "Don't Tread On Me." The Soldiers
of Fortune appear at the entrance way. The crowd immediately lets the Number One
Contenders to the AWA World Tag Team Champions, as well as the 2017 Stampede
Cup winners know what they think of them.]

“WE WANT NEXT-GEN!”
CLAP CLAP CLAP-CLAP-CLAP
“WE WANT NEXT-GEN!”
CLAP CLAP CLAP-CLAP-CLAP
“WE WANT NEXT-GEN!”
CLAP CLAP CLAP-CLAP-CLAP
“WE WANT NEXT-GEN!”
CLAP CLAP CLAP-CLAP-CLAP

[Flint mutters under his breath, "You'll get 'em soon enough” as he turns towards
Stephens, nodding his head. Stephens returns the nod, and with a mighty shout...]

JF: FORRRRWWAAARRRDDD!!!! MARCH!!!!

[Both men start making their way towards the ring. Flint is wearing his army
uniform, carrying the American flag on a flagpole over his right shoulder. Charlie
Stephens, on the other hand, is wearing what can be considered to be civilian
clothing. He's wearing a pair of blue jeans, and a Jack Eichel #15 Buffalo Sabres
jersey. Stephens is also carrying the Stampede Cup trophy, a little bit for wear after
the events following the Soldiers' victory over Next Gen. Some members of the



crowd, noticing the jersey Stephens is wearing, breaks out in a small "SABERS
SUCK" chant despite the lack of a rivalry.]

GM: This crowd here in Winnipeg is letting the Soldiers have it after their disgusting
display at the Stampede Cup. You can definitely see a large crack in the wooden
base where the trophy hit Howie Somers after that post match assault. That
beautiful trophy's never going to quite be the same after what the Soldiers have
done.

BW: They got the money, Gordo. They were willing to do whatever it took to win
the money, and now they want the gold.

GM: How they won was a disgrace, and I'm sure that not only Next Gen is looking
to make them pay, but just about everyone else in that tournament is going to be
going after them. This crowd wants Next Gen to take them out now, but after the
events of earlier in the night the Soldiers look like nothing but vultures, ready to
pick at what's left.

BW: Kick 'em while they're down is part of the Soldiers' creed, after all.

[The Soldiers make their way to ringside. Flint gently sets down the flagpole at
ringside, while Stephens slides in the trophy underneath the bottom rope. Flint and
Stephens climb onto the apron, looking out at the crowd. With a grin, Flint steps
through the ropes, picking up the Stampede Cup trophy, and Stephens follows him
in. Flint asks for the mic, and makes his way to the center of the ring once he
received it as Stephens eggs on the crowd.]

JF: Ah, ain't she a beauty..

[Flint's grin grows ever wider.]

JF: Take a long hard look, because this is the greatest team this wasteland will ever
see. What have the Winnipeg Blue Bombers ever done for ya recently? What have
the... Winnipeg Jets..

[Stephens holds his nose and does a thumbs down.]

JF: Ever done for ya lately? This is the last time any of you clowns are gonna see
anything resembling a trophy in yer lifetimes.

[Flint hands the microphone over to Stephens.]

CS: We've been up an' down this world, celebratin' ever since we got that big
payday at the end of the Battle of Saskatchewan! None of you have ever
experienced a real celebration. There are a lot of people that were upset with the
way we won the Stampede Cup, but there are some...

[Stephens turns and points to the name on the back of the jersey he's wearing.]
CS: That appreciate what we've done and they sent their well wishes.

This seedy little town here has never seen an actual celebration, huh? Look at you...
miserable, never happy, must be constantly cold and dreary up here, eh? Well,
we're gonna change things. We're willing to bestow the gift of a Soldiers of Fortune
standard issue celebration right in this ring. The Soldiers of Fortune, the best tag
team in the entire world is making their challenge for the AWA World Tag Team
championships...

[Dramatic pause.]



CS: ..TONIGHT!

[The crowd roars in anticipation, hoping to get a chance to see the Soldiers get
what's coming to them. Stephens hands the mic back to Joe Flint.]

JF: We got yer attention, huh, Next Gen? Daniel Harper.. Howie Somers..

[Flint grins, showing off the crack in the wooden base of the trophy.]

JF: I bet Somers was pickin' splinters from his forehead for a week.

[Flint lets out a laugh.]

JF: There may be more where that came from.

And as much as we wanna have fun at everyone's expense, the only reason why we
came to this pit in the first place was to throw down that gauntlet for yer tag team
titles. We got the money... we got this...

[Flint, once again, shows off the trophy. The crowd cheers, hoping to see Next Gen
get their hands on the Soldiers after what happened at the Stampede Cup. The
crowd starts up another "WE WANT NEXT-GEN" chant as Flint nods his head.]

JF: Now, we want the gold to cement our legacy. We're gonna go to the back,
march into Castillo's office, and tell 'em that we want Next Gen to pick up that
gauntlet tonight! We want them too! We don't care if they ain't 100% because they
had to be idiots for throwin' themselves in the line of fire against Castillo's mutants,

we're gonna-

[The crowd lets out a roar, throwing Flint off his train of thought as Stephens turns
his head towards the aisle. His eyes grow wide, and Flint follows suit.]

GM: THE CROWD WANTED NEXT GEN, AND HERE THEY COME!

[Howie Somers and Daniel Harper, both dressed in their wrestling attire, are
heading down the aisle, both moving a bit slower than might otherwise, and both
looking a bit worse for the wear, but the reason why Flint and Stephens were wide
eyed is clear.

Because Somers and Harper each carry a folding chair.]

BW: And they're stacking the deck before they even get to the ring!

GM: After they were attacked earlier, and after the attack by the Soldiers at the
Battle of Saskatchewan, can you blame them?

BW: I can and I will blame them for not playing fair, Gordo!

[Somers and Harper reach ringside and lift the chairs toward the apron which
causes the Soldiers to rush forward, preparing to grab the chairs themselves...

...but that's when Next Gen slides under the bottom rope just enough to grab Flint
and Stephens by the ankles and pull them underneath the ropes.]

GM: The chairs were a distraction! Somers and Harper dragging Flint and Stephens
outside the ring!

[And, as they say, it's on. Somers nails Flint with several right hands, then a kick to
the midsection, while Harper delivers a pair of European uppercuts right to
Stephens' jaw.]



GM: Next Gen taking the fight to the Soldiers!

BW: But how long can they last, Gordo? They took quite a beating at the hands of
Castillo's army!

[Somers grabs Flint and tries to slam him into the apron, but Flint blocks the
attempt, then elbows Somers in the gut. Meanwhile, Stephens has ducked a
clothesline attempt by Harper, then doubles him over with a kick to the midsection,
followed by a hard right hand that sends Harper stumbling.]

GM: The Soldiers have the upper hand! They've got them by the arms!

[Flint grabs Somers and Stephens grabs Harper, each preparing to whip the Next
Gen members into the barricades on the opposite sides...

...but that's when Somers and Harper manage to reverse the attempts, and it's
Flint and Stephens who each crash into the barriers.]

GM: Next Gen takes out the Soldiers! Oh my!

[Somers and Harper then both slide under the ropes and into the ring, where the
Stampede Cup remains. Harper grabs a chair and sizes up the Cup.]

BW: What does Harper think he's doing?

GM: He's got that chair... is he gonna smash the Cup?

BW: Talk about disrespect!

GM: How is it any different from Flint hitting Somers with the Cup?

BW: I meant disrespect to the Soldiers, Gordo!

GM: T see.

[Somers has grabbed the other chair and keeps his eye outside the ring, where
Flint and Stephens have pulled themselves to their feet, notice Harper, and point

fingers, warning him not to do it.

Harper sees the Soldiers, shakes his head, rears back the chair, like he's about to
swing for the fences...

...and then he pulls back, reaches down to the mic that's on the canvas, and picks
it up.]

DH: Nah, forget about it! We got more respect for the Cup than that... certainly
more than the two of you ever will!

[Instead, Harper walks over to the side of the ring and slams the chair down in
front of him, causing the Soldiers to take a step back.

Harper hands the mic over to Somers, who still has his chair raised.]
HS: That's right, Daniel. Unlike the two men who claim to represent what America
is all about, we have more respect for those who came before us and represent the

legacy of that Cup.

[Harper gestures to the Cup and nods.]



HS: As much as you two don't deserve to be mentioned alongside those great
teams, we're not gonna behave like the two of you do. We may not like what
happened, but that Cup is yours and we recognize it.

[Flint, outside the ring, shouts, "Then get out and let us take it, you maggots!"]

HS: Oh, I've got a better idea, Flint. You two talked so much about wanting a title
shot, then why don't you go back and tell Castillo -- a man who apparently made
himself general and now outranks both of you -- that you want your title shot right
now.

Because I can tell you that Daniel and I want you both in the ring, and if you think
you're gonna cement your legacy at our expense...

[He points the chair in the direction of the Soldiers.]
HS: Like hell!
[That draws a loud cheer from the crowd.]

GM: OH MY! Next Gen wants the Soldiers of Fortune in the ring, and will put the
gold on the line here tonight!

BW: Well, I gotta say, Gordo - I'm pretty surprised by that. I thought after the
Soldiers won the Cup, Harper and Somers might be trying out for the Olympics with
all the running and ducking they were going to be doing to avoid facing them for
the titles.

GM: You thought wrong! Next Gen wants the Soldiers and they’re willing to put the
titles on the line to get them! The Soldiers are heading out of here... they said
they’re going to talk to Javier Castillo and we'll just see if this World Tag Team Titles
showdown gets made tonight. Fans, let’s go backstage where Mark Stegglet is
standing by!

[Cut to backstage where Mark Stegglet stands with one of the AWA’s Pillars - the
Iron Cowboy himself, Jack Lynch. The former World Heavyweight and World Tag
Team Champion wears a white shirt and blue jeans. His white cowboy hat is slung
forward, casting a shadow over his eyes.]

MS: We saw him come to the aid of his compatriots Ryan Martinez and Hannibal
Carver earlier tonight, and now, he’s requested some time to speak. We are all
very interested in what you have to say, Mr. Lynch.

[Lynch nods and draws in a breath, exhaling slowly.]

JL: Thanks Mark. You're gonna have to bear with me a bit. I might ramble some...
[Lynch smirks.]

JL: More than usual.

Normally, this would start with a story. And that story would go down a few
different avenues and eventually arrive at a point.

But I ain’t much in a story tellin” mood.

Because I look around this place, and it don’t make any sense, and ain’t no story
gonna help fix that.



[Lynch runs his hand over his chin, fingers scratching the stubble that’s gathered on
his face.]

JL: There was a Stampede Cup held. And Jack Lynch wasn’t in it. Now I ask ya,
what kinda tag tournament is it when it don’t include me?

But it used to be I had more partners than I could shake a stick at. But Travis is
takin’ care of himself away from the business, Bobby can’t be here right now,
Supreme had his own fight to see to, and Ryan and Hannibal had each other.
And Jimmy?

[Lynch shakes his head.]

JL: Well, Jimmy is gettin’ his head turned in the exact wrong direction.

So here I am... odd man out.

Because the only thing it seems anyone wants from me... is the thing I can’t do.
Korugun wants me to fight my brother.

My brother seems like he wants me to fight him.

And the people? Well... I think they want to see me fight my brother too.

[Lynch removes his cowboy hat and runs his hand through his hair, before placing
his hat back on.]

JL: And that's the one thing I just can’t bring myself to do.

I

Jimmy ain’t in the right headspace. And I don’t even know what the hell he’s talkin
about with this “spiritual advisor” mumbo jumbo.

And I know what he wants. And I know what Castillo and Westerly want. And I
know that the people want to see me put my boots to my brother’s ass and knock
some sense into him.

But Mark... I just can't.

Hurtin’ someone I love? Spillin’ the same blood that runs in my veins? Is that how it
has to be? Do I have to slap on the claw and try and crush the skull of my baby
brother?

If that’s what it takes... then I just don’t got it in me, Mark.

MS: So what will you do?

[Lynch takes in another breath and shakes his head.]

JL: The one thing I never thought I'd do. But the only thing I can do.

I'm goin’ home, Mark.

I've got a wife and a daughter at home who love me and who need me. I got a son
comin’ who'll need me when he gets here.

And none of ‘em will ever ask me to be who I ain’t.

So that’s where I'm goin’. Back home.



MS: And when will you be back?

[Lynch shakes his head.]

JL: Mark, if I knew the answer to that, I'd tell ya...

So since I ain’t, I guess ya can take from that what ya will.

MS: But...

[Lynch shakes his head.]

JL: Look, Mark... I gotta get my head clear. And this ain’t the place to do it.

[Lynch seems poised to say more, but then shakes his head and walks away,
leaving Mark Stegglet alone...

...and we slowly fade back out to ringside to Bucky and a dejected Gordon Myers.]

GM: Thanks, Mark... and Bucky, Jack Lynch making it clear that he just can’t be
here right now.

BW: Oh, boo friggin’ hoo! Cry me a river, ya stinkin’ Stench! Shadoe Rage is
fighting his brother! Ryan Martinez is fighting his brother! And Jack Lynch is just
too good for it, I suppose.

GM: Those are completely different situations.

BW: Because Jack’s used to the old man being able to protect him and get him out
of any situation he doesn’t want to be it? That’s how it’s different?

GM: That's not it at all.

BW: No, I think that’s exactly it. This is a new reality for Jack Lynch... for all the
stinkin’ Stenches, Gordo. The old man’s gone. He’s fired. He’s got no power with
Korugun... and now the Lynches are finding out what it’s like to stand on their own
two feet and they just don’t like it very much.

[Gordon sighs.]

GM: Well, whatever Jack Lynch has going through his head right now, I hope he
works it out sooner rather than later so he can get right back here to do what he
loves so much. Now, shifting gears, earlier this week, Javier Castillo...

BW: That’s Generalissimo Castillo to you, daddy.
[Gordon sighs again.]

GM: Fine. Well, that guy put out a statement following the controversial ending to
the all-new Power Hour that saw Terry Shane walk out as a double champion with
both the World Television Title and the National Championship.

BW: And fortunately for all of us... he’s walking into Winnipeg with only half the gold
he left Atlanta with!

GM: As my co-anchor so graciously put it, that is correct. Castillo has ruled that
the result of the match between Jackson Hunter and Terry Shane has been thrown
out despite the entire world and the ringside officials nearby witnessing Hunter
tapping to the Spinning Toe Hold of Terry Shane.



BW: Tap out? The way I saw it was Hunter was slapping the mat to get Blake
Colton’s attention so he wouldn’t get whacked by the shovel by that loose cannon
Derrick Williams.

GM: I'm fairly certain he was screaming for sweet mercy at the hands of Shane.

BW: Yet it's now Terry Shane who must crawl out here with his tail between his legs
and relinquish the National Title that he unjustly hijacked from Jackson Hunter! He
better have wiped that Shane funk off of that strap. Jackson Hunter deserves
better than that! He’s a man of class, dignity, the utmost-

[Static.]
BW: Rude.

[The cheers continue to outweigh the historically less than positive crowd reaction
from Terry Shane’s past as the tumultuous clash of horns and string instruments
from “Dance of the Knights” by Sergei Prokofieve layers over the airwaves. The
extreme dynamics and harsh dissonances paints a vivid scene as Shane steps into
view with the crowd’s response heightening.]

GM: And here he comes, Bucky. I can’t imagine what's going through Terry Shane’s
head right now. He was on cloud nine last weekend. Not only was he coming off
an epic encounter with Shane Destiny and November at the second incarnation of
Eternally Extreme but then to walk out of Atlanta and WKIK Studios with not only
one title around his waist but TWO... he was riding an all time high.

BW: Generalissimo Castillo made certain to burst that little bubble of hopes and
dreams didn’t he?

[The pulsating brass instruments kick in as Terry Shane steps out into view. His
black hair is matted against the back of his neck and over the collar of his tan
corduroy jacket. Shane has a white henley unbuttoned a third of the way
underneath and the World Television title strapped around his and over his slim fit
jeans. Sunglasses hide his stare as he heads for the ring but what isn’t hidden in
the National Title hanging loosely in his right hand nearly brushing the walkway
underneath him.]

BW: Look at him, Gordo. Does that look like the walk of a man deserving to be
called a double champion? Does it?!

GM: I'm sure he was a little more chipper with a little bit bigger grin headed to the
airport in Atlanta.

BW: A smile stolen from the rightful owner of that title he disrespectfully is carrying
around like a bag of luggage. I wouldn’t trust that man with my suitcase at the
airport - I'll tell you that much.

[Shane makes it to the ring and steps through the ropes. The crowd is still a bit
raucous and a big reaction is drawn from them as Shane lays the National Title
down in the center of the ring. The music fades out as a mic is extended to Shane
who without so much as a smile snatches it from the ringside official and positions
himself right over the laid out strap of gold.]

TS: Well...

[Shane pauses, sunglasses still covering his eyes.]

TS: ...this isn’t the walk I wanted to make out here this week.



[Another pause. A little longer. Shane tilts his head downward and we presume
that he’s staring at the National Title inches away from his feet.]

TS: There was a moment a week ago when I thought the pieces were all falling
back into place. Here I was... Terry Shane... son of one of the greatest men to ever
lace their boots up and step into the ring. Grandson to a pioneer of our sport. A
kid born in a small town in Missouri and raised on the road chasing his father from
town to town and watching him win World Titles and adored and heralded by fans
just like you all as their hero. Their champion.

Now...

FINALLY...

[He jerks his head up.]

TS: I thought it was my turn. I thought it was my moment. To stand in the center
of the ring with the Television Title in one hand and the National Title in the other, I
truly felt - for the first time - PROUD.

I was proud of myself for getting back up and putting myself in a position to
achieve this kind of success.

I was proud of myself for never quitting despite having a million reasons to do so.
I was proud to add to the legacy my family has built in this business.
But most of all...

I was proud when I got back to the locker room and saw a dozen missed calls from
my father.

No words were even needed. I knew in that moment what holding those two titles
meant to him. More so, I knew what it meant for me. Things were changing.

My story was being rewritten.
And then...

[Shane slowly reaches up to the sunglasses on his face. He pinches them with his
fingers and slowly pulls them down.]

TS: I got the news.

I got it the same way everyone else did.

No phone call from El Presidente.

No email from the office.

There I was sitting in the airport on my way here to Winnipeg when I saw the story
break and had what felt like my entire world ripped out from underneath me. It
wasn’t so much that it happened because being born into this business you've seen
or heard it all. T know what happened in that ring that night. I know Jackson
Hunter tapped because he had no fight left in him. I know and you all know that I

EARNED the right to hold this title laying here at my feet.

It belongs around MY waist.



[The crowd begins to rally behind Shane’s words. ]

TS: It deserves to be held by a man who FIGHTS like a champion.
[And they cheer him on some more.]

TS: YOU deserve more than this.

[The intensity in the building heightens.]

TS: The unfortunate part is...

[Shane’s words are cut off by the arrival of the presumptive champion as he steps
through the curtain, chin held high, hands on the wool collar of his black denim
jacket as the crowd ROARS with jeers.]

GM: Well, no love lost for the man who has usurped and is still apparently holding
hostage the National Championship. Not even his home crowd likes him any more.

BW: Well, considering the most fun these hillbillies have involves firing rifles at stop
signs, dodging potholes the size of kiddie pools and watching "professional football"
played by athletes who washed out of Division III, I doubt they have any taste.

GM: So much for us trying to be nice to our Canadian hosts over the past few
weeks, huh?

[Jackson Hunter is shadowed closely by the hirsute and hulking Blake Colton, who
has doubled down on double denim: jeans and a sleeveless denim vest. He's
carrying a can of Mooselips in his hand, making sure to show it to the camera as it
lands on him while the dastardly duo makes their way down the aisle towards the

ring.]

GM: And lately, we have never seen Jackson Hunter without this sasquatch lurking
behind him.

BW: Sasquatch?! How dare you, Gordo! That's no cryptid: that's a battle station!

[Hunter and Colton take a moment to confer at ringside, as Shane motions “come
and get it” as he points down at the title at his feet which causes the entire arena
to stir. Colton snickers his dangerous snicker, and slides into the ring as Hunter
remains on the floor watching on.]

GM: Wait... is Hunter siccing his goon onto Terry Shane? Is he not even going to
afford the man who is still rightfully the AWA Television Champion the dignity of
handing over the belt eye-to-eye?

BW: Gordo, all that matters is that Terry Shane hands over Jackson Hunter's
rightful property.

GM: Hunter's is such an unsavory, callow individual. I wouldn't be surprised if he
couldn't look a cyclops in the eye.

[As Colton rises, Shane doesn't back down, changing his stance, readying for
combat. Colton stands chest to chest with Shane, holding a couple of inches of
height over him.]

GM: This could explode right here and now in Winnipeg. We know Derrick Williams
is in the house and I don't know if Hunter wants Colton too far away from him at
the moment.



[Cut to Hunter on the floor, yelling, "just get the belt!"

Colton stabs his hands at the National Title on the ground as Shane feints towards
him. Colton snatches it and dives back through the ropes and rolls to the floor.
Hunter reaches a hand down towards Colton who extends a hand back up as he
tries to scurry back to his feet but Hunter grabs the title from him instead of
lending a helping hand and begins to lead the charge back down the aisle to even
more jeers.]

GM: Look at them go!

BW: What were you expecting? A little dance number? A waltz perhaps? Shane
made him come all the way down to the ring to get his title. He should have drove
to his house and dropped it off at his doorstep!

[Shane, still in a battle stance, leans into the mic.]

TS: See you soon...

...Champ.

[The camera built-in microphone briefly picks up Hunter's voice as he disappears
behind the curtain.]

"No you won't."

GM: Well folks, Jackson Hunter has reclaimed his National Title and for those like
myself hoping for some fireworks --

BW: You didn’t get any! And just like that man wallowing in the center of the ring...
you deserve nothing! Theatrics and Terry Shane go together like-

“Awwww, poor little Terry Shane...”

[The crowd buzzes with confusion until the source of the voice walks through the
curtain, dressed as we saw her earlier tonight, and gripping a pink baseball bat over
one shoulder and a mic in the other hand.]

MSH: Look at him... I think he’s gonna cry.
[Shane looks down the aisle with confusion towards his former manager.]

MSH: You thought this was your moment, huh? You thought you DESERVE a
moment?!

[Hayes shakes her head.]

MSH: Do you realize that for nearly THREE years now - everywhere I've gone in this
business - I've had to listen to people talk about what happened between you and
I? Everyone wants to know what happened on-camera... and off.

[Hayes raises an eyebrow suggestively.]

MSH: Everyone wants to know why I left you high and dry... like it wasn't plainly
obvious to the world by that point that Terry Shane was an emotional wreck who
couldn’t handle the pressure of being on top of the world! I had you there, Terry! I
had you at the top - do you remember? I had you in Main Events! I had you on
the verge of winning World Titles! And you had to throw it all away because the
one opponent you can’t ever beat, Terry... is yourself. You can’t beat the pressure



you put on yourself to one day - maybe - be as good as your old man was... as your
grandfather was.

[Shane looks down, Hayes’ words obviously hitting the mark.]

MSH: And truth be told, that’s part of the reason I came back to the AWA, Terry. I
was doing fine everywhere else I went. I was on top of the world showing this
business that... Diamonds... are forever.

[Hayes smirks at her “insider” comment.]

MSH: But it wasn’t enough. Because I'd still get asked about you. And so when
Kerry made the call, the decision was easy. Yes, I'd come back. Yes, I'd get
someone else to the top of this industry. Yes, I'd make him all that he deserves to
be... and unlike certain people, Kerry Kendrick - the Self Made Man - is also a man
who can handle being the best in the world.

[Shane grimaces, still silently looking down the aisle.]

MSH: You didn’t deserve a moment on the Power Hour, Terry. You deserve
NOTHING!

[The boos rain down as Hayes grins.]
MSH: But hey... you had a good run as the National Champion. One for the record
books. Oh... wait, no... Javier says they’re not recognizing your reign at all. Sorry

about that.

Speaking of Javier, he tells me you owe him one for making that match for you a
while back.

He also says that it’s time for you to start paying up.

[Hayes smirks as Shane looks puzzled.]

MSH: So, the National Title is back where it belongs in the hands of Jackson
Hunter.. but as I look in there, I gotta say it's not all bad. You're still the TV
Champion, right?

[She smiles, clapping enthusiastically as Shane nods, holding up the World
Television Title...

...when she abruptly stops clapping, sneering at him.]

MSH: For now.

[She lowers the mic...

...and "My Type” by Saint Hotel starts to play to an instant negative reaction from
the Winnipeg crowd. Hayes is all grins now as Michael Aarons emerges from the
locker room in red tights with a handful of silver geometric shapes on them. He’s
wearing a black sleeveless leather vest and silver mirrored sunglasses as well.]
GM: What'’s this all about?

BW: I have no idea but Aarons is dressed to go!

[Aarons pauses next to Hayes, pushing his sunglasses down to the tip of his nose...



...and very visibly winks at her to a grin from the former Wise Woman. Hayes
gestures towards the ring and a very reluctant sounding Rebecca Ortiz speaks.]

RO: The following contest is set for one fall with a ten minute time limit and is for
the AWA WORRRRRRLD TELEVISION CHAMPIONSHIP!

[The crowd buzzes with confusion as Shane looks around puzzled.]

RO: Introducing first... on his way down the aisle... from Carson City, Nevada...
weighing in at 225 pounds... he is the challenger...

MIIIITIICHAELLLLL AAAAAAAARONNNNNNNNSSSSS!

[The jeers get louder for Aarons who is marching down the aisle, not pausing for his
usual attempts to play to the crowd and incite them.]

GM: The challenger?! What’s going on here?!
[Ortiz quickly continues.]

RO: And his opponent... already in the ring at this time... from Independence,
Missouri... he is the AWA WORRRRRRRLD TELEVISION CHAMMMMPIONNNNN...

TERRRRRYYYYYYYYY SHAAAAAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNE!

[Shane still looks confused as a referee joins him in the ring, quickly trying to
explain.]

GM: Now, wait a second... we've got a referee out here... Rebecca Ortiz has made
ring introductions and-

[Gordon pauses for a moment.]
GM: I'll be damned.

BW: It's official, people! We just got the word over our headsets - this match is
official! Aarons vs Shane for the World Television Title is about to begin!

[A dejected Shane shakes his head, quickly removing his jacket and setting it
aside...

...which is when Michael Aarons storms him from the blind side, smashing a right
hand into the back of the head, knocking Shane into the corner abruptly.]

“"DING! DING! DING!”

GM: Aarons with the cheap shot from the blind side! And we’re off and running in
this impromptu World Television Title showdown!

[Aarons snatches a handful of Shane’s hair, drawing him back and smashing his
face down into the top turnbuckle once... twice... three times before Shane staggers
out of the corner alongside the ropes.]

GM: And don’t look now, fans, but it looks like Miss Sandra Hayes is going to stay
out here for this one.

BW: From what she was saying, Gordo, I think she wants to see Shane lose that
title up close and personal here tonight.



GM: The fact that this match is even happening is ridiculous, Bucky. The man’s
defending his title in street clothes!

[Aarons pushes Shane back into the next set of buckles, spinning him around to
face into the ring...

...and with a yank of Shane’s collar, he rips the partially-buttoned up shirt apart,
exposing the champion’s chest!]

“WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

GM: Big backhand chop across the chest by Aarons!
[A second and third chop land as the referee shouts for Aarons to back off.]
GM: Aarons shoots him acr- no, reversed!

[The reversal sends Aarons crashing into the corner where he comes stumbling out
as Shane doubles over...]

GM: BIIIIIIIIIG BACK BODY DROP BY THE TV CHAMPION!

[Hayes shrieks on the outside, slamming her palms down on the apron as Shane
spins around, fists balled up as he beckons for Aarons to get back to his feet.]

GM: The challenger coming up off the mat... big right hand! Another!

[Shane pounds Aarons back across the ring to the corner again where he switches
to kneelifts to the midsection, doubling Aarons up.]

GM: Michael Aarons was hoping to catch Terry Shane by surprise here tonight and
walk out of here as the World Television Champion but Shane’s recovered for
Aarons’ early assault and now it's Shane with the whip...

[Aarons leaps to the middle rope as he races across the ring, blindly leaping back,
twisting around...]

GM: CROSSBODY!

[...but Shane flattens out and Aarons SLAMS down on the canvas to cheers from the
Winnipeg crowd!]

GM: Shane ducks it and Aarons finds the pool empty as he slams down hard on the
mat...

[Shane approaches the downed Aarons, reaching down to place one hand between
the shoulderblades and one down on the upper thigh, kicking his legs up and
dropping a knee down into the lower back!]

GM: Ohhh! Kneedrop - all 212 pounds of Terry Shane on the lower back!

[Shane repeats the move, dropping the knee down again as Aarons cries out in
pain. He keeps the knee on the back this time, shifting the position of his hands...

...and then rolls back into an elevated bow and arrow hold!]
GM: Bow and arrow locked in! Shane looking for an early submission to get him

out of this impromptu title defend and send him out of Canada with the title still
around his waist!



BW: At least he’ll get to leave with one title if he makes that happen.

GM: Very funny. Terry Shane, of course, thought he was a double champion after
last weekend’s Power Hour... but Javier Castillo made short work of that.

[Aarons cries out as Shane stretches him, shouting "ASK HIM!” to the official.]

GM: Shane wants the official to check... and Aarons refusing to give in.

BW: Michael Aarons has been waiting months for this opportunity - he was just on
the Power Hour saying he was waiting to challenge the winner but I don’t think any
of us expected this one.

GM: Except for Michael Aarons... and Miss Sandra Hayes.

[There’s a concerned look on Hayes’ face as Shane tries to pull even harder.]

GM: Shane really cinching that hold tighter now... trying to get that-

[Suddenly, Shane shifts his hips to the side, rolling Aarons down onto his
shoulders...]

GM: Into a pin attempt! Shane gets one! He gets two! He gets- no! Aarons out at
two!

[The referee holds up two fingers as champion and challenger attempt to get to
their feet first...

...and Shane greets the incoming Aarons with a stiff European uppercut that sends a
wad of spittle flying into the air from Aarons as he falls back into the corner!]

GM: OH!' WHAT A SHOT!

[Shane stays on the pursuit, moving into the corner where he grabs the back of
Aarons’ head again...]

GM: Another uppercut! Make it three now! Shane rocking the challenger with
those blows...

[Shane steps back, yanking off the dress shirt he was wearing...

...and then loops it around the throat of Michael Aarons, sending a big cheer up
from the sold out Winnipeg crowd!]

GM: Shane’s got him hooked!

[Aarons stumbles out of the corner, choking and gasping for air as he tries to slip
his fingers underneath the piece of clothing.]

BW: Shane’s choking him, Gordo!

GM: Yes, I can see that.

BW: Why aren’t you totally outraged right now?!

GM: Michael Aarons couldn’t win the title on his own merits and he’s trying to sneak

his way into winning it tonight! This was an ambush set up by Aarons and Hayes
and if Terry Shane wants to get him a pound of flesh in payback... so be it!



BW: You’'ve changed, man. You've changed.

GM: If I've changed, it's because this whole Korugun thing has changed me, damn
it!

[Still gasping for air, Aarons stumbles into the corner where Shane twists the shirt
once...

...and uses it to fling Aarons out of the corner, up into the air, and down on the
canvas!]

GM: GOOD GRIEF!

[Aarons flails about on the mat, grabbing his neck as he rolls under the ropes to the
outside. The referee kicks the shirt out of the ring, pausing to berate Terry Shane
for his illegal actions.]

GM: The referee’s letting the champion hear it...

BW: But he shouldn’t disqualify him - not at all.

GM: Just because Aarons can’t win the title on a DQ?

BW: Exactly.

[Shane ignores the official, dropping to his back and rolling out to the floor where
he throws a glare in Sandra Hayes’ direction before moving over towards the rising
Aarons...]

GM: Shane grabs him from behind... twists him around...

[The World Television Champion grabs Aarons around the head and neck...]

GM: What's he...?

[...and lifts Aarons up into the air, twisting around, and THROWING him down
sloppily on the edge of the ring apron!]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

GM: BIG SLAM ON THE APRON! RIGHT DOWN ON THE SPINE OF MICHAEL
AARONS!

[Aarons rolls off the apron, falling limply to the canvas in pain as Shane stands over
him, looking down on the challenger...]

GM: Good grief! What a maneuver by Terry Shane!

BW: Showing a little of the Terry Shane we saw back in the days when he was
running with Miss Sandra, daddy!

GM: Shane left Aarons laying there. I don’t know if he got all of it - at six foot one,
he might not have gotten Aarons up as high as he would’ve liked but what he did

get out of it was quite effective. Aarons is hurting and in a lot of pain out here on
the floor.

[Shane leans down, dragging Aarons back to his feet up against the apron...]

“WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!”



*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"
GM: And now it's Shane with the big chop out on the floor!

BW: The referee’s counting them both, Gordo. They gotta get back in or they’re
both going to get counted out and this one will be over in a hurry.

GM: And NOT in the way that Aarons and Hayes are hoping for.
[Shane twists Aarons around, shoving him under the bottom rope...

...and he turns, shooting a few words in the direction of Sandra Hayes who has no
problem or hesitation in giving some right back to him!]

GM: Hayes and Shane exchanging words on the outside.
BW: Just like old times, Gordo.
GM: I suppose in a way, yes... but Terry Shane is wasting valuable-

[With his back turned to Aarons, the former Air Strike member crawls to his feet,
dashing across the ring, rebounding back...]

GM: AARONS FROM BEHIIITINNNNNNNND...
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[The crowd ROARS for the Aarons’ suicide dive as he hurls himself between the
ropes, crashing into Shane and sending him sprawling forward in a heap on the
metal ramp leading to the entrance stage!]

GM: WHAT A DIVE OUT OF THE CHALLENGER!

[Aarons grabs at his lower back as he slowly gets up off the floor, hodding at the
buzzing crowd as a gleeful Hayes claps enthusiastically.]

“FIVE MINUTES HAVE GONE BY! FIVE MINUTES REMAIN!”

GM: You heard Rebecca Ortiz right there, fans - the five minute mark in the time
limit has been hit which means we're halfway to the time limit in this one. Aarons
heard it too, pulling Shane right up off the mat, tossing him under the ropes...
[Aarons nods his head again as he pulls himself up on the apron, again grabbing at
his lower back as he eyeballs Shane on the mat, seeing what kind of condition the
World Television Champion is in after the dive on the floor.]

GM: Shane’s down... and the challenger’s looking for a way to keep him there!
[Aarons points to the corner, the crowd buzzing as he does...]

BW: Aarons is going up, daddy! He’s REALLY looking to finish him off now!

GM: Michael Aarons perhaps sensing an opportunity here... the biggest opportunity
of his singles career. Aarons is - of course - one of the most successful tag team
competitors in AWA history but so far, singles gold has eluded him. Could tonight
be the night to change all that?

[Reaching the corner, Aarons steps right up to the middle rope, starting his climb to
the top as Shane rolls to his back inside the ring, breathing heavily...]



GM: Terry Shane was not ready for this match. He was not prepared for this match.
He had no idea this match was coming and yet he continues to fight... continues to
search for a way to keep his most valued possession - the World Television Title -
wrapped around his waist...

[Aarons steps a foot to the top rope, looking out on the buzzing crowd, shaking his
head at them...

...which is when a recovering Terry Shane pushes up off the mat, stumbling towards
the corner, and DRILLS Aarons with a right hand to the midsection to big cheers!]

GM: Shane goes downstairs on Aarons! And a second haymaker finds the mark as
well!

[Shane steps up on the middle rope, landing another right hand... and another...]
GM: Shane grabs the head, trying to pull him in for a superplex attempt perhaps...

[But Aarons promptly smashes a right hand of his own into Shane’s head... and
another...]

GM: We've got a slugfest atop the ropes! Who's gonna win it?!
[Aarons lands another blow... then Shane returns fire...]

GM: The crowd is roaring - just living and dying for every blow landed!
[Aarons’ fist slams into Shane’s jaw...]

GM: Aarons with a right...

[...but Shane lands one of his own!]

GM: ...and Shane scores as well!

[Reaching up, Shane goes to grab the back of Aarons’ head...

...but Aarons instead reaches out, digging his fingers into the eyes, and rakes HARD
across them!]

GM: OHH!

[The blinded Shane steps down off the buckles, rubbing at his face rapidly as he
stands near the buckles. Aarons reaches down, spinning him away...]

GM: What’s he...

[Aarons steps down, sitting on the shoulders of the blinded Shane...
...and then leans forward, rolling through into a cradle!]

GM: VICTORY ROLL! VICTORY ROLL! WE SAW THIS USED AT THE CUP!
[The referee drops down to count.]

GM: ONNNNNNNNNNE! TWOOOOOOO0O000! THRE-
“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: SHOULDER UP! SHANE SAVES HIS TITLE RIGHT THERE!



[Aarons pushes up off the mat, glaring at the official who holds up two fingers.]

GM: Two count only! Just a two count - but a very close near fall there for Michael
Aarons who was a heartbeat away from winning the-

“THREE MINUTES LEFT! THREE MINUTES!”

GM: Down to three minutes now as Aarons goes right back in on Shane... who is on
his way up...

[Aarons shoves Shane back to the corner, throwing three stiff left jabs and a right
hook that snaps Shane’s head back, making him cling to the top rope to stay on his
feet...]

GM: What a right hand that was!

[The challenger grabs the arm again, whipping Shane from pillar to post, sending
him crashing hard into the buckles...]

GM: Aarons charging in!

[But the stampeding Aarons hits the corner HARD as Shane pulls himself clear,
causing Aarons to slam chestfirst into the buckles!]

GM: OHH! HE MISSED! SHANE AVOIDS THE CHARGE!
[Snatching a rear waistlock, Shane backs out of the corner slightly before...]
GM: HE LIFTS!

[Shane’s lift DUMPS Aarons on the back of his head and neck as Shane slides into a
picture perfect bridge!]

GM: GERMAN SUPLEX AND A BEAUTY!

[The referee dives to count.]

GM: ONNNNNNNNNNNE! TWOOOOOOOOOO! THREEEEEEEEE-
“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: And now it's Aarons who just barely saves himself with that kickout! Oh my!
[The Winnipeg crowd is buzzing for the back and forth battle as Shane rolls to a
knee, breathing heavily as he struggles to get back to his feet before his challenger

does.]

GM: Terry Shane back up... feeling the effects of this impromptu battle for his World
Television Title...

[Shane reaches down, grabbing the back of Aarons’ tights, dragging him up to his
feet again...]

GM: Shane pulls Aarons up... another waistlock!
BW: Another German?!

[But Aarons is thinking otherwise, snapping his elbow back into the side of Shane’s
head once... twice... three times...]



GM: Aarons trying to fight his way free...

[Still trapped in the waistlock, Aarons is unprepared as Shane charges forward,
driving Aarons into the ropes...]

GM: ROLLING REVERSE CRA-

[...but Shane rolls back alone as Aarons clings to the top rope, saving himself as
Shane rolls right back to his feet...]

“WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

BW: SAY GOODNIGHT TO THE DAYLIGHT!

[The superkick DROPS Shane flat on his back. Aarons rushes over, rolling into a
side press, hooking the leg tightly...]

GM: ONNNNNNNNNNNNNE! TWOOOOOO0OO0000! THREEEEEEEEE-
“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: SHOULDER UP! SHOULDER UP!

BW: We're under two minutes, Gordo!

GM: Down under two minutes and counting in this ten minute time limit!

[Aarons grabs Shane by the ankle, dragging him back out to the middle of the
ring...]

GM: Aarons, trying to get Shane into position... and he’s heading up top again!

[Ducking through the ropes, Aarons moves to the corner, heading up the
turnbuckles as swiftly as he can...]

GM: Michael Aarons is making the long climb up those turnbuckles, looking for
something... anything... that will put Terry Shane down for a three count and put
that title around Aarons’ waist.

BW: He may have it here, Gordo. Aarons has got that flying elbow - the Ratings
Spike - and if he hits it, I think we might have a new champion.

GM: We've seen Aarons drop that elbow off the top many times in his AWA career
as he steps to the top rope... now both feet on the top... looking down on Shane...
measuring him...

[And with a shout, Aarons leaps into the air, tucking his elbow up...]

GM: ELLLLBOOOOOOW!

[...and BURIES the point of his elbow into the heart of the World Television
Champion!]

GM: HE GOT IT! THE RATINGS SPIKE CONNECTS!
“ONE MINUTE REMAINS! ONE MINUTE!”

GM: Aarons rolls over, hooking the leg!



[The referee drops down to count...]

GM: ONNNNNNNNNNNNNE! TWOOOOOOO0OO0O0! THREEEEEEE-
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: SHOULDER UP! SHOULDER UP! SHANE, BY GOD, GOT THE SHOULDER UP!

[Aarons rolls off of Shane, burying his face in his hands as the referee makes sure
everyone knows it was a two count and just how close it was.]

BW: You can’t get closer than that without winning the title - but Aarons is wasting
valuable time right now, Gordo!

GM: He certainly is! We're down under a minute! We're-

[Aarons quickly gets up off the mat, shouting down at Shane as he drags him by
the hair to his knees...

...and then backs off, taking aim...]

GM: SUPERKIIIIIIIIIII-

[But the thrust kick gets caught under the arm of Terry Shane!]
GM: CAUGHT!

[Shane lunges forward, throwing his weight at the planted leg, hooking his arm
around it...]

GM: SINGLE LEG!

[...and dumps Aarons unceremoniously over his head and down on the canvas!]
GM: TAKEDOWN...

[The crowd ROARS as a dazed Shane gets off the mat, still holding the leg...]
GM: OH MY!

BW: WHAT?! WHAT?!

[Shane twists the leg around, causing Aarons to cry out and the referee to leap into
position to check for a submission...]

GM: SPINNING TOE HOLD LOCKED IN! THE SIGNATURE HOLD OF THE SHANE
FAMILY IS LOCKED IN! THIS COULD DO IT!

“THIRTY SECONDS REMAIN! THIRTY SECONDS!”

[...and Sandra Hayes to go TEARING around the ring as fast as her designer shoes
will carry her!]

GM: Hayes running past us on the outside! Where is she...?!

[The crowd starts to buzz as Hayes pulls up next to the timekeeper’s table,
reaching out and grabbing the ring bell!]

GM: What's she...?! She’s trying to STEAL the ring bell?! Why?! I don't get it!



BW: Match can’t end without the bell! Run Sandy run!

[But the timekeeper is quick to grab the bell, struggling to keep it away from Hayes
who is desperately trying to rip it out of his grip...]

GM: Hayes and the timekeeper are fighting over the bell! Aarons is trying to hang
on in there and-

[Shane, having spotted the conflict on the floor, abruptly breaks the spinning
toehold and marches over towards the ropes. A shout aimed at Hayes catches her
attention but she’s still hanging on.]

GM: Shane broke the hold and... what's this now?

[Shane angrily steps through the ropes, glaring down at Hayes who lets go of the
bell, backpedaling away as Shane shakes his head at her in disgust...]

GM: Finally, she lets go! Finally she-
“"FIFTEEN SECONDS!”
[Shane - hearing the time call- turns back to step through the ropes...

...and is only halfway through when Michael Aarons rushes forward, snatches a front
facelock...]

BW: AARONS HOOKS HIM!

[...and twists to the side before DRIVING Shane facefirst into the canvas!]
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: SHATTERSHOT! SHATTERSHOT!

[Aarons pulls Shane away from the ropes, diving across, hooking the legs...]
GM: No, no, no!

[The referee winds up, slapping the mat once...]

GM: Not like this!

[...twice...]

GM: Not like-

[...and the hand slaps down for the third time as the Winnipeg crowd ERUPTS in
jeersl!]

“"DING! DING! DING!”
GM: Aggggggh... you gotta be kidding me!

[Hayes leaps into the air, throwing her arms over her head in victory as the fans
jeer and Michael Aarons rolls off of Shane, a huge smile on his face.]

RO: Here is your winner...

[Aarons nods his head as the boos get louder.]



RO: ..and NEEEEEEEEWWWWWWW AWA WORLD TELEVISION CHAMPIONNNNNN...
MIIIITIITICHAELLLLLL AAAAAARONNNNNNNSSSSS!

[The referee hands the title belt to Aarons who clutches it to his chest as the fans
roar their disapproval for what just happened.]

GM: I can’t believe it! Michael Aarons is the new World Television Champion!
BW: He did it! He did it!

GM: With the assistance of Sandra Hayes and...

[Aarons climbs to his feet, thrusting the title belt over his head.]

GM: THere's the new champion. Hayes is outside the ring, clapping like wild
woman. She loves this! She’s absolutely loving every second of this!

BW: Think about it, Gordo. One week ago, Terry Shane thought the world was his...
glory... history... two titles... and now he’s on the mat in Winnipeg with nothing.
Absolutely nothing. Is Sandra Hayes loving it? You better believe it.

GM: Aarons strikes gold in Winnipeg! A new champion crowned and... wow. Well,
fans... a most unexpected turn of events here on Saturday Night Wrestling and this
night is far from over! We'll be right back so don’t you dare go away because who
knows what might happen next!

[As Aarons continues to celebrate, we fade to black...

...and then back up. We see two young kids - a boy and a girl - standing at the
barricade at an AWA live event. They are on their feet, screaming and shouting for
the action in the ring. We can hear a bell and soon, Travis Lynch is standing in front
of them, giving them both a high five with the AWA National Title belt hanging over
his shoulder. The young man turns towards the camera.]

“Wow! I wish I could be the champion!”

[There’s a voiceover.]

VO: Now you can!

[And with a flash of light, the young man has a replica of the National Title hanging
over his shoulder. The boy yelps with glee, slapping the title belt with a big grin on
his face. The voiceover continues as we see the title belts one by one.]

VO: Okay, maybe you can’t be the champion but you can own your own version of
the same title belts you see on TV each and every week!

The National Title, the World Television Title, the Tag Team Titles, even the World
Heavyweight Title can be yours!

Kids sizes and adult sizes available.
[A quick shot of a grown man holding the World Title in the air, smiling broadly.]
VO: Oh, and don’t think we forgot about you...

[FLASH!



And now the little girl from the start of the ad is holding her own version of the
Women'’s World Championship.]

“I can be a champion too!”

[Cut to a three shot of the adult and the two kids each holding up their title belts.]
VO: Available now at retail stores everywhere and AWAShop.com!

[Fade to black...

<TO BE CONCLUDED!>



