[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 up to a poorly-lit tavern somewhere in Boston. It looks like your typical dive
bar - pool tables, dart boards, lots of American standards on tap, a jukebox in the
corner.

Oh, and some of your favorite AWA superstars in attendance.

Jack Lynch is seated on a bar stool, a smile on his face as he throws back a mug of
beer. Nearby, his younger brother Travis Lynch is sitting at a table across from a
paintless leather jacket wearing Supernova, engaged in what appears to be an arm
wrestling match. Several of the bars patrons are crowded around, watching the
action unfold.

When the bustling bar suddenly falls silent. The lights dim in the background,
leaving illumination on our superstars.

A voiceover is heard.]

“Ladies and gentlemen... the cast of the Broadway and worldwide sensation...
Hamilton.”

[A young African-American man steps from the back, the lights hitting him as well.
He starts to speak but is interrupted by a seemingly-intoxicated Hispanic man who

emerges from the crowd next to him in a stumble.]

“WHAT TIME IS IT?!”



[A few others step forward, answering the question.]
“"SHOWTIME!"
[The Hispanic man grins as he hoists a bottle of beer in hand.]

“I'm John Laurens in the place to be.
Two pints of Sam Adams by I'm workin’ on three, uh!”

[The first man raises a hand, shaking his head as he ignores the interruption,
moving to stand next to the table. He lowers the hand, putting it on the shoulder
of Travis Lynch who looks up to him.]

“I may not live to see our glory.”

[He takes another step forward, his hand resting on Supernova’s shoulder.]

“But I will gladly join the fight!”

[He moves again, standing alongside a now-standing Jack Lynch, draping his arm
over his shoulders.]

“And when our children tell our story...
They'll tell the story of tonight.”

[Travis Lynch rises, doing his best to stay in tune, beer in hand.]
“Let’s have another round tonight.”

[Supernova rises alongside Travis, grinning at his friend.]

“Let’s have another round tonight.”

[And then over to Jack who looks at the singer beside him.]
“Let’s have another round tonight.”

[The three wrestlers and the singer raise their glasses towards the American flag
hanging in the corner of the bar.]

“Raise a glass to freedom.
Something they can never take away.
No matter what they tell you.

Raise a glass to the four of us.
Tomorrow there’ll be more of us.
Telling the story of tonight.
They'll tell the story of tonight.”

[The four drain their mugs of beer in unison...

...and we fade quickly to black before coming back up on a pitch black room, a faint
swinging light bulb illuminating the scowling face of Brian James. A voice is heard
as James glares into the camera’s lens.]

“How does a bastard... orphan...

Son of a whore and a Blackheart.

End up on the cusp of fortune and glory
Strength, speed, power, and more - he’s...



Grown up to be unstoppable, unbeatable, undeniable.”

[James swats at the light bulb, shattering it in a beautiful slow motion shot that
sends glass shards a-flyin".

Back up from black on another slow motion shot, this one of Riley Hunter standing,
hair being whipped up by a strong wind that is also causing a Japanese flag to blow
strongly behind him in the breeze.]

“The world turned upside down.”

[Hunter turns towards the camera, his mouth twisting into a grin as he forms a
pistol with his fingers.]

“The world turned upside down.”
[Hunter raises said pistol towards the camera as a digitized voice is heard.”
“Do not throw away your shot.”

[As Hunter “pulls the trigger”, the screen flashes white and we see “"Red Hot"” Rex
Summers, shirtless and grinning as women are hanging off both posed biceps.]

“How does this arrogant, obnoxious, loudmouth boor

Reach the summit of the sport - near the top lookin’ for more
You can’t stand to be near him.

Can’t bear to be there.

Got so many muscles, there’s plenty to spare.

But even his brothers mean nothin’ to him.

Even his brothers were just another tree, another limb.

He’s climbing and climbing.

Tryin’ to get to the top.

A whole lot guys lookin’ to drop a big stop.”

[We cut away from Summers to a shot of World Champion, Johnny Detson. His
fingers are tracing over the golden belt hanging over his shoulder.]

“Ladies and gentlemen...”

[A chorus of voices respond.]

“HERE COMES THE CHAMPION!”

[The solo voice.]

“The moment you’'ve been waiting for...”
[The chorus replies.]

“HERE COMES THE CHAMPION!”

[The solo voice.]

“The pride of the Kings of Wrestling...”
“HERE COMES THE CHAMPION!"

“Johnny Detson!”



[Detson looks up, winking at the camera as we cut again, this time coming up on
former World Champion Dave Bryant, sitting on a bench in a darkened locker room,
tugging a kneepad into place. A quiet, soft chorus is heard.]

“Dave Bryant’s coming hooooooome.”

[Again.]

“Dave Bryant’s coming hooooooome.”

[Once more.]

“Dave Bryant’s coming hooooooome.”

[Bryant looks up at the camera with a smile as he rises to his feet.]

“Mr. Bryant, welcome hooooome.”

[And we cut again, this time to Supreme Wright and Pure X standing back to back,
spotlight on them. An African-American man is walking in circles around them as
he raps. A countdown is heard.]

“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine...

There are ten things you need to know.

Number one!”

[The man points a finger at Pure X, standing near him without X acknowledging
him.]

“This one came back with fanfare and more.
Lookin’ to do what he couldn’t before.”

[He does a cool little spin move, turning his focus onto Supreme Wright.]
“Number two!

Don't call it a comeback ‘cause he’s been here for years.
But don’t look now ‘cause this villain’s gettin’ cheers.”

[He steps out, his back to both men.]
“Number three!

Inside the ring, they’re a couple of aces.
Ain’t many others who can handle their laces.”

[He raises his arms up over his head.]
“Number four!

They won't be talking peace

Because this one’s a fight.

One way or another

Only one walks out tonight.”

[He slides over towards Pure X, looking over his shoulder.]

“Number five!



The years are flyin’ by

The shadow’s gettin’ bigger.

Your Uncle’s a real champion.

When you gonna pull the trigger.”

[A slide-step puts him back next to Wright.]
“Number six!

Martinez and Vasquez, Lynches, Dave Bryant...
Gladiator, Zharkov, Torin the big giant.

They talkin’ ‘bout everyone

But they seem to have forgot you.”

[He does a spin, facing both men.]

“Number seven!

The time is drawin’ near.

The battle’s close at hand.

Time to show the world what’s what

And draw that line in the sand.”

[He “draws the line” with his foot as the two men start to turn to face one another.]
“Number eight!

The crowd’s burning hot.

The bell’s been rung.

And before too long.

The fat lady’s song will be sung.”

[The two wrestlers are nose to nose.]
“Number nine!

Knock out or tap out

It all remains the same.

One arm raised

Someone calling out your name.”

[He steps between the two, shoving them back at full arm extension.]
“Look ‘em in the eye and no higher.

Summon all the courage you require

Then count...

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine...
Number (Ten paces!)

Fire!”

[And on “fire!” the lights cut out and the sound of a needle dragging across a record
is heard. We fall to silence...

...and then slowly fade up on Juan Vasquez sitting alone in a darkened locker room.
A voice sings out.]



“Let me tell you what I wish I'd known
When I was young and dreamed of glory.”

[A framed photo of Vasquez and Luke Kinsey from their EMWC days appears in
Vasquez’ hands. He looks wistfully at it.]

“You have no control
Who lives, who dies, who tells your story”

[Vasquez angrily throws the framed photo across the room, smashing it into the
wall. It spirals to the floor, a spiderweb of broken glass over the image.]

"I know that you can win

I know that greatness lies in you

But remember from here on in...”

[Closeup of Vasquez’ haunted eyes.]

“History has its eyes on you.”

[Fade to black...

...and we're still on black as we fade up, this time in what seems like a live shot of
the TD Garden. The crowd is buzzing as a single spotlight hits the ring, lighting up
one of the original Broadway stars of Hamilton, Leslie Odom Jr. He smiles at the
reaction of the crowd.]

“Tonight... in this ring... in this arena... in this historic city.

Tonight all of you in this building are in the room where it happens.”

[Big cheer!]

“Tonight... all of you at home are in the room where it happens.”

[Another big cheer!]

“Tonight... we all want to be in the room where it happens.”

[Another bigger cheer!]

“*Gentlemen?”

[Lances of illumination fly across the arena, hitting the stage where the eleven
remaining competitors in the inaugural Battle of Boston tournament are standing.]

“Do not throw away your shot.”

[A pumping rhythmic beat hits the PA system as the former two-time AWA World

Champion, Dave Bryant steps forward into his spotlight, a lapel mic picking up his
voice as he determinedly shouts out.]

“I am not throwing away my shot.”

[From the other side of the stage, another two-time former AWA World Champion
and arguably the best in-ring competitor on the planet, Supreme Wright, steps

forward into his spotlight. He is stoic as his voice booms out over the PA system.]

“I am not throwing away my shot.”



[Another light illuminates the charismatic Riley Hunter, the import from Japan who
has captured hearts, minds, and imaginations over the past few days. Hunter is all
flash as he grins, almost strutting into his spotlight.]

“I am... NOT... throwing away my shot!”

["Red Hot” Rex Summers steps forward into his spotlight, his well-oiled upper body
glistening in the light as he arrogantly sneers in the direction of the audience. He
nods his head confidently as he utters the same refrain.]

“I am not throwing away my shot.”

[One of the greatest technical wrestlers on the planet steps into his spotlight,
already dressed in his ring gear, ready for the battle he’s waited so long for. Pure X
stands determined, staring into the camera as he speaks.]

“I am not throwing away my shot.”

[Face-painted and ready for battle, the AWA World Television Champion is the next
to stride forward into the spotlight to cheers from the Boston crowd. Supernova
smiles at the reaction, nodding his head.]

“I am NOT throwing away my shot.”

[He throws back his head, cupping his hands to his mouth for a loud howl echoed
by many in attendance before we cut to another part of the stage where another
fan favorite steps into view - another champion in the form of the AWA National
Champion Travis Lynch. Lynch’s hand is visibly wrapped in bandages as he clutches
the silver crucifix around his neck.]

“I am not throwing away my shot.”

[Another figure steps forward into his spotlight - a man who has yet to compete on
this weekend. A black towel is draped over his head, his face barely visible as he
scowls at the camera.]

“I am not throwing away MY shot.”

[Boos EXPLODE throughout the TD Garden as the next man steps into his spotlight,
holding the World Heavyweight Title aloft with both hands. It is the AWA World
Heavyweight Champion, Johnny Detson, who is smirking the most confident smile
of them all.]

“I am not... saying your stupid line!”

[Detson twists away to big jeers from the crowd as another figure is illuminated,
this one drawing big cheers as his lanky form comes into view. He pulls off his
white Stetson hat, tipping it towards the crowd with his gloved hand as he looks out
on them.]

“I am not throwing away my shot.”

[And finally, there is Juan Vasquez who emerges into the light, throwing a sideways
glance at the open spot which should have gone to Ryan Martinez. Vasquez cracks
a grin at the reaction of the fans, nodding his head.]

"I am not throwing away my shot... amigo.”

[And with all of the Battle of Boston competitors lit up, we cut back to the ring
where Leslie Odom Jr. is facing them.]



“Gentlemen... history has its eyes... on...

[He raises an arm, pointing at the group.]

A\ 4

...you.

[And on that note, a burst of red, white, and blue pyro erupt from the stage,
lighting up the figures on it. The sounds of "My Shot” from the Hamilton
soundtrack is blasting over the PA system. The camera shot cuts a few times
spotlighting the various things of note in the arena.

We can see our standard arena setup with rows upon rows of permanent seating
mixed with the steel folding chairs that immediately surround the red, white, and
blue roped ring. The black mats are down covering the floor and the black metal
barricade is up to keep the fans at bay. Two tables can be seen at ringside from this
elevated view.

The entranceway is made up of a decent-sized elevated metal stage with a large
video screen hanging above it. The BOB logo is currently spiraling around the
screen as well. The cameraman runs down the tilted ramp towards the floor,
showing us the ring from a different perspective.

And we cut again down to ringside where we find the ever-present Gordon Myers -
the Dean of Professional Wrestling announcing - in a salt and pepper sportscoat and
black slacks. A big smile is on his face as he speaks.]

GM: Wrestling fans, we are INDEED in the room where it happens here tonight as
we come to you LIVE inside the TD Garden in Boston, Massachusetts right here on
Fox Sports X, and ladies and gentlemen, WELCOME to the Battle of Boston!

[Another cut shows cheering fans inside the seats at the Garden.]

GM: We want to give a very special thanks to the entire cast and crew of the
Broadway smash hit, Hamilton... especially one of the original cast members, Leslie
Odom Jr., for helping us out on a very short turnaround for that opening video.
Bucky, have you seen Hamilton?

BW: Have I seen it?! Gordon, I have the honor to be your obedient servant... B
DOT Wilde.

[Gordon chuckles.]

GM: Let’s get down to business. Two nights of this massive tournament are in the
books and as the best in our sport have come to Boston, we are down to our final
twelve... check that... we are down to eleven after Juan Vasquez challenged Ryan
Martinez to an impromptu Quarterfinal match last night.

BW: Absolutely brilliant, Gordo. Juan Vasquez is proving himself to be a battlefield
strategist the likes of Alexander Hamilton himself as he maneuvered his most
dangerous opponent into a situation where he wasn’t physically or mentally
prepared... and it cost him! Martinez is out! And on top of that, Juan Vasquez has
managed to put himself into a position where he only has to wrestle TWICE tonight
to win this tournament - not three times like the rest of these guys. Like I said,
absolutely brilliant.

GM: Eleven competitors remaining - the best submission wrestlers on the planet,
three current singles champions in the AWA, the hottest former free agent in the
world, perhaps the best striker on the planet, and so many more are all here to find



out who will walk out of Boston as THE best professional wrestler on the planet.
This is going to be something else, Bucky.

BW: I can’t wait, let’s get to it!

GM: Not so fast, Bucky. Before we hit the ring for our opening match, let’s go
backstage to our own Sweet Lou Blackwell! Lou?

[We cut to the backstage area where a grinning Sweet Lou is standing in front of an
AWA backdrop.]

SLB: Thanks, Gordon! It's a beautiful day here in the city of Boston but inside the
TD Garden, things are really starting to heat up. In just a few moments, I'm going
to be speaking with the two participants in tonight’s opening match but before we
get to that, let’s talk about who is NOT here in Boston tonight. At the conclusion of
last night’s Battle of Boston show, we all saw Juan Vasquez defeat Ryan Martinez,
knocking the former World Champion out of this tournament in shocking fashion.

[Blackwell shakes his head.]

SLB: We dispatched Mark Stegglet to... to try and talk to Ryan... to try and find out
what was going through his head after the loss... what was going through his head
when he accepted the match. We all had a lot of questions, I think, and Mark
Stegglet was out to get some answers. Let's take a look...

[We cut to footage marked “LAST NIGHT.” It is presumably right after the Main
Event. Mark Stegglet is standing near the Chimpanzee Position, waiting.]

MS: Ladies and gentlemen, the mood in the air at this moment is one of shock. We
were not expecting Ryan Martinez nor Juan Vasquez to compete in two matches
tonight. We were not expecting the Quarterfinals of this tournament to begin
early... but Juan Vasquez issued the challenge to a banged-up Ryan Martinez who
never is willing to back down from a fight. And now... Ryan Martinez is out of this
tournament and his comeback story is crushed before us. Right now-

[Stegglet pauses as a smirking Vasquez comes through the curtain, wobbling
through being supported by Jackson Hunter and flanked by Maxim Zharkov.]

MS: Gentlemen.

[Vasquez eyes Stegglet... then the camera crew... and then laughs loudly.]
JV: I guess you're looking for your hero, huh, Stegglet?

[Vasquez jerks a thumb over his shoulder.]

JV: He'll be along in a while... if he can even walk!

[The trio laughs again... well, Hunter and Vasquez do as Zharkov looks menacingly
at the camera as they pass.]

MS: Fans, this is an absolutely stunning development that has major implications
on the rest of this tournament. With the elimination of Ryan Martinez, one of the
heavy favorites to win this tournament is out! With the Quarterfinals starting
tonight, Juan Vasquez just guaranteed himself an easier path to the Finals with one
less match than the other competitors will have tomorrow night! This is a
potentially game-changing moment here in-

[The curtain parts again. It's several AWA officials and some medical personnel
encircling Ryan Martinez who is on his feet and is walking on his own power.]



MS: Here we are... here he is now. Ryan! Ryan, a quick word!

[Stegglet is almost washed away by the sea of officials and medical personnel who
seem to be trying to get Martinez to sit down so they can examine him. Martinez
has one arm cradling the back of his neck as he wades through the mess of people,
shaking his head defiantly.]

“Get the hell away from me!”

[Stegglet tries to get through.]

MS: Ryan, can I ask a few questions?

[Martinez uses his off-arm to fling a pair of officials aside, opening up a gap as he
tries to push through it. Mark Stegglet tries to pursue as Martinez attempts to

leave the mass of humanity behind him.]

MS: Ryan, I've gotta ask why... why did you take this match tonight after already
wrestling once?

[Martinez has no words for Stegglet, walking straight ahead without acknowledging
him.]

MS: Why would you accept Vasquez’ challenge when you weren’t physically at one
hundred percent?

[Still no response from the former World Champion as Stegglet trails behind him in
the backstage area.]

MS: Were you even at a hundred percent at the start of the tournament? You didn’t
look yourself in there against Zharkov either!

[Nothing as Martinez turns a corner, walking through the corridors that are lined
with people - wrestlers, officials, backstage employees - all watching him make his
exit.]

MS: There were rumors of an arm injury. Are those true? Is your arm hurt too?
[Stegglet ducks through a pair of backstage workers, arm with the mic extended.]
MS: Ryan, are you regretting your decision tonight?

[Martinez is a few steps ahead, shoving through a doorway. Stegglet follows with
the camera crew, revealing that the AWA’s White Knight has walked out into the

parking lot. The Boston night sky is evident as Martinez walks with purpose.]

MS: Forget tonight. Are you regretting coming back too soon? Were you not ready
yet?

[Martinez hesitates, turning slightly to look at Stegglet and with a shake of his
head, keeps moving towards a car. Someone nearby gets in, starting the engine as
Martinez approaches the passenger door. He opens it, placing one leg in as
Stegglet pulls up, shouting out one final question.]

MS: Ryan, after this loss... what’s next for you?

[Martinez again pauses, looking at Stegglet for a long moment...



...and then gets in the car, slamming the door behind him. The car tears out of the
parking lot, leaving Mark Stegglet standing behind with a disappointed look on his
face as we fade back to live action and Sweet Lou.]

SLB: Gone into the night... and we're told that no one from the AWA has been able
to reach Ryan Martinez since then. He’s certainly not here tonight and... well, after
that exit, you have to wonder when we'll see the AWA’s White Knight again. My
sources say he flew home to Los Angeles this morning and... well, for foes of the
Axis of Evil, that's bad news because Ryan Martinez was one of a handful willing to
even up the numbers game.

[Blackwell throws a glance off camera.]

SLB: And speaking of evening up the numbers game, joining me right now is a man
who may find himself in desperate need of doing such a thing mere moments from
now - the man who is about to step into the Quarterfinals to do battle with the AWA
World Heavyweight Champion, Johnny Detson. Of course, I'm referring to the AWA
World Television Champion, Supernoval!

[That's the cue for Supernova to walk onto the interview set. He is dressed in his
wrestling attire, black tights with yellow flames running up the side and black
wrestling boots, each with a small, fiery sun on the sides. His face is painted yellow
and black, resembling a flame. Strapped around his waist is the AWA World
Television title belt.]

SLB: Supernova, a big opportunity for you tonight... not only the chance to advance
in the Battle of Boston, but the chance to score a win over the reigning World
Champion, Johnny Detson! No titles will be on the line, but I suspect that you might
see this as your chance to put yourself into the conversation of a future World Title
shot. What are your thoughts about those prospects?

[Supernova takes a deep breath, as if he's trying to compose himself.]

S: Sweet Lou, I know you're just doing your job here and I'm not gonna deny that
a chance to face the AWA World Champion in a title match would be a great thing.
But I want to talk to you more about Johnny Detson himself... do you notice what
kind of a man we're talking about here?

SLB: Well, Johnny Detson is the World Champion... and while I won't question his
success, I know some - including myself - would question his methods.

S: [nodding] That's one way of putting it, Sweet Lou. If you take a look at Johnny
Detson's history, you're talking about somebody whose methods are all about
taking anybody who comes along, try to use them to get to the top, and the
instance things go awry for him, he dumps them and finds somebody else to use for
his own personal gain!

Now, I could go back to the years before he came to the AWA to point out how
many times he was just using people to advance his own agenda, showing no
loyalty to anybody but himself, but I don't have to go back that far, because we've
seen enough of that happen right here in the AWA! Tell me, Sweet Lou, do you
remember Rick Marley?

SLB: Well, yes I do... one of the AWA originals and somebody you had a few issues
with at one time.

S: That's right, Sweet Lou... and while I'm dealing with Rick Marley, he brings

Johnny Detson along and, next thing you know, I get put through a windshield and
out of action! But as I sat in that hospital bed, watching what was unfolding, I see
Detson turning on Marley and dumping him as fast as he aligned with him! And all



that time, Detson is hanging around with Percy Childes and the Unholy Alliance, and
Detson was all about the team as long as Childes had the upper hand and held the
power in the AWA front office... that is, until the day Childes lost that power and
Detson told everybody how he didn't need somebody like that any more!

So then he wins Steal the Spotlight, and the next thing you know, he's bringing
along Eric Somers and Calisto Dufresne, telling everybody how they're going to
ensure he gets himself the World Title! He tries it the first time and fails, so that's
when he kicks Somers to the curb. He tries it again, fails again, and throws all the
blame at Dufresne and kicks him to the curb. And now, there he is, aligning himself
with what some would call the next generation of wrestling, aligning himself with a
Hall of Fame manager, and I'm just waiting for the shoe to drop and he puts the
knives in their backs, all because he thinks it's anybody's fault but his when things
don't go according to plan!

In short, Johnny Detson has shown no loyalty to anybody but himself and takes no
responsibility for himself when he comes up short, and I have a big problem with
that!

[Supernova's eyes, which would normally grow wider as he talks, become intense
but narrow and his tone remains steady.]

S: The AWA gave me my big break and I have never forgotten that! My heart and
my soul belong to this great company and that is why I give my blood, my sweat
and my tears to this company night after night! Anyone who has ever asked me to
stand by them, I have done so, not asking for anything in return and always telling
them that if they ever need me by their side again, I'll be there, no questions
asked! And when things don't go my way, I don't point my finger at the AWA or
anybody who I've considered a friend, because I know that I have to take
responsibility for myself when I do come up short!

And the more I watch Detson get away with everything, the more I see him relying
on the likes of Wes Taylor, Tony Donovan and Brian James to stack the deck against
anybody who steps forward as a challenger to his title, knowing full well that he'll
kick them to the curb the instance he thinks they disappointed him, the more I
know that I need to step forward and give Detson a few lessons in what loyalty is
all about, and what it means to take responsibility for when things don't go your
way.

Tonight, it's more than just about a possible title shot... it's about sending a
message to Johnny Detson that I have had enough of him and his antics!

[He takes a deep breath as Sweet Lou pauses before asking his next question.]

SLB: Regardless of what you believe about Detson's loyalties to his fellow Kings of
Wrestling, it's clear that they are loyal to him and willing to back him up. We've
seen numerous instances of that happening... are you prepared if the Kings come
out and try to stack the deck in Detson's favor?

[A slight smile forms on Supernova's face, but only for a moment, and it's back to
the serious look.]

S: Sweet Lou, this isn't the first time I've had to encounter somebody who
surrounds himself with a band. I've had to deal with Royalty. I've had to deal with
an Unholy Alliance. I've had to deal with a foreign alliance. I've been through what
some would call gang warfare many times before. And the one thing I've learned is
that, in times like this, you don't have to go it alone!

Like I said before, Sweet Lou, there have been many friends of mine who I have let
it be known that any time they need me, I will be by their side, no questions asked.



And I know it goes the same way if I need them by my side. It may be true that
those of us remaining in the Battle of Boston all have winning the tournament on
their minds, but if Johnny Detson thinks this means that I'm gonna be on my own
while he can have whatever crony he wants to order by his side to bail him out
when the going gets tough... well, Johnny Detson, to paraphrase how the song
goes...

If you think I'll go it alone, you're mad, and you've got another thing coming!
[Another deep breath.]
SLB: All right, fans, Supernova with a big test ahead of him and...

[And that's when Supernova cups his hands to his mouth and howls, causing Sweet
Lou to do a double take. Supernova raises a finger to the camera.]

S: THE HEAT IS COMING FOR YOU, JOHNNY DETSON!
[Then he walks off the set.]

SLB: And there he goes, off to the ring... what a match that should be! Let's go
down to the ring for the first time tonight to the lovely Rebecca Ortiz! Rebecca,
take it away!

[Fade back to the ring where Rebecca Ortiz is indeed standing in a red dress that'’s
conservative enough for the network execs but cut just low enough to fill up some
threads on Reddit.]

RO: Wrestling fans around the world, welcome to the final night of the Battle of
Boston!

[Big cheer!]

RO: Tonight’s opening contest is set for one fall with a 45 minute time limit and is
the first QUARTERFINAL of the night in the Battle of Boston tournament!

[Another big cheer!]
RO: First...

["You've Got Another Thing Coming" by Judas Priest starts up over the PA system,
drawing a loud crowd response. And that's when the blonde, crew-cut wrestler
known as Supernova appears at the entranceway.]

RO: From Venice Beach, California... weighing in at 260 pounds... he is the AWA
WORRRRRRLD TELEVISION CHAMMMMMMPIONNNNNN...

SUUUUUUUPERRRRRRNOOOOOOOVAAAAAAAAAAAA!

[Supernova is dressed in black tights with yellow flames running up the side and
black wrestling boots, each with a small, fiery sun on the sides. His face is painted
yellow and black, resembling a flame. The World Television Title belt is secured
around his waist.]

GM: There he is, fans! The AWA World Television Champion... one of the most
popular men in this company... and if he has his way tonight, the man who is going
to best World Champion Johnny Detson on his way to winning this entire
tournament!



BW: Supernova’s a heck of a competitor - no doubt - but good enough to beat the
best professional athlete in the world today? I don't think so.

GM: We're about to find out!

[As he heads down the rampway, he is more than happy to slap the hands of fans
whose arms are stretched over the barricade. Upon reaching the ring, he climbs
between the ropes, then cups his hands to his mouth and lets loose a howl, before
taking his place in the corner.]

GM: Fans, let’s go back to Sweet Lou who is with the World Champion. Lou?

[We cut back backstage where the aforementioned Sweet Lou Blackwell is standing
next to the AWA World Heavyweight Champion Johnny Detson and Hall of Fame
manager Brian Lau. Detson is dressed to wrestle in his gold tights and black
boots. He is wearing a sweat jacket and the AWA World Title is draped over his
shoulder.]

SLB: Thanks, Gordon... and as you can see, I am standing here with the World
Heavyweight Champion, Johnny Detson and Mr. Brian Lau, both of whom are
looking rather pleased with themselves.

[Detson and Lau exchanged an amused look.]

JD: And why shouldn’t I be, Lou? Am I NOT the World Champion? Am I NOT
coming off another victory just one short night ago? Am I NOT part of the most
dominant thing going in the AWA?

SLB: You could argue all those things are true.

JD: No, you argue over politics, religion, and sports teams... you don’t argue
facts! And what I state is facts.

[Blackwell nods in agreement.]

SLB: Maybe we can’t argue those facts but what we CAN argue are your methods in
making all those things true.

[Detson scoffs.]

JD: Methods?! The only method I have is winning, and when I say I'm going to
win... I win!

[Blackwell shakes his head.]

SLB: Johnny Detson, don’t play dumb with me. You know exactly what I'm talking
about! I'm talking about things like the World Tag Team Champions - Taylor and
Donovan - getting involved in your matches. Brian Lau getting involved in your
matches. And I'm also talking about that loaded glove of yours - Black Beauty -
always finding its way into your matches as well!

[Detson sighs and rolls his eyes.]

JD: Always with the excuses and never with the results. Johnny Detson was the
man in the middle of that ring... not Tony Donovan, Wes Taylor, or HALL OF FAME
manager Brian Lau. Johnny Detson hit the Wilde Driver in the middle of the ring
and pinned a former World TV Champion and no one else.

SLB: Yes but-



[Detson holds up a hand in front of Blackwell cutting him off.]

JD: I grow tired of these questions, Lou. Surely this can’t be the reason you
dragged me out here, asking me questions about the past...

SLB: You asked for this time!

[Detson shoots Blackwell an annoyed look.]

JD: What we should be talking about is the future.

[Blackwell sighs in resignation.]

SLB: Fine. Tonight, your matchup with Supernova is moments-

[Detson holds up his hand again, cutting Blackwell off.]

JD: Blackwell, when I talk about the future, I'm not talking about some stupid
match... of some stupid tournament... created by some REALLY stupid executive
who I've repeatedly told I want no part of being involved in. When I'm talking
about the future, I'm talking about the future of this company... of this business!
The Engine of Destruction, Brian James!

[Lau beams and nods in agreement as Blackwell shakes his head.]

SLB: You want to talk about Brian James? You have a tournament match against
Supernova in just a few minutes?!

[Detson waves him off.]

JD: Itold you I don’t care about the tournament! I'm the World Champion,
Blackwell - this tournament doesn’t concern me. You want to talk about the
tournament, I suggest you find Brian James and hear how he’s going to
systematically destroy Travis Lynch later tonight and then every other opponent left
in his path. He gave me a preview of his plan and it's quite... thorough.

[Detson smirks before continuing.]

JD: This tournament was built for Brian James to star in, and if I can soften up
some of the competition along the way...

[A voice calls out from off-camera.]

“I think I've heard just about enough of this!”

[The shot pulls back a bit as AWA Director of Operations, Emerson Gellar, storms
into view, walking right up to Johnny Detson. Detson’s eyebrows raise and a huge

smile forms on his face.]

JD: Well, look who it is... Emerson Gellar. I know someone very interested in
meeting up with you again... don’t we, Brian?

[Gellar ignores the rib and continues.]

EG: Look, Detson. This weekend has been fantastic but it's also been very hard for
me. Things like Vasquez and Martinez last night... Ferrigno being... Ferrigno... and
of course, that stuff on Night One...

[Gellar waves his hand dismissively.]



EG: But right now, I want to address the problem standing right in front of me...
and that’s your blatant disrespect for this tournament... for this locker room... for
the fans... for the very title you’ve got around your waist.

[Detson pats the title on cue.]

EG: So, tell me, Johnny... what do you want? If you don’t want to win the
tournament, what do you hope to get out of any of this?

[Detson smirks.]

JD: I just want to see your crying face plastered on the TV again. “You've ruined
it! You've ruined everything!”

[Detson starts rubbing his eyes as he mocks crying. Gellar looks on, shaking his
head.]

EG: Well...
[Gellar looks Detson dead in the eye.]
EG: I think that might be the most pathetic thing I've ever heard.

[The crowd inside the arena lets loose an “oooooh” as the anger flashes in Detson’s
eyes and he steps forward, getting right in Gellar’s face.]

JD: What in the hell did you just say to me?
[Gellar nods his head, not budging.]

EG: Pathetic. This... this whole act of yours is pathetic. You honestly expect me to
believe that you don’t care about this tournament?

JD: That's right. I don’t care about anything YOU created.

[It's Gellar’s turn to smirk this time.]

EG: That's a copout, Detson, and we both know it. Who cares if I created it? The
fact is - if you're as good as you say you are... if you're as good as you want
everyone to BELIEVE you are... shouldn’t you be out there proving it on one of the
biggest weekends this sport has ever seen?

[Detson starts to reply.]

JD: I-

[But Gellar steamrolls right over him.]

EG: I've got a different theory, Johnny. It's not that you don’t want to win this
tournament... it’s that you’re absolutely TERRIFIED that you won't. It’s that you
being the so-called “best professional athlete on the planet” is a fraud and you're
worried this tournament will expose that fact!

[Detson again tries to respond but Gellar’s on a roll now.]

EG: Because maybe you're not the best in the world. Maybe you’re not even
worthy of having that title on-

[This time, Detson angrily interrupts, shouting him down.]



JD: Maybe you should shut your mouth!

[Detson glares at Gellar. If looks could kill. Lau places a hand on Detson’s arm but
Detson just shakes loose.]

JD: What do you want from me, Gellar... an apology? Well, I'm never going to be
the guy that apologizes for working smarter instead of harder. You can fight for
honor or you can fight to win and I choose the latter - there’s no participation
trophy given for any moral victory you may or may not have earned. All those so-
called Boy Scouts you sent after me, I put them all down. But you what? You want
to challenge my claim as best in the world?

BL: Johnny... champ, you probably shouldn’t be-
[Again, Detson just ignores Lau.]

JD: I... AM... the best! Not just because I go around saying it, but because I
earned it!

[Detson takes the title and thrusts in the face of Gellar.]

JD: These people... these damned people... everyone and their mother’s claiming
that they're the best in the world, like it's some new hip fad. These are the very
same people who claim to be the best in the world and then fail to claim this prize
with EVERY... CHANCE... THEY... GET! Or worse yet, THEY FAIL TO EVEN TRY! And
these? These are the people you want claiming they are the best in the world on
your show?

[Lau tries again.]
BL: Johnny-
[But Detson’s fired up how and keeps on going.]

JD: No, you know you need me... you know what I bring! I'm the guy at the end
of the day who makes all those shills out there who fill your pockets feel good about
their sad, pathetic lives because they all get to feel that much better about
themselves because you get to stand up and cheer against me... the things that I
do... the things that I say! But at the end of the day you and everyone else need
me out there in the middle of that ring... you need that tiny morsel of moral
superiority so you head can hit that pillow and you can close your eyes and sleep!
But guess what, people... (holds up the title)... THE CHAMP SLEEPS JUST FINE!

[Detson looks at Gellar, looks at Blackwell, and then looks at Lau, who is shaking
his head.]

JD: But the thought of some moron without the cognitive capacity to recognize
greatness might think that they are on my level just because they won this farce of
a tournament...

SLB: What are you saying? It sounds to me like you really want to win this
tournament!

JD: YOU'RE DAMN RIGHT I WANT TO WIN! For fifteen years, this industry ignored
me, belittled my achievements... tossed me away. I get here... I don’t earn
respect, I TAKE IT! I took this title... I climbed that mountain... the rise of the AWA
to national prominence and the rise of Johnny Detson are directly correlated!

And now what? I'm supposed to step aside and let some tournament winner step
away from the shadow that I cast over this entire organization! Let some person



legitimately think they have one ounce of credit when they they’re the best in the
world? I DON'T THINK SO! So yeah, I'm winning this WHOLE... DAMN... THING!

[Detson fully enraged looks at Gellar, hatred building in his eyes, trying to catch his
breath. He turns his attention to Lau who gives a worried shake of his head.
Finally resonating, this seems to calm Detson a little as he surveys the damage of
what he just said in his mind. He turns back to Gellar who now has a smug smirk
on his face.]

JD: You happy now?

[The smirk on Gellar’s face increases but he doesn’t say a word. Detson gets right
up in Gellar’s, barely an inch away.]

JD: You sure?

[With that, Detson slings the title back over his shoulder and storms off in the
direction of the entranceway, Lau following quickly behind him but not before giving
Gellar a death stare of his own. Gellar follows their exit with a satisfied smile,
nodding his head as we fade back out to a panning shot of the TD Garden crowd.]

GM: Wow! Johnny Detson just kicked into a whole new level right there thanks to
the... motivation... of Emerson Gellar.

BW: Motivation?! He bullied him! He poked and prodded him to get him to- this
isn’t right! Johnny was right all along! He’s above this tournament because he IS
the best in the world!

GM: Well, now he’s got the chance to prove it. Take it away, Rebecca.

[Supernova tugs at the ropes, trying to stay loose as Rebecca Ortiz raises the mic
at the sound of Led Zeppelin’s “Kashmir” ringing out over the PA system with the
accompanying overwhelming jeers from the crowd.]

RO: Annnnnnnd his opponent...

From Hollywood, California... weighing in at 248 pounds... he is accompanied to the
ring by Brian Lau and represents the Kings of Wrestling... he is the AWA WORLD
HEAVYWEIGHT CHAAAAAAAMMMMMPIONNNNNN...

JOHNNNNNNNNYYYYYYYYYY DEEEEEEEEETSON!

[The curtain parts with a hard yank and Johnny Detson - steam practically pouring
from his ears - comes stomping into view. Brian Lau is trailing behind him, almost
in a jog to keep up as the World Champion storms down the aisle in his black
zippered sweat jacket with the Kings of Wrestling logo embroidered over his left
breast.]

GM: Johnny Detson has arrived and... well, he looks pretty fired up, Bucky.
BW: That goof Gellar got in his head!

[Lau seems to be trying to calm down Detson but the World Champion is having
none of it as he stalks towards the ring, eyes locked on Supernova who is bouncing
back into the ropes, staying loose as Detson approaches. Reaching the ring,
Detson slings the title belt under the bottom rope before climbing up on the apron,
shouting over the ropes as he points at Supernova who beckons him forward. The
referee scrambles to pick the belt up off the mat as Detson steps through the
ropes, unzipping his jacket...



...and FLINGS it right in the face of Supernova!]
“"OHHHHHHHHHH!"
GM: Blatant show of disrespect by Johnny Dets-

[Supernova throws the jacket aside, storming forward and catching a surprised
Detson with a right hand to the jaw as referee Jack Marshall signals for the bell!]

“DING! DING! DING!”

GM: Troubleshooting referee Jack Marshall calls for the start of this one and here
we go!

[Detson tries to keep pace with the fisticuffs but ‘Nova quickly overwhelms him with
a barrage of haymakers, knocking Detson across the ring into the corner. He stays
on him, throwing big looping right hands to the overwhelming joy of the Boston
crowd but the dismay of Jack Marshall who calls for a break.]

GM: The referee’s trying to get Supernova out of the corner!

['Nova backs off, raising his hands as Detson reels against the buckles. The crowd
is buzzing as Supernova argues briefly with Jack Marshall before walking back in to
continue his attack...

...but the wily veteran is waiting for him, swinging Supernova around so that his
back is against the buckles before winding up and letting go.]

“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”
GM: Big chop by Detson!

[But it doesn’t seem to faze Supernova who simply grins in response. Detson winds
up again, throwing another chop.]

GM: No effect!
[A rattled Detson uncorks a series of blows this time.]

“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”
“"WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”
“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”
“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”
“WHAAAAAAAAAAP!”

[But Supernova simply steps out of the corner, shaking his head. He flexes his
powerful arms in front of him before letting loose one of his trademark howls that
puts Detson on the retreat, backing across the ring with his pleading arms raised in
front of him.]

GM: Oh my! Supernova’s fired up and he didn't feel a thing from those chops from
Johnny Detson, backing him across the ring to the opposite corner!

[A desperate Detson throws a frantic kick to the gut, trying to cut off Supernova
before he can attack. He grabs him by the head, smashing his skull into the top
turnbuckle!]

GM: Ohh! Headfirst into the corner!



[But again Supernova pops back up, shaking his head at a stunned Johnny Detson
right before ‘Nova catches him with a backhand to the cheek, tossing him back into
the corner where he laces three big right hands into the jaw.]

GM: Supernova grabs him by the arm - big whip across!

[Supernova throws himself back into the buckles, letting loose another howl! before
he tears across the ring towards Johnny Detson...

...who uses the ropes to pull himself clear, sending ‘Nova sailing towards the
exposed corner!]

GM: DETSON MOVES!

[But Supernova extends his arms, grabbing the rope and blocking his crash into the
buckles. The World Television Champion spins out, looking to attack but Detson
again catches him with a boot to the gut!]

GM: Detson goes downstairs, pulls him from the corner...

[He yanks Supernova into a standing headscissors, sending a ripple of anxiousness
through the TD Garden crowd.]

GM: He’s looking for the Wilde Driver!
BW: Already?!

[But before he can deliver the potentially match-ending blow, Supernova yanks
Detson’s legs out from under him...]

GM: Oh! Supernova takes him down and-

[With the Boston crowd roaring, Supernova folds his legs...

...and flips him over onto his stomach!]

GM: SOLAR FLARE! SOLAR FLARE LOCKED IN!

[Brian Lau sprints around the ring, getting right in Detson’s eyeline, shouting at the
World Champion as he screams in pain, clawing at the canvas as Supernova looks
to wrench a shocking early submission out of him!]

GM: Detson’s trying to hang on! Trying to get to the ropes over there by Brian Laul!
Jack Marshall is right there, making sure that Lau doesn’t get himself involved in
this.

[Lau grabs the bottom rope, starting to push it towards Detson but a swift kick of
the rope by Marshall sends Lau scampering back as Marshall shouts a threatening

warning at him to big cheers!]

GM: Oh my! Brian Lau just learned that Jack Marshall’s not about to allow
interference in his match if he can help it!

[Detson clenches his jaw, dragging himself forward...
...and hooks onto the bottom rope, forcing Jack Marshall to call for a break!]

BW: There it is! He got there! Break it, ref!



[Supernova lets go of the hold almost immediately, walking out to the middle of the
ring as Detson drags himself under the ropes, collapsing down on the floor as Brian
Lau rushes to his side, kneeling down next to him.]

GM: Detson’s down on the floor and that hot start he was looking for sure didn’t go
the way he was hoping... and look at this!

[Circling around the ring, Supernova ducks through the ropes, dropping down to
the floor.]

GM: Supernova’s going out after him!

[The crowd buzzes as the World Television Champion walks the distance around the
ring, circling around the ringpost to the area where Detson and Lau are...

...when Detson suddenly gets up, yanking Brian Lau in front of him!]
GM: What in the...?

[Supernova looks at Detson cowering behind Lau who is pleading for ‘Nova to lay
off. The face-painted fan favorite looks out at the cheering crowd...

...and with a shrug, he balls up his fist, ready to strike!]

BW: NO!

[But as Supernova winds up, Detson shoves Lau into Supernova. The momentary
collision causes ‘Nova to have to catch Lau, tossing him aside as Detson rolls back
into the ring.]

GM: Johnny Detson showing his cowardly colors tonight here in the opening match
of Night Three of the Battle of Boston... and Supernova’s heading right in there

after him!

BW: Cowardly colors?! Supernova’s the one wearing yellow AND he’s the one who
just knocked down a defenseless manager!

GM: Detson shoved Lau into him!

BW: I didn’t see that.

GM: Your bad vision aside, Supernova’s back in now too...

[Supernova grabs Detson by the back of the tights, refusing to let the crawling
World Champion escape the ring. He hauls him back up to his feet, looking out at
the crowd as he hoists Detson up into the air...

...and brings him down tailbonefirst on a bent knee!]

GM: BIIIIIG ATOMIC DROP BY SUPERNOVAI

[With Detson reeling, grabbing at his rear, Supernova dashes to the ropes behind
him, rebounding off, leaping into the air as he grabs Detson by the hair...

...and SMASHES him facefirst into the canvas!]
GM: LEAPING FACESLAM BY THE WORLD TELEVISION CHAMPION!

[Supernova swiftly flips Detson over onto his back, diving across his chest.]



GM: Supernova with the early cover! He’s got one! He's got two!

[But Detson kicks out, immediately getting to all fours as he tries to crawl out of
the ring again. Supernova gets to his feet, coming after him...]

GM: Detson’s trying to get out of the ring again, grabbing at the ropes... but
Supernova caught him!

[The crowd is roaring as Supernova tries to drag Detson back into the middle of the
ring...

...and gets louder as Brian Lau rushes over to grab Detson by the wrist, trying to
assist his charge in getting to the floor...]

GM: Lau’s trying to help Detson and... look at this!

[The crowd gets even louder as Supernova drags Detson back into the middle of the
ring...

...and pulls Brian Lau through the ropes into the ring as well!]
GM: Oh my! He's got them both in... and he’s got them both by the hair!

[With the Boston crowd about to lose it, Supernova pulls Detson and Lau to their
feet, looking out on the roaring fans...

...and SMASHES their skulls together to a huge reaction!]

GM: DOUBLE NOGGIN KNOCKER! SUPERNOVA LAYS THEM BOTH OUT!

[A downed Lau promptly rolls from the ring as Supernova turns his focus onto his
opponent, dragging him off the mat, shoving him back into the corner. He grabs
the top rope, swinging a boot up into the midsection once... twice... three times...
four times...]

GM: Supernova’s all over him in the corner!

[After a half dozen kicks land, Supernova spins away, pounding on his chest with
clenched fists as Jack Marshall warns him about the assault in the corner.
Supernova nods, stepping back in to grab Detson by the arm again...]

GM: Shoots him across... Detson bounces back out!

[...and with a war whoop, Supernova runs him down with a clothesline! Detson
scrambles back up and gets dropped with a second running clothesline before
Supernova attempts another cover.]

GM: ONE! TWO!!

[Again, the World Champion kicks out at two, causing a ripple of disappointment to
wash over the AWA faithful anxious to see Detson toppled. Supernova climbs to his
feet, looking to pursue a crawling Detson...

...and then pulls up short, pointing down the aisle as the crowd starts to boo!]

GM: Uh oh... here comes trouble, fans!

[The shot cuts to reveal the World Tag Team Champions - Wes Taylor and Tony
Donovan - making their way down the aisle.]



BW: The World Tag Team Champions are in the house!
GM: They’ve got no business being out here, Bucky.

BW: Says you, Gordo! I say that their brother-in-arms is inside that ring! I say
that greased-up goofball Supernova put his hands on their manage, Brian Lau! I
say they’ve got every reason in the world to be out there!

[Supernova points again, showing the approaching Taylor and Donovan to
troubleshooting official Jack Marshall. Marshall steps out to the apron, watching as
the champions draw near.]

GM: It looks like Jack Marshall’s got something to say to these two.

[Marshall meets Taylor and Donovan in the aisle, talking to both men before they
get to the ringside area.]

GM: I'm not sure Marshall’s going to allow this, Bucky.
BW: That’s abuse of power if he doesn’t!
GM: I'm not sure that phrase means what you think it does.

[Supernova looks a little concerned as Marshall finally steps aside, moving back to
the ring as Taylor and Donovan move to check on their ally and their manager
respectively.]

GM: Well, it looks like Jack Marshall’s going along with it. He’s talking to Supernova
about it who looks understandably concerned with this situation. He’s fighting for a
chance to go to the Semifinals of the Battle of Boston and he’s gotta deal with these
two jackals out on the floor.

BW: Jackals?! Those are the World Tag Team Champions you're talking about!
GM: I stand firm on my description.

[Supernova looks exasperated as he walks away from Jack Marshall, shouting out to
the floor where a smirking Tony Donovan looks up at him, helping Johnny Detson
back up to his feet. Detson looks disheveled but the sight of Taylor and Donovan
brings a confident grin to his face, nodding his head as he approaches the ring,
reaching up to grab the ropes...

...and Supernova has seen enough, moving in to greet Detson, pulling him up on
the apron by the hair!]

GM: Supernova wants to bring him in the hard way!
[Hooking the front facelock, Supernova goes for the suplex...

...but as Wes Taylor hops up on the far side apron, drawing Jack Marshall’s
attention, Tony Donovan reaches under the ropes, hooking Supernova’s ankle and
preventing the suplex!]

GM: Oh, come on!

[Supernova struggles and strains but is unable to get the suplex thanks to Tony
Donovan’s interference. He breaks off, shouting at Donovan who backs off,
pleading innocence when asked by Jack Marshall. Detson slips through the ropes,
rushing Supernova as he argues with Marshall, blindsiding him with a forearm to
the side of the head, knocking him down to a knee.]



GM: OH! Detson from the side!

[With Supernova down on a knee, Detson rains blows down on him, battering him
down to his stomach on the canvas. The World Champion winds up, dropping an
elbow down across the back of the head... and a second... and a third!]

GM: The World Champion’s all over him!

[Rolling to a knee, Detson grabs Supernova by the back of the head, lifting his torso
off the canvas...

...and SMASHES his face into the canvas!]
GM: Ohh! Facefirst into the mat... flips him over for the cover!
[A two count follows before Supernova muscles out.]

GM: Just a two count there... Detson climbing back to his feet... and oh! He puts
the boots to Supernoval

[Detson rains down stomps on Supernova, switching to kicks as Supernova tries to
get up off the mat, pushing to all fours...

...right before Detson DRILLS him with a soccer kick to the ribcage!]
GM: OHH!

[With Supernova down on the mat, Detson takes aim again, dropping the point of
the elbow down into the ribcage before rolling into another lateral press, getting
another two count before the World Television Champion escapes.]

GM: Another two count for Detson right there... and he’s certainly trying to end this
one quickly, Bucky.

BW: Of course he is. If he wins this, he could have another two matches to go.
The winner of this one takes on either Jack Lynch or Rex Summers in the Hardin
Bracket final... and then the winner of that goes on to the tournament final! You
want to finish your early opponents quickly to save as much stamina as possible for
the later ones. It's a good strategy.

[Detson drags Supernova up off the mat by the arm, whipping him the short
distance into the turnbuckles. The TV Champion hits hard, bouncing out into a back
elbow under the chin that takes him off his feet.]

GM: Ohh... and down goes Supernova again!

[Grabbing the top rope, Detson rains down stomps on the sternum of Supernova,
trying to stomp him into the canvas.]

GM: He's got Supernova down near the buckles, really working him over, trying to
keep him on the canvas...

[With Supernova struggling, Detson steps to the corner, hopping up to the second
rope.]

GM: Not the usual brand of offense we see out of Detson as he goes to the ropes...
takes aim...



[Detson leaps from the middle rope, dropping a bent knee down into the ribcage as
Supernova howls in pain. A grinning Detson shoves him down to the mat, applying
another lateral press.]

GM: Detson gets one! He gets two! He gets-

[Supernova again escapes, lifting a shoulder off the mat!]

GM: Two count only!

BW: Yeah, but he’s getting closer, Gordo.

GM: Supernova did seem to have a harder time kicking out right there and you
better believe that the World Champion noticed that as he gets right back up,

raining down stomps on the ribcage.

[The referee steps in, forcing Detson to back off as he looks out to his allies, giving
a quick hand signal of some sort.]

GM: What's that all about?

BW: Hmm? What are you talking about?

GM: Detson just signaled the tag champions.

BW: Huh. Really? Must've missed that too.

GM: I'm sure.

[Hauling Supernova off the mat, Detson FIRES him through the ropes, sending him
crashing down on the barely-padded floor at ringside. The referee steps in,

shouting at Detson...

...which allows Taylor and Donovan to rush over, putting the boots to Supernova as
the crowd jeers loudly!]

GM: Oh, come on! This is a mugging out on the floor!

BW: They’re trying to help him up... look!

GM: Sure, after they stomped him for ten seconds!

[Taylor shoves Supernova’s prone form under the ropes, dusting off his hands as he
trades a high five with his tag team champion partner. Detson pulls Supernova off
the mat, quickly taking him over with a snap suplex, floating into another pin
attempt.]

GM: ONE!! TWO!!

[But again, Supernova’s shoulder flies up off the mat. An aggravated Detson clasps
his hands, smashing a double axehandle down into the ribcage once... twice...
three times before going for another cover.]

GM: ONE!! TWO!!

[Again, Supernova kicks out. Detson is again fired up as he climbs to his feet,
taking precise aim as he stomps the ribs once... twice... three times... four times...

five times... six times...]

GM: Detson’s all over the body of Supernova!



[Marshall again steps in, forcing a fired-up Detson off who shouts some words in
the troubleshooting official’s direction.]

GM: Things getting a little heated in there between Johnny Detson and the referee,
Jack Marshall.

[Marshall points a threatening finger at Detson who steps back in, pulling
Supernova off the mat by the hair. He bends him over, landing a European
uppercut that sends ‘Nova falling back into the corner, his arms looping over the top
rope to stay on his feet...]

GM: Detson leans over, grabbing the ropes... big shoulder into the ribcage!

[He stays in position, repeating the attack again... and again, leaving Supernova
gasping for air as he grabs him by the arm.]

GM: Detson sends him across, coming in after him!

[A charging Detson swings his knee up into the ribcage of Supernova, doubling him
up in pain as a smirking Detson nods to Brian Lau who shouts some encouragement
from out on the floor. Winding up, Detson throws a big uppercut, straightening up
the World Television Champion as he grabs him by the arm again...]

GM: Detson sends him across again...

[Again, the World Champion follows, burying a running knee into the midsection...

...and then shoves him out of the corner, watching him drop down on his back on
the mat. With a smirk, Detson hits the ropes, rebounding off...]

GM: Big leaping backsplash!

[The running senton connects as Detson flips over, hooking a leg...]

GM: ONE!! TWO!! TH-

[But the shoulder pops off the mat again, breaking up the pin attempt!]

GM: No, no! Supernova kicks out again!

[Detson pushes up to his knees, looking down with surprise. He makes eye contact
with Wes Taylor out on the floor, giving him a nod as he climbs to his feet and
stomps the ribs... and stomps... and keeps on stomping, forcing Supernova under
the ropes and out to the floor. The referee steps in, trying to reprimand Detson...
...who wraps him up, walking him back across the ring as Taylor pulls Supernova off
the ringside mats, walking him over towards the railing. Donovan moves to help,
each taking up a suplex position...]

GM: NO!

[...and lifting Supernova into the air, dumping him gutfirst across the steel railing!]
*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: COME ON! BLATANT INTERFERENCE ON THE FLOOR!

BW: I must have-



GM: You did NOT miss that!
BW: But I-
GM: I've heard enough of you and it's only the first match, Bucky!

[Taylor and Donovan peel away, smirking as Supernova wails in pain across the
steel railing.]

GM: A devastating blow by the World Tag Team Champions - the kind of thing that
could result in a major injury of some sort. Broken ribs... maybe even something
internal.

[A smirking Detson lets go of Marshall, filled with confidence as he walks across the
ring, ready to go out after Supernova...

...when suddenly he spots someone in the aisle and comes to an abrupt halt. The
TD Garden crowd ROARS as Detson backs off, shaking his head in disbelief, pointing
up the aisle!]

GM: OH YEAH! It looks like Supernova’s got himself some backup!

[The crowd is absolutely going nuts as Jack and Travis Lynch appear in the aisle,
already dressed in their ring gear as they head down towards the ring. Detson
angrily protests, pointing at them while shouting at Jack Marshall who shrugs,
pointing to Taylor and Donovan.]

GM: Johnny Detson is absolutely beside himself but the referee’s telling him that he
let Taylor and Donovan stay out here! This is only fair!

BW: FAIR?! FAIR TO WHO?! Not to Johnny Detson! Not to the Kings!

[Jack Lynch points a finger of warning at Wes Taylor who backs up, huddling with
Tony Donovan as Travis moves to check on Supernova who has flipped over the
railing into the ringside area.]

BW: Look at the illegal help that muscled-up goof Travis is giving Supernova!

GM: Help?! He’s just checking his condition! He’s concerned about his friend!

[Supernova slowly gets to his feet, giving a nod to Travis as he stumbles towards
the ring, holding onto his midsection.]

GM: Well, the odds just got evened up in this one but is it too late? Supernova just
took a hard fall on that railing and his ribs were already giving him trouble in this
one.

[Detson moves in, grabbing Supernova by the hair, shouting over the ropes at the
Lynches...

...which gives just a slight distraction, allowing Supernova to slingshot forward,
driving his shoulder into the midsection.]

GM: Supernova goes downstairs... and OVER THE TOP!

[The crowd ROARS as Supernova slingshots into a sunset flip, dragging Detson
down to the canvas!]

GM: ONE!! TWO!! THR-



“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: MY STARS! HOW CLOSE WAS THAT?! HOW CLOSE WAS SUPERNOVA TO
PINNING THE WORLD CHAMPION?!

BW: Too close!

[Brian Lau seems to agree, slamming his fist into the canvas, shouting at Detson
who scrambles up off the mat, catching the slow-to-rise Supernova with a forearm
shot into the lower back.]

GM: Ohh! Detson shanks him with a forearm to the kidneys!

[Detson lands two looping hooks to the right side of the ribs, sending Supernova
spinning and staggering back into the ropes. The World Champion balls up his fists,
moving in to strike.]

GM: Right hand to the ribs... and another...

[But Supernova returns fire, throwing a left backhanded shot to the cheekbone.]
GM: Supernova trying to fire back!

[Detson lands another right... then a left...]

GM: Detson stays on the attack...

[But Supernova is quick to respond - a right, a left, and a right hook that sends
Detson staggering backwards. With the crowd cheering him on, Supernova clasps
his hands over his head, moving towards Detson for a double axehandle...

...but Detson lays into him with a boot to the gut!]

GM: Oh! Detson cuts him off... and pulls him in! He’s looking for the Wilde Driver!
[Travis Lynch shouts something at Detson, getting his attention...

...which allows Supernova to straighten up, backdropping Detson down to the
canvas as Taylor, Donovan, and Lau shout in protest. Supernova stumbles away,
clutching at his midsection as Lynch grins at the result of his actions.]

GM: And things are starting to get testy outside the ring... the Lynches and the
Kings trading words from afar but you have to wonder how long it’ll stay “from
afar.”

BW: And how long it’ll stay words and not fists.

GM: Absolutely.

[Supernova turns back towards Detson, greeting him as he rises with a big
haymaker that lays him back against the ropes. The face-painted fan favorite stays
on the attack, throwing three big right hands before he fires Detson across the
ring...

...or attempts to before Detson reverses it.]

GM: Whip reversed...



[Supernova leapfrogs over a doubled-up Detson and keeps on running to the ropes
where he bounces back, leaping into the air, and catching Detson across the chest
with a flying crossbody!]

GM: SUPERNOVA WIPES HIM OUT!!

[But he also hurts his ribs in the process, immediately rolling off Detson and
clutching his torso.]

GM: Oh! Supernova hit the big crossbody but hurt himself in the process, fans! He
couldn’t take advantage of it! He couldn’t make the cover!

[Rolling out to the apron, Detson is reeling as Supernova rolls to all fours, wincing
with every breath as he tries to get up to his feet.]

GM: Both men struggling to get up as we cross the fifteen minute mark in this
battle - this Quarterfinal battle kicking off Night Three of the Battle of Boston
tournament!

[Supernova climbs to his feet as Detson uses the ropes, pulling himself to a knee on
the apron. The World Television Champion approaches, grabbing him by the blonde
hair, dragging him up to his feet to the boisterous cheers of the Boston crowd...]

GM: He’s looking for the suplex again!

[Grabbing Detson in a front facelock, Supernova looks to bring him in the hard way,
lifting the World Champion into the air...

...when Wes Taylor yanks the foot out from under Supernova, sending him crashing
down to the mat with Detson on top of him! Taylor hangs on to the ankle, holding
on for dear life as the unknowing official counts one... two...]

GM: TAYLOR’S GOT THE ANKLE!

[...but Taylor gets run over by Jack Lynch who BLASTS him with a right hand to the
ear, breaking the hold on the ankle JUST in time for Supernova to escape the three
count!]

GM: OH MY!

[And that’s the spark that pops the powder keg as Travis Lynch suddenly starts
exchanging blows with Tony Donovan outside the ring. Jack Lynch stays on top of
Taylor, hammering him with clenched fists down on the floor as Brian Lau shouts to
Detson. The official peels away, moving to try and intervene in the chaos outside
the ring.]

GM: Jack Marshall steps out on the apron, trying to regain control of this situation
and-

BW: DETSON! LOOK AT DETSON!

[Down on the mat, Detson has rolled to his knees and is now digging into the front
of his tights, reaching for his weapon of choice. Ew. No. Sickos.]

GM: He's got Black Beauty! Detson’s got that loaded leather glove on his right
hand!

[Coming back to his feet, Supernova moves in Detson whose back is to him,
grabbing him by the hair...



...and as he does, Detson spins around, driving a loaded right hand into
Supernova’s already damaged ribs!]

GM: OHHH! RIGHT TO THE RIBCAGE!

[Detson quickly peels off the glove, stuffing it into his tights as he dives across the
form of Supernova, tightly hooking both legs as Brian Lau shouts at Jack Marshall,
imploring him to get back in the ring. The troubleshooting referee spots the pin,
stepping back in, diving down to the mat where he slaps the mat once...]

GM: No, no! Jack, he hit him with the glove!

[...twice...]

GM: This can’t happen like this! This isn’t right!

[Marshall raises his arm... and slaps the mat a third time before calling for the bell.]

“"DING! DING! DING!”

[The crowd groans as Detson rolls off of Supernova, throwing his arms up into the
air in triumph.]

BW: HE DID IT! JOHNNY DID IT!

GM: He may have very well done it, Bucky, but you can’t deny he used that loaded
glove to do it!

BW: Hey, Johnny Detson is no Boy Scout, Gordo. He’s a winner. And he’s going to
do whatever it takes to STAY a winner. The World Champion picks up the win and
he’s moving on in this tournament! He’s headed to the Hardin Bracket finals and in
the immortal words of ol’ Jay Dubba himself - ain’t life grand?

GM: Life is certainly NOT grand for Supernova who is still down on the mat... we've
got Jack and Travis Lynch in the ring now, tending to him, checking his condition.

[Jack Lynch in particular looks agitated by what just happened, his eyes coming to
rest on the Kings out on the floor celebrating their victory. The Iron Cowboy
grimaces as he steps towards the ropes, giving them a kick...

...and then suddenly drops his eyes down on the announce table. Lynch drops to a
knee, rolling through the ropes to the floor where Gordon and Bucky are seated.]

GM: Jack Lynch looks like he’s on his way over-
[A shout from Lynch off-mic is heard.]

GM: Jack Lynch asking what hap- Jack, he hit him with the glove! Detson hit him
with the glove!

BW: Stooge! I ain’t sayin’ nothing, Stench! You take your bully act somewhere
else!

[Lynch looks at the duo, looking back at the ring...
...and then ducks through the ropes, grabbing a nearby Jack Marshall by the wrist.]

GM: What is going on now? Jack Lynch is talking to the official, dragging him out
here by us...



[The Iron Cowboy and the troubleshooting referee have some heated words for a
moment with Lynch miming a punch... and then suddenly steps to the announce
table.]

BW: HEY!

[Bucky finds himself being pulled to his feet where Lynch yanks the headset off
him, shoving him back as Bucky falls on his rear end on the floor to laughter from
the crowd. The voice of Jack Lynch is now clear as day on the mic.]

JL: Hey! Whoever's in the truck... run that replay... run it now!

[The anger in Lynch’s voice is evident as he gestures to the monitor to Jack
Marshall. Suddenly, our shot changes and the replay is indeed being run, starting
with Jack Lynch pistoning punches into the skull of Wes Taylor out on the floor. We
can hear the commentary from before but we can also hear Gordon Myers speaking
over it.]

GM: Right here, Jack... it’'s coming up here...

[And we see exactly what happened moments ago with Detson slamming the
leather glove into the midsection of Supernova before rolling him into a pin. The
replay abruptly cuts as a furious Jack Marshall is looking on, hands on his hips.]
JL: Come on, ref... you saw it right there... you saw-

[Bucky leans forward, shouting off-mic.]

“THERE’'S NO INSTANT REPLAY IN PROFESSIONAL-"

[A cold glare from Jack Lynch cuts Bucky off in mid-complaint as Jack Marshall
stomps over to the ring announcer, speaking to Rebecca Ortiz who nods her head
before Marshall slides back into the ring.]

RO: Ladies and gentlemen...

Referee Jack Marshall has seen a replay of how this match just ended...

[The crowd buzzes in anticipation.]

RO: ...and he has RESTARTED THIS MATCH!

[The crowd EXPLODES in cheers! An immediate cut to the aisleway shows Johnny
Detson screaming "“WHAT?!” towards the ring as Brian Lau grabs him by the arm,
shaking his head. We cut back to ringside where a grinning Jack Lynch pumps a
fist, tossing the headset back on the table as he moves to the aisleway, waving an
arm and calling the Kings back to the ring.]

GM: OH MY STARS! Jack Marshall has RESTARTED this match! I can’t believe-
BW: THERE'S A REASON YOU CAN'T BELIEVE IT, MYERS! IT'S ILLEGAL! THESE
DAMN LYNCHES THINK THEY CAN GET AWAY WITH ANYTHING... EVERYTHING! DID
YOU SEE HIM PUT HIS FILTHY HANDS ON ME?! I WON’'T FORGET THIS, MYERS!
I'LL NEVER FORGET THIS!

GM: Oh, would you sit down, for crying out loud?!

[Bucky is still fuming mad - as are Johnny Detson, Brian Lau, and the World Tag

Team Champions as they start walking back down the aisle towards the ring.
Detson is shaking his head in disbelief as he nears the ring.]



BW: This isn’t right! This isn’t fair! This IS abuse of power and I know exactly
what it means, Gordo! Jack Lynch is trying to SCREW the Kings of Wrestling and
we're all witnessing it!

GM: Do you deny that Johnny Detson cheated to win this match?!

BW: No! I don’t deny it! Do you deny that there is NO instant replay in the world
of professional wrestling?!

GM: Well, it certainly is unprecedented!

BW: Johnny Detson won this match fair and square-

GM: FAIR AND SQUARE?!

BW: Essentially! And now these damned Lynches are trying to rob him! It's
amazing what these Lynches get away with around here and someone should put a
stop to it!

GM: You volunteering?!

BW: If I wasn’t needed here, I might!

[With a hurting Supernova leaning against the turnbuckles, Johnny Detson slides
into the ring. He comes to his feet, barking at the official who ignores him and
signals for the bell again.]

“"DING! DING! DING!”

GM: This match has been restarted and-

[Detson rushes the corner, throwing a knee into the gut again. He stays there,
angrily slamming right hand after right hand into the body of the face-painted fan
favorite as the crowd rains down jeers on him.]

GM: Detson’s all over him, pounding away at the body!

[He grabs Supernova by the hair, dragging him from the corner and out to the
middle of the ring where he swings another knee up into the body, doubling up the
World Television Champion...

...and yanks him into a standing headscissors!]

GM: He's got him hooked!

BW: Plant him, Johnny! Put him down again!

[An angry Detson turns, shouting at Travis Lynch... then turns to point at Jack
Lynch, really laying into him. The Iron Cowboy hops up on the apron, returning

some words of his own. Detson and Lynch are screaming at each other...

...just long enough for Supernova to sweep the legs out from under a distracted
Detson, flipping forward into a double leg cradle!]

GM: CRADLE!! CRADLE!!
[The referee drops down, slapping the mat as the crowd counts along...]

“"ONNNNE!”



“Twoooo!”

“THREEEEEEE!!”

“DING! DING! DING!”

GM: HE DID IT! SUPERNOVA PINS THE WORLD CHAMPION!
BW: NO!' NO! NO! NO! NOOOOOOOOO!

GM: SUPERNOVA IS HEADING TO THE SEMIFINALS!

BW: THIS IS A... I CAN'T... ARRRRRGH!

GM: Bucky Wilde, for the first time in his life perhaps, is speechless, fans!
Incredible! Supernova with a victory to move on and... and the Kings of Wrestling
are totally irate!

[Supernova rolls to the floor, falling into the embrace of a grinning Jack Lynch as
the Kings storm the ring, looking to attack. Detson is kneeling on the mat, eyes
wide with disbelief as Taylor and Donovan shout at the Lynches from inside the ring,
making all sorts of threats as Brian Lau kneels next to Detson, shaking his head.]

GM: Supernova has won! The Kings don’t like it but Supernova has won!
BW: THANKS TO THOSE STINKIN’ STENCHES!

GM: Well... I suppose that’s true! Jack Lynch was directly responsible for getting
Jack Marshall to restart the match and... and now Supernova has won this match
and is headed to the Semifinals!

BW: This is terrible, Gordo! Absolutely awful! The Stenches have just ROBBED the
Kings of Wrestling and... and you’re supporting it!

GM: The way I see it, the Kings were looking to rob Supernova of the victory in this
tournament and the Lynches just kinda... evened it out.

BW: EVENED IT OUT?!

[Bucky growls and snorts Gladiator-style over the mic as the Lynches help
Supernova down the aisle. The World Television Champion grimaces as he raises
his arm in triumph, watching as the Kings hurl threats in the direction of all three
competitors from inside the ring.]

GM: Fans, we've got to take our first break of the night but... wow! What a way to
start Night Three! And if the rest of tonight is anything like what we just saw, we're
in for one heck of a night! Don’t go away because when we come back, it’ll be the
second Quarterfinal of the night with "Red Hot” Rex Summers taking on the Iron
Cowboy himself, Jack Lynch!

BW: Jack STENCH!
[The camera shot holds on our triumphant fan favorites as we fade to black.

We cut to the living room of a house, where two kids are playing an Atari 2600.
Some pathetic bleeps and bloops are coming from the screen, as they have in every



media portrayal of video games ever. The kids are halfheartedly going through the
motions. One of them seems to be having trouble staying awake.]

Kid #1: This is boring.
Kid #2: I wish we had toys that could _really_ fight.

[Suddenly, a body is flung through the large front window with a loud crash. A
hard-rock background track plays as the body gets to his feet... wait, is that
Canibal?]

Kids: *gasp*

[And... is that Dave Bryant running through the broken window to attack him
again?!]

Kids: Dave Bryant!

[And... did Shadoe Rage just kick down the front door to attack The Hangman from
behind while he was grappling with Travis Lynch in the dining room for no apparent
reason?! And is that Skywalker Jones leaping down the staircase at Calisto
Dufresne? And why are Downfall beating up the mailman? Oh, there's Next Gen
turning them around and brawling with them on the lawn!]

Kids: WOAH!

[Yes, these two kids are about to have a very badly-acted simultaneous cardiac
arrest and orgasm. It happens. Especially when Jordan Ohara is jumping off your
kitchen cabinet to hit Rex Summers with a flying bodypress, Juan Vasquez is
hiptossing Terry Shane III across your family room, and The Slaughterhouse and
The Wilde Bunch are brawling across your driveway. Cain Jackson has just grabbed
a dish from the china cabinet and breaks it across the back of Pure X, while
Supernova is ramming Johnny Detson's head into the sink in the background,
Jackson Hunter and Brian Lau are in a shouting match, Koyla Sudakov tries to
clothesline Callum Mahoney, who ducks... poor Koyla hits the boys' father who was
coming in to check out the noise. Then Maxim Zharkov wanders by and stomps on
the poor guy. Because he can.]

Kids: THIS IS AWESOME!
[And cue the sales pitch!]

Announcer: And now you can bring the awesome home with Series Five AWA action
figures from Hasbro!

[We cut to the product line, where action figures of all of our favorite AWA
characters stand in dramatic action figure poses~!]

Announcer: Relive the greatest matches!

[Ryan Martinez tries to smash Supreme Wright with a kitchen chair, but Wright pulls
open the ironing board from the wall to block it! Then we see the kids playing with
the Martinez and Wright action figures.]

Announcer: Create new dream matches never before seen!

[The Rotgut Rustlers do a double throw to send Wes Taylor and Tony Donovan over

the living room divider into the kitchen! Then we see the kids playing with the
Rustlers, Taylor and Donovan action figures.]



Announcer: Form brand new alliances and teams that you'd never see live!

[Jack Lynch and Brian James double-clothesline Cesar Hernandez in the kitchen...
then both grab for the paper towels to wipe off their hands with disgusted 'yuck'
expressions. Then we see the kids playing with these three action figures.]

Announcer: Perform the great signature moves of the AWA wrestlers, or invent
totally new ones!

[The magic of blue-screen editing makes it look like Gladiator is doing a double-
backflip powerbomb to Larry Wallace. Well, his body is doing flips in the air as if
someone were just spinning the footage around (because that's exactly what it is).
Then we see the kids do the same 'move' with the action figures.]

Announcer: There's now action figures featuring the women of the AWA!

[Barging in through the door are Lauryn Rage, Charisma Knight and Erica Toughill,
who rush into the dining room, where Melissa Cannon, Julie Somers and Lori Wilson
just happening to be waiting for them! Then we see a couple of girls playing with
the six action figures.]

Announcer: And there's even Torin the Titan!

[None other than Torin himself comes crashing through (yes, through) the wall,
after which he grabs poor Jackie Bourassa and headbutts him. Then we see kids
playing with the same action figures.]

Announcer: The base set comes with the Crockett Coliseum ring and four of the top
stars in the AWA!

[Cut to a posed shot of Allen Allen, Manny Imbrogno, Caspian Abaran, and Kerry
Kendrick. See, you have to buy the ring, and you get some reasonably popular-but-
not-first-choice guys (GLASS CEILING~!) and then you HAVE to spend money to
get the popular guys! Clever!]

Announcer: AWA Action Figures... get them today! Because it's the only way to get
this close to the action... AND SURVIVE.

[With that, we cut to the post-fight devastation of the house... it looks like a
tornado went through here. And exploded.]

Announcer: Ages 8 and up!
[Fade to black...

...and then back up on the backstage area of the TD Garden where Sweet Lou
Blackwell, a large grin on his face, is standing in front of a Battle of Boston
backdrop.]

SLB: Ladies and gentlemen, welcome back to Night Three of the Battle of Boston
and this thing just got started and it’s already kicked up to a whole new level.
Moments ago, we saw Supernova upset the AWA World Champion, Johnny Detson,
to cash his ticket to the Semifinals of this tournament... but the tournament isn’t all
the big news that’s coming out of this weekend. All weekend long, I've been talking
about it - the brand new free agent - perhaps the biggest free agent in pro
wrestling history - in high level negotiations to sign with the AWA. Well, I can tell
you now, fans - the ink is on the paper, the contract has been signed, and right
here tonight, I'm going to walk right out there to that ring and-



[A loud voice interrupts Blackwell from off-camera. A moment later, a red-faced
Johnny Detson breaks onto the scene trailed by Brian Lau, Wes Taylor, and Tony
Donovan.]

JD: BLACKWELL! This is your fault!

[Blackwell looks almost amused by this accusation.]

SLB: My fault? You lost clean as a whistle in the middle of the ring, champ. How
could it be my fault?

JD: YOU set up that little confrontation with Gellar! No sense in denying it! You got
me off my game! You got me thinking about things that I had no reason to think
about! This tournament... I told you all along this tournament meant nothing to me
and for one moment... you people got me thinking otherwise.

[Detson shakes his head.]

JD: And then that face-painted FREAK and his little...

[Detson grumbles, turning away as Brian Lau steps in.]

BL: What you saw out there was a travesty, Blackwelll An AWA official taking the
rulebook into his own hands! I am the ONLY manager in the Professional Wrestling
Hall of Fame and I know the rulebook like I wrote it!

[Blackwell chimes in.]

SLB: You ought to. You’ve broken just about every rule in it.

[Lau glowers in Blackwell’s direction for a moment before angrily continuing.]

BL: As I was saying, there is NO instant replay in the world of professional wrestling
and the AWA can expect to hear from my lawyers tomorrow morning on this
maverick official doing whatever the hell he wants! There is no place for that type
of decision-making in the AWA and Emerson Gellar, you owe us restitution for this!
[Lau spins away as Wes Taylor slips in.]

WT: And those Lynches! Who in the HELL do those Lynches think they are getting
involved in OUR business?! After Saturday night, the Kings were willing to say live
and let live and let those Texas-sized morons go their own way but not now... not
anymore!

[Detson swings an arm around Taylor’s shoulder, leaning in towards the mic.]

JD: You're damn right, Wes! Jack Lynch... you caused this... this is on you... and
you better believe that the greatest professional athlete in the world today...

[Donovan points to Detson with an exaggerated silent “that’s him!”]
JD: ...and the Kings of Wrestling are coming for you. Punk.

[Taylor leads Detson off as a fuming Brian Lau pursues. Tony Donovan sticks
around, putting his arm on Blackwell’s shoulder.]

SLB: I suppose you have something to say to the Lynches as well.

[Donovan shrugs.]



TD: Start... running.

[He smirks, making his exit, leaving Blackwell shaking his head behind.]

SLB: Controversy reigns here at the Battle of Boston. I'm going to try and track
down Emerson Gellar to get his thoughts on what just went down out there and...

well, all of this, I suppose. But while I look for him, let’s go out to Gordon and
Bucky! Gentlemen, this whole night is already out of control!

[We cut from Sweet Lou backstage out to a panning shot of the TD Garden crowd.]

GM: Out of control just might be an understatement, Bucky. I know you're as
upset as the Kings of Wrestling are over what we just saw.

[Cut to Gordon and Bucky at ringside.]

BW: Look, Gordo... this is plain and simple. Plain and simple. What you just saw
was this so-called troubleshooting referee, Jack Marshall, blatantly making up his
own rules and deciding to overturn an official match result because of what he saw
on one of our monitors. He made up his own rules! Remember when Jack Lynch’s
Claw was illegal? How would you feel if the referee in the next match suddenly
decided to enforce that rule again? It's no different!

GM: Well, I think it IS different but I imagine we’ll have to agree to disagree on that
one. ButI do agree that Emerson Gellar owes Johnny Detson and - quite frankly -
the fans an explanation over what we just saw. Sweet Lou’s on the hunt for him
backstage and when he finds him, we’ll be going backstage to take a look for-
[And suddenly, the lights cut out.]

GM: What the... now what in the world is this about, Bucky?

BW: No idea. Our next matchup with Rex Summers and that cheater, Jack Stench,
is still a few minutes away from my understanding. Maybe this is part of what
Blackwell was talking about... that big new free agent signing?

GM: You could be ri-

[Gordon’s words come to a halt as we hear a familiar sound.]

“"DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

[The crowd quickly begins clapping along, stomping along, smacking the railing in
rhythm to create quite the sound as the opening synthesizer notes kick in. Steam
and smoke pour into the entryway, completely covering it. Strobe lights start to
fire in rhythm as well, lighting up the smoke and steam.]

“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

“"DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

[After a few more moments, the physical specimen known only as Mason strides

out through the curtain. He stands, head down amongst the smoke and the steam,
breathing in deeply.]



“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"
“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"
“DUN DUN DUNDUNDUN"

[As he emerges, dressed in his standard red trunks, boots, kneepads, and single
deep crimson glove, Mason exhales sharply, spewing smoke from his lungs like a
fire-breathing dragon. He tilts his head up, looking down the aisle and into the ring
with his icy blue eyes. A low growl comes from him. He speaks - barely above a
whisper - just enough for the camera (and the entire world watching) to hear.]

“The end... is... now.”
[He storms forward, throwing an uppercut at the air just in front of the camera,

spotlights shining on him as he heads towards the ring. Mason slaps himself on
either side of the head, trying to fire himself up as he moves swiftly towards the

ring.]

GM: And quite obviously, fans, we are witnessing the arrival of the man known as
Mason but I've gotta wonder why!

BW: I'm with you on that one. He’s not in the tournament... we know there’s been
some controversy on the Internet about that. Many thought he should be given a
chance to compete in it but others thought he was too new... too inexperienced.

GM: Perhaps he’s not too keen on the biggest tournament in the wrestling world
going down without him.

[Mason slides headfirst under the bottom rope, sliding all the way to the center of
the ring. He stays down on a knee, head bowed as the music continues to play...
as the fans continue to clap in rhythm...

...and then snaps his head back, staring dead into the camera lens.]

GM: And I can’t imagine anyone would want to be on the other side of that stare,
fans. This is @ man who drips intensity with his every movement...

[Mason rises to his feet as the music fades, walking back and forth across the ring.]
GM: This isn't anything we had on our format for tonight. There’s no referee out
here. No ring announcer to introduce him. I've gotta believe Mason has taken it

upon himself to come out here.

[The powerhouse strides to the ropes facing the entranceway, stepping one foot on
the middle as he stands up, pointing down the aisle...

...and waves one muscular arm towards the back.]

GM: I think Mason’s making a challenge!

BW: To who?

GM: Anyone back there who wants a shot at him!

BW: But like you said, Gordo... no referee... no ring announcers...

GM: Oh, look at this now...



[A pair of security guards approach the ring, looking up at Mason who is pacing
back and forth.]

GM: I think these guards are trying to get Mason to vacate the ring so we can get
on with the show... but I think I'm right, Bucky. I think Mason has decided that if
this night - this weekend - is going to feature the best in the world, he’s going to
take part in it and if the AWA doesn't like it, they can send someone out here to
stop him!

[The guards edge slowly into the ring, arms raised defensively as Mason pauses,
hands on his hips as they approach.]

BW: This... seems like a bad idea.
GM: You could be right about that.

[The smaller of the two guards edges forward, arms still outstretched, audibly
ordering Mason out of the ring...

...but Mason reaches out, grabbing him by the arm, turning his back and yanking
the arm to swing the guard over him in a judo-style throw, tossing him down
violently to the canvas as the crowd “oohhhs!” in response.]

GM: Uh oh!

[The larger guard comes forward, trying to wrap up Mason’s arms from behind,
holding him for a moment before Mason swings his head back, smashing the back
of his skull into the middle of the guard’s face.]

GM: OH!

[Mason pivots, slamming a clothesline across the chest of the guard, knocking him
off his feet where he promptly rolls out of the ring as the crowd roars in response.]

BW: Well, that takes care of that.
GM: I suppose but I don’t think Mason’s leaving yet.

[Mason again waves an arm towards the locker room, signaling his intent to stay in
the ring until someone forces him out.]

BW: Gellar’s golden boy is throwing a tantrum.

GM: I don’t know if I'd describe it like that but I certainly wouldn’t send any more
security out here... well, unless you’'re going to send a heck of a lot more than they
just did.

[Mason waves an arm again...

...and after a few moments, a bulky man with a tall black mohawk comes marching
out of the locker room, mic in hand. That man is AWA enhancement talent

Madhouse McWesson.]

MM: You know what I hate more than anything else? Coming to a show, sitting in
that locker room, and NOT getting a chance to kick someone’s butt!

[McWesson gets closer to the ring where Mason is leaning over, hands on his
knees.]



MM: So, Mason, I guess I gotta say thank you... because your little show out here
is giving me the chance to do what I love - beat people up!

[McWesson slides under the ropes, pulling up his 280 pound frame to stand at his
full six foot four in height...

...which is when Mason tears across the ring, throwing himself into a flying
clothesline that takes McWesson right back down to the mat as Mason falls to his
knees. He pops his head up, looking wide-eyed at the roaring crowd.]

BW: You’'ve gotta be kidding me!

GM: Mason’s up and he’s pulling McWesson up with him! Mason isn’t out here to
mess around... he’s not getting paid by the hour... and he’s out to send a message
to that entire locker room... heck, to the entire front office too, I'd imagine...

[Mason pulls the 280 pound McWesson into a front facelock, doing a full 360 spin,
dragging McWesson with him as he looks out at the crowd...

...and then suddenly muscles the big man up into the air in suplex position.]
GM: He’s got him up!

[With the crowd cheering, Mason holds McWesson straight up like an arrow and
continues to stand there holding...

...and holding...

...and holding...

...and holding...

...and holding...

...and holding...

...and holding...]

GM: Incredible power!

[Suddenly, he shoves McWesson forward, grabbing his legs, and DRIVES him down
with a thunderous ring-rattling powerbomb as Mason stays on his feet, looking
down defiantly at the stunned McWesson. Mason steps forward, putting his knee
down into the chest of McWesson.]

BW: There’s no referee, dummy!

GM: Want to say that a little louder? Pretty sure he didn’t hear you.

BW: I've got a tickle in my throat. Can’t right now.

[Mason raises his right arm over his head, bringing it down to clap his hands
together once...

...twice...
...and three times. The crowd cheers as Mason climbs off the downed McWesson,

looking down at him one more time before he marches to the ropes, ducking
through them, and starting the walk back up the aisle towards the locker room.]



GM: Well, we certainly didn’t expect a Mason match here tonight... and I suppose
we really didn’t get one but Mason continues to dominate anyone who confronts
him here in the AWA. Another physically impressive performance to make sure that
if you’re watching this show, you know he’s waiting in the wings to see who wins it
all. Fans, I'm told that Sweet Lou has managed to track down Emerson Gellar
and... well, after this quick break, Lou’s going to try to get to the bottom of what
went down out here earlier tonight so don’t you dare go away!

[Fade to black.

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! Tl
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.”
[The “come get some” slogan fills the screen as we fade to black...

...and then back up on the backstage area where Sweet Lou Blackwell is standing
alongside the AWA Director of Operations, Emerson Gellar.]

SLB: We are back LIVE here in Boston and Emerson Gellar, what in the world is
going on?



[Gellar smiles with a sigh.]
EG: It's been a crazy weekend, hasn’t it? And it’s not done yet.

SLB: No, it's not. I suppose you know why I tracked you down. I want to know
what happened out there tonight with Johnny Detson and Supernova!

[Gellar shakes his head.]

EG: Wasn't it obvious? After all of Detson’s talk about trying to prove he’s the best
in the world, he went right out there and did the same thing he always does. He
got his manager involved. He got his buddies involved. He got that loaded glove
involved.

SLB: That much was obvious. What I'm talking about is what happened with
special troubleshooting referee, Jack Marshall!

EG: Look, we hired Jack to be an official because of his unique background and skill
set. Jack’s a former pro wrestler and a tough one at that. He can take a little bit
more physically than our other officials. Mentally, he might be a little more in tune
to a wrestler’s psyche and sense when they might be trying to get away with
something. We put him in positions where we think his skills might be an
advantage... and look, he was in the right place tonight because the Kings of
Wrestling certainly did try to pull a fast one.

SLB: No one’s arguing that, Mr. Gellar... but you heard Brian Lau earlier, I'm sure.
Jack Marshall counted a pinfall victory for Johnny Detson... and then after being
made to watch a replay by Jack Lynch, he restarted the match! Now, I have no
problem with the result of that decision but you can see why the Kings and a lot of
others will.

[Gellar nods.]

EG: As much as it pains me to say it, Brian Lau is right. There is NO instant replay
rule in the world of pro wrestling. There is nothing that allows for an official to
review a replay and make a change in their call. There is nothing that calls for a
freeze in the action so someone in a booth somewhere can replay it and make a
decision. That may work in other sports but it doesn’t work here in the AWA.

SLB: Does that mean you're reversing the decision from earlier?

EG: No. The most important rule that exists between the officials and the front
office is that a referee’s call is final. What they say out here in the ring goes and
they don’t need second-guessed by the likes of me or anyone else. Jack Marshall’s
call is final and Supernova is advancing in the tournament!

[Big cheer from the fans inside the arena.]

EG: However, I've also spoken to ALL of the AWA officials and informed them that
we will not be using instant replay as a factor in officiating matches and that’s also
a final decision.

SLB: So, Supernova wins... but the instant replays are a no go as well?

EG: That's exactly right.

SLB: Fair enough, Mr. Gellar, but I'm guessing there’s someone who won't agree.

EG: Oh, I'm sure I'll be meeting with Misters Detson and Lau very soon. But for
now, I've got a show to keep an eye on, Lou. Enjoy the rest of the night.



SLB: Thank you, sir! Fans, there you have it! Supernova advances in the
tournament and joining me right now is another man who hopes to do the same
thing in a few moments when he takes on the King of the Cowboys, Jack Lynch...

[The cheers can be heard from the cheap seats in the TD Garden.]

SLB: ...of course, I'm referring to my guest at this time, one-third of the group
known as SM&K - “Red Hot” Rex Summers!

[Now boos reverberate throughout the TD Garden. The camera pans to the right of
Blackwell, where Rex Summers is standing. He is covered in a yellow robe adorned
with rhinestones, which sparkle under the lights.]

SLB: Last night Rex, you defeated your teammate Kerry Kendrick to advance-

RS: Now hold on just a minute, Lou. You're not going to stand here tonight and
conduct business as usual with me. Last night, when I stood in this very spot with
Kerry, you thought you could help that stuffed toad Emerson Gellar in his quest to
rid the AWA of SM&K.

["Sweet" Lou Blackwell is taken aback yet defiant!]

SLB: I did no such thing!

RS: Don't stand there and lie, Lou. You spent five minutes doing everything you
could to drive to a wedge between Kerry and myself. You were like an annoying
little sister poking, poking, and poking till you finally hit that last nerve and you did
just that, Lou. And like two brothers Kerry and I took the bait.

[Summers pauses and shakes his head.]

RS: We walked right into that little game you and Gellar put together but you know
what Lou? You two once again failed to break apart SM&K. Kerry and I are as
strong as ever and Kerry even went out and found me a new Summers Sweetheart
for this evening.

[The camera follows as Summers motions to his right and into the scene enters
Erica Toughill in an evening gown, high tops, and baseball cap.]

ET: [aside] I feel like that time when my brother's date dumped him and I had to
take him to junior prom.

RS: [aside] You should've thought of that before you broke Candace's collarbone.
ET: Her name was Cadence.

RS: Whatever.

[Summers turns back to the camera.]

RS: As you can see, Lou, like I said SM&K is as strong as we ever were.

SLB: I guess that your unity couldn't come at a better time, seeing as how tonight
you will be stepping into the ring with Jack Lynch. A man who has been highly

decorated here in AWA, two-time tag team champion, Stampede Cup winner...

RS: And yet not one run as a singles champion here in the AWA. He's needed his
brothers TWICE to be a champion.



SLB: Well, you haven't held a title in the AWA as of yet, Rex.
[Summers casts a quick glance at Blackwell.]

RS: As a matter of fact, Blackwell, I am a former AWA Longhorn Heritage Champion
and I don’t appreciate you disparaging the legacy of that great championship in an
effort to deceive the people!

[Blackwell looks a little flustered.]
SLB: I meant a current title!

RS: Sure you did, sparky. But the fact remains I held that title... and when I first
came here, I came in with the PCW Heavyweight Championship around my waist.
Let me tell you, Blackwell... do you know how hard it was to overcome all of
Blackjack’s chicanery to put that title around his boys’ waists? But I did it! I
overcame the odds and I wore that title too! So, don't tell me that I don’t know
anything about being a champion here in the AWA... and with Johnny Detson out of
this tournament, I can’t think of a better way to show the world exactly why you're
looking at the rightful Number One Contender to the AWA World Title than to win
this tournament.

SLB: It sounds like you're looking past Jack Lynch.

RS: Past, around, under, or over, Jack Lynch is just another roadblock that Gellar
has thrown in my path to greatness. But if I could scale the twin peaks of the
mighty Monique last weekend in-

SLB: Please spare us the details.

[Summers cracks a lusty grin, giving a throaty chuckle.]

RS: Just imagine how easily I'm going over Jack Lynch.

[Summers blows a kiss into the camera, giving a wave to Erica Toughill in her
formal wear who blows a bubble, shrugging as she follows Summers out of view.]

SLB: Rex Summers seems to have his sight set this weekend on ultimate glory but
you and I both know that with the Iron Cowboy awaiting him, he’s in for one heck
of a fight, fans! Let’s go down to the ring to Rebecca Ortiz!

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

RO: Our next contest is one fall with a forty-five minute time limit and is a
Quarterfinal match in the Battle of Boston tournament!

[Big cheers!]

RO: Introducing first...

[The sounds of Queen fades as Mickey Avalon's "Stroke Me" begins to play over the
arena sound system. A sample of Billy Squier's classic 'The Stroke' is easily
recognized...]

“"STROKE ME STROKE ME!"

[As Mickey Avalon finishes saying it's "as easy as one, two, three" the curtain opens
and out walks the one and only “Red Hot” Rex Summers and his very special



Summers Sweetheart for the evening, Erica Toughill. She looks as uncomfortable
as can be in her ball gown.]

RO: From St. Paul, Minnesota... weighing in at 251 pounds... being accompanied by
a very special Summers Sweetheart, Erica Toughill...

He is RED HOT...
REEEEEEEEEEEEEX SUMMMMMMMMERRRRRRS!

[Summers is dressed in a full length blue robe with white sequins running down
both lapels and in a zig zag formation across the front. He walks slowly down to the
ring, a cocky strut shows his arrogance as he heads towards the squared circle.]

GM: Rex Summers advanced to this Quarterfinal matchup by way of defeating Kerry
Kendrick last night... and now finds himself three wins away from being the winner
of this tournament. Of course, we know that Supernova awaits him in the Hardin
Bracket final if he can manage to get past the Iron Cowboy himself.

BW: Three, Gordo. Rex Summers is three Heat Checks away from being the winner
of this tournament and being on top of the world. Who can stop him if he gets
there? Who can stop him if he scales this mountain like he did to the twin peak-

GM: Bucky!

[As he approaches ringside, we catch the words "Red Hot" are spelled out in more
sequins on the back of the robe as he walks past the camera, the Summers
Sweetheart by his side glaring at the camera.]

GM: And Erica Toughill looks less than enthusiastic about her assignment tonight.

BW: Well, this is kind of a makeup for what happened last night. A class move by
Kerry Kendrick through and through.

GM: Oh yes... if one word describes Kerry Kendrick in my head, it's “class.”
BW: I know, right?

GM: I see that sarcasm is easily lost on you as Rex Summers takes off that robe,
handing it to Erica Toughill.

[Toughill looks around, puzzled at what she’s supposed to do with the glittering
robe. Soon, she shrugs and just drops it at her feet as Summers climbs inside the
ring to await his opponent.]

GM: We've got one half of our next Quarterfinal in there but let’s go backstage and
hear from the other half!

[Cut to backstage where “"Sweet” Lou Blackwell stands with the King of Cowboys
himself, Jack Lynch, at his right hand side. Lynch is in his ring gear, and there’s a
sheen of sweat on his face and chest that suggests he’s just finished his pre-match
warmup.]

SLB: Night Three and things are only getting wilder! And speaking of wild, this man
was involved in one of the wilder matches we had this weekend - a match that saw
you, Mr. Lynch, come out victorious over MAMMOTH Maximus.

[Lynch nods his head, and a slight grin curls the corner of his mouth.]



JL: I gotta say, Lou, that big boy gave me exactly what I wanted. I was lookin’ for
a fight, and Maximus gave me that and then some. And ya know somethin’, Lou?
It's got my blood pumped! After fightin’ those yellow bellied Kings of Wrestlin’, I'd
almost forgotten what it was like to just get in there and test myself against
someone worthy.

So Maximus, I tip my hat to ya.
[With those words, the Iron Cowboy reaches up and does just that.]

SLB: And speaking of wild, it wasn’t that long ago that we saw you intervene on
behalf of Supernova, making sure that justice prevailed.

JL: Idid whatI had to do, Lou, which is somethin’ more of us need to start doin’.
Ryan said it best, when you’re faced with evil, ya dig your heels in and ya hold that
line. Well, this is me, holdin’ the line against them damn Kings.

SLB: Speaking of Mr. Martinez, you can’t have liked what you saw at the end of last
night.

[Lynch shakes his head, a quiet, thoughtful expression on his face.]

JL: No Lou, I don't like it. I don’t like it one damn bit. And I was about to come
out here and tell Juan that I was gonna give him what’s comin’ to him, but I know
Ryan Martinez, and I know that, no matter how bad it looks, there’s still some fight
left in Ryan. And I know that he doesn’t want me fightin’ his fights for him. So
while Ryan is dealin” with the Axis, I'm gonna have my sights set on the Kings.

And Johnny, ya already found out what happens when I put ya in my sights.

SLB: And our World Champion has already vowed that he will get you back for what
you did to him tonight.

JL: Well Lou, when you're six foot seven, two hundred and sixty five pounds and ya
wear a big cowboy hat, ya ain’t exactly hard to fight. So Detson, if you're lookin’
for me, I promise ya, it ain’t gonna be too big of a strain. And when ya find me,
make sure ya bring that belt of yours, because I'd sure like to have a chat about
you, me, and those twenty pounds of gold.

SLB: But before we get to that, you've got a big challenge ahead of you, and a
challenge in the form of a man I know you’re very familiar with. I'm talking about
Rex Summers.

[Once more, Lynch nods his head.]
JL: Ya, I know old Rex. Back when we were all in PCW, it always seemed like Rex
was the one that kept gettin’ away. Whether it was me or Trav, somehow, some

way, Summers was the one who never got the whuppin’ he deserved.

And I'm sure, Summers, that you're feelin” awfully good about that. And I'm sure
you're thinkin’ that the past is a predictor of how its gonna go down tonight.

But the thing ya gotta understand, Summers, is that this ain’t PCW no more, this is
the AWA, and I ain’t here to repeat the mistakes of the past.

SLB: You cannot deny the pedigree of Rex Summers, or what has been a very
meteoric rise over the last year or so.

JL: I ain’t takin’ nothin’ away from Summers, Lou. Aside from Trav, ain’t no one
been in the ring with Rex more than I have. I know what he can do. I know that,



when he’s put away all the sweethearts, when he’s stopped swivelin’ his hips and
shakin’ his butt, that he’s one tough customer. There’s still a gap in the back of my
mouth where he knocked out a molar.

And whether it's the Heritage Title or Steal the Spotlight, there’s no doubt he’s done
a lot here in the AWA as well.

But what he hasn’t done is beaten me here in the AWA. And what he won’t do is
win the Battle of Boston, because that’s somethin’ I'm doin".

And Rex? I'm doin’ it by slappin’ the claw on your head and squeezin’ until you're
the one doin’ the screamin’.

[Lynch flashes a quick grin after those words.]

SLB: Last night, you referenced just doing what comes naturally to you once you
hit the ring. But after your war with Maximus, there is no way you're as fresh as
you were. Has anything changed?

[Lynch pauses a moment, before shaking his head.]

JL: Ya know Lou, I can’t say that it has. Now, am I a little sore? I ain’t gonna lie,
I'm feelin’ the effects of takin’ it to Maximus last night.

But they don’t call me the Iron Cowboy because it makes for a nice t-shirt, Lou.
They call me that because no one lasts longer than I do.

And trust me when I say that I'm ready to go all night long. And unlike when Rex
says it, when this is over, ain’t no one gonna be tryin’ to figure out when “all night”
became “five disappointing minutes.”

I'm ready for ya, Summers, and I promise ya that tonight is my night. I didn't
come back to the AWA to fall short. I came here to make it all the way.

And if you're the one standin’ in my way? Well, based on what I've heard some of
your Sweethearts say, this won't be the first time your night ended early and in a
letdown.

And now, if you’'ll excuse me Lou, I got business to take care of.

[Lynch tips his hat to Blackwell, and then steps off, ready for his match.]

SLB: Some... inflammatory words aimed at Rex Summers by the Iron Cowboy. But
can he back them up in the ring? We're about to find out! Rebecca Ortiz, take it

away!

[We fade back out to the ring where Rex Summers is angrily arguing with Scott
Ezra who shrugs his shoulders as Rebecca Ortiz raises the mic.]

RO: Annnnnnnnd his opponent...

[As Ortiz speaks, the house lights go black, and the TD Garden is bathed in swirling
red, white and blue lasers.]

RO: From Dallas, Texas...
[Bon Jovi's "Wanted Dead or Alive" begins to play over the loudspeakers.]

RO: He is known as the Iron Cowboy...



[And there, in the center of the stage, lit up by a white spotlight, is a tall, lanky
figure. He wears a long, white leather duster. In his right hand, which is itself
covered by a white glove, is his white Stetson hat. The long man stands, his head
bent forward, wet brown hair hanging over his eyes.]

RO: Weighing in tonight at 265 pounds... he is the King of Cowboys...

[And as the song kicks into gear, that hat is lifted, placed on top of his head, and
his head is lifted, while the crowd roars its approval.]

RO: JAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK LYNNNNNNNNNNNNNCH!

[The spotlight follows Lynch to the ring as Jon Bon Jovi's voice can be heard loud
and clear.]

#I've been everywhere
And still I'm standin’ tall

[Lynch climbs up on the apron, ducking through the ropes, shedding his duster.]
#I've seen a million faces

[The lights start to come up as Lynch raises his gloved hand in the air.]

#And I've rocked them all!

[With the lights fully upon him, Lynch's fingers curl forward, making the sign of the
Iron Claw, to the overwhelming love and adulation of the crowd.]

GM: And there he is, fans! The Iron Cowboy, the King of the Cowboys, call him
what you will!

BW: Really? Can I?
GM: Hmm. Maybe not.
[Lynch turns towards the corner, removing his Stetson, sitting it atop the ringpost...

...which is Rex Summers’ cue to storm across the ring, looking to ambush Lynch
from behind!]

GM: SUMMERS FROM BEHIND!

[But the roar of the crowd warns Lynch what’s coming and he spins around, gloved
right hand pulled back threateningly. Summers pinwheels backwards, falling on his
butt to the laughter of the crowd. Lynch beckons Summers forward with his left
hand, threatening the Iron Claw with the other!]

GM: And it looks like Rex Summers wants no part of that Iron Claw!

BW: Can you blame him? It's a dangerous hold that was once justifiably banned
from being used inside an AWA ring!

GM: Do we have to talk about that every tim