Saturday, April 7th, 2018 from the'Center Stag in Atlanta, Georgia

[We fade up as a very grand and booming instrumental is heard - something that
could’ve been composed by John Williams... and in fact WAS composed by John
Williams as the Walt Disney Company spared no expense for its newest content
provider. We get a shot of what appears to be a film strip on screen, the AWA
World Title the first image... but others quickly flash by - Ryan Martinez and
Supreme Wright at SuperClash VI... Julie Somers moonsaulting onto Kurayami from
SuperClash IX... Stevie Scott and Juan Vasquez squaring off all the way back at
SuperClash I... quicker shots of Marcus Broussard, City Jack, Calisto Dufresne giving
way to Jack Lynch, Jordan Ohara, and Kerry Kendrick... a glimpse of Melissa Cannon
fading to Michelle Bailey fading to Harley Hamilton... Jim Watkins battling Joe
Petrow... Ron Houston using a Fade To Black on an opponent... Hannibal Carver
diving off the video wall at Eternally Extreme 2... Ayako Fujiwara delivering a
German Suplex to Lauryn Rage... Violence Unlimited brawling with the Lynch
Brothers... Shadoe Rage jumping off the top of a massive steel cage... Jackson
Hunter swinging a shovel... Derrick Williams catching Ohara with a Future Shock as
Ohara dives from the top... Next Gen using a Doomsday Device on the Soldiers of
Fortune... and on... and on... and on...

...until they all explode into a logo that reads "THE AWA ON ESPN.”
A voiceover.]

“ESPN welcomes you to the following presentation of the American Wrestling
Alliance.”

[The music and imagery fade and are replaced with a 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.”

[Back to black for a moment...



The words "PREVIOUSLY RECORDED AT SATURDAY NIGHT WRESTLING" flash
across the top of the screen as the camera opens to a dressing room, where we see
Violence Unlimited - Danny Morton and Jackson Haynes - standing before us, still in
their wrestling attire.

Both are still visibly pumped up from their match with Team Supreme, earlier in the
night. Haynes sits on a bench with his head wrapped in gauze, while Morton paces
back and forth, wide-eyed fury etched on his face and a bundle of pent up energy.
The camera zooms in as Haynes begins to address the camera.]

JH: Team Supreme thought they were some kinda' big shots, didn't they? Parading
around like they were untouchable! Talkin' themselves up like they were the
baddest things running! Well, tonight, me and Danny showed the world that Team
Supreme is anything BUT untouchable!

[Morton stops pacing and nods in agreement.]

DM: You got that right, Jack! The "White Knight" came riding in on his high horse,
but when he came face to face with Violence Unlimited...

[He chuckles.]

DM: ...well, let's just say the he found two dragons he couldn't slay.
[Morton turns to Haynes.]

DM: But this isn't enough, is it, Jack?

[The Tennessee madman shakes his head grimly.]

JH: I ain't done with Supreme Wright yet... not even close. Not by a longshot! Not
'til I end him or he ends me!

[A fierce determination burns in Haynes' eyes, as he stares into the camera.]

JH: I'm challenging you, Wright! One more time. Kansas City. National Wrestling
Night. You and me, one on one!

[His voice grows louder.]

JH: YOU HEAR THAT, MISTER "WHITE KNIGHT"!? You better be ready, because in
Kansas City, there'll be nowhere to run and nowhere to hide! I'm gonna finish what
we started tonight and I'm gonna make damn sure you regret ever crossing paths
with Jackson Haynes!

[The camera focuses on a zoomed in shot of Haynes crazed face, seething with
anger as we fade out.

With a blackened screen only lit by a white spotlight, a song begins to play.

It is Panic At The Disco’s new single “"Say Amen (Saturday Night)”

And that black screen changes to show past highlights of AWA superstars in action -
starting with a shot of Kimmy Bailey and Ayako Fujiwara delivering a sandwich
lariat on a helpless foe...

...and we cut to a studio shot of Bailey, Fujiwara, and Molly Bell posing for the

camera, Bell clawing at the air as Bailey strikes a double bicep pose and Fujiwara
crosses her arms confidently. ]



#And every mornin' when I wake up
I wanna be who I couldn't say I'd ever been#

[Cut to Omega being hurled off the top rope by Polemos in an assisted splash...

...and cut to a studio shot of Omega striking his signature pose as Polemos towers
behind him, tugging a glove into place.]

#But it's so much more than I ever was
If every night I go to sleep knowin'#

[Cut to Harley Hamilton and Cinder hoisting the Women’s World Tag Team Titles
overhead as Kelly Kowalski and Casey Cash celebrate in the background...

...and then to a studio shot of the foursome, smirks all around as Cash gleefully
polishes the belts upon Seductive and Destructive’s shoulders.]

#That I gave everything that I had to give
Then it's all I could've asked for#

[Shadoe Rage comes soaring off the top rope, dropping a Death From Above double
axehandle on a victim...

...and then a studio shot of Rage decked out to the nines, pointing to the camera,
nodding his head confidently.]

#I've been standing up beside everything I've ever said, but
Oh, it's Saturday night, yeah#

[Cut to a quick montage of shots of AWA superstars in action: Atlas Armstrong
applying the torture rack backbreaker... Odysseus Allah winning the Battle Royal at
SuperClash... Sid Osborne diving off the apron into a cannonball... Trey Carson
delivering a big boot to the mouth.]

#1 pray for the wicked on the weekend
Mama, can I get another amen?#

[Victoria June lifting an opponent in the Scorpion Crosslock as Kayla Cristol soars
off the top rope with a leg drop... Ricki Toughill driving her hind quarters into
someone’s face with a running hip attack... Laura Davis, Carolina Colton, and Trish
Wallace standing over a fallen foe...]

#0h, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, it's Saturday night, yeah#

[Derrick Williams delivering a Future Shock... Odin Gunn planting a foe with a Death
Valley Driver... Jackson Hunter waffling someone with a shovel... Jack Lynch locking
the Iron Claw on an opponent.]

#Swear to God, I ain't ever gonna repent
Mama, can I get another amen?#

[The American Idols throwing a double superkick... Masks For Money mauling a
victim in the corner... Wes Taylor and Tony Donovan using their assisted
CattleBuster DDT... the Soldiers of Fortune cutting a promo as Meekly wildly waves
the flag.]

#0h, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, it's Saturday night, yeah#



[Michelle Bailey flattens someone with a Britney Spear... Hannibal Carver drops
someone with the Mind Eraser...]

#If I had one more day to wish
If I had one more day#

[Lauryn Rage unleashes a Perfect Punch... the Peach Pits pose at the top of the
aisle... Kerry Kendrick drives home a running kneelift as Miss Sandra Hayes looks
on... Raphael Rhodes smashes in a cheekbone with a forearm crossface.]

#To be better than I could have ever been
If I had one more day to wish#

[Jordan Ohara sails off the top with a Phoenix Flame... Next Gen drop someone with
the Generation Gap... Julie Somers uncorks a top rope moonsaulit.]

#If I had one more day
I could be better, but, baby#

[James Lynch smashes someone with a steel chair... Ryan Martinez spikes someone
with a Brainbuster...]

#0h, it's Saturday night, yeah#
[...and as the final lyric echoes out, Supernova holds the World Title over his head...

...and with a flash, we find ourselves inside the (slightly) new look Center Stage
Studios in Atlanta, Georgia.

The initial wide shot of the makeshift arena shows the expected ring with black
ringside mats all around it. The ringposts and apron are a deep purple color while
the ropes and turnbuckles are gold-colored. Just as there was in the past, there
are no barricades surrounding the ringside arena, leaving an empty space between
the ring and the front row of fans seated on bleachers stretching up several rows
towards the rafters where flags from countries around the world are hanging. In a
new addition, we can also see a trio of large TV screens hanging high above the
ring - high enough not to be caught in a standard camera shot but low enough for
the fans in the arena to be able to see.

The shot pans across the crowd, showing the entrance staircase to land on the
stage where we see our familiar announce table set up on one side and an interview
podium on the other in front of another TV screen with the Showtime logo pulsating
on it. A large black curtain has been set up as a backdrop behind the entire
elevated stage area with small white LED lights stitched into it to create a starry
effect.

As our shot lands on the interview platform, we catch our first glimpse of one of our
hosts for tonight’s action - a stunning brunette in a deep crimson dress with a
sparkling silver necklace hanging around her neck and a huge smile on her face.
This is Mariah Wolfe.]

MW: IT'S... SHOOOOWTIIIIIIIIME!

[The crowd in Atlanta’s Center Stage Studios ROARS as Wolfe grins.]

MW: The American Wrestling Alliance is ON! THE! AIR! Right here in Atlanta,
Georgia at Center Stage Studios for the newest addition to ESPN’s stable of shows -

Showtime! I'm Mariah Wolfe and I'll be one of your hosts for the next two hours...
and don’t forget my co-host!



[Wolfe grins as she gestures widely as the camera pulls back a little to reveal Sweet
Daddy Williams standing in an AWA Combat Corner windbreaker (available at
AWAShop.com now) over what appears to be a bare torso with some gold chains
hanging down into his thicket of chest hair. A pair of blue jeans and a bright red
bandana on his skull round out the ensemble as he points to the fans, grinning
broadly as he shouts "HOTLANTA, LEMME HEAR YA, BABY!” to a big cheer.]

MW: Sweet Daddy Williams, you heard me say it, it's Showtime once again and I'm
happy to be right here with you once again.

SDW: I'm happy you're happy and I'm happy I'm happy and I'm happy we're all
happy to be here tanight, baaaaabyyyyyy!

[Williams grins as the fans cheer again.]

SDW: The last time we was here, Sweet Mariah, it was a bit of a downer with all
those meat wagons pullin’ out of the parking lot so hopefully tanight is a little
sweeter, ya know what I'm sayin’?

MW: Oh, I know what you’re saying, Ess-Dee-Dub... and I also know that we’ve got
our own special guest tonight - the Interim AWA President Maxim Zharkov is here
to try and keep some law and order.

SDW: That's what we like to see! The law has come to town and if you're in the
back thinkin” about misbehaaaaavin’, ya best think again!

[Mariah grins.]

MW: And President Zharkov is also sitting back there because after the video we
just saw with Jackson Haynes challenging Supreme Wright to go one-on-one at
National Wrestling Night, we’re going to be trying all night long to get in touch with
the former World Champion and see if he accepts that challenge!

SDW: Which means we'll get to see if he’s still the same Supreme Wright takin’ on
all challengers or if he’s just another yellow-bellied punk who'll be lookin’ to run and
hide!

[The crowd cheers as Williams nods.]

MW: And it’s another loaded lineup for you all here in Atlanta and everyone at home
watching around the world. We’ve got the World TV Title on the line! We’ve got the
Slam Sorority here! We’'ve got the Royal Crown first round matches! We've got
Carter and Carson! The Aces and the Idols! And a whole lot more!

SDW: Then let’s quit flappin’ our gums and let the professionals handle what’s next,
Mariah!

MW: You got it, Sweet Daddy - in case you two missed it, that’s your cue! Take it
away, Lori Dane and the so-called “"Can’t Miss Man” Ben Waterson!

[The crowd cheers as we cut to Dane and Waterson sitting at the announce table up
on the entrance stage. Dane’s got a big grin on her face, sitting in a royal blue
blouse and black slacks. Waterson’s got a wicked sneer on his in a white dress
shirt, black tie, and black suit.]

LD: Thanks, Mariah... it’s a big night here for sure in Atlanta, Ben, and it’s a
pleasure to be back here with you.

BW: Not too much of a pleasure, I hope... I hear Michaelson’s got a jealous streak.


http://AWAShop.com

LD: No, not too much at all.
[Lori rolls her eyes.]

LD: Ben, our opening match is just moments away but what are you looking
forward to the most here tonight?

BW: See, our little pal, Mariah, likes to talk her smack about my new nickname but
I'm gonna show you all right about now exactly why I AM the Can’t Miss Man. I
was walking around backstage a little earlier and I ran into someone who wasn’t
scheduled to be here on any format I've seen. And I'm gonna break the news right
now.

[Dane looks a little anxious.]

LD: Are you sure you're supposed to do that?

BW: When has that EVER stopped me, Dane? So, listen up, plebians... ‘cause I'm
breaking news right over your skulls. Later tonight, the AWA National Champion
Jordan Ohara will be here for another one of his Phoenix Rises Open Challenges...
and he WILL be putting the National Title on the line in this ring tonight. How’s that
for a scoop, Dane?!

[Lori sighs.]

LD: It's called a surprise, Ben. Thanks for spoiling it. Fans, it’s going to be an
exciting night here in Hotlanta so let’s go to the ring for our opening match
featuring one of the stars in the hottest division in professional wrestling!

[We crossfade to the ring where new AWA ring announcer Megumi Sato is standing
in a jet black dress with a simple gold necklace.]

MS: AWA fans... it's SHOOOOOOOOOOOWTIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIME!
[The crowd ERUPTS at the proclamation.]

BW: Hah! Take that, Wolfe.

LD: What in the world do you have against Mariah Wolfe?!
[Ben never gets to answer that as Megumi continues.]

MS: Tonight’s opening contest is set for one fall with a ten minute time limit and is
in the AWA Women'’s Division!

[Cheers go up from the crowd!]

MS: Already in the ring in the corner to my right... from Tampa, Florida... weighing
in at 135 pounds... Dawn Minor!

[Minor glares out at the fans.]
MS: Annnnnnnnnnd her opponent...

[Megumi lowers the mic as the studio lights cut out. A few moments pass before
we hear a voiceover familiar to Broadway fans.]

“Welcome. Ladies and Gentlemen, you are about to see a story of murder, greed,
corruption, violence, exploitation, adultery, and treachery - all those things we all
hold near and dear to our hearts. Thank you.”



[The singsongy horns that lead to Chicago’s “All That Jazz” play over the PA system
for a moment before cutting out...

...and a lone spotlight lances through the darkened arena to land on a young lady
standing on the entrance stage in a pose. Her arms flung skyward, a long leg
extended out to the side in a half crouch as she looks ready to cut quite the rug.]

“"OHHHHHHHH YEAAAAAAAAH RIGHTEOUS!”

[The frenetic sound of Jerry Lee Lewis’ version of "Wild One” kicks in as the lights
come on - the normal white lighting interspersed with blue as we get a full look at
the competitor now dancing and grinning her way down the staircase, slapping
every offered hand she sees.]

MS: From Chicago, Illinois... weighing in at 99 pounds... "FOXY"...
MOXXXXXXXXXXYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY HARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRT!

[Hart pumps a fist in the aisle at the announcement of her name as she clasps a
hand to her chest, and shouts “I LOVE YOU ALL!” on her way towards the ring. At
99 pounds and barely five feet tall, Hart is diminutive in stature to be sure. She’s
wearing a glittering silver sports bra style top with short black trunks...

...and a tremendous mane of bright blue hair hanging down to her rear as she
repeatedly waves and smiles at the cheering fans.]

LD: Now THIS is a real treat, Ben!
BW: It is?

LD: Absolutely! This colorful and talented young lady made her AWA debut about a
month ago on Saturday Night Wrestling from her hometown of Chicago and has
been finishing up some final independent bookings before coming on board full
time. But all that changes tonight because she’s here and these fans certainly are
happy to see her!

BW: At least someone is.

LD: You're sure in a surly mood already tonight - what problem can you possibly
have with Moxy Hart?

BW: She'’s a blue-haired pipsqueak who loves Broadway. What more reason do I
need? Did you hear Sato? She’s 99 pounds! She’s gonna get tossed so hard
around that ring, she might land in the Florida Panhandle!

LD: We'll see about that. The 18 year old Moxy Hart on her way down to the ring,
freshly graduated from high school last summer - congratulations on that by the
way...

BW: Oh yeah, a graduate of the American school system. Big victory there.

[Lori sighs as Moxy reaches ringside with a jubilant look on her face. Hart steps up
on the middle rope, saluting the fans before slinging herself over the ropes into the
ring, pointing a finger at a sullen Dawn Minor.]

LD: This young lady’s energy in and out of the ring is just infectious. She’s always
got a smile on her face and she’s putting smiles on the faces of these fans here in
Atlanta tonight as well.



BW: That’s all well and good, Dane. There’s plenty of room in this business for
curtain jerkers who pop the crowd - but what can she do in the ring?

LD: You're about to find out, Mr. Cranky.

[As the crowd settles in and we get ready for action, Moxy Hart flashes a wink up at
the announce table...]

LD: Oops... I forget how much sound travels in this studio at times.

[...and at the sound of the bell, Hart rushes forward, dropping into a slide to go
between the legs of a punching Minor, popping up to her feet and throwing a
dropkick into the chest of the turning Minor!]

LD: A quick start here for “Foxy” Moxy right off the bat, putting Minor on her heels...
[Back on her feet, Hart tosses a pair of overhand chops to the chest before
grabbing the wrist, twisting it around in an armwringer, locking her fingers with

Minor...

...and goes running up the ropes, leaping off, and twisting around into an armdrag
that flings Minor across the ring!]

LD: ...and a dazzling armdrag takedown by Moxy Hart! Are you impressed yet,
Ben?

BW: Not yet but I'm still watching.

[Minor rolls from the ring, shaking out her arm as Hart gets up, walking over
towards the ropes where she grabs the top rope with both hands, stepping up on
the middle for a little spring, flipping over the top into a somersault headscissors
takedown!]

BW: Alright, THAT was impressive. The kid’s got some moves, I'll give her that
much, Dane.

LD: She’s got more than that, Ben. She’s got heart! She’s got spunk! And she’s
got the fans solidly behind her here in Atlanta!

[On her feet on the floor, Hart salutes the cheering crowd with a fistpump and a
wave before pulling Minor off the mat, shoving her back inside the ring.]

LD: Minor back in, Hart back up and on the apron... and she’s going to keep up the
high flying - alert air traffic control down here at Hartsfield-Jackson!

[Hart moves quickly up the ropes, scaling to stand up top...]

LD: All the way to the top, looking out on this sold out Showtime crowd!
[...and leaps into the air for a big splash!]

LD: KEEP IT SIMPLE SPLASH!

[But Minor rolls aside, causing Hart to smash down on the mat!]
“*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: Minor moved and Hart eats canvas!

BW: Saves me from pointing out why they call it high risk, Dane.



LD: Moxy Hart hit the mat hard and she’s in bad shape, hanging onto those ribs
down on the mat...

BW: And this opens a window wide for Dawn Minor to walk through it and pick up a
win on national television here on ESPN.

[Minor climbs to her feet, arrogantly pointing to her big brain to jeers from the AWA
faithful...]

LD: Minor going on the attack now, stomping the stomach, down into the ribs which
are certainly hurting after missing that flying splash off the top, Ben.

BW: She painted a bullseye on herself missing that splash and now Minor’s gotta
take advantage of it.

LD: Dragging her up... ohh... big shot downstairs, knocking Hart back into the
corner...

[Doubling over, Minor grabs the middle rope and lays in her shoulder, smashing it
into the abdomen over and over as the fans jeer.]

LD: Minor’s got her trapped in the corner - referee Scott Ezra calling for a break but
Minor’s not listening!

[A count starts but Minor lands a few more blows to the gut before backing off,
leaving Hart in pain hanging onto the ropes to stay on her feet.]

LD: Minor backing off, perhaps clearing her own path here for more damage...

[Minor goes suddenly rushing back in, swinging a leg up to drive a knee into the
ribcage...]

"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and with Hart doubled up, Minor hooks her up, tossing her over with a gutwrench
suplex!]

LD: Combination offense from Dawn Minor puts Hart in a bad, bad way here, Ben.
BW: And one of the biggest problems with such a physically small competitor is
their ability to absorb punishment. Minor’s hit a handful of blows here and Hart

looks like she can barely stand already.

[Minor drags Hart out of the corner, lifting her up to hold across her body as she
steps to mid-ring...

...and DRIVES her down across a bent knee with a backbreaker!]

LD: Backbreaker! Again right on the ribs... Minor shoves her off the knee and down
into a cover!

[A two count follows before Hart slips free to cheers.]

LD: Two count there for Dawn Minor, looking for what I'd consider an upset of sorts
in the opening match tonight on Showtime.

[Minor shouts “that’s a three, ref! One! Two! Three!” while clapping her hands
together aggressively. The official shakes her off, holding up two fingers instead.]



LD: Referee says it's two and two is shall stay as Minor is right back up, slowly
making her way around the ring, soaking up the jeers from these Atlanta fans...

[Turning her attention back on a slowly rising Hart, Minor clasps her hands together
over her head...]

LD: Big hammer on the way!

[...but Hart pushes into a handstand, peppering Minor with a quick one-two with her
feet to the face, knocking Minor backwards as Hart continues to tip over onto her
feet!]

LD: Whoa! What was that?!

[With Minor stumbling backwards, Hart dashes past her, leaping to the middle rope,
springing back to land a back elbow to the back of the head, sending her staggering

forwards now...]

LD: Hit ‘em from the front, hit ‘em from the back! This youngster is every which
way but loose right now!

[..and with Minor staggered and stumbling, Hart dashes to the ropes again, leaping
up to the middle, springing backwards blindly...

...and lands seated on the shoulders of Minor, facing the same direction for a
moment before...]

“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...she flips backwards, SPIKING Minor’s head into the mat to a huge reaction!]
LD: SHE CALLS IT THE RAZZLE DAZZLE AND THAT'S... ALL!

["ONE!"]

LD: SHE!

["TWO!"]

LD: WROTE!

["“THREE!"]

“DING! DING! DING!”

[Hart pops up off the mat, holding her ribs with one arm and allowing the official to
gingerly raise the other arm to cheers from the Atlanta fans.]

LD: Short and sweet - just like Moxy herself...

BW: Oh, I'm gonna be sick.

LD: ...oh, you be quiet! Moxy Hart picks up the win here on Showtime... a fitting
show for her with her musical theatre love and background and... hey, it looks like
she’s on her way back here to talk to Mariah and Sweet Daddy Williams!

BW: If she stands behind Williams, it’ll be a total eclipse!

LD: Knock it offl Mariah, take us away from all this!



[Hart makes her way up the stairs as we cut over to our hosts at the interview
podium. Mariah chuckles before speaking.]

MW: With pleasure, Lori... and fans, what a way to kick off this week’s Showtime as
“Foxy” Moxy Hart makes her Showtime debut and picks up the win in dazzling
fashion. Moxy, come on in here, girlfriend...

[The grinning Moxy winces as she walks in, patting the podium a few times before
shouting “I LOVE YOU!” off-mic to the cheering fans.]

MW: ...these fans here in the A-T-L showin’ you the love!

MH: And I love them right back, Mariah. They ARE the reason I put myself through
all of this. In case you haven’t noticed, friends, I am NOT the biggest girl in the
locker room so when I get in there, I do it knowing that I'm gonna come out of
there hurting. But when I hear those cheers... when I get those chills...

[She rubs a finger down her forearm.]

MH: ...it's all worth it, Mariah, I promise you that.

[Williams leans in.]

SDW: Moxy, I gotta ask... the last time we saw you in action in Chicago, you
mentioned your old pal, Pink Cashmere...

[Hart nods with a grin, rubbing a hand in her blue hair.]

SDW: ...did you see what happened between her and Lauryn Rage and the Slam
Sorority last time we were on Showtime?

[Hart nods again.]

MH: I sure did. I might've been out on the indies finishing up some bookings but I
was glued in front of my TV two weeks ago to watch my girl go one-on-one with
Lauryn Rage. And that’s what I wanted to see... one-on-one. It went down that
way to Lauryn’s credit, right? Sure, my girl Pinky may have dropped the fall but
she gave it her all and that’s all we can ask for, yeah?

[Williams nods.]

SDW: You got that right.

MH: But what wasn’t right, Sweet Daddy, is what happened afterwards. You had
my ol’ pal Carolina running in there getting involved. You had that big lunk of
muscle Trish Wallace getting involved. Taking out Pinky... taking out Lauryn... and
none of that sits right with yours truly, friends.

[Hart shakes her head.]

MH: Let's make it as clear as...

[She puts a little sing songy in her voice.]

MH: ...#cellophaaaaane#...

[And back to normal.]

MH: ...if my girl Pinky ever needs me... and for that matter, if that surly piece of
work, Da Kid, ever needs me either... I'm there for ya and I got your backs!



[She grins at the cheering crowd...

...who soon start booing loudly at the arrival on the scene of some unexpected
guests.]

MW: Whoa, whoa, whoa... hang on now, ladies... this isn’t your time... not yet.
[The boos are deafening for Laura Davis, Trish Wallace, and Carolina Colton -
collectively known as the Slam Sorority - arriving at the interview area, moving to
encircle Hart who tries to keep her eyes on them. Davis shaps her fingers and
Carolina Colton grabs Mariah’s mic hand, moving the mic towards her Coach. Trish
Wallace steps in front of Sweet Daddy to gently elbow him out of the way.]

LD: Hold on just a second... I heard you talking about Da Kid, right? You mean
Lauryn Rage? The same Lauryn Rage that dragged Pink Cashmere into the tag team
title tournament and, when they lost, she dumped her without a second thought?
Let me give you a word of advice, Moxy, because I'll give you your due. But I'd
warn you against joining up with Da Kid, as you say, because the first thing she's
gonna do is dump you when you're no longer useful to her!

Besides, I don't think you want to cross our paths, especially given what's gone
down as of late? [Gestures to Colton and Wallace.] Isn't that right, team?

CC: Ohyeahnahfersure. Coach has been on my case about the Iron Gauntlet...
making rookie mistakes last week on Saturday Night Wrestling...

[Colton draws up her aviator shades cooly, and smirks down at Moxy Hart with her
trademark Colton smirk.]

CC: ..and I know one of Coach Davis’ favorite pastimes is giving me helpful
critiques on my submission wrestling skills. Ohyah, Moxy... no one ever broke out of
The Cuffs when The Sheriff latched ‘em on yah.

TW: Well, my dad didn’t care for ripping people's arms out of their sockets, unless it
was to club you over the head with it. And kid...

[Wallace rubs her palms together menacingly.]

TW: ...I've lifted dumbbells that weighed more than you...

[She flexes her bicep.]

TW: ...and my arm is thicker than your neck!

[Davis smirks as Moxy Hart looks alarmed at the implied threats from all around.]

LD: Now, Moxy, none of us have any issues with you, so we're going to do you a
favor: We're giving you an invitation.

[The crowd reacts with shock as Moxy Hart angrily shakes her head.]
MH: I don't want anything to do with-

[Davis holds up her hand with a sneer.]

LD: Whoa, we're not inviting you to join up with us.

[Colton snorts loudly.]



CC: In yah dreams!

[Davis nods.]

LD: The invitation is for you to pull up a chair backstage, sit down and watch
Carolina and Trish in action tonight as they demonstrate for everyone about what's
coming for Lauryn Rage.

[Mariah interjects...]

MW: Hold on, Laura, you had your chance against Lauryn Rage and now-

[...and Davis cuts her off.]

LD: [jerks a finger at Mariah] Wolfe, don't you even start with me! Yeah, you want
to say I choked... I'll admit it! But it's all because Da Kid, as they call her, doesn't
have a brain cell to know when the match is lost! Well, I'll promise you that on
National Wrestling Night, Carolina is going to make sure that Lauryn surrenders,
and then, it's only a matter of time before her career is finished!

[She turns back to Hart.]

LD: Now then, Moxy, I do hope you accept that invitation to watch what's going to
happen later tonight, all right? Move along now.

[She gestures to Hart, indicating that she better leave. Hart puts her hands on her
hips, then throws them up in disgust and shakes her head.]

MH: You're unbelievable, you know that?

[They most assuredly do as Moxy takes the opportunity to get the heck out of town
before things turn a different direction.]

MW: I second that emotion. Fans, we’ve got to take a quick break but when we
come back, we’ll hear from this trio - the Slam Sorority - and we’ll see one of them,
Carolina Colton, in action!

[Colton strikes a double bicep pose, sneering and nodding as we fade to black...
...and then back up on a shot of Ryan Martinez walking down the aisle. From the
scenery around him, we can see this slow motion footage is from right before
WarGames at SuperClash IX.]

#When you wish..#

[Dissolve to the White Knight throwing knife edge chops at the towering form of
Torin The Titan...]

#...upon a star#

[...to Martinez and Derrick Williams working together to use a double clothesline to
take the giant off his feet...]

#Makes no difference who you are...#

[...to a closeup of a bloodied Martinez, looking up in shock as a hobbled Shadoe
Rage joins him in the cage...]

#Anything your...#



[...to the White Knight driving Vasquez’ skull into the canvas with his signature
brainbuster...]

#...heart desires will...#

[...to Martinez hooking John Law in a crossface, wrenching back with all his might as
Law struggles to hang on...]

#..come to you.#

[...to a crowd shot of a group of young fans holding up a banner that reads “THE
WHITE KNIGHT FOREVER!” as a voiceover begins...]

“Ryan Martinez, you and...”

[Cut to a shot of a bloodied but smiling Ryan Martinez standing triumphant with his
teammates...]

“...Team AWA just won the Main Event at SuperClash! Now what are you gonna
do?”

[...to a regular speed shot of Martinez still in the double cage, looking into the
camera’s lens with a grin...]

RM: I'm going to Disneyland!
[...and we fade to a shot of the Disneyland logo before fading to black...

And then back up where there is a distinctively “Slam Sorority” feel about Center
Stage now. Carolina Colton is in the ring, warming up for her match against an
opponent who is only briefly glimpsed. Laura Davis can be seen in the background
at the announce position. And fade to Mariah Wolfe and Sweet Daddy Williams, who
are standing by to interview Trish Wallace, who seems to get grouchier with each
passing week.]

MW: We are back here on Showtime on ESPN and... you can see what’s happened
during the break now as we’ve got members of the Slam Sorority all over the place,
Ess-Dee-Dub!

SDW: Lemme tell ya somethin’, Miss Mariah - these ladies... there’s a hunger in
their eyes and a swagger in all their steps with the Royal Crown at stake. Lauryn
Rage has cashed her check and paid the price and Michelle Bailey’s got her passport
for Jolly Ol’ England. And that brings us to tonight, don't it?

[Mariah nods.]

MW: Lauryn Rage and Michelle Bailey are both connected to tonight’s match as well,
Sweet Daddy. T-Bone Wallace, last week, Slam Sorority failed to keep Lauryn
Rage- even though her injury status is unclear - out of the Royal Crown Finals.
Tonight, you face Kimmy Bailey to try to win your berth.

TW: I'm addressing this to you, Kimmy. I don’t know if Ayako talks about me as
much as she should, or if she’s warned you about me.

[Trish Wallace takes off her aviators and scowls at the camera.]
TW: Now, Ayako and I... We've had a bit of an acrimonious rivalry. Nothing major,

but it goes without saying... it was her fault! And I was going to leave it at that, and
crown myself the best powerhouse in the AWA. But along comes Kimmy. Kimmy...



whose daddy is real keen to get his girl front and center on camera during his big
farewell tour. My dad never stuck his neck out for me when I started wrestling.

[She turns to Sweet Daddy.]

TW: Of course, you've been in the ring with my dad. Ol’' “"Battling Burt”’s head was
just stuck on top of his torso - didn’t have much of a neck to begin with. And Chet
and Chaz, as you can tell, are so wrapped up in their agenda that they didn’t have
much time for me. I don’t know if I want to see Kimmy Bailey continue to get the
breaks that I never got.

[Wallace smirks.]

TW: Here’s an interesting statistic: if I had a dollar for every tag team partner of
Ayako Fujiwara’s that I was personally responsible for putting on the DL... I'd have
two dollars. Which isn’t much, but it’s kind of a bad omen that it’s happened twice
in recent memory, isn't it? Maybe, in addition to Lauryn Rage being left half for
dead, I could render Michelle Bailey into a basket case by taking out “little” Kimmy.
Then I could reserve the Royal Crown finals for you and me, Ayako-

[The crowd doesn’t feel good about Trish Wallace’s sadistic threats, and Sweet
Daddy Williams steps in to say what everyone is thinking.]

SDW: Lemme tell ya, T-Bone... You look to beat your opponent in the guts or in the
mind. You don’t try to cripple any man or woman.

[Wallace sneers at the colorful co-host.]

TW: At one time, I would have taken your advice, Sweet Daddy. Now I take Coach
Davis’. The Red Wedding changed all the rules around here. Now... I'm done being
lectured, so I'm going to get ready for my match. Enjoy watching my partner
wrestle while an all-time great sits in on commentary.

[Wallace stalks off, leaving Mariah Wolfe to shake her head.]

MW: That young lady’s certainly got a burr under her saddle, my friend.

SDW: If she don’t watch herself, Kimmy Bailey’s gonna knock the whole dang horse
out from under her later tonight.

MW: Can’t wait for that one but right now, let’s go over to Lori, Ben, and their
special guest commentator, Laura Davis, on the call for our next matchup!

[Our shot fades to the ring where “Starkiller” Carolina Colton can't resist teasing
her Slam Sorority sister as she exits.]

“Where you goin’, T-Bone? You gonna leave Coach out here all alone?”

[Colton snickers before turning her attention back to the ring and her opponent in
plain black gear. Tyler Graham has presumably made the match announcements
during the break, because the referee calls for the bell.]

“DING! DING! DING!”

LD: Thanks, Mariah... and as you can see, it's going to be Carolina Colton of the
Slam Sorority taking on Marie Thompson fighting out of Springfield, Missouri... and
as you heard, joining myself and the Can’t Miss Man on commentary is the “All-
Around Athlete” Laura Davis. Welcome to Showtime, Ms. Davis.



[The “All-Around Athlete” Laura Davis (hereby known for this match as "AAALD")
speaks up for the first time.]

AAALD: Dane, consider yourself fortunate to have my expertise here as Carolina
takes care of business in that ring. I only hope Lauryn Rage is paying attention.

BW: Well, I for one am glad to have the expert commentary of THE - definite article
- "All-Around Athlete” and her insights.

LD: Marie Thompson, giving up about 25 pounds and a couple inches of height to
Carolina Colton... they lock up...

[Colton easily pushes her opponent to the ropes, forcing the referee to call for a
break. Colton obliges, cockily smirking down at Thompson.]

LD: Look at that smirk on the face, Ben. This is a young lady who has plenty of
attitude for a relatively short period of time in the AWA.

BW: Something instilled in her by our special guest, I'd imagine.
AAALD: Good analysis, Mr. Waterson. Something tells me we’ll get along nicely.

[Thompson is not easily intimidated, shooting for a waistlock, going low, and taking
Starkiller down!]

LD: Oho! Well, some of that attitude might've just got tossed right out of Colton
thanks to a firewoman'’s carry takedown by her opponent in this one...

[Colton rolls up to her feet and charges in, planting her boot low into Thompson's
pelvis.]

LD: ...but a big running kick to the hip area chops her down down to size.]

AAALD: Now that's the aggressiveness I like to see out of Carolina. She may
showboat a bit, but when it comes down to it, she demonstrates exactly how the
Slam Sorority dominates our matches.

[Colton snhaps off a firewoman’s carry of her own to Marie Thompson, and keeps
control of the arm, wrenching it back.]

BW: And that’s where Carolina Colton is potentially the most dangerous! A lot of
ladies go into matches against Colton and Wallace expecting to face two power
wrestlers, but forget that Carolina Colton is a third-generation grappler, and her
granddad could rip a man’s arm out as soon as he got you on the mat!

[Colton wrenches back on the grounded Thompson’s arm, driving her knee into her
shoulder region.]

LD: Now, Laura Davis, I have to ask: ever since you partnered Trish Wallace and
Carolina Colton together, they have been bickering and trying to one-up one
another while week after week they’ve been racking up wins. Are you at all
concerned about team chemistry?

AAALD: Dane, I thought you were smarter than that. When it comes to a team,
there's always going to be competitiveness among one another. But what matters
is, when it comes down to it, they work together to get the job done. And the proof
is in their success on Power Hour and, now, on Showtime.



BW: Seriously, Dane. Did anyone care whether Shaq and Kobe got along when they
were each collecting a hand full of rings together? Get them to call your name at
the end of the match, and that’s all that matters.

[Thompson is able to get to her feet, and reverses the arm wringer from Carolina
Colton. With a whoop, Colton handsprings forward and sweeps Thompson'’s leg from
underneath her!]

BW: Incredible athleticism! Look at the raw agility!

AAALD: Right there, Ben, is an example of what's going to led to the Starkiller
getting the victory on National Wrestling Night against the woman they call Da Kid.
Come on, Carolina, keep showing everyone what you're all about!

[Colton deadlifts her opponent off the ground with ease and struts around the ring
with her, before dropping Marie Thompson across her knee with a pendulum
backbreaker.]

LD: Nice backbreaker executed righ-

BW: Now I have a more pertinent question for the All-Around Athlete, and that is:
do you think Trish and Carolina would give up ten percent of their action? Just
speculating here-

LD: Oh, please...

BW: -but if you ever felt you've coached them as far as they could go and you think
they need an agent of their own...

LD: I thought you weren’t the Agent To The Stars anymore.

AAALD: Hey, Ben, I respect you but don't push it. Carolina and Trish are under my
tutelage and I don't need to take ten percent -- all I ask is they stay focused on the
objective.

[Carolina has Marie Thompson upright again, shooting her to the ropes...

...and leaping into the air with feline agility with a spiking headscissor takedown.]

LD: The Carolina Reaper! I've been in the ring countless times and I don’t know if
I've seen a female competitor with that combination of power and agility!

BW: The disregard for their opponent’s health and safety is probably the number
one trait that will take Slam Sorority to the top!

AAALD: You know, Carolina likes to call it "real dead-lay" in that Canadian accent of
hers. I just call it impressive.

[Colton drops to a knee, arms spread wide, as if asking the Center Stage fans “how
good am I?” rhetorically.]

LD: Slam Sorority not exactly making friends and influencing people in the AWA it
seems.

BW: Nobody gets paid by the fan in this business, Dane.
[Colton waves her hands at the booing fans dismissively before turning her

attention back to her opponent. She seems to mull over what to do next, before
deciding to lock both of Marie Thompson’s arms.]



AAALD: I'm sure you know that this is the move she adapted from her father The
Sheriff. All she need was a little tutelage from me to apply it to perfection.

LD: That double armbar — The Cuffs — a very painful submission hold! And... yes, it's
no wonder she gets the submission victory!

“"DING! DING! DING!”

MS: Heeeerrrrre is your winnerrrrr... Starrrrrrrkillerrrrrr... CARRRRRROLINAAA
COLTONNNNNNNN!

[The referee admonishes Colton for holding The Cuffs on after the bell. Colton
shakes her head and mouths, ‘sorry, can’t hear ya. Sorry.’]

LD: C'mon, release the hold!

BW: It's very noisy in here tonight! We have a very rowdy crowd here and I'm not
sure she even heard the bell. Sato needs to speak up!

AAALD: Hey, she had a tendency to sink that hold in so tight, it takes a little longer
than usual for her to release it!

LD: Oh please.

[Colton finally releases The Cuffs. She points respectfully at the announce position,
where Laura Davis nods approvingly. Colton then turns to the camera.]

“Hey Lauryn. I know you like to accessorize...”

[She looks down at the mat, where Marie Thompson is gripping her shoulder in
agony. ]

“...Next week, I got some silver bracelets I can’t wait to see on ya.”
[Colton pops a double bicep pose for the camera as the fans continue to jeer.]

AAALD: That's my Starkiller. Now Dane, Ben, if you'll excuse me. I need to get back
to the locker room and make sure Trish Wallace is focused for her match tonight,
instead of ripping sinks out of the wall and punching through doors. Now, your time
with an all-time great has come to an end!

[Davis removes her headset, gets up and leaves the commentary position.]

LD: There she goes, fans... the All-Around Athlete and leader of the Slam Sorority,
Laura Davis.

BW: That’s my kind of commentary partner. Can we get her back next time?

LD: I sure hope not. Fans, Carolina Colton with an impressive win tonight here on
Showtime but she’ll be in for a much stiffer test next weekend in Kansas City for
the first-ever National Wrestling Night on ABC when she takes on the former
Women’s World Champion Lauryn Rage... maybe.

BW: She’s still not medically cleared!

LD: She definitely is not... and so it remains to be seen if Colton and Rage will do
battle next weekend. But as soon as we know, you’ll know... just like if we manage
to get in touch with Supreme Wright to discuss the answer to the challenge laid
down by Jackson Haynes, Ben.



BW: If I was Wright, I'd pass.

LD: Pass?! Why?!

BW: Supreme Wright is a finely tuned top notch professional wrestler.
LD: And?

BW: And Jackson Haynes is a backstreet brawler who'd rather punch someone in
the mouth than apply a hold. He's vicious, he’s brutal, and he’s a man with nothing
to lose against the leader of Team Supreme. All that adds up to a dangerous
combination and one that Supreme Wright should avoid.

LD: Well, that may be your advice... but after what happened to Jackson Haynes’
wife during the Red Wedding, I think it's unlikely that Haynes is going to let Wright
get away that easy. Now, something else that’s unlikely to be easy is the matchup
later tonight - the first round Royal Crown battle between Trish Wallace and Kimmy
Bailey.

BW: HOOOOOSSSSS FIIIIIIIIIGHT!

LD: You got that right. And we're told that moments ago, Sweet Lou caught up
with Kimmy Bailey to discuss this upcoming matchup. Let’s go now to that footage.

[We cut to "Sweet" Lou Blackwell, and a notation of "A FEW MOMENTS AGO".
Standing beside him is Kimmy Bailey, hands on hips.]

SLB: Folks, I'm standing here with second-generation star Kimmy Bailey, who has
made quite the impression on everyone since officially joining the AWA roster just a
few months ago. For someone with your experience level, you've got a lot of
pressure on those sizable shoulders.

[Kimmy rolls her shoulders and grins.]
KB: Thanks for noticin'.
SLB: I meant more about the pressure than the size.

KB: I'll take the compliments where I can get 'em. There was goin' to be pressure
on me the moment people knew who my mama and Daddy were. Seems I can't
take a step without someone sayin' my name these days.

SLB: Well, since you bring it up, part of the pressure is knowing that your own
mother is waiting for you if you can get past Trish Wallace here tonight. It'd be the
first time a mother would face a daughter inside of an AWA ring. How does that
make you feel?

[Kimmy slaps Blackwell on the shoulder so hard that he seizes forward a little.]

KB: You kiddin' me? You tell me I get a chance to wrestle my mama, and I tell you
I'd be there as long as the creek don't rise. Look, you remember when I first
showed up here, right? I was usin' that other name, Maria Spinella. It was because
I wanted to earn my own way. I didn't want people thinkin' I was tryin' to do
exactly what some folks are sayin' I'm doin' right now, and usin' Mama and Daddy
to my advantage. And Mama figured, if I was goin' to be under that name, then
that meant someday I was goin' to have to fight her because some promoter goin'
to put 2 and 2 together and get 22.

[Kimmy shrugs.]



KB: But I'm the type of gal that learns best when she gets thrown around by the
best. That's why I train with Ayako Fujiwara, and why I wanted to go to Japan and
learn from Miyuki Ozaki. And you're tellin' me if I get a chance to get in the ring
with my mama, one of the best that's ever put boots on, I'm supposed to say no?
Heck no! It'd be an honor and a pleasure, and after it's over, I'd get up and give her
a big ol' hug no matter the result.

[Blackwell looks a little surprised.]

SLB: Someone as competitive as you are, I suppose I shouldn't be surprised
to hear that you're so willing to take the match, but I am surprised you wouldn't be
upset about the result.

KB: Yeah, well, Mama's Mama. I ain't goin' to stop lovin' her just because I have to
fight her. Thing is, I got to get to her first, her and Lauryn Rage. And to do that, I
got to put down ol' cat-beater.

SLB: You mean Trish Wallace.

KB: Yeah, I mean her. Someone who traded in her dime for two nickels and thinks
she's rich now, bless her heart. Traded in someone like Skylar Swift, someone who
stuck by her through thick and thin, even when she started whompin' up on
innocent cats for darin' to be friendly, all for what? To go run off and join up with
Laura Davis and Carolina Colton? Boy, that sure was tradin' up, huh. Might've
gotten you a leg up on a couple of folks, but that sure didn't last, did it? You can
barely get a leg up on Lauryn Rage, who's literally a one-legged woman in a butt-
whoopin' contest, so think of what that says for that whole organization. As a
collective, they ain't got the brains the good Lord gave a rock.

[Blackwell fumbles his microphone a bit from Kimmy's frankness. Kimmy
dismissively waves her hand as Blackwell tries to change the subject.]

SLB: You know, Kimmy, there are people who say that you and Trish Wallace are a
lot alike, in terms of strength and wrestling style.

KB: Those people mean well, but really...

[Kimmy flexes in front of Blackwell's face, as Blackwell mouths "wow".]

KB: Take a look at that. You think she can match up to that? The Slam Sorority's
down two strikes, and I'm about to send somethin' nasty Trish Wallace's way to put
that whole group out. She ain't goin' to see it comin', she's just goin' to hope for
the best and go down swingin'. And this ain't just about the Royal Crown, y'know. I
ain't the type to hold grudges, but Trishy-poo broke some of Molly Bell's ribs a few
months back, and that put somethin' in Ayako that ain't ever got out. And since you
ain't got the gumption to put your name on a contract against Ayako, Trish, well...
[Kimmy winks.]

KB: Consider me a collectin' service.

[Kimmy perks up.]

KB: Hey Lou, you know if she's a religious woman?

[Blackwell ponders.]

SLB: I don't know if she is, to tell the truth.



KB: Well, you do me a favor. You tell her she better give her heart to Jesus,
because her butt belongs to me.

[Kimmy firmly nods and slaps her bicep, then leaves the scene. Blackwell clears his
throat, looking surprised.]

SLB: Well! Kimmy Bailey sure is prepared, to say the least.

[Blackwell lets out a bit of a breath, before doing a double take.]

SLB: Umm...

[We soon see the reason for his apparent confusion, as Harper Hannigan walks into
view. They look around, seemingly oblivious of Blackwell's presence as they hold a
large dog collar and leash.]

SLB: Harper Hannigan, wha--

[Hannigan quickly but silently turns to Blackwell, an index finger to their lips.]

HH: Quiet, guy.

[Hannigan gestures to Blackwell with the dog collar.]

HH: Dang ol' Boy's gotten off his leash and gone missing.

[Hannigan shakes their head.]

HH: Gonna be hell to pay if he don't get back on the leash.

[Blackwell blinks.]

SLB: What are you going to--

[Hannigan shushes Blackwell again.]

HH: It ain't me that's gonna do a damn thing. Whoever the Boy comes across
though...

[Hannigan thinks for a moment, and then chuckles.]
HH: That'll be funny, but I guess I should find that mutt before then anyway.

[Hannigan puts a finger to their lips again, before continuing their search. Blackwell
gets closer to the camera, his voice lowered to a hushed tone.]

SLB: I don't know what's going on back here, but I do know I'd rather not find The
Lost Boy anytime soon. Fans, we'll be right back with more Showtime on ESPN
after this!

[We fade to black...

Cut to ringside at an unknown AWA event. Ricki Toughill is flung over the ropes by
an unknown opponent and crashes into the ringside barricade. She stands upright,
looking a bit frustrated, and looks at something off-camera.]

RT: Oh hey.

[The something off-camera is a fully stocked Dunkin’ shop counter at ringside,
complete with a friendly-looking barista.]



B: Looks like a pretty tough opponent tonight. Medium cold brew?

\\ONE!II

[Ricki looks up at the ring, which is off-camera, then back at the barista.]

RT: You can make it a large. This ref always counts slow.

[The barista hands Ricki her tall, frosty cold brew. She takes a sip. Another
customer seated at a ringside table with a laptop computer in front of him takes
notice.]

C: Wow, she knows your order?

RT: Yeah, I spend a lot of time out here.

[Ricki is about to sit down, when she notices the empty chair beside the other
customer. She picks up the folding chair and snaps it shut.]

RT: Mind if I take a seat?

[Ricki looks up into the ring with a mischievous, crooked grin — a cold brew in one
hand and a steel chair in the other.]

V/O: Where there's wrestling, there’s Dunkin.

[Cut to a close-up shot of a cold brew. Another cold brew rebounds off a set of
three ropes and slides into position beside it. The AWA and Dunkin’ logo flash on
screen. ]

V/O: Cold brew for bell time. America runs on Dunkin’!

[And we fade through black...

...and then come back up on footage marked “"EARLIER TODAY as Mariah Wolfe
stands next to Team Supreme member Paris Crawford. Paris' hair this week is
platinum blonde and wavy, tied in a loose over-the-shoulder ponytail, and they
wear oversized sunglasses and no makeup. They release a tired sigh as they stand
next to Mariah, removing their sunglasses to reveal their green eyes.]

MW: I have been trying to think of how I wanted to start this conversation with
you, but I have to admit, I am still not sure.

PC: Oh? Why is that, darling?
[Mariah bites her bottom lip.]

MW: After everything that has been revealed in recent weeks, I still don't know
quite what to say to you, or the rest of your Team Supreme comrades.

[Paris tilts their head.]

PC: Is that so? Perhaps I can help, if you will indulge me.

[Paris places a finger to their lips.]

PC: You know, I cannot help but wonder, just last week... Brian James said just

awful things about my family. He said that we lied about him, we tried to ruin his
career. I thought and I thought, but Mariah, sweetheart, help me remember...



... did we say his name one time?

[Mariah shakes her head.]

PC: Ah ah ah, precious, speak up. Say it so your microphone can hear you.
MW: ... no. You didn't.

PC: You know, that was what I thought as well. He seemed so sure, I thought that
maybe I was misremembering. Surely I would have remembered lying to the police
officers who were just doing their due diligence, or the hard-working members of
the media. And yet, darling, I did no such thing, because I never said a word. And
why was that? Why did I never say a word?

[Mariah struggles for a moment, and Paris holds a finger to her lips.]

PC: Because no one ever thought to ask. Not Cain, not AJ, not Mifune-san, not Bret
with the broken wing, not Monsieur Wright, and certainly not moi. Oh, Jackson
Hunter, he screamed it to anyone who would listen.

But did you listen?
[Paris smiles at Mariah, who is visibly uncomfortable.]

PC: You did not. You wrote him off as nothing more than the ramblings of a
pathological liar. Had anyone bothered to ask, we would have said the same things
we told the fine officers about what happened to Johnny Detson, because we did
nothing wrong, nothing to hide from.

[They shrug, looking at their nails.]

PC: But no one asked. And yet, there is Brian James, saying that we lied, all to get
him. How does a mind create such fiction, Mariah? Personally, I never gave him a
single thought.

[Paris looks up.]
PC: Until now, of course. And he will regret that.
[Paris gasps, clutching Mariah's wrist.]

PC: A thought has just come to me. This... Tournoi Royal Crown? I was selected
because of regret, was I not? Todd Michaelson, he selected me because of his
regrets of the past?

[Mariah nods, and Paris slowly lets her wrist slip through their fingers, a little smirk
forming on their face as they look towards the camera.]

PC: Monsieur Michaelson, I am not your redemption story. You choose me solely to
soothe your regret, and I will give you regret back un millier de fois plus. I have no
interest in receiving the reparations for past sins, because I have far better things
in mind than being the salve to your conscience.

[Paris' glare remains fixed as Mariah takes a half-step back, hand trembling
somewhat.]

PC: I am the weapon of Supreme Wright, aimed squarely for the heart of another
man bathed in regret. Raphael Rhodes will step into the ring with me, hoping to
return to his home of England a hero after years of setback. Instead, he will return



home a failure, with his head bowed in shame, knowing that he has come up short
once more.

L'histoire de sa vie, ni plus ni moins.

[Paris tilts their head, a grin breaking past the smirk.]

PC: No triumph awaits you. Just more regret, as you are accustomed.

[We cut back to the current time, and the hosts area, where Raphael Rhodes can be
seen shouting for a microphone as Dana Kaiser tries to calm him down. Mariah

Wolfe is just barely visible on the corner of the screen.]

MW: Fans, just a moment ago, Raphael Rhodes walked out here upon hearing what
Paris Crawford had to say, and although he's not sch-

"I KNOW I AIN'T SCHEDULED, GIVE ME A BLEEDIN' MICROPHONE!"
MW: He's not scheduled for this moment, he wants to speak now.

[We see Sweet Daddy Williams enter the frame, stepping in between Rhodes and
Mariah.]

SDW: Hold on a second now, everyone just take it down a notch.

[He turns to Mariah.]

SDW: Maybe it's best I handle this one, little lady.

[Mariah hands her microphone to Williams.]

SDW: Hold on now, Raph, before I give this to you, you gotta calm down. I'm seein'
a lot of you from a decade ago when I look at you now, and that ain't a sight for

sore eyes.

[Kaiser steps between Rhodes and Williams, as Rhodes turns away to take a deep
breath. Williams hands Kaiser the microphone, and she begins to talk.]

DK: I'm sorry. Something about what Paris said just set him off.
[Rhodes whips around, and is able to be heard in Kaiser's microphone.]

RR: Right, listen, I'm sorry about shoutin', but somethin' about that just don't sit
right with me.

[Rhodes points at the monitor on the host's desk as Kaiser holds the microphone for
him.]

RR: Did you hear what they said?

SDW: What, about sendin' you to England with regret?

RR: Before all that! About bein' a weapon!

[Williams looks confused, and as he begins to answer, Rhodes holds his hand up.]
RR: Look, Supreme Wright's a bleedin' brilliant wrestler, yeah? Maybe he had this
bunch of hooligans with Team Supreme before, but we both know how great he is

inside that ring. So what's all this now about him callin' Paris Crawford a weapon?
And they're just sittin' there and takin' it?



[Rhodes jabs his finger at the host monitor.]
RR: When I was part of the Southern Syndicate, I'm sure Stevie Scott-

[Rhodes snaps his head over to Ben Waterson at the announcer's desk, who
immediately puts his hands up.]

RR: And you, you bleedin' waster! You two had me do awful deeds, and I'm sure
you two saw me as your weapon, yeah? But you never outright said it, and I never,
and I mean never would've just sat there and gone "yeah, that's great, I'm Stevie
Scott's weapon!"

[Rhodes runs his hands through his hair in frustration.]

RR: Look, Paris Crawford was in Mifune-gun, and that's become Team Supreme. I
know Takeshi Mifune well enough to know that he don't just open his doors to
people on charity, and I know Supreme Wright's the same way. That must mean
they're dangerous in that ring, and if I ain't takin' Paris Crawford seriously, then I'm
a top class twit. Now they're buyin' into all this bollocks about bein' a weapon?

[Rhodes slams a fist onto the desk, then points at his camera, right into all of our
homes.]

RR: Well, I tell you one thing, Paris, and you can share this with your whole bleedin’
family, from Supreme to Mifune, from Jackson to Grayson, and throw that Martinez
plank in there for good measure. You want to call yourself a weapon? I'm goin' to
deactivate you in a short while when you get in the ring with me, and then you'll
need to have a serious think about your choices. And if that group of choir boys
wants to get involved?

[Rhodes cracks his knuckles.]

RR: That's goin' to be one bloody rotten mistake, lovey.

[Rhodes storms off, leaving Kaiser behind.]

DK: I'm sorry. You know how he gets.

SDW: I sure do, baby. Don't you worry about us.

[Williams points after Rhodes.]

SDW: Worry about him.

[Kaiser nods, putting the microphone down and following after Rhodes.]

SDW: Things are runnin’ hot and heavy here on Showtime, baby... and it ain’t gonna
cool down with our next match...

[SDW cranes his neck, taking a look and grinning...]

SD: ...and on that, it looks like my girl Mariah’s got herself some special guests
down at ringside. You go, girl!

[We cut down to ringside, where Mariah Wolfe is kneeling down near Juan Vasquez,
Michelle Bailey, and Lorena Vasquez. Juan is dressed in a fitted, navy blue long-
sleeve shirt with the sleeves rolled up to showoff the Rolex watch around his wrist
and off-white trousers. Michelle has on a pair of black-rimmed cat-eye glasses,
along with a black and white houndstooth sweater, black knee-length skirt, and



simple black ballet flats. Her long blonde hair hangs loosely down to her shoulders,
and she looks quite nervous. Behind them, we see Lorena Vasquez, trying to catch
the attention of the cameras. She turns her back to the camera to showoff her
denim jacket which has an airbrushed image of her sister, Kimmy Bailey and Ayako
Fujiwara, flexing their muscles in vibrant detail.]

MW: That's right, I'm here with Juan Vasquez and Michelle Bailey...

[Lorena pops up between them, looking over their shoulders.]

LV: Don't forget about me!

MW: ... who have brought Lorena Vasquez along with them. Juan, Michelle, in just a
few moments, Kimmy Bailey will be competing in her Royal Crown first round
contest, looking to stop Trish Wallace from advancing to the final. Of course,
Michelle, you're waiting to see who will join both you and Lauryn Rage in London.
How does that make you feel?

[Michelle fidgets in her seat for a moment before Juan nudges in.]

JV: Can I take that one? She's been making herself sick all day over it.

LV: She hasn't looked this nauseous since she ate all that shrimp at the Red
Wedding!

[Michelle looks at Mariah with a frown.]

MB [mumbling]: It wasn't that much shrimp.

[Both Juan and Michelle give Lorena a look.]

JV: You'd think taking away your megaphone would get you to behave.
LV: Come on, at least give me back my signs.

JV: Absolutely not. I saw what you wrote on them.

LV: Aw... "Trash Wallace" is a perfectly acceptable sign!

[Juan shakes his head as Lorena sits back in her seat, pouting.]

MW: Back to the matter at hand, is it because of the potential of facing Kimmy
Bailey that's causing this anxiety?

[Michelle shakes her head.]

JV: Nah, she feels this way before a lot of Bailey's matches.

[Michelle nods.]

MB: No matter how many times we see her out there, it's still hard not to feel
anxious in the pit of my stomach for her. I'm so proud of her, and know she can do
so many great things, but deep down I just want the best for her.

MW: Even if that means you have to face her?

MB: If that happens, so be it. She knows how I feel about her, and I know she feels
the same. That doesn't change if we have to wrestle each other.



MW: And how about you, Juan? Who would you be rooting for if it comes down to
those two?

JV: Both of them. I don't have to pick... I'm Juan Vasquez, damnit.
[Juan smiles sheepishly as he nudges Michelle.]

JV: But maybe they'll spare us the familial bloodshed and let you two flip a coin. Or
one of you could boop the other on the nose. That's allowed, right?

[Michelle thinks for a moment, then shakes her head.]

MB: No, I don't think they'd be too happy with us if we did that. Everyone was
pretty upset the last time that happened.

JV: I got it... a triple cross! Those are always popular!

[Michelle sighs, putting her head in her hand.]

MB: It probably wouldn't be that popular. I mean, it's been done to death.
[Mariah clears her throat.]

MW: There is one other Royal Crown match, and it comes after the Kimmy/Trish
match. Paris Crawford will go against Raphael Rhodes. Who do you think will win
that one, especially if Team Supreme is lurking?

[Juan's expression changes, becoming more serious.]

JV: Would it be rude of me to say I hope they beat the hell out of each other and
Crawford leaves me just enough of Raph's carcass to stomp into the Dodger
Stadium dirt, before I put him out of his misery at Memorial Day Mayhem?

MB: I think that might be slightly rude.

JV: Either way, we won't be here to see it.

[Michelle gives Juan a concerned look.]

MB: You seriously don't want to see Raph wrestle?

JV: Well, we have dinner reservations and I think a Wagyu tomahawk steak at a
three star Michelin restaurant with my family, ranks slightly ahead of my desire to
watch Raphael Rhodes wrestle. Besides, you know me... enough shenanigans go
down and suddenly I'll be trying to save the AWA from Team Supreme. Sorry to
say, but that sort of thing isn't my responsibility anymore.

[Juan shakes his head.]

JV: Besides, Marisol would kill me.

[Michelle frowns again, when suddenly...]

*PSSST* "CAROLINA COLTON IS AN INDUSTRY PLANT"

MB: Wait, how did she get-

[Juan gives a glance to Mariah.]

JV: Sorry, but it's time for me to be a dad.



MW: Oh. Of course. Thank you for your time.

[Mariah stands up and the camera follows.]

MW: Well, as you can see, Juan Vasquez and Michelle Bailey are here and very
excited to see the match between Kimmy Bailey and Trish Wallace! Stay tuned, that
match is coming to you right now - take it away, Megumi!

[We fade from ringside to the ring where Megumi Sato is standing.]

MS: The following contest is set for one fall with a twenty minute time limit and is a
FIRST ROUND match in the ROYALLLLL CROOOOOWN TOURNAMENT!

[The crowd cheers!]

MS: Introducing first...

[The lights go out and the arena is bathed in a neon pink and blue glow as a gritty
synth plays. Fury Weekend’s synthrock interpretation of “"Another Brick in the Wall”

blasts out over the Center Stage PA system.]

MS: ...weighing in at 166 pounds... fighting out of Minneapolis, Minnesota...
representing the SLAAAAAM SORORITYYYYYY...

.."T-BOOOOOOOOOOONE!" TRIIIITIITITIIIIISH WALLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLACCCCCE!

[A woman steps into the stage fog, lasers and strobe lights that decorate the stage,
dressed in a cropped leather vest and retro-styled shades. The stocky powerhouse
strikes a pose in a classic bicep curl flex before making her way down the aisle to
jeers from the AWA faithful!]

LD: “T-Bone” Trish Wallace heading to the ring, looking to do what her partners
could not so far and earn a spot for the Slam Sorority in the Royal Crown
tournament finals. We know that Michelle Bailey - who as we saw moments ago is
in the crowd for this match - is in as is former champion Lauryn Rage... and Trish
Wallace would be one heck of an addition to that Final, Ben.

BW: She’d be an outstanding addition ‘cause this woman’s got it all, Dane - she’s
got power, she’s got attitude, she’s got top level training, she’s got the guidance of
Laura Davis... Trish Wallace is a total package out here tonight and I'm betting she’s
got what it takes to send lil"’ Kimmy Bailey back to pre-school.

LD: Oh, I'd love to hear you tell Kimmy that to her face... but you're right about a
lot of that, Ben... Trish does have a lot of things on her side that could potentially
send her on to London.

[Wallace is THICK: 166 pounds of solid muscle and bad attitude. Her hair is colored
a titanium blonde and hangs loose halfway to her waist. She is dressed in a black
sleeveless leotard with hot pink and baby blue detailing and pounds her fist
aggressively into her palm as she climbs the ringside steps.]

LD: Although I have to say... the Slam Sorority is conspicuous by their absence here
for this one. We saw them all together a little earlier... then we saw Davis on
commentary - unfortunately - during Colton’s match... but with Trish Wallace out
here, they’re nowhere to be seen.

BW: But I bet they’re watching, Dane... and they’re ready if needed.

LD: That's what I'm afraid of.



[As Wallace settles into the corner, her music fades and Megumi’s voice takes
center stage once more...]

MS: Aaaaaaaaaaand her opponent! She is from Pinehurst, North Carolina, and she
weighs 184 pounds!

KIMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMY
BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAILEYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY!

[The crowd lets out a cheer of approval as "Only Shallow" by My Bloody Valentine
starts to play, and the powerhouse rookie Kimmy Bailey walks from the entrance.
She has her hair in a high ponytail with several rainbow-colored ribbons tied to the
ponytailer, and she wears little makeup aside from a simple black liner on her two-
toned eyes. She's wearing a Juan Vasquez Retirement Tour shirt that has been
trimmed so much that it resembles more of a half-shirt, barely covering her black
sports bra. She's also wearing tight shorts with a purple leopard print, black
kneepads, and black Adidas wrestling shoes with three white stripes. She marches
down to the ring with a bit of a glare in her eye.]

LD: And there she is, someone who could potentially complete a first in the AWA if
she wins this match at the Battle of London! If she beats Trish Wallace here tonight,
it will be the first time a mother will face her own daughter inside the ring on an
AWA event!

BW: Yeah, but you don't seriously think that's going to happen, do you? The Slam
Sorority has to have some representation in the Royal Crown final, Laura Davis has
trained these women too well not to.

LD: I don't know, Ben, Carolina Colton didn't make it out of the Iron Gauntlet, and
Davis got herself disqualified against Lauryn Rage. I'd say if Trish can't pull it off
here, she might need to send her class back for remedial lessons.

BW: That's not going to happen, Dane. I get that it's a big story if Kimmy Bailey
could face Michelle Bailey, but she's still a rookie. There's too much pressure on her
shoulders.

[Kimmy makes it down to ringside, where she sees her mother and father, Michelle
Bailey and Juan Vasquez, sitting at ringside with Lorena Vasquez jumping up and
down, a stack of signs nearby to support her big sister. Juan gives Kimmy a hug,
then slaps her shoulder and tells her to go get a win. Kimmy and Michelle then give
each other a look, and the crowd starts to murmur.]

BW: Ha! Look at this, Dane, look at the tension between these two already!

LD: There's no way that's possible, can we get the camera in a bit closer?

[As the camera gets closer, we see Michelle bring Kimmy's head to hers, forehead
to forehead, and the microphone picks up what mother says to daughter...]

"If we have to fight, that's what we have to do. I love you just the same. Do your
best, baby! I know you can do it!"

[Michelle gives Kimmy a kiss on the forehead, and Kimmy breaks loose with a shout
as the crowd roars.]

LD: You were saying?



BW: Notice she didn't say what "you can do it" is, she didn't say her own kid can
win! Also, who let Juan Vasquez in this building?! I thought we had a rule that said
he couldn't be here!

LD: YOU have that rule. Fortunately, nobody listens to your rules.

[Kimmy climbs up onto the apron, then through the ropes, and as soon as she's
through, she breaks into a sprint, hitting the ropes with ferocity. After a couple of
trips back and forth, she throws an arm into the air, and is greeted with a shout
from the crowd (and a corresponding sign from Lorena Vasquez)...]
"LARIATOOOOO0000000S!"

[Kimmy firmly nods, mouthing "you're darn right!" as the music fades.]

LD: Alright, fans... two of the strongest, most powerful women in the entire
Women's Division are just about set to square off.

BW: Dane, you're such a hypocrite?
LD: Why's that?

BW: You tried to make a big deal about the Slam Sorority not being out here for
Trish but what about Fujiwara? She’s not out here to support her partner either!

LD: Well... that’s a fair point actually, Ben. Her absence is curious as well as these
two get ready for the opening bell... and Ben, what do you expect out of this one?

BW: I expect them to strike hard... slam tough... and generally beat the hell out of
each other until one of ‘em can’t stand up anymore.

LD: That's kinda what I expect too. Look at us.

BW: I'd rather not.

[And as Wallace and Bailey stand in opposite corners...]

“DING! DING! DING!”

[As the bell sounds, the blows start flying...]

LD: HERE WE GOl!

[...the crowd ROARING as Wallace and Bailey rush one another to exchange heavy
right hands, battering one another with great ferocity in the opening seconds of the
match...]

LD: We've got a Hotlanta Street Fight breaking loose here in Center Stage, Ben!
BW: It looks like the Rusty Spur on Twofer Night!

[...Wallace’s fists coming up with anger, Bailey’s with intensity...]

LD: Look at Kimmy’s parents cheering her on from the stands!

[A grinning Vasquez looks on clapping as Michelle shakes her head in amused
disbelief.]

LD: Oh! Wallace rocked her with a headbutt!



[Grabbing a handful of hair, Wallace drives a forearm into the jaw once... twice...
three times to stun the red hot rookie!]

LD: Wallace has her seeing Tweety Birds... into the ropes she goes and...

[The crowd reacts as Wallace charge in hard, throwing every bit of her 166 pounds
into Bailey’s shoulder..]

LD: Big tackle by Wallace... but look at Bailey!

[Bailey shakes her head defiantly, smashing a fired-up fist into her chest several
times as a surprised Wallace takes an instinctive step backwards.]

LD: Bailey refusing to go down off the football tackle, absorbing every bit of that
166 pounds out of Minneapolis, Minnesota slamming into her!

[Wallace angrily points to the ropes, slamming her own fist across her chest as the
energetic Bailey obliges, dashing to the ropes, rebounding back hard...]

LD: This time, it's Bailey into the ropes annnnnnnd... BOOM!

[...but Bailey’s 180 pounds slamming into Wallace’s torso has the same effect as T-
Bone Trish holds her ground with a roar!]

BW: No effect! Bailey and Wallace giving it their best shots on those tackles but
neither one of them can make a dent in the other!

[The two stand toe to toe again, pressing their foreheads into one another, trying to
back the other down that way...]

LD: Like two bulls in there, looking to... wait a second!

[...and they spontaneously break away, each hitting the ropes behind them, each
barreling towards the other...]

"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and on a big crowd-pleasing crash, they slam into one another with tackles, both
women falling down to the canvas to big cheers!]

LD: THEY TAKE EACH OTHER DOWN! WHOA NELLY!

[With both down and stunned, the crowd takes a moment to salute both
competitors for the explosive action early on in this first round Royal Crown battle.]

LD: Two of the best this division has to offer, looking to cash their ticket to London
to the Finals of this tournament... and what a show they’re putting on in the early
moments of this one.

BW: Some would argue that these two are the future of this division, Dane. The 20
year old Kimmy Bailey and the 26 year old Trish Wallace, two powerhouses that are
pound-for-pound amongst the strongest in all of the AWAI

LD: Both women back up off the mat now, staring each other down and... HERE WE
GO AGAIN!

[The crowd roars as they throw themselves at one another, swinging for the fences
once more!]

LD: This is wild! Another slugfest has broken out and-



[Wallace reaches out, grabbing around the head and neck of Bailey, shoving
forward as they slam into the turnbuckles...]

LD: OH! INTO THE CORNER!

[...but Bailey bounces right out, shoving Wallace out of the corner, twisting and
pushing her back into the ropes...]

LD: And now into the- OH!

[...where both Bailey and Wallace go falling through the ropes, crashing down on
the barely-padded floor at ringside!]

LD: They went through the ropes, right out to the outside over in front of Bailey’s
parents who are looking on with a little more concern than they were moments ago,
Ben.

BW: They should be concerned. Kimmy Bailey is a wet-behind-the-ears rookie in
there with someone who can clean her clock in the right circumstances... someone
who has spent several weeks now under the guidance of perhaps the most
dangerous woman in the entire division, Laura Davis. I'd be concerned if that was
my kid in there with Trish Wallace that’s for sure.

LD: I'd be concerned if you procreated at all personally... but that’s besides the
point as both women are starting to stir, getting up after that hard fall to the
outside...

[With both on their feet, Bailey looks to resume the clubbering but...]

LD: ...and Wallace goes to the eyes! Just reached out and raked her fingers across
the eyes in front of Kimmy’s own family!

[Wallace looks over at Michelle Bailey, shouting “I'LL SEE YOU IN LONDON, MISSY!”
before scooping up Kimmy Bailey in her powerful arms and SLAMMING her down on
the thin mats!]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

LD: My goodness! Trish Wallace is known for having one of the mightiest body
slams in all of the AWA and she just used it ON THE FLOOR against Kimmy Bailey,
Ben!

BW: And that’s a good way to earn yourself a trip to the chiropractor!

[Wallace turns her attention back to Michelle Bailey again, barking in her direction
as Michelle gets up, returning verbal fire...]

LD: Uh oh! We’'ve got ourselves a little problem here!

BW: Wallace trading words with her opponent’s mother - that’s not something you
see every day.

LD: It certainly isn't... and look at Juan Vasquez making sure Michelle doesn’t let
her emotions get the best of her. It's gotta be hard to sit there and watch your
child get slammed on the floor like that.

BW: That how you felt when Smasher got all that tobacco juice on your pride and
joy?



LD: No comment.
[Trish smirks at the shouting Bailey, waving her forward...]

LD: Oh, come on, Trish! Leave her alone! Focus on your opponent for crying out
loud!

[...and while she’s NOT focused on her opponent, her opponent is getting back to
her feet behind her...]

LD: Kimmy’s up! Kimmy'’s up!

[...and the roar of the crowd causes Trish to whip around in time to get lifted up in
Kimmy Bailey’s powerful arms...]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: AND BAILEY RETURNS THE FAVOR! BIG SLAM ON THE OUTSIDE!

BW: I think that one shook the entire Center Stage Studios... maybe the entire
Peach Tree State!

[Kimmy gives her mother a grin and a thumbs up as Michelle retakes her seat and
Kimmy tosses Wallace back under the ropes into the ring. She slides in herself,
getting back up...

...and slowly starts swinging her arm around in a circle...]

LD: She’s not one half of the Lariatos for nothing, Ben!

BW: And you don’t want to get with this if you're Trish Wallace!

[...and as Wallace regains her feet, Kimmy rushes towards her with a shout of
“"LARIATOOOOOO!” but Wallace ducks, spins, and SMASHES a double axehandle
across the back, knocking Kimmy towards the corner!]

LD: Bailey whiffs the lariat, Wallace from behind now...

[Grabbing Bailey by the powerful legs, Wallace jerks them out from under her,
putting her facefirst on the mat...

...and with a grunt of exertion, Wallace powers her up, throwing her down to the
mat with a wheelbarrow suplex that gets a big reaction from the crowd!]

LD: ...and there’s the power! Lifting her bigger opponent up like she’s Moxy Hart
and tossing her down to the mat!

[Trish gets back to her feet, striking a double bicep pose to jeers from the Atlanta
fans...]

LD: Trish showing off that upper body strength - first with the suplex and now with
the posing...

BW: The last member of the Slam Sorority left with a chance to advance in this
tournament. The pressure is on the daughter of Battlin’ Burt here tonight in
Atlanta.



[While Wallace is celebrating her big suplex, Kimmy Bailey is slowly getting up off
the canvas...]

LD: But Kimmy Bailey is looking to make history as well, Ben, wanting to make that
Finals in London to give the AWA fans their first ever mother versus daughter
showdown...

BW: I don’t know how much she really WANTS that, Dane. She may be willing to
do it but she doesn’t strike me as the type who really relishes the chance to beat
the hell out of her mother. Your kid on the other hand...

LD: Can we forget about my kid for a minute?

BW: Probably... you seem to have lots of practice at it.

[And with a dazed Bailey back on her feet, Wallace lowers her shoulder, charging
across to wrap her arms around the body, and DRIVES Bailey back into the corner!]

LD: Back into the corner they go... remember, these first round matches have a
twenty minute time limit...

BW: Something that Kimmy’s mama pushed to the limit last weekend, knocking off
Shannon Walsh in something like... what was it? Eighteen minutes and thirty
seconds?

LD: Something like that. You get two top flight competitors in there with high
stakes and it's no surprise that they’re willing and able to fight to the limit to get
the win!

[With Bailey trapped in the corner, Trish Wallace straightens up and begins
unloading on her, swinging her arms back and forth, smashing forearms into the
head and neck of the second generation powerhouse!]

LD: Wallace is all over her!

[The forearms are clubbing down, swinging across, just battering Bailey who has
raised her own arms in an ineffective attempt to defend herself...]

BW: Trish Wallace might be a comic book fangirl, Dane, ‘cause it's clobbering time
in the A-T-L!

[...and the blows keep on coming, battering Bailey backwards and downwards to a
knee as the referee shouts warning to let her out of the corner but Wallace is
having none of it...]

LD: She’s mauling her in the corner! Incredible!

BW: She better watch herself - you don’t want to get yourself disqualified, Dane!

[And finally, Wallace steps back, raising her arms as the referee reprimands her and
the crowd jeers angrily...]

LD: Trish Wallace with an absolute barrage of forearms in the corner leaving Bailey
in a bad way... picking her right back up, shoving her into the corner..

[With the official still shouting at her, Wallace sets her feet, and UNLOADS with a
standing clothesline in the corner!]

BW: LARIATO!



LD: That's not how that works, Ben!

[Wallace sneers at the jeering crowd, winding up again...]

“OHHHH!"

LD: Standing clotheslines in the corner, we've had two and... make it three!
“"OHHHH!"

[And with Bailey reeling, Wallace winds up again with a shout...]

“OHHHH!"

“"OHHHH!"

“OHHHH!"

[...and then spins away from the buckles, stomping her way out to mid-ring with a
roar, throwing her arms back...]

LD: A half dozen clotheslines... and if it wasn’t for the ring ropes, Kimmy Bailey
would be down on the mat right now...

[...but as Wallace turns around...]
LD: BAILEY!

[...a roaring Kimmy Bailey comes stampeding out of the corner, swinging with
wicked intent...]

“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"
LD: LAAAAARIAAAAATOOO00! Now THAT'S how it works, Ben!

[The big swinging clothesline cracks across Wallace’s collarbone, knocking her flat
on the canvas to the ROAR of the Atlanta crowd!]

LD: Kimmy makes the cover! She’s got one! She’s got two! She’s got- ohhhh,
Wallace kicks out at two!

BW: That lariat came out of nowhere, just when you thought Kimmy Bailey might
be down for the count...

LD: It just goes to show the tremendous heart, the resiliency, the fighting spirit of
young Kimmy Bailey... born with the DNA of Michelle Bailey, raised with the heart of
Juan Vasquez, and nurtured - if you want to call it that - in the hellish training dojos
of Japan! She was oh-so-close right there to getting the win, booking her travel to
London, and knocking the Slam Sorority completely out of the Royal Crown Finals,
Ben.

BW: It would’ve put a Laura Davis boot-sized hole in the wall, I'm sure.
[Climbing off the mat, Kimmy takes a moment to smack herself across the face a
couple of times, trying to clear the cobwebs as Wallace attempts to climb off the

mat...]

LD: Wallace trying to get up but she’s going to find Kimmy Bailey waiting for her
when she does...



[On her feet, Wallace is staggered as Bailey slips in from behind annnnnd...]

LD: ...waistlock! Bailey perhaps taking a page out of her partner - Ayako Fujiwara’s
- playbook!

BW: They don’t call Ayako Miss Germany because she enjoys a good Oktoberfest
weekend!

LD: As far as you know anyways!
[But as Bailey attempts to lift Wallace up for a German Suplex, Wallace snaps an
elbow back, catching Bailey on the temple once... twice... and then executes a near

flawless standing switch, ending up with a waistlock on Bailey...]

LD: Oh! And that reversal might've come out of the pages of Laura Davis’
playbook! Both of these women showing the influence of their mentors!

[But unlike Bailey, Wallace actually gets the big lift, powering her up and driving her
down with a less-than-Ayako-yet-effective German Suplex!]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: GERMAN SUPLEX ON TARGET BY TRISH WALLACE!

[The bulldog-like tenacity of Wallace is shown as she hangs onto the hold, rolling
Bailey back up to her feet...]

LD: She’s looking for another?!

[...but as she lifts, it's Bailey’s turn to snap an elbow back as a shout of "REVERSE!
REVERSE!” come from the Parents’ Section of the crowd, ending up with Bailey
holding the waistlock on Wallace...]

LD: Kimmy taking some advice from her parental units in the crowd...

BW: Pretty obvious strategy if you ask me. Maybe they should start shouting "WIN!
WIN THE MATCH!” and see if that works.

LD: Still holding a grudge against Vasquez?
BW: We could’ve made beautiful and violent music together.

[...and lifts a struggling Wallace into the air, throwing her down with a better-but-
not-Ayako suplex of her own!]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: AND KIMMY RETURNS THE FAVOR WITH A GERMAN OF HER OWN!
[And this time, it’s Bailey who rolls back to her feet, still holding the waistlock...]
LD: Kimmy’s up! Kimmy'’s got it locked! Kimmy-

[...and the crowd reacts with surprise as a stunned Wallace executes another
reversal, snatching the waistlock before...]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"



LD: ARE YOU KIDDING ME?!

[...bouncing the back of Bailey’s head off the mat with another German of her
own...]

LD: Wallace scores with another German, rolling right back up...
BW: This is wild, Dane!
LD: This is BONKERS is what this is, Ben!

[...and attempts to lift again, but a weary Bailey snaps an elbow back into the jaw
once... twice... three times...]

LD: Bailey breaks free, reversal... LIFTS!

“THUUUUUUUUuuubD!”
“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[And with the crowd roaring for the exchange of high impact suplexes, Bailey rolls
back to her feet, a stunned Wallace in her powerful arms...]

“THUUUUUUUUuuubD!”
“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and takes her over again, smashing her down hard on the canvas...]

LD: Bailey delivers a second German on this chain, rolling back to her feet one
more time...

[She clenches her jaw, steadying herself as she attempts one more lift...]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: ..SHE GOT IT! SHE GOT IT! WALLACE IS LAID OUT!

[A weary Bailey rolls to her hands and knees, diving with an outstretched arm
across the torso of Wallace as the crowd counts along with the official...]

"ONNNNNNNNNNNNNNE!”
“TWO0000000000000!"
“THREEEEEEEEEEEE-"
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and Bailey comes up short as Wallace’s arm pops up off the mat, lifting her
shoulder with it!]

LD: Ohhhh, so close right there for Kimmy Bailey!

BW: It's because all she could do was get the arm across, Dane. There wasn’t
enough weight distributed across the shoulders to get the three count because if
there was, I'd say we’d be on the verge of the Baileys going to war at The Battle of
London!



[Cut to a crowd shot where Michelle Bailey shakes her head, turning to Vasquez to
say something like “so close!” while Juan nods nervously.]

LD: You can see the reaction on the part of Michelle Bailey and Juan Vasquez. They
realize how close it came as well... and you can bet that Juan Vasquez will be a part
of the Battle of London, continuing his tour of cities all leading up to his retirement

match on May 28th at Dodger Stadium in Los Angeles.

“TEN MINUTES GONE BY! TEN MINUTES REMAIN!”

LD: Ten minutes left in the time limit for this one - plenty of time for these two
powerhouses to reach the finish line. Right now, both women are down on the mat,
trying to recover after that exchange of devastating German Suplexes.

[Cut back to the ring where we see Wallace and Bailey both down on the mat,
breathing hard as they try to get back to their feet...]

LD: Both women shaken up after that exchange... and whoever gets up first is going
to have a tremendous advantage to finish this one and score the big win to send
them on to London.

[Wallace is crawling across the ring as Bailey pushes up to a knee, struggling to get
vertical...]

BW: We have just hit the ten minute mark but right now, it’s gotta feel like a half
hour to these two with the impact and ferocity in which they’ve been absolutely
beating the hell out of each other.

LD: Quite the physical encounter to be sure... Bailey on her feet now, Wallace
dragging herself up with the ropes... we've almost got them both up and these fans
are eagerly waiting to see what happens next...

[...and as Wallace gets up, she collapses back into the corner as Bailey cocks her
arm, giving another big shout...]

LD: BAILEY BARRELING IN!

[...but as she attempts another running lariat, Wallace sidesteps, causing Bailey to
drive herself into the turnbuckles...]

“*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and as she staggers backwards, Wallace draws and fires and SLAMS a clothesline
of her own into the back of Bailey’s head, knocking her flat on her face on the
canvas!]

“*OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: OHHH WOW! CLOTHESLINE TO THE BACK OF THE HEAD!

[Wallace drops to her knees, rolling Bailey onto her back...]

LD: Wallace gets a cover of her own now... she’s got one! She’s got two! She’s got-
noooo... the shoulder’s up for Bailey how! She kicks out in time to save her shot at

going to the Royal Crown finals!

[...and on the near fall, Wallace pushes up to her knees, glaring at the official with a
“let’s get a three count there - onetwothree!”]

LD: Wallace giving the referee an earful there, climbing up off the mat...



[Wallace turns her attention to the corner, reaching over to grab the turnbuckle...]
LD: What's this now? What's she doing in that corner?

[...the camera shot cuts to show a different angle where we can clearly see Wallace
working to untie the turnbuckle pad.]

LD: She’s trying to remove that turnbuckle! Trying to expose that metal fastening
and... no! The referee caught her! The referee’s ordering her back, threatening to
ring the bell and disqualify her!

BW: Looked like that turnbuckle was loose to me. Shoddy workmanship! She was
just trying to help!

LD: A likely story... and... OHHHH! LOOK AT THAT!

[The crowd groans as Wallace lifts Bailey off the mat and promptly CHUCKS her
over the top rope, throwing her to the outside...

...almost.]
LD: Bailey hangs on! Bailey’s still on the apron!

BW: She caught the rope going over and saved herself from a hard and close
encounter with the floor here in Center Stage!

[Wallace glares at her, stomping across to the ropes...

...and the crowd starts buzzing as Wallace steps through the ropes, joining Bailey
out on the apron...]

LD: Uh oh... I don't like the looks of this.

BW: A dangerous spot for ‘em both!

[...and promptly lifts Bailey up over her shoulder into powerslam position...]
LD: Wait, wait, wait! She’s got Bailey up for a powerslam... OFF the apron?!
BW: Talk about cementing a win! Right down on the cement will do it!

LD: This is not funny at all, Ben! This is a...

[...but Bailey wriggles free, landing on her feet behind Wallace...]

LD: ...Bailey slips out!

[...and as Wallace whips around to face her, Bailey unloads...]

“OHH!"

LD: FOREARM SHOT!

“OHHHH!"

[The second one sends Wallace staggering back...]

“OHHHHHHH!"



[...and the third nearly buckles her knees as Wallace instinctively grabs the top rope
to prevent a fall!]

LD: Wallace hanging on, Kimmy nearly sent her flying off that apron as well...

[With some distance between them, Kimmy raises her right arm to the cheering
crowd...]

BW: Wasting time here. Bailey’s gotta stay on her.
[...and as she steps back in, Trish rakes her fingers across the eyes again!]
LD: OH! COME ON, REF!

[The referee warns Trish from inside the ring as the powerful second-generation
powerhouse lifts Bailey into the air...]

LD: WAIT! NO!

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and SLAMS Bailey down on the ring apron, jumping off to the floor for added
oomph behind the dangerous move! Bailey cries out in pain, grabbing at her back
before also rolling off the apron to the floor!]

LD: A BODYSLAM ON THE EDGE OF THE RING APRON! TRISH WALLACE WITH AN
ABSOLUTELY DEVASTATING SLAM THERE!

BW: That might do it right there, Dane. Bailey may not be able to get up from that
one.

LD: She’s down and she’s hurting... a look of concern on her parents’ face in the
crowd...

[From our camera angle, we catch a glimpse of Michelle Bailey, a hand cupped over
her mouth in surprise as Bailey writhes in pain on the floor.]

BW: That’s the kind of move that can yield lasting damage too, Dane. Even if
Bailey can get up and keep fighting now, there’s no telling what kind of long-lasting
effect that might have. That was the ferocity and the unmatched killer instinct of
the Slam Sorority spotlighted there.

LD: Trish Wallace on a knee, she seems pleased with herself... and you have to
imagine that somewhere backstage, Laura Davis is pleased as well. In fact, I'm
surprised - thankful but surprised - that the Slam Sorority’s not out here for this
one after their appearance as a unit earlier tonight.

BW: Maybe Davis wants to see if Wallace can do this on her own. So far, she’s
living up to the opportunity.

LD: She absolutely is... and as she gets to her feet now, she’s gotta find a way to
finish off her younger opponent and earn her trip to London for the big Royal Crown
tournament finals. Remember, fans... former Women’s World Champion Lauryn
Rage is in... and that woman right there...

[The camera zooms in on Michelle Bailey, still looking on with concern as Wallace
goes to retrieve the pain-wracked Kimmy off the floor...]



LD: ...Michelle Bailey are already in the Finals. In a couple of weeks, we’ll see
Ayako Fujiwara take on Ricki Toughill for the final spot... but right now, we're
waiting to see if it'll be Trish Wallace or if it'll be Kimmy Bailey earning the third
spot in that Final match.

[...and she shoves Bailey back inside the ring, Kimmy grabbing her back all the
while as Wallace rolls back in as well.]

LD: Both women back inside the ring... and Kimmy Bailey’s in a bad way here. But
can Trish Wallace find a way to finish her off?

[Wallace pulls Bailey off the mat again, delivering a powerful whip that sends Bailey
SMASHING into the turnbuckles where she instantly collapses to all fours, crying
out again.]

LD: You can hear the cries of pain escaping Kimmy Bailey... in a lot of trouble at this
late stage of the matchup as Trish Wallace continues to dish out punishment to the
lower back of Bailey.

[Standing over Bailey, Wallace clasps her hands together, smashing her fists down
into the lower back once...]

LD: Ohhh, big double axehandle, hammering it home...
[...twice...]

LD: ...and again now... just laying in those powerful blows...
[...three times...]

LD: ...Wallace puts her down and is looking to keep her down as-

[...and then leaps up, dropping both knees down into the lower back of Bailey, again
causing her to cry out!]

“"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[Wallace slips off, rolling Bailey onto her back before applying a lateral press.]
LD: Could that be enough? ONNNNE! TWOOOOQO! THR-

[The crowd ROARS as Bailey powers out, her arm flying into the air to cheers!]

LD: -and Kimmy Bailey continues to hang on, trying to fight through the pain
shooting through her body right now.

“FIVE MINUTES REMAIN! FIVE MINUTES!”

LD: And now it becomes nervous time for these two competitors - five minutes left
in the time limit and the pressure is on!

BW: Win and you head to London for fish and chips, lose and you’re home on the
couch eating fish sticks and potato chips!

LD: Wallace right back up, kicking her over onto her back... and she’s looking for a
camel clutch here annnnnnd... yes! She’s got it!

BW: Ring the bell, refl It's over!



LD: Trish Wallace locks it in, cranking back on the chinlock, bending the spine of
Kimmy Bailey... and this is a true test of the will to win for the young rookie who is
being tested in one-on-one action in a way that she just hasn’t been tested before!

BW: Wallace needs to crank the hold on as tight as she can... she needs the
submission here otherwise this is valuable time ticking off the clock.

LD: Kimmy'’s fighting it though, trying to pull the hands off her chin... trying to get
up on her knees to reduce the pressure...

[As Bailey struggles against the submission hold, the crowd starts chanting for
her..]

“KIM-MY!”
“KIM-MY!”
“KIM-MY!”

[...and Bailey starts pumping a fist down on the mat, causing a look of alarm to
cross the face of Wallace!]

LD: The love of the fans is driving Bailey’s efforts to escape this hold!

BW: The love of money and winning matches is what SHOULD be driving her
efforts. Playing to the peasants is a sucker’s game.

LD: These “peasants” help pay your salary, Ben!
BW: As they should. I'm the highlight of their lives and they’re welcome for that!

[Lori sighs as Kimmy reaches down, using her powerful arms to push up off the mat
to her knees...]

LD: She’s halfway out of this! Up on her knees now!

[...and reaches back with those same arms, hooking them around the legs of
Wallace...]

LD: LOOK! AT! THIS!

[...and climbs up off the mat, holding Wallace on her back!]

LD: BAILEY IS UP! KIMMY BAILEY IS ON HER FEET AND-
“*OHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: -AND SHE DRIIIIIIVES WALLACE BACK INTO THE CORNER!

[A weary Bailey turns around, grabbing at her lower back for a few moments before
struggling to boost Wallace up to a seated position on the top turnbuckle...]

LD: Kimmy’s got her eyes on Victory Lane right here, putting Wallace in a
vulnerable position and... wait a second!

[A loud voice is heard from off-mic...

...and we cut to a shot of the entrance stage where we see Laura Davis standing,
shouting at the ring...]



LD: Laura Davis is out here and she’s absolutely SCREAMING at Kimmy Bailey!
What'’s this all about?

BW: Boy, you really are thick sometimes. This is textbook managing, Dane! Your
client’s in trouble and you get the attention of whoever you can to help them. The
referee sometimes but right now, it’s the opponent because Kimmy Bailey stopped
doing whatever she was doing and is now solidly focused on the woman who once
dropped her on her damn head!

[Kimmy Bailey is indeed now returning verbal fire on Davis from across the studio...
...when suddenly the crowd ROARS...]

LD: UH OH!

[...at the arrival of Ayako Fujiwara on the stage as well, immediately confronting
Davis who suddenly looks quite alarmed!]

LD: Ayako Fujiwara is out here also... and there’s no love lost between these two,
Ben!

BW: Absolutely not. Fujiwara and Davis had a tremendous rivalry through much of
2017 ending in that Ironwoman match which was one of the best matches of the
year in my estimation and mine is the only one that should matter!

[And with a grin at her partner’s arrival, Bailey steps up on the middle rope, making
a grab for Wallace but the extra recovery time pays dividends as Trish smashes her
skull into Bailey’s!]

LD: OHH! HEADBUTT! HEADBUTT!

[The blow causes Bailey to slump forward...

...and gives Wallace the opportunity to end the match, leaping forward...]

LD: SUNSET FLIP...

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

LD: ..POWERRRRRBOMMMMMMMB!

BW: That’s gotta be it!

[The referee dives down to count, the fans counting along once again...]
“"ONNNNNNNNNNNNNNNE!"

“"TWOO0O00000000000!”

“THREEEEEEEEE- OHHHHHHHHHH!"

LD: SHE KICKS OUT! KIMMY BAILEY, BY GOD... SHE KICKS OUT AGAIN!
BW: WHAT?!

LD: Kimmy Bailey took the best that Trish Wallace had to offer right there and she
STILL kicked out!



BW: And by my watch, we're down under three minutes to go! Another Royal
Crown battle going right down to the line, Dane!

LD: And we STILL don’t know what happens if both competitors are eliminated in a
first round match! There was some chatter about it last Saturday night and
throughout the week but to the best of my knowledge, we don’t have an answer
and we're about three minutes away from needing one!

BW: If the powerbomb didn’t do it, I don’t know what will!

[An angry Wallace rises to her feet... and spots Davis and Fujiwara trading angry
words on the stage. She points a powerful arm up, looking dead at the Olympic
gold medalist...]

LD: What's this about now? Wallace pointing at Fujiwara and...

BW: She doesn’t have time for this!

[...and then peels a weary and hurting Bailey off the canvas, wrapping her powerful
arms around her and hoisting her off the mat!]

LD: BEARHUG! BEARHUG LOCKED IN!

BW: This is how she injured Molly Bell! That’s what that point was about, Dane! A
message to Fujiwara!

[And an irate Fujiwara turns her back on Davis, quickly walking down the staircase
to the ring, now shouting encouragement to her partner who is trapped in a very
dangerous hold!]

LD: Wallace using all that power, squeezing the torso of Bailey, punishing the
ribcage, tormenting the already-sore back...

BW: And more importantly, Dane, she’s cutting off the air of Bailey. Every time
Bailey takes a deep breath to get more oxygen into her body, Wallace squeezes a
little harder... locking the hold in a little tighter... if she can make it hard for Bailey to
breathe, she makes it hard for Bailey to fight...

LD: Time is not on the side of Kimmy Bailey here. Not only is the time limit for this
match continuing to tick down but we’re also looking at a situation where the longer
Bailey stays in this hold, the less likely she is to be able to survive it!

[Bailey senses the same, raising her arms and smashing a fist into the side of
Wallace’s head who shakes it off, keeping the hold applied...]

LD: Bailey trying to fight her way out of it! But does she have enough left to do so?
BW: Davis making her way down to ringside now too to get a closer look...

LD: Or interfere.

BW: ...or to make sure Fujiwara keeps her nose out of it.

LD: Or to interfere.

BW: Davis hasn’t done a single thing to warrant such slander, Dane!

LD: Until she interferes!



[Bailey again smashes a fist to the jaw... and another as Fujiwara takes up a spot at
ringside, smashing her hands down into the apron as the crowd chants along...]

“KIM-MY!”
“KIM-MY!”
“KIM-MY!”

[Bailey raises her arms again, pumping her fists, trying to draw strength from the
Atlanta faithful...]

LD: And we're being told we're under two minutes now! Less than two minutes
remaining in this first round Royal Crown matchup!

“"SMAAAAAAAAACK!"

[...and Bailey cracks her arms together on the ears of Wallace, a staggering blow
that causes Wallace to set Bailey’s feet back down on the mat while still maintaining
the hold...]

LD: She’s still got it on but with Bailey’s feet on the mat, it takes away a little of the
pressure...

BW: And gives her more potential ways out of the hold!

[...and Bailey uses the chink in the armor, rapidly throwing right hands to the head
as the crowd continues to chant her name...]

“KIM-MY!”

“KIM-MY!”

“KIM-MY!”

[...and with Wallace dazed enough, the grip loosened slightly, Bailey plants her feet
and pushes forward, driving Wallace across the ring, pushing right up against the
ropes...]

LD: Ohhh! Into the ropes! She made it, Ben! She found a way-

[...but before the referee can order the hold broken, Laura Davis uses the
momentary confusion of the crash into the ropes to snake an arm in, yanking
Bailey’s leg out from under her which puts Bailey down on her back with Wallace on

top of her..

...and with Davis holding down the ankle, pulling down hard so that she’s out of the
official’s view...]

LD: WAIT! WAIT!

[...as they dive to the mat to count once...]
LD: AYAKO COMING QUICK!

[...twice...]

LD: NOT LIKE THIS!



[...and Fujiwara BARRELS into Davis, knocking her down to the floor, letting go of
Bailey’s ankle...

...right after the referee slaps the mat a third time, Bailey’s shoulder popping up a
split second after the three count!]

LD: OH, COME ON!
BW: SHE GOT HER! WALLACE WINS!
“DING! DING! DING!”

[Fujiwara looks crestfallen as she looks back towards the ring where Bailey is on
her hip, looking up in disbelief as the official raises the hand of Trish Wallace who is
kneeling on the mat, a giant smirk on her face!]

LD: The Slam Sorority STOLE this, Ben! They literally STOLE it!

BW: That’s not what the record book says, Dane! It says that on the 28th of April
in the year 2018, Trish Wallace is headed to London to battle for the Royal Crown!

LD: I can't believe this! Ayako’s in shock, Bailey’s obviously disappointed as well...
and Davis and Wallace are getting the heck of Dodge before the Lariatos come
gunning for them! Incredible!

[The camera shot shows Kimmy Bailey sitting on the mat, head down as Fujiwara
kneels beside her, glaring up the aisle at the fleeing Davis and Wallace.]

LD: It was a heck of an effort by Kimmy Bailey... like we said, Ben, they both gave it
all they had and...

BW: And Trish Wallace just wanted it more.

LD: I don't think that’s true at all. I think Trish Wallace was just willing to do
whatever it took to win.

BW: That’s exactly what I said.

LD: It's... no, it's not. Not at all. The fans here in Atlanta are letting the Slam
Sorority have it... and letting Kimmy know they still love her and... well, Mariah...
we've got ourselves three-quarters of our Women’s Royal Crown Final!

[We cut from the ring to Mariah and Sweet Daddy Williams at the interview podium,
the latter of which is shaking his head with disgust.]

MW: That's right, Lori... and just like that... although you may not like how it
happened and these fans in Atlanta certainly don’t... Trish Wallace scores a tainted
victory and books her travel to The Battle of London, Ess-Dee!

SDW: That right there was dirty, Miss Mariah! It was dirty and it sure ain’t right...
but that was Laura Davis makin’ sure her girls were represented in that Final in jolly
ol London. It was Davis makin’ sure that she got at least one of that group in
there.

MW: Well, she’s in there... and we now know three of the four competitors who will
make up the Women’s Royal Crown Finals - Michelle Bailey, Lauryn Rage, and now
Trish Wallace. That’s quite the trio.



SDW: It is, it definitely is... and you can see Michelle in there with her daughter
right now... and you just know she’s gonna have her sights set on Trish Wallace
after what just went down.

MW: Lauryn Rage has her own history with the Slam Sorority of course as well...
and if she’s medically cleared to compete, she’s going to be looking for payback on
T-Bone Trish. The Battle of London is shaping up to be quite the night of conflict in
the O2 Arena on April 28th and I'm looking forward to it... but now, we've gotta talk
about the men’s side of the tournament. We've got three women in the Finals but
not a single man yet... and that changes tonight.

SDW: Later tonight, we gonna see Tony Donovan... “Tough” Tony’s grandson, big
Rob’s baby boy... going one on one with England’s own Rory Smythe in what should
be a good one. Of course, Tiger Claw gonna be in his corner and so far, when that
happens, Donovan’s putting together some big wins.

MW: We're also going to see Paris Crawford taking on Rapahel Rhodes tonight as
well... so by the time this night is over, we’'ll know half of the competitors on the
men’s side of the Royal Crown Finals as well. The other first round matches will all
take place right here in two weeks - on April 21st, just seven days before the Battle
of London when we’ll see Ayako Fujiwara take on Ricki Toughill, Sid Osborne take
on Shadoe Rage, and Joe Flint meet the man we’re about to see in action, the hired
gun himself Smasher Salazar! Let’s go to the ring!

[We cut to the ring, where Megumi Sato awaits, and an antsy-looking opponent
stands beside Andy Dawson.]

MS: Our next match is set for one fall with a ten minute time limit! Introducing
first, already in the ring... he is from Albany, Georgia, and weighs 223 pounds...

...CHASE CHAMBERS!

[Chambers, a Caucasian man with a solid build, raises his hand to respectful
applause from the crowd. He looks young, fresh out of wrestling camp, and wears a
black and grey striped singlet, along with black kneepads and boots.]

BW: This kid looks a little intimidated.

LD: I'll say. He saw who was slotted against him after what this man was a part of
a couple of weeks ago, and to his credit, he's here to give it his best effort.
Megumi, back up to you.

[The ring announcer continues.]

MS: Annnnnnnnd his opponent... he is from Cut and Shoot, Texas, weighing 279
pounds...

SMAAAAAAAAAAASHERRRRRRRRRRRR
SAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAALAAAAAAAAZARRRRRRRRRRRRR!

["What a Beautiful Day" by dead horse plays over the sound system, as the crowd
gives a reaction of mostly boos to the bounty hunter, although a few cheers seem
to be sneaking in.]

LD: And you can hear from the audience, there are a few people who might feel
bad for this man after what happened to him just last week on Saturday Night
Wrestling thanks to Kerry Kendrick, but at the same time, they remember what
happened when Smasher Salazar helped Curly Bill Webb and the Desperados put
Isaiah Carpenter on the shelf for good!



BW: I don't see why they'd be upset. This is a free market society, Dane, and the
man's trying to earn a living.

LD: He got picked for the Royal Crown, Ben! He doesn't need to be participating in
these kinds of antics!

BW: In a game of mercenaries, you either get the job done or you're the next
target. That's exactly what happened to Isaiah Carpenter.

[As the commentators discuss Isaiah Carpenter's fate, Smasher Salazar has walked
from the entrance, beady eyes darting around the arena. He has his head bandaged
thanks to being hit with his own Dr Pepper bottle by Kerry Kendrick, and he wears a
pair of filthy jeans and a sleeveless T-shirt bearing the logo of "The New 93Q", a
country music radio station from Houston, Texas. Around his neck is a noose, and
around his shoulder is a coiled bullwhip. In his left hand is a new Dr Pepper bottle,
taped up just like the last one.

As he climbs up the steps, he removes the noose from his neck, dropping it onto
the apron along with his bullwhip, and he spits into his Dr Pepper bottle before
leaving it on the top of the ringpost. As he steps through the ropes, he waves his
hand at Andy Dawson...]

LD: Watch out Andy! Here he comes!
[...and immediately drives a knee right into Chase Chambers' kidneys!]

LD: Andy Dawson calling for the bell to start this match, and just like usual,
Smasher Salazar going right after his opponent!

BW: The last time we saw him in action, he was a bit more jovial than this. I like
Kerry Kendrick a lot, but I think he may have woken up a monster by hitting him
with that bottle, Dane.

LD: Salazar with a fistful of this kid's hair... come on, get in there, ref! Salazar
throwing three punches, now four, right in Chambers' face!

BW: And every time Chambers tries to get a hand up, Smasher yanks the kid
around to open things up or just punches right through the hands.

LD: Referee Andy Dawson is warning Smasher Salazar about those closed fist
punches...

[Salazar glares at Dawson, shouting "FINE ME THEN, LAWMAN!" and kicks
Chambers right between the eyes with his cowboy boot.]

LD: Ben, I think you may be right. We saw him compete a month ago, and he was
nowhere near like this.

[Salazar kneels near Chambers' head, then with a piston-like motion, throws more
punches at Chambers' head.]

LD: Not much finesse, but a very straightforward approach by Smasher Salazar.
BW: And one that's doing a whole lot of damage, Dane.

[Andy Dawson grabs Salazar by the arm and pulls him back a bit, as Chambers
woozily tries to use the ropes to get back to his feet. As he pulls himself to a seated

position, he gets another boot to the face, with Salazar smashing his heel right onto
Chambers' temple.]



LD: Goodness gracious! Ben, the referee's got to think about stopping this one,
doesn't he?

BW: I mean, yeah, but think about what's running through Joe Flint's mind. You
may think it's easy to prepare for a straightforward assault like this, but Flint's got
to make sure he doesn't get caught with anything Smasher Salazar can throw. He's
going to have to keep Salazar on the move in two weeks' time. Then, if you're Joe
Flint, you've got to be cursing Kerry Kendrick for ticking this guy off.

LD: Salazar has got another handful of Chambers' hair, dragging him back out to
the center of the ring... and there's a bodyslam! Imagine, a wrestling move out of
this guy!

BW: If the punches and the kicks work, who needs the rest?

[Salazar sits Chambers up, then kicks him across the head with the toe of his boot.
As Chambers falls back to the mat, Salazar storms over to the turnbuckles, hoisting
himself up to the middle rope.]

LD: Oh jeez. Ben, we saw him do this a month ago! He comes off the middle rope
with this senton, and if he hits this, it's sure to be over!

BW: He also flattened Isaiah Carpenter with a regular one two weeks ago, so
imagine what will happen to this kid if he hits this?

[Salazar glares down at the unmoving Chambers, then makes a deliberate slashing
motion across his throat with his thumb. He leaps... ]

"WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAM!"
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[... and crushes Chambers under almost 280 pounds of weight! The momentum
carries him to a seated position next to Chambers, and Salazar puts his hand on
Chambers' face, as Dawson drops down to count.]

BW: I know you're going to call that a lackadaisical cover, Dane, but does he need
any more?

LD: He sure doesn't. Andy Dawson counts one, two, and three. What a dominant
win for Smasher Salazar on the road to the Royal Crown, Ben.

BW: And you know Joe Flint's taking notes on all of it.

LD: He sure is. You've got to wonder what Kerry Kendrick and Miss Sandra Hayes
think of it all, though, and if Kerry Kendrick is regretting what he did last week.

BW: I bet Kerry Kendrick doesn't regret a single day in his life, aside from the ones
he didn't spend with your daughter, Dane.

[We hear Lori sigh.]

LD: Standing by is Mariah Wolfe, who will try to get a word with this madman
Smasher Salazar. Mariah?

[We cut over to Mariah Wolfe, who shakes her head.]

MW: Out of line there, Ben. Smasher Salazar with a crushing win over Chase
Chambers as he makes his way over to come see me.



[As Salazar enters the frame, we see him putting the noose back around his neck.
He tosses the bullwhip out of frame, and spits into his Dr Pepper bottle.]

MW: Mr. Salazar, congratulations on your win.
[Salazar's eyes narrow as he glares at Mariah.]
SS: Lil' Reesey ain't back from her honeymoon yet?

[The crowd roars with boos as Mariah's jaw drops. Salazar remains unfazed,
spitting into the bottle again.]

MW: I can't believe you'd ask such a question.
[Salazar glares.]
SS: Pardon me, miss.

[Salazar jabs a finger at the back of his head, to the bandage covering up the
wound from Kerry Kendrick's attack.]

SS: Been a tryin' type of week for me. Things keep slippin' in and out of my mind.
MW: I understa-
[Salazar cuts her off.]

SS: Eight dadgum stitches to close up my scalp, darlin'. That boy gave me eight
stitches.

MW: That sounds like a lot.
[Salazar smiles with his tobacco-stained teeth.]

SS: That ain't nothin. Not nearly as much as I'd put in his scalp if it was me
swingin' this.

[Salazar holds up the bottle, sloshing the spit inside.]

SS: Lucky for ol' Kerry Kendrick, though, he had a guardian angel from up on high
call down and save him from the worst butt whoopin' he'll ever experience in his
dadblasted life. Guardian angel nhamed Karl O'Connor sang down from rasslin'
heaven and said "put that boy Smasher Salazar in this here Royal Crown and let
him make some money".

[Salazar leans in a bit closer to Mariah Wolfe.]

SS: You know I'm all about makin' money, don't ya, sugar?

[Mariah nods.]

SS: See it's about priorities with me, and in two weeks’ time, I got to take down a
military man named Joe Flint. If I do that, then in three weeks’ time, I get to make
more money than I got time to count. All I got to do is do what I do best. Now what
do you think that is?

[Salazar goes to spit in the bottle, as Mariah stammers for a second before landing
on the answer.]

MW: Beat people up?



[Salazar nods his head, then winks.]

SS: You ain't Lil' Reesey, but you ain't half bad. Now... you listen to me, Joe Flint,
and you listen good. I ain't here to dress up and play a war game with you. I didn't
help Curly Bill Webb and the Desperadoes bust up that Dog of War for pocket
change because I don't know how much I'm worth. It's real simple, boy...

... I did it so the world knows just how broken that toy soldier's about to be if he
don't get back in his box where he belongs.

[And with a spit into his bottle, Salazar walks out of frame.]

MW: That's going to be quite the encounter in two weeks, fans. The Royal Crown
continues to roll on... and so do we. We'll be right back after this break with a
much-anticipated showdown between “Golden” Grant Carter and the “Big Man On
Campus” Trey Carson so stick around!

[We fade from the grinning Mariah to black...

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

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

[There’s a voiceover.]

VO: Now you can!

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

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

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

Kids sizes and adult sizes available.

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

[FLASH!

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

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

[Fade to black...



We fade up on a dark but starlit Los Angeles sky, our focus on the stars themselves
before slowly panning down to reveal we're in the middle of a completely empty
Dodger Stadium... almost. The camera shot shows row upon row of empty seats
with the stadium lights glowing down on them...

...and then slowly zooms in on the top deck, the cheapest seats in the ballpark to
where someone is seated.

We cut to that “someone” to reveal the man once known as El Cholo... Los Angeles’
native son, Juan Vasquez, sitting in a seat with a wistful smile on his face.]

“This... this is where it all began.”
[Vasquez looks out on the field as the camera follows his gaze.]
“Right here. So many nights as a kid. Watching Gods walk among men.”

[We can hear an echo of the immortal voice of Vin Scully on the call - “High fly ball
into right field... sheeeee isssss GONE!” Vasquez smiles, nodding his head.]

“This is where it started for me. The rush. The roar of the crowd.”

[He points down towards the field.]

“I knew I would never be like them. I wouldn’t be Hershiser or Fernando...”

[The voice again - “if you have a sombrero, throw it to the sky!”]

“...Gibson or Guerrero... that wasn’t my destiny. But this is where I heard the
cheers of the fans for those men and knew my destiny was to one day hear them
for me.”

[Vasquez nods, closing his eyes, leaning back in his seat...]

“Can’t think of any place I'd rather be when it ends.”

[...and as we hold on Vasquez’ face, serene... at peace... happy...

...the shot fades back up to the night sky where the Memorial Day Mayhem graphic
appears with all the show info and the words “51 DAYS REMAIN.”

And then we fade up backstage where we find "The Big Man on Campus" Trey
Carson standing next to his manager "The Professional" Dave Cooper. Carson is
dressed in his wrestling attire, consisting of a black singlet with the words "BIG
MAN ON CAMPUS" in white lettering, black tights and wrestling boots. He also
wears shades and has black, fingerless gloves on both hands. Cooper is dressed in
a white button-down shirt and a pair of brown slacks.]

DC: Right beside me is the Big Man on Campus. And those of you who have been
paying attention know just how dominant the Big Man is. Unfortunately, it seems a
few people haven't been paying attention.

Or, at the very least, they haven't been paying close enough attention.

Every man that has dared to step up to face the Big Man, found out the hard way
what happens when you do that. And it seems that one "Golden" Grant Carter has a
problem with that. Well, Carter, it's time for you to find out what happens when you
dare to step up to face the Big Man.



[Carson curls his left hand into a fist, then slaps it against his right palm. He
doesn't say a word, but you can see a hint of a grin forming on his lips.]

DC: I want you to look at this man, Grant Carter. Have you ever seen a more
impressive physical specimen in your time? Have you ever seen a man who is so
focused on the matter at hand? Have you ever seen a man who has simply
dominated every time he has stepped into the ring?

And ask yourself this, most of all: Have you ever wondered what it was like to get
on the bad side of a dominant physical specimen like the Big Man on Campus?

Tonight, Carter, you are going to be just the latest statistic in the Big Man's tear
through the AWA. Maybe when this match is done, you can find something useful to
do with your time, like begging Kelly Kowalski to let you babysit her some more...
not that I believe she needs one.

But at least it would be something you're better suited to do than going face to face
with the man standing by my side.

[He turns to Carson.]
DC: You have anything to add, Big Man?
[Carson scoffs... and then he speaks.]

TC: "Golden" Grant Carter, huh? More like "Broken" Grant Carter when I put you
down for the count!

[He slaps his fist into his palm again.]
DC: [chuckling] I believe that is the end of the discussion! Let's go, Big Man!
[He and Carson then walk off the set...

...and we cut to another part of the backstage area where we find former EMWC
Universal Champion Steve Rogers standing.]

SR: “Superstar” Steve Rogers coming to you live and direct from the backstage...
place... here in Center Stage Studios...

[He gestures around him.]

SR: ...and joining me right now is a man about to head to the ring in... well, a few
seconds now actually... a man who likely has a lot on his mind as he gets set to
tangle with a man bigger than him, stronger than him, and with an undefeated
streak longer than my... my... well, it’s long, okay?

[Rogers stumbles over himself as he looks to his side.]

SR: “Golden” Grant, come on in here please...

[Grant Carter gives Rogers an amused look as he steps into frame, ready for battle
in his golden full-length tights with "GGC” written on the rump and a sparkling
black and gold vest.]

SR: ...you got something to say?

[Carter chuckles.]



GGC: Yeah, I guess I do. You know, Superstar... it's hard to imagine sometimes
that I really haven’t been around the ring for that long. I feel like I seen it all, ya
know? Especially after all that stuff that went down last year with Castillo and the
Eye and...

[He shakes his head.]

GGC: ...but just when you start thinking you seen everything, a wedding with the
nicest girl anyone’s ever met gets busted up because the groom and his buddies
tried to end the career of the guy who everyone hated to begin with. Now if that
don't beat it all, Superstar, I don’t know what does.

[Carter sighs.]

GGC: But the hard part about it is that in the old days, somebody woulda formed a
posse and they woulda chased the bad guys out of town as quick as they could.
But these days... ain’t nobody got time for that. Because if I look over there at
what Supreme Wright and his pals did to Theresa and even start thinkin’ about
lending a hand, some seven foot undefeated bully is gonna kick my head right off
my shoulders and put me down.

[Carter clenches a fist, smashing it into his hand.]

GGC: Which means I can’t think about Theresa and the Red Wedding. I can’t think
about my pal Ricki and what she’s up to. I can’t even think about my girl Kelly and
the mess she’s in with those buzzing little gnats holding her back.

All I can think about is that I gotta get in that ring tonight... and I gotta fight. I
gotta fight for me first of all because... well, I don’t want my head kicked off! But I
also gotta fight for a bunch of other people.

I gotta fight for the kid who's just trying to grow up the right way and have friends
and play sports and have fun... and who can’t do any of that ‘cause he’s got a bully
at school. Some kid who's bigger than him and meaner than him that wants to pick
on him ‘cause he’s got something different about him that he don’t like. I fight for
him... and every other kid like him who just needs someone... anyone... to show you
can stand up to a bully and it’ll be okay.

You know who else I'm fightin’ for, Superstar?

[Rogers shrugs.]

GGC: I'm fightin’ for all the kids in this locker room lookin’ to make it to the next
level - guys like Omega who stood up to the biggest bully of ‘em all two weeks
ago... guys like Yoshi who was scared to death to be in there with a living legend - a
damn Hall of Famer - last weekend but he did it anyways. Anyone in this locker
room who needs a little help - just a little help - believin’ in themselves that they
can do whatever they dream of doin’.

I fight for them too.

[Carter shrugs.]

GGC: And yeah, at the end of the day... I just might get my head kicked off. ‘Cause
like you said, Superstar... Trey Carson’s bigger than me... he’s stronger than me...
and ain’t no one beat him yet.

[Carter grins.]

GGC: Yet.



But even if that happens, the one thing you can’t say about “"Golden” Grant Carter...
the one thing you can’t ever say... is that I didn’t stand up and fight. Just like Yoshi.
Just like Omega. And just like that kid on the playground.

[Carter plants his fist into an open hand, holding his arms out in front of him in that
signature GGC pose before he strides out of view with a clap on the shoulder of
Steve Rogers.]

SR: A man with a plan tonight in that ring... let’s see if he can stick to it. Let’s go
back down to the ring to Rebecca!

[He grins... and then frowns.]
SR: Wait, no! Megu-

[And we cut from backstage down to the ring where Megumi Sato is shaking her
head with a smirk...]

MS: The next matchup is set for one fall with a fifteen minute time limit.

["The Man" by The Killers starts up over the PA system and, on the video wall, we
see a red Ford Mustang convertible driving down a street. As it comes closer, we
see the driver's face, it freezes, the song kicks in full and the shot is replaced with
these words in white lettering:

"BIG MAN ON CAMPUS"]

MS: First... coming down the aisle accompanied by his manager, "The Professional"
Dave Cooper... hailing from Ann Arbor, Michigan, and weighing 325 pounds...

THE BIIIIIIIIIIIIG MAN ON CAMPUSSSSSSSS...
...TREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEY CARRRRRRRRRRRRRSONNNNNNNNNN!

[Dave Cooper is first to come out, dressed in a white button-down shirt and a pair
of brown slacks. Right behind him comes Trey Carson, the same man you saw
driving the Mustang. Carson has dark brown hair cut into a flat top and a goatee.
He wears a black singlet with the words "BIG MAN ON CAMPUS" in white lettering,
black tights and wrestling boots. He also wears black, fingerless gloves on both
hands. Carson also wears sunglasses.]

LD: 325 pounds of undefeated monster heading down that aisle, Ben.

BW: You see it as he is... I see it as he could be, Dane. I see untapped potential. I
see unlimited athletic gifts still to be discovered and honed. I see a guy who looks
big and bad now... but will only look better in the future.

[Cooper leads Carson down the aisle, the two taking a methodical pace. When the
duo reaches the ring, Cooper ascends the ring steps and ducks between the ropes,
while Carson grabs the top rope and uses it to pull himself up to the apron. He
keeps his grasp on the top rope and steps over it.]

LD: Well, speaking of untapped potential and honing raw skills... what do you think
of Dave Cooper as the man to lead this giant into the future?

BW: I've got all the respect in the world for Dave Cooper - both as a competitor and
now as a manager. In fact, with me out of the game, Dave Cooper may be THE
best strategic manager on the market. Trey Carson wanted the best? He got the
best. The Professional can take him all the way to to the top.



[Carson walks to the center of the ring and raises his right hand, curls into a fist,
and extends his pointer, letting the crowd know who is number one. Cooper
applauds Carson, who lowers his arm and turns to face his manager, then the two
men bump fists. Carson then removes his sunglasses as Megumi continues.]

MS: Annnnnnnnnnnnnnd his opponent...
[The opening notes to Bon Jovi’s “It's My Life” starts up to a cheer from the crowd.]
MS: ...from Asbury Park, New Jersey... weighing in at 262 pounds...

[Sato pauses just as the lyrics begin and “Golden” Grant Carter bursts through the
curtain into view to a bigger cheer, throwing his arms up in a “V” with his left fist
clenched and pressed into his fully-extended right palm.]

MS: .."GOLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLDENNNNNNNNNNN!
GRAAAAAAAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNT
CARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRTERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!

[Carter throws his arms apart, a big grin on his face at the crowd’s reaction. He
hops a couple of times, pointing out at