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[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...

...and then back up on a star-filled sky. So dark and so perfectly clear that it must
be shot out in an empty desert somewhere. The stars are picture perfect pinpoints
of illumination...

...that slowly start to pulse with the rhythm of music playing.

It’s “"All The Stars” from the Black Panther soundtrack by Kendrick Lamar and SZA.
Those pulsing stars burn brighter as the lyrics kick in.]

#This may be the night that my dreams might let me know#

[The pulsing stars get a little bit brighter, revealing the shape of what appears to be
constellation in the sky...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...and that constellation warps into Supernova flying through the air, about to hit
someone with a Heat Wave splash...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...back to a different constellation...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...that turns into Julie Somers uncorking a moonsault onto a prone victim...]
#This may be the night that my dreams might let me know#

[Cut to a superimposed shot of both Supernova and Somers holding their respective
titles aloft...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...to a shot of Next Gen turning from stars into hitting Charlie Stephens with a
flying clothesline off the top of the Brig at SuperClash IX...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...to a shot of Jordan Ohara turning from stars into soaring through the air with the
Phoenix Flame...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...to a shot of Odin Gunn turning from stars into a monstrous beast of a man
planting a helpless foe with a devastating standing spinebuster...]

#Tell me what you gon' do to me#

[Cut to Ryan Martinez staring down Hannibal Carver from their battle at SuperClash
VIL....]

#Confrontation ain't nothin' new to me#
[...to Michelle Bailey barreling over Laura Davis with a Britney Spear...]

#You can bring a bullet, bring a sword, bring a morgue#



[...to Supreme Wright smashing a stiff elbowstrike into the jaw of Casey James...]
#But you can't bring the truth to me#

[...to Ricki Toughill wrapping up Kerry Kendrick’s leg in a Spinning Toehold...]
#You and all your expectations#

[...to James Lynch attempting to push his brother, Jack’s face into a strand of
barbed wire...]

#1I don't even want your congratulations#
[...to Derrick Williams snapping off a Future Shock on Martinez after WarGames...]

#1 recognize your false confidence and calculated promises all in your
conversation#

[...to Jackson Hunter berating the crowd while holding up the National Title he once
held...]

#1 hate people that feel entitled#

[...to Harley Hamilton, Cinder, Kelly Kowalski, and Casey Cash celebrating after
Steal The Spotlight at SuperClash IX...]

#Look at me crazy 'cause I ain't invite you#

[...to Shadoe Rage sailing off the top of the super-sized steel cage to land a double
axehandle on Torin The Titan...]

#0h, you important?#
[...to a sneering Sid Osborne glaring into the camera...]
#You the moral to the story, you endorsing?#

[...to AJ Martinez and Cain Jackson hurling Paris Crawford over the ropes to the
outside...]

#Motherfu- I don't even like you#

[...to Ayako Fujiwara hurling Trish Wallace overhead and into the turnbuckles with a
suplex...]

#This may be the night that my dreams might let me know#

[...to Raphael Rhodes delivering a skin-blistering chop in the corner...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...to Max Magnum hurling a battered foe through the air with a Bombshell...]
#All the stars are closer#

[...to Whaitiri coming off the top rope with a flying splash...]

#All the stars are closer#



[...to Lauryn Rage driving a right hand into the jaw of an opponent...]
#This may be the night that my dreams might let me know#

[...to the American Idols delivering a double superkick on Bret Grayson... then
another one on Omega before run down with a double clothesline from Curt
Sawyer..]

#All the stars are closer#

[...to Victoria June getting a surprise rollup and loss at the hands of Molly Bell...]
#All the stars are closer#

[...to Atlas Armstrong applying the torture rack on a foe...]

#All the stars are closer#

[...and then back to a shot of Supernova holding the World Title aloft at the end of
his title victory at SuperClash...

...and into the friendly confines of the Target Center in Minneapolis, Minnesota
where the music is still playing - a moment passing before a burst of pyro races
towards the sky. The crowd is roaring for the pyro and for the return of AWA
action.]

GM: It is a brand new era of the American Wrestling Alliance and it begins here
TONIGHT in Minneapolis, Minnesota in the Target Center as the flagship show of the
AWA comes to you LIVE for the first time on our new network home ESPN! But
tonight isn’t just any ordinary Saturday Night Wrestling... tonight, is our 2018
Season Premiere known as SUPER SATURDAY!

[A big cheer goes up from the Minneapolis crowd!]

GM: The big game may be tomorrow just down the road but the AWA has come to
town to show those tough guys just how it’s done inside the squared circle.

[Another burst of pyro rockets goes off as the crowd cheers even louder.]

GM: It promises to be one heck of a night here in Minnesota as the AWA gets ready
to show the world what we’re all about.

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

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

GM: Hello everybody and welcome to this historic night of action here at Super
Saturday. I'm Gordon Myers and by my side, as always, is Bucky Wilde.

[Gordon Myers is standing in a black suit with white dress shirt and a royal blue tie.
His hair seems a little more salt than pepper these days as he nears his official
retirement from the professional wrestling business but the smile is there as he
looks over to his colorful color man, Buckthorn P. Wilde, who is dressed in a royal



purple suit from head to toe with a dazzling gold-on-gold tie and dress shirt
combo.]

BW: That’s right, Gordo, and when you come to Minnesota, it’s only right to pay
homage to The Purple One... His Royal Badness... the High Priest of Pop...

[And as Bucky twists around, jerking a thumb at the back of his suit jacket, we see
a golden bedazzled “symbol” that was once synonymous with the Artist himself.]

BW: Don’tcha just love Prince, Gordo?

GM: Dearly beloved... we are gathered here today... to experience the pinnacle of
professional wrestling that is known as the American Wrestling Alliance.

BW: Not bad, daddy... not bad at all. Who needs Albano out here?
[Gordon chuckles.]

GM: We have a tremendous show in store for you here tonight in Minneapolis,
Minnesota as later tonight, we'll see Kerry Kendrick taking on MAWAGA in a match
where the loser must leave the AWA for six months!

BW: Kendrick blames MAWAGA directly for what happened at SuperClash, I bet,
Gordo... so you can bet he’s looking for payback here tonight.

GM: We also have that huge invitational tag team gauntlet match to determine who
will be the final team in the tournament to crown the very first Women’s World Tag
Team Champions.

BW: I've got a winner to pick in that one, Gordo, ‘cause I got the scoop who is in it!
GM: Care to shed a little light on that one?
BW: Patience, my friend. Act your age, daddy, not your shoe size.

GM: And of course, the reason many are here tonight in Minneapolis - Juan Vasquez
has requested time here tonight to address his future - not just here in the AWA but
in the world of professional wrestling. Rumors have been buzzing about just what
the former World Champion and Hall of Famer will say here tonight and... well,
tonight, we’ll get our answer.

BW: Not even _I_ know that answer.

GM: But what you do know, Bucky, is that later tonight, your presence has been
requested in that ring behind us for a very special edition of The Call Of The Wilde
where you will be interviewing James Lynch and Bobby O’Connor about their
apparent split we learned about at the Tribunals after SuperClash.

BW: I know I'm doing it... but I don’t know why, Gordo. They asked for me, I didn’t
ask for them.

GM: We'll find out more later tonight on that and so much more here as we kick off
2018 as only we can...

[Gordon trails off as we get an aerial shot of the ring and surrounding crowd,
buzzing loudly as they wait to see how 2018 begins for the AWA...

...and it begins much as 2017 ended as the tinkling of synths that means the arrival
of the AWA’s White Knight begins to a TREMENDOUS ROAR from the Minneapolis
crowd!



A moment passes and as “Vox Populi” by Thirty Seconds To Mars starts up in
earnest, the former World Champion Ryan Martinez emerges from beyond the
entrance curtain to an even louder cheer. Martinez grins at the response, nodding
his head as he takes center stage for a moment...

...and at the lyric “time to go to war!” Martinez gives an emphatic nod and starts
walking down the ramp towards the ring where Mark Stegglet has arrived and is
waiting for him.]

GM: The White Knight! The man who lead Team AWA to victory at WarGames and
saved us all! Ryan Martinez is coming to the ring to address this sold out crowd
here at Super Saturday and I can’t think of a better way to kick off 2018 than to
hear from this young man right here.

BW: Oh, you're just gushing about him because he did the same to you at the
Grapples. You two have a whole mutual admiration society going on.

GM: Well, I suppose we do... and as I look ahead to my final shows with this
headset on, Bucky, it does an old man’s heart well to know I'm leaving this place
with men like Ryan Martinez... like Supernova... like Jack Lynch and Supreme
Wright... like Next Gen... and of course women like Julie Somers and Michelle Bailey.

[As Martinez approaches the ring, we see the AWA's White Knight is wearing a short
sleeved black polo shirt with the AWA logo emblazoned in the upper left as well as a
pair of black dress pants. The former World Champion looks as if he’s benefited
from the time off. His black hair is cut in an Ivy League style and his face is clean
shaven. Despite that, there is a pensive expression on his face as he enters the
ring to join Mark Stegglet within. The music fades as Mark raises the mic and
begins to speak.]

MS: Mr. Martinez...

[Martinez shakes his head, raising a hand to stop Stegglet cold.]

RM: After all this, I think you can call me Ryan, Mark. You and I, we kind of came
up together, didn't we? You and I go all the way back to the days of RyGunn, when

we were both the new kids on the block trying to make a name for ourselves.

And without sounding too egotistical, we've done it. So really Mark, it's Ryan,
okay?

MS: All right Ryan... still feels weird. But I'll work on it.

[Martinez grins.]

RM: That’s all I can ask for... but you... you got me out here to do some asking of
your own, right? A whole lot of stuff going on in the AWA these days from the
mystery of who took out Johnny Detson... to our new World Champion... to a certain
someone getting married...

[Martinez grins.]

RM: ...or I guess we could talk about WarGames and how the people of the AWA -
from me to you to Carver and Shadoe Rage and... to all of these people here in

Minneapolis and around the world...

[The crowd cheers loudly again as Martinez nods.]



RM: ...chased Javier Castillo - and I hope that’s the last time I have to say that
name - and his Korugun goons right out of town never to be heard from again!

[Another big cheer as Martinez shrugs.]

RM: Any of that sound like something you want to ask me about, Mark?

[Stegglet smiles.]

MS: Normally, I'd like to ask you about all of that, Mr... Ryan.

[He mouths “sorry” to a chuckling Martinez.]

MS: But... it's funny that you mention your past... funny that you mention RyGunn...
because just before we came out here tonight, someone from those days grabbed
me and asked for a chance to speak with you...

[Martinez furrows his brow, looking a little puzzled.]

MS: ...so... if you'll indulge me... and him...

[There is a skeptical look on Martinez’ face, but he nods his head.]

RM: All right...

[Stegglet motions towards the back.]

MS: That’s your cue.

[There's a moment’s pause, a buzzing in the air as we wait...

...until “"Bad to the Bone” by George Thorogood and the Destroyers plays. The crowd
murmurs in disbelief as Ryan shoots Stegglet a disdainful look. Mark mutters
something like “it's not what you think” just before out steps a tall, slender, but
muscled young figure with long blond hair and three days of dark stubble.]

GM: That’s Gunnar Gaines’ music! But that’s not the Hall of Famer!

[Indeed not, for it’'s a much younger man in Wranglers, a white T-shirt, a leather
vest and leather boots, walking purposefully to the ring.]

BW: That’s Justin Gaines! What’s HE doing here!?

[Gaines appears displeased about something, but it's not clear what. He reaches
the ring quickly and reaches for a microphone, speaking into it hurriedly as soon as
it's handed to him.]

JG: Hold on! Please! I said not that music!

[The music is cut off after a few seconds more. Ryan Martinez cocks his head in
disbelief at what he’s seeing, as Justin turns to face him, with Stegglet looking on.]

RM: Seriously?
[The boyish but full-grown Justin raises his hands, palms towards Martinez in a
“give me a second” motion. Martinez looks quizzically at Stegglet for a quick beat

— then yields with one hand, signaling the young Gaines to talk, but make it quick.]

JG: Ryan, I apologize for coming out like this, but like Mark said, I just need a
second of your time. Please?



[Martinez pauses, still looking surprised at this development.]
RM: You want a second of my time?

[He stops again, considering carefully the young man who played such a major role
in the days before he was the White Knight...

...and then slowly gives a nod.]

RM: All right, you can have it. But if you're looking for a match...
[Martinez looks Gaines over.]

RM: ...well, you got that too.

But before you say what you came out here to say, I've got a question of my own
for you.

[Martinez takes in a deep breath, exhaling, his expression turning nostalgic.]
RM: How’s your dad?

[Gaines narrows his eyes slightly, for just a second, but it turns to a look of
resignation.]

JG: How’s my dad? That’s what you want to know?

[Martinez nods his head.]

RM: I do. Because even though it didn’t end well, when I think about Grizz, I think
about the good times. I think about the road trips and all the ways that your dad
taught me about this business. I was an immature kid and your dad showed me
the ropes.

So yeah, I'm wondering how he is.

[Gaines grimaces for a split second before responding.]

JG: Well, funny, but that makes two of us, because I wish I knew.

[The crowd buzzes in response as Martinez’ arches an eyebrow but Gaines waves a
dismissive hand.]

JG: I didn't come out here to press his agendas, whatever they might be at this
point, and I certainly didn't come out here for a rematch with you. I'm a long ways
off from that.

[Martinez keeps his eyes on Gaines.]

JG: I came out here to apologize.

[Ryan shoots a look of surprise mixed with skepticism.]

RM: You're here to do what now?

[Justin puts a hand up, as if to say, “Let me explain” — which he proceeds to then
do.]



JG: Let's go back. Not just for you and I and Mark here... but for all these people,
some of whom might be new to the party and might be wondering who the heck
this kid is out here interrupting a former World Champion.

As you know, Ryan, I was in big matches here in the American Wrestling
Association when I was here before...

...and I was 18 years old, which doesn’t happen for too many people.

And I was in those matches with YOU.

[Martinez nods in recollection.]

JG: But the biggest reason that I was in them, was because of my father, the
legendary Gunnar Gaines. The one and only “Grizzly,” aka “"The Baddest Thang

Running.”

[Some cheers go up for the Hall of Famer as Justin looks out on the crowd with a
nod.]

JG: And he was part of RyGunn with you... until that tag team broke up...

...and I was the reason.

[Martinez looks surprised at the admission. Gaines grimaces, shaking his head.]
JG: I had a front row seat to one of the best tag teams in the industry, and that
gave me all the best opportunities to learn about this business I grew up in, that I
was born into.

But I wanted more.

I wanted to be in the ring and I wanted it right now... but even that wasn’t enough,
Ryan. I wanted to be in the ring... at SuperClash.

[The crowd cheers the AWA’s big annual event as Justin nods emphatically.]

JG: You ever try something you know is wrong, but you try it anyway? Just to see if
it works? Well, that’s sort of what I did. I pushed and pouted and engineered that
change, and my father sided with me over you, like a good Dad, God bless him, and
RyGunn was no more.

And that’s how I DID end up in the ring at SuperClash... but it was at the wrong end
of facing you and your father, Alex Martinez.

[Gaines chuckles.]

JG: We lost, of course. Deservedly so.

But here’s the thing. Here’s what I now realize.
I was selfish.

I was foolish.

[He nods.]

JG: I was disrespectful of one of the industry’s great young talents that I had
access to, until I blew it. And I thought it would all be easy, and it wasn't.



And that’s why I'm here, Ryan.
[He pauses, looking at the AWA’s White Knight.]

JG: To apologize. To explain you’re the better man. You are now, you were then,
and I knew it at the time.

Is that easy to admit? No, but it's easy to recognize.
And so that’s why I'm here, to set this right.

[Justin offers his hand to Ryan.]

JG: I mean it.

[Ryan looks at him skeptically, then nods. He reaches out and accepts the
handshake.]

RM: Thanks... that actually means a lot to me.

I gotta admit I never thought I would hear it. This business surprises me every day.
[Justin nods as Ryan smiles.]

JG: Thanks for understanding, man.

[Justin starts to turn away as Mark Stegglet clears his throat, putting a hand out.]
MS: Before you go, I've gotta ask what's next for you, Justin.

[Gaines pauses, looking at Stegglet... then over to Martinez.]

JG: Well, I don't expect I'll see Ryan here for a while... and if we never crossed
paths again, believe me... I'd understand.

I've got my own path to follow now... just like you do... and my path after tonight
doesn’t involve you.

Like I said, I'm a long ways from another match with you...
[Gaines shakes his head.]

JG: Right now, I don’t want big matches like we had. I want small ones. I want to
start at the beginning.

I don’t want anything because of my name, or the fact I was on pay per view,
because I didn’t earn that. I want things I did earn. I want to start at the bottom
and prove how far I can go. Where that is, I'm not sure, actually. Yet to be
determined. But it begins there.

[With a nod, Gaines turns and heads out of the ring. He stops halfway out between
the ropes. He turns towards the nearest camera, speaking off-mic into it.]

“I'll see you on the Power Hour.”

[Martinez watches as Gaines walks back up the aisle - no music, no fanfare, just a
young man looking to start over. He turns back to Stegglet, nodding his head.]

RM: I honestly didn't know what to expect from that, Mark... but that felt good.
Thank you.



[Stegglet nods.]

MS: You're welcome... but now that I asked him what’s next... I gotta ask you the
same. In fact...

[He gestures to the sold out crowd.]

MS: ...that seems to be the question on everyone’s mind - where does Ryan
Martinez go next?

[Martinez nods in understanding, as the pensive expression returns to the White
Knight’s face.]

RM: That is the question that I've been asking myself since the morning of
November 24th. Because for the first time in a long time... the White Knight
doesn’t have a Crusade

Korugun is gone. And from what I've seen of President Zharkov, despite some...
familial issues I have with him, he seems dedicated to playing it fair.

[Martinez shrugs.]

RM: So what do I do?

Do I go after the North American title and become the first man to win all three
singles’ titles? That would require targeting Jordan Ohara, and I don’t want to do
that to a friend.

Do I call up my good friend Jack Lynch and ask him to test out the theory that he’s
the best tag team wrestler in history and we go after tag team gold? Well again...
that would put us up against Next Gen, and I don’t want take their well deserved
time in the spotlight.

Maybe I should try and be the first 3-time World Champion. But that title is
securely around the waist of Supernova.

[Big cheers go up for the World Champion as Martinez nods in agreement, clapping
his hands a few times.]

RM: Maybe I should try and clear Brian James’ name because if he says he’s
innocent, then he is. But again, even if I do find out who took out Johnny Detson,
I'm more likely to give him a medal than anything else.

So where do I go?

[Martinez pauses, shaking his head.]

RM: There is no war to fight, no cause to champion. And I honestly don't
remember the last time February had come around where I was both healthy and
had nothing to do.

It's weird, Mark.

[The White Knight doesn’t seem to have anything more to say as Stegglet pulls the
mic back.]

MS: I notice one name left off your list tonight, Ryan.

[Ryan raises an eyebrow at Stegglet.]



MS: What about Derrick Williams?
[Martinez shrugs.]
RM: What about Derrick Williams?

Yeah, he took a cheap shot at me. But if I look at all of WarGames, what I see is a
man who stood up and fought by my side.

And that loyalty from bell to bell outweighs a cheap shot.
[There’s some applause from the crowd as Martinez nods again.]

RM: But, if Derrick Williams wants a match? Well, the next time someone can say I
refused a match with them is the first time anyone will ever say that.

Williams? If you want a match, all you have to do is say so. Any time, any place,
and you don’t have to jump me from behind to get it.

[The crowd cheers the idea of that encounter as Martinez smiles at their reaction.]
RM: Until then... I'll just keep my eyes peeled for the next war.

[Martinez’ music kicks back up as he reaches out to slap Mark Stegglet on the back,
turning to wave at the crowd a few times before exiting the ring.]

GM: What a way to start this show... this year... this new era off for the AWA as
Justin Gaines has made his AWA return in surprising fashion... and what else is
gonna happen here tonight? All bets are off!

BW: I didn’t expect to see Justin Gaines, Gordo... nor did I expect to hear Ryan
Martinez say that he holds no grudge against Derrick Williams... so I have no idea
what’s coming up next.

GM: I do! It's time for our opening matchup so let’s head up to the ring and our
good friend, the lovely Rebecca Ortiz! Rebecca?

[We fade from ringside up into the ring where Rebecca Ortiz is in a glittering red
dress, house mic in hand.]

RO: The opening contest for Super Saturday is scheduled for one fall with a twenty
minute time limit!

[Ortiz lowers the mic as we hear music that is familiar if you saw the recent AWA on
ESPN broadcast of the Golden Grapples.]

GM: QOi... this song again. And if you're hearing this song, it should come as no
surprise when I tell you that our opening match tonight is... well, Donna Martinelli
says it will be her against her cousin, Michelle Bailey, but Bucky, we never got
confirmation that Michelle took the match.

BW: It's on our format, isn't it? How disgraceful is it that Michelle Bailey is playing
mind games with Donna like this. It's bad enough that she laughed at her at the
Golden Grapples like she did.

[Gordon looks exasperated.]

GM: The whole building was laughing at her! Including you!



BW: That's besides the point, Gordo. Michelle should have treated her cousin better.
They're family, after all.

[Gordon sighs as Rebecca speaks up again.]

RO: Heading down the aisle... from New York City... weighing in at 145 pounds... she
is one-third of the Peach Pits...

DONNNNNNAAAAA MARTINELLLLLLITITIIIT!

[Martinelli comes bursting through the curtain clad in a pair of super tight peach-
colored bicycle shorts and a peach-colored football jersey cut off to reveal her toned
midsection. She’s wearing matching boots with glittery silver trim and a smirk on
her face as she cups a hand to her ear, shouting "I HEAR A HIIIIIIT!” while “Peach
Pits Rule The World” assail the eardrums of the fans.]

GM: Donna Martinelli making her way down the aisle... and you know, normally I
get a chance to speak with our competitors before our events begin so I can get an
opportunity to see how they feel, but I wasn't able to speak with Michelle. She's
spent most of today with Juan Vasquez, helping him prepare for his announcement
later tonight.

BW: So you're saying she ducked you.

GM: I'm saying that all we can go on is what she's said in the past, that she feels
uncomfortable with the idea of this match. But I suppose we'll see what happens.

[Stepping up into the ring through the ropes, Martinelli sashays her way across
towards Rebecca Ortiz... and promptly snatching the microphone out of her hand,
eyes rolling.]

DM: Excuse me, I have something important to say.

[Ortiz glares at her, holding her hand out expectantly for the return of the mic.
Donna looks disdainfully at her, dismissively waving a hand.]

DM: Shoo now.

[Ortiz sighs, shaking her head as she walks away, leaving a smirking Donna to turn
towards the crowd.]

DM: I've got something I want to say to YOU PEOPLE!

["Those people” boo loudly as expected.]

DM: For a month now, I've had to deal with comments from you people about the
humiliation I received at the Golden Grapples... humiliation thanks to Michelle and
her inability to keep some mangy cat under control!

[The crowd jeers the insult of the AWA faithful’s favorite feline.]

DM: Well, I've been waiting for this moment! I want to show the world who the
best wrestler in our family is...

[Martinelli pouts as the crowd boos her and a "BAI-LEY” chant starts up. Donna
looks appalled as she tries to plug her ears and ends up whapping herself in the
side of the head with the mic before jerking it right back down to berate the crowd
some more.]



DM: It's me, you dummies! I'm the best! Not her! Not precious little Kimmy off in
Japan! Me! Donna!

And everyone is saying that Michelle didn't want to take the match, but on our
rundown, it says plain as day, "Bailey vs. Martinelli". Obviously she took the match
and is just too scared to admit it! She knows what I'll do to h-

[The crowd roars as "Stronger" by Britney Spears begins to play, cutting Donna off,
as the "Platinum Princess" Michelle Bailey walks from the entrance...

...except she's not in her wrestling gear, instead wearing a purple pullover hoodie
and a floor-length black skirt, along with black Doc Marten boots.]

GM: I don't think that's someone who's going to wrestle her cousin tonight, Bucky.

BW: You don't think so, Gordo? How many people have shown up wearing those
kind of boots to try and kick people's faces with the steel toes?

GM: Bucky, be serious, Michelle Bailey would never do that.
BW: I wouldn't put it past her.

[Michelle stops at the entrance, motioning for the music to stop and for the crowd
to calm down, but before she can even say anything... ]

DM: Ha! Look at you, cuzzo! Too scared to fight me, huh? You're going to come out
here and forfeit?

[Donna takes a boxing stance, throwing a few awkward punches.]
DM: I got you running, don't I?

[Michelle tilts her head, a smirk on her face, before producing a microphone from
the front pocket of her hoodie.]

MB: Donna... what on earth are you talking about?

[The crowd cheers as Donna stops her shadowboxing. Michelle shakes her head.]
MB: Look, I gave this a lot of thought, and I've gotten used to being able to look at
myself in the mirror without feeling awful about seeing the reflection I saw back. If
I fought you, Donna, I don't know if I'd be able to look in that mirror and like what
I saw.

[Donna angrily interjects.]

DM: Yeah! Because I'd mess you up, princess!

[She throws a few more weird-looking punches as Michelle rolls her eyes.]

MB: If it makes you feel better, fine. Tell yourself that. But I wouldn't be able to
look in the mirror if I took this match today.

[Michelle looks out to the crowd.]
MB: I'm sorry, everyone.

[Michelle goes to turn around as we can hear Donna laugh. As Michelle's back is to
the ring, she raises a finger.]



MB: There is one thing, though...

[The crowd begins to buzz in anticipation.]

MB: ...what did it say on the rundown? It said "Bailey vs. Martinelli", right?
[Martinelli looks agitated.]

DM: What does it matter? You just said you're not taking the match! You lied to the
people! You lied to the AWA! YOU LIED TO ME!

[Michelle turns around with a thoughtful look on her face.]

MB: Oh, just thinking aloud... it didn't exactly say "Michelle Bailey vs. Donna
Martinelli", it just said "Bailey vs. Martinelli". Right?

[Michelle slaps her forehead with a grin as the crowd buzzes a little louder.]

MB: You know, I think I know where the confusion is here, Donna. I didn't take the
match...

[Michelle points back to the entrance.]
MB: She did.

[The crowd murmurs for a moment, then "Only Shallow" by My Bloody Valentine
begins to play, as something of a surprise walks through the entrance, causing
Donna Martinelli to stare up the aisle in shock.]

GM: Rebecca Ortiz doesn't have her microphone, so I guess we're going to have to
say it, Bucky... that's Kimmy Bailey!

BW: What?! I thought she was in Japan!

GM: So did Donna Martinelli! And she's walking with a purpose! The last time we
saw Kimmy Bailey, she was wrestling under the pseudonym Maria Spinella, and it
was Donna Martinelli that was responsible for Kimmy getting dropped with Laura
Davis' screwdriver back at Homecoming last September!

[Kimmy Bailey, a 5'8" mountain of muscle, walks down to the ring, pointing at
Martinelli, followed closely by her mother. She's wearing a pair of black shorts with
white trim, black kneepads, and black Adidas wrestling shoes. She's also sporting a
classic Juan Vasquez T-shirt, sleeves removed to show the muscle definition in her
shoulders and arms, and cut down to a crop top so you can see her abdominals.
She has long brown hair with chunky blonde highlights, and her hair is in braided
pigtails.]

GM: Bucky, remember when you called her a little brat? She's not as little as you
remember, huh?

BW: What the heck did they feed her in Japan?!

GM: I don't have a lot of notes on Kimmy, fans, but when I spoke with Michelle at
the Golden Grapples about her, she told me that Kimmy was wrestling a schedule
not unlike our AWA wrestlers, four or five times a week, plus basically working out,
training, and eating.

BW: Did they feed her whole cows?!



GM: Kimmy was 168 pounds when she made her AWA debut at Homecoming, she
has to be at least 10-15 pounds heavier now.

BW: And look at Donna, Gordo! She's protesting, as well she should! This isn't the
match she signed up for! She should file a formal protest with President Zharkov...
do they have those in Russia?

[Gordon chuckles again as - sure enough - Martinelli is shouting at referee Andy
Dawson, pointing frantically at Michelle Bailey, saying "it was supposed to be her!".
then pointing at Kimmy and waving her hand. Kimmy climbs up onto the apron,
then through the ropes, and glares at Donna as the music fades. On the back of the
shorts, we can see the words "fix your heart or die", as Kimmy cracks her knuckles
one by one while Donna continues to protest.]

GM: Donna Martinelli is having a serious meltdown about this, Bucky! I don't think
there's any way she could have been prepared for Kimmy Bailey tonight!

BW: Could anyone have been? For all we knew, she was still overseas!

GM: She had a great run in the 2017 Empress Cup, upsetting two former Empress
Cup champions, including Melissa Cannon, before she fell in the quarterfinals to
Harley Hamilton, and now she's here in Minnesota on Super Saturday... and I can
only assume she’s here to join the hottest division in all of pro wrestling - the AWA
Women’s Division, Bucky.

BW: She’s not alone in that. We saw Amber Gold making her long-awaited AWA
television debut at the Grapples and she’ll be in action later tonight here on Super
Saturday. And I hear there are more coming our way for that division.

[Andy Dawson has had enough of Martinelli's protests, signaling for the bell and for
the match to begin.]

“DING! DING! DING!”

GM: There's the bell, and whether she wants this one or not, Donna Martinelli is
going to get Kimmy Bailey!

BW: And what a bunch of bunk about family from Michelle, huh? Going out here
and not giving her cousin time to prepare like this!

GM: After what Donna was responsible for happening to Kimmy at Homecoming, I
think turnabout is fair play.

BW: You would, Gordo. You know, I hope whoever they get to replace you in a
couple of months sees things more my way.

GM: Highly unlikely, ol" pal.

[Kimmy has a grin on her face as she holds out three fingers, shouting something
at Martinelli.]

GM: Looks like she's saying that Donna Martinelli... gets three strikes?
BW: I don't know.
[Martinelli stomps over and... ]

"SLAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAP!"
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"



[... slaps Kimmy, causing the rookie's head to jerk back. Martinelli points a finger at
Kimmy, shouting at her, before Kimmy snaps back and glares, this time shouting
loud enough for everyone to hear.]

"THAT'S ONE!"

GM: A big slap from Martinelli, and Kimmy Bailey is saying that's strike one!

BW: What does she think this is, baseball?! Pitchers and catchers don't report for
another couple of weeks! This is Super Saturday! Football is tomorrow, ya dummy!

[Martinelli's eyes are wide as she throws a punch that again jerks Kimmy's head
back, but Kimmy again snaps back, rubbing her jaw. She holds up two fingers... ]

"THAT'S TWO!"
GM: That was a solid punch by Donna Martinelli...

BW: Yeah, this arrogant little jerk might not want to try and absorb shots to the
head like that, I don't care who she thinks she is or who her mother is!

GM: Let's see what Donna throws now with the count at oh-and-two...
[Martinelli looks around, slightly in a panic, as she throws another punch...
...that Kimmy ducks under, running off the ropes, and... ]

"WHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACK! "
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: OH MY STARS! WHAT A LARIAT BY KIMMY BAILEY! SHE NEARLY TURNED
DONNA MARTINELLI INSIDE OUT WITH THAT ONE!

BW: Are you kidding me?! How was that fair? That wasn't even a called strike!
[Kimmy puts her hand over her eyebrows, pointing out in the crowd as though she
just knocked one into the upper deck as Martinelli flops on the mat from the
strength of 180+ pounds driving at her at full speed.]

BW: They taught this kid how to be a showoff in Japan, huh?

GM: Well, she was trained by Miyuki Ozaki over there...

BW: That explains a LOT.

[Kimmy uses both hands to grab Martinelli, lifting her up into the air... ]

"THUDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD!
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...and driving her down with a spinebuster!]

GM: A big spinebuster by Kimmy Bailey, and I think Donna Martinelli might regret
ever squealing about what her true identity was to Laura Davis, Bucky.

BW: You know, if she has a problem with having her true identity revealed like that,
maybe she shouldn't have wrestled under a false identity to start with! There's no
need to put poor Donna Martinelli through this! This is a mismatch as far as size
goes anyway!



[Kimmy picks up Donna once again, as Donna is struggling to stand up from the
high impact of the lariat and the spinebuster. Michelle Bailey at ringside can be
heard shouting "that's enough!”, as Kimmy nods her head. Kimmy grabs Donna's
leg, as though she's going to give her a backdrop suplex... ]

"THUDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD!
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...but spins her around, dropping her into a power bomb, and stacks Martinelli as
she lands into a pinning position!]

GM: What a move by Kimmy Bailey, a back suplex into a power bomb! I believe she
calls it "Pegasus Wings"! That gets one, two... and three!

BW: There was no need for that, Gordo! She already tricked Donna into this match,
Donna wasn't prepared for Kimmy Bailey! She trained for over a month for Michelle
Bailey!

GM: Like Kimmy Bailey prepared for Laura Davis back at Homecoming, right?

BW: That's not right and you know it!

[The bell sounds as Kimmy excitedly gets up, giving a fist pump as Michelle climbs
in, checking on Donna. Donna weakly smacks her hand away, as Michelle shrugs
and goes over to raise her daughter's hand as the crowd cheers.]

BW: And these people are cheering this deception!

GM: Caterwauling from my colleague aside, Kimmy Bailey has flattened Donna
Martinelli here at Super Saturday...

BW: And she didn't even give her the third strike! More deception!
GM: But I'm sure we'll hear from Donna about how she will fare better in a rematch
and how this was unfair, et cetera. Let's go down to "Sweet" Lou Blackwell, who is

standing by with both Michelle and Kimmy Bailey!

[We cut to ringside, where "Sweet" Lou Blackwell is standing between Michelle and
Kimmy Bailey... ]

"YEAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

[...or he was, before Kimmy just excitedly shrieked and went off to go high-five
some fans. Michelle gives a sheepish grin to "Sweet" Lou.]

MB: You'll have to pardon her, Lou, she's very excited.

SLB: As well she should be, she really kicked off 2018 with a bang!

[Kimmy walks back into frame, unable to wipe the smile from her face.]

SLB: Kimmy Bailey, don't walk away now, I want to talk with you about that victory,
but before I do so, Michelle Bailey... Bucky Wilde was saying that this was deception
on your part, and I have to ask, do you feel even the slightest bit guilty for how
that just went down?

[Michelle holds her hand out and tilts it side to side.]

MB: A little, Lou. But I was clear that I wasn't sure about this match. Donna
pressed the issue, and when we saw that the language in the contract was a little



shaky... well, we had some unsettled business from Homecoming that I think we
can consider settled.

[Kimmy grins.]

KB: Yeah, unless you feel like it ain't settled, Donna! Then you can always give it
another go, but next time maybe Mama won't be around to tell me to ease up on
you!

[Blackwell turns to Kimmy, who is practically bouncing in place with excitement.]
SLB: Young lady, you have spent the better part of the last four months since we
saw you last in Japan, but now you're back in the AWA, and obviously a whole lot
more prepared for the rigors of the ring. What comes next for you?

[Kimmy shakes her head.]

KB: I don't know, man, I've just had that one buildin' up inside of me for the last
few months... it feels so good to finally give Donna Martinelli what she had comin'
after what she did to me! But honestly, "Sweet" Lou... I'm just goin' to enjoy the
ride. I've been real lucky to have a lot of good folks watchin' out for me, just
recently with Ayako Fujiwara givin' me trainin' advice and tips. Now she's workin'
with me directly?

[Kimmy whistles.]

KB: All T can do is take on whatever's in front of me and do my best. I figured I
wouldn't be at this point in my career for a few years, but here I am.

[Kimmy points to her mother.]

KB: Mama told me that it ain't about when you get to this show, it's that you get
here, and I ain't about to bide my time tryin' to figure out the secret recipe that got
me here. If I do that, this roster's got a bunch of great wrestlers that would love to
try and knock my block off. So what I'm goin' to do? Well...

[Kimmy points at the ring.]

KB: More of THAT, if I can. when I can.

SLB: Well, you've certainly got it right about the hottest division in wrestling, good
luck with that. And Michelle... now that I look at this young woman's T-shirt...

[Blackwell leans in closer to Michelle.]

SLB: Any scoops you can share about Juan's announcement?

[Michelle shakes her head.]

MB: Sorry, Lou, people will need to stay tuned and find out.

[Michelle and Kimmy leave, as Blackwell holds up a hand in apology.]

SLB: Well, folks, I tried! That announcement still to come here on Super Saturday,
only on ESPN! And while our former AWA President may be gone, one of his
favorite innovations remains into 2018 - let’s take a look at our first ACCESS 365

clip of 2018 from earlier tonight!

[And with the signature ACCESS 365 graphic, we cut backstage where we find
Jordan Ohara as he marches through backstage in a Carolina blue and white



tracksuit. The AWA National Title is draped over his shoulder. Ohara weaves
through cameramen and backstage personnel until he reaches the Chimpanzee
position. And comes face-to-face with Interim AWA President Maxim Zharkov.]
JO: No office?

[The two acknowledge each other and the history between them. Zharkov’s eyes
flicker briefly across the National title that was once his. His gaze moves on to
settle on the National Champion who can’t help but touch the belt protectively.]
MZ: I prefer to walk among those affected by decisions I make.

[Zharkov removes the pencil from behind his ear and prepares to take notes on a
nearby clipboard.]

MZ: You would... speak with me?

[Ohara nods, tapping the belt lightly.]

JO: Mr. Zharkov, I'm here because I've got a plan I want to discuss with you.
MZ: Very well.

JO: You know who I am. I won't be satisfied with just being the National
Champion. I need to be the best National Champion of all time.

MZ: Ha. I know the hunger.

[Ohara smiles ruefully.]

JO: I know people think that I am arrogant.

[Zharkov snorts.]

MZ: "Once in a Millennium talent?" That is your... how you say... tagline?

[Ohara grins, extending his arms.]

JO: You've been in the ring with me - what do you think?

[Zharkov gives Ohara an appraising look... then a shrug.]

MZ: It is not without merit.

[Ohara’s smile gets wider as he points to Zharkov.]

JO: And that’s because I never ever ran from a challenge. And I figure that as a
champion I am only as good and relevant as the challengers I defeat. This title has
been soiled by Jackson Hunter. I want to restore its luster.

[Zharkov darkens at the mention of Hunter’s name.]

MZ: And you propose to...?

JO: I want to tell you that I'm not going to duck any challengers. I want to face all
comers. All of them. And so tonight, I'm starting the Phoenix Rises Open

Challenge.

[Zharkov shakes his head.]



MZ: Do you know... one year ago I attempted something similar. I was National
Champion for 222 days, and successfully defended it on 62 occasions. I challenge
you...

[Zharkov lowers his gaze with a smirk at his word choice.]

MZ: How you say in America...? I DARE you to do better. Are you certain about this
difficult path?

[Ohara pauses... then nods.]

JO: I'm sure. I just want you to let everybody know that if they want this title... all
they have to do is be first to the ring when I call.

[Zharkov smiles.]

MZ: I like you, tovarisch. You have some bol’shiye yaichki.
[Ohara frowns.]

JO: What?

MZ: Your... shall we say, brass.

[Ohara smiles.]

JO: Thank you, sir. For everything.

[Zharkov nods, giving a dismissive wave.]

MZ: Be great, Bird man. Go be great.

[Ohara gives the Russian a two finger salute before he walks out. Zharkov chuckles
as he watches the kid leave.]

MZ: The belt, it looks heavier than I remember. We shall see how he carries it.
[Zharkov jots something down on his clipboard as we fade to black...

Cut to the members of Next Gen. Howie Somers is holding a big box in hand, while
Daniel Harper is holding what looks like a small packet.]

HS: You know, Daniel, somebody once said that life is like a box of chocolates. You
never know what you're gonna get.

[Yes, that would be a box of chocolates that Somers is holding.]

DH: That's a good observation, Howie. But if you ask me, life is more like a pack of
AWA trading cards.

[Sure enough, in Harper's hand, that's a pack of trading cards.]

DH: You never know what you're going to get, but chances are, you're going to get
something good.

[Somers glance at Harper for a minute, then nods.

Now in comes a voiceover.]



"It's the premier edition of Topps AWA trading cards. Featuring today's top AWA
stars from the men's division."

[Images pop up of cards featuring Ryan Martinez, Supreme Wright and Shadoe
Rage.]

"The top AWA stars of the women's division."
[Images pop up of cards featuring Julie Somers, Victoria June and Erica Toughill.]
"The top AWA tag teams."

[Images pop up of cards featuring The Soldiers of Fortune, The Gold Standard and
KAMS.]

"The managers and announcers."

[Images pop up of cards featuring Miss Sandra Hayes, Sweet Lou Blackwell and Colt
Patterson.]

"The legends of the ring."

[Images pop up of cards featuring Casey James, Marcus Broussard and Shane
Destiny.]

"Even the founders of the AWA."

[And, yes, you get images of cards featuring Jon Stegglet, Bobby Taylor and Todd
Michaelson.]

"Plus, look for special inserts."

[Images of a "Fantastic Finishers" card features Supernova putting an opponent in
the Solar Flare, a "Dynamic Duos" card features Harley Hamilton and Cinder and a
"Rising Stars" card features Max Magnum.]

"Along with cards featuring event-used memorabilia."

[Images of such cards, featuring Jack Lynch, Jordan Ohara and Ayako Fujiwara.]

"Autographed cards."

[Images of such cards, featuring Derrick Williams, Gordon Myers and Michelle
Bailey.]

"Even dual autographed cards."

[And the image featured, of course, would be Next Gen, with Howie Somers and
Daniel Harper's signatures on the same card.

Cut back to Somers.]

HS: Now that one's a keeper.

[We pull back and see Harper going through the cards in his pack.]
DH: Cool... Hannibal Carver autographed card!

HS: [looks at the box of chocolates, then back at Harper] Um, you want to trade?



DH: [stares at his tag team partner] You call that a fair trade, dude?

[We then cut to an opened display box of the Topps AWA trading cards and hear the
voiceover again.]

"Look for Topps AWA trading cards wherever trading cards are sold. Or order them
at AWAShop.com.”

[We fade to black...

...and then back up on footage marked “"EARLIER TODAY” from an icy alleyway
somewhere in the Twin Cities.]

“Now you got me tilted!”
[Pedro Perez in a hoodie and knitted cap kicks a defenseless aluminum trash can.
As is their MO, the Dogs of War are calling their shot from a distance. But this time,

something is different.]

PP: The AWA calls us out to this frozen hellhole the weekend of the freakin’ Super
Bowl to tell us, “"Aw, sorry Dogs of War-we don’t have anything for you tonight!”

[Perez throws his beanie off in blind rage.]

PP: It wasn’t supposed to be this way! It was supposed to be us! We were supposed
to be ruling the landscape of pro wrestling!

[Isaiah Carpenter steps in, looking classy as ever in a tweed peacoat, a silk scarf
knotted around his collar.]

IC: Pedro, partner. We don’t gotta be like this. It doesn’t have to be this way. I say
we take stock, hit a few VIP lounges tonight and reflect on why we ain’t invited to
Super Saturday. We could crash their little soiree at the Target Center, but if we do
so without taking stock of ourselves, the big man is primed to make another
mistake.

“What mistake?”

[The usually reserved Walker in a blue down jacket and wool snapback ballcap
looms behind Carpenter.]

IC: What I said, Wade.

WW: What "mistake?”

IC: What I said.

[Carpenter does not back down from his larger teammate.]

IC: Pedro, did Wade not miss a step or two when Frenchy Crawford busted his nose
up?

WW: Yeah, and did I miss you surrendering at the Grapples?
[Carpenter gets closer, almost nose to nose at this point.]
IC: Where were you, partner? You're supposed to have our back, partner!

[The emphasis on “partner” has Carpenter stabbing his finger into the chest of a
seething Walker.]



WW: You didn’t give me the chance to make the save and break Supreme Wright
off of you! You waved the white flag.

[Walker stabs his own finger hard into the chest on “you” causing Carpenter to
sneer at him.]

IC: You’re not there when I needed you! You need to be there!

[Carpenter gives Walker a two-handed shove. Perez, surprisingly, plays the voice of
reason.]

PP: Both'a you! A’ight? Both of you knock this off! We are supposed to be there
when we need each other! Wade was not there when we needed him...

[Walker scowls a frightening scowl.]
PP: ...but he’s gonna be there for us now, right?
Right?

[Perez glances back and forth between the other two Dogs of War, then for the first
time, directly at the camera.]

PP: AWA, you can relax now, because tonight... we're not going to go where we’re
not wanted. Not yet. But get ready for change, and not a moment too soon.

[With that cryptic remark, Perez walks away, leaving Carpenter and Walker behind
to ponder what that means...

...and we fade back to live action inside the Target Center where we find a young,
muscular blonde striking a double bicep pose to the jeers of the crowd. He sneers
at them from behind his mirrored sunglasses.]

RO: The following contest is set for one fall with a ten minute time limit.
Introducing first... already in the ring at this time... from Beverly Hills, California...
weighing in at 261 pounds... SEAN SABRE!

[Sabre strikes another pose with a loud “THAT’'S RIGHT, BABY!” aimed at the booing
crowd.]

RO: Annnnnnnd his opponent!

[The ripping guitars of AC/DC’s “"Thunderstruck” kick in to a big reaction from the
Minneapolis crowd!]

RO: From Tauranga, New Zealand... weighing in at 255 pounds...
. WHAIIIIIIIIIIITIRIIIIIIITITIIIIT!

[As the vocals join the fray, the crowd gets even louder...]
“THUN-DER!”

“THUN-DER!”

“THUN-DER!”

“THUN-DER!”



[And as the song really kicks in, the blue chip prospect himself - Whaitiri - appears
on the ramp to a big reaction!]

GM: Whaitiri is here on Super Saturday! The 2016 Brass Ring Tournament winner!
The former World Television Champion! And if he gets his way, Bucky, he’'ll be
wearing that title again in one week’s time!

[A graphic comes up on the screen, showing Whaitiri on one side and Odin Gunn
with the World Television Title over his shoulder on the other with the Power Hour
logo between them.]

GM: That’s right - next week on the Power Hour, Whaitiri gets his rematch and he'll
meet the ever-dangerous Odin Gunn with championship gold on the line!

[Whaitiri takes a moment to soak up the cheers of the crowd...

...and then breaks into a sprint, charging down the aisle where he dives headfirst
under the bottom rope as Sabre rushes to attack.]

“"DING! DING! DING!”
[The super athletic Whaitiri comes to his feet on a run, ducking under Sabre’s
flailing right hand attempt. He hits the far ropes, rebounding back towards the off-

balance opponent...]

GM: Whaitiri on the move - and a leaping clothesline on target, taking Sabre right
off his feet!

[Whaitiri pumps his arms in the air, giving a whoop as the crowd cheers loudly. He
waits as Sean Sabre gets off the mat, scooping him up in his powerful arms...]

GM: Scoops him up... and slaaaaaams him down!

[The former champion gives a big fistpump with a loud war whoop as he keeps his
eyes on Sabre as the Californian struggles to get off the mat...]

GM: Whaitiri won the title back last September at Homecoming and his reign was
far too short for these fans - and for Whaitiri... but does he have what it takes to
topple the undefeated Odin Gunn and regain that title next weekend on the Power
Hour, Bucky?

BW: I haven’t seen a single soul yet that made me think they stood a chance
against Odin Gunn. That man is a force of nature and no matter how much these
fans love Whaitiri... no matter how much the office loves Whaitiri... he’s still gotta
get it done in the ring.

GM: He’s certainly getting it done in the ring right now.

[Whaitiri lifts his right arm, showing off the intricate Maori tribal tattoos on his arm,
shoulder, and torso...

...and then swoops in alongside the rising Sabre, lifting him effortlessly into the
air...]

GM: So much power in this young man and that’s just the beginning of his skill set.

[...and drops Sabre down on the back of his head with a spine-rattling back suplex.
He kips up off the mat with ease...]

GM: There’s the agility... the athleticism...



[...and then hits the ropes, rebounding back where he leaps high into the air before
dropping an elbow down into the heart of Sabre!]

GM: ...the EXPLOSIVENESS! OH MY!
[Whaitiri takes a knee, grinning at the cheering crowd with a nod of his head.]

GM: And I don’t know, Bucky... this kid is looking like someone who just might be
wearing championship gold again a week from now.

BW: Odin Gunn may not run like Whaitiri. He may not jump like Whaitiri. He may
not make the girls swoon like Whaitiri. But if Whaitiri tries to match power...
toughness... viciousness... "Curly” Bill's pride and joy will be wearing gold for as long
as he wants if you ask me.

GM: These fans are certainly not asking you - they believe in Whaitiri!

[Back on his feet, Whaitiri greets the rising Sabre with a hooking forearm to the
side of the head that sends him spinning away and chestfirst into the turnbuckles.
He grabs him by the arm, whipping him across the ring...]

GM: Sabre hits the buckles and...

[...where he staggers back into the powerful arms of Whaitiri who lifts him up into
the air...]

“THUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUD!”
"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

GM: ..SITOUT SPINEBUSTER!

BW: Sabre’s gonna need a trip to the chiropractor after that one!
[Whaitiri forgoes the pin attempt, climbing to his feet...

...and then points to the corner to a big cheer!]

GM: And when you talk about a six foot three, 255 pounder, you might be surprised
to see this as Whaitiri steps out to the apron and starts to climb...

BW: If this kid has any advantage at all over Odin Gunn, it might be this, Gordo.
GM: And you wonder if that speed... that quickness... that agility...

[As he reaches the top rope, he steadies himself, raising both arms overhead for all
to see...]

GM: ..that...

[...he LEAPS high into the air, sailing through the sky and plummeting down...
down... down...]

GM: ..IMPACT!

[...and SPLASHES down across the chest of Sabre, whipping his dark hair back as he
pushes up into a lateral press...]

GM: Ranginui’s Prayer connects! And if he hits that on Odin Gunn, the champion
might not have a prayer’s chance of keeping the title!



[...where the referee slaps the mat once, twice, three times!]
“"DING! DING! DING!”
GM: Whaitiri picks up the win here on Super Saturday!

[Whaitiri climbs to his feet, a smile on his face as he allows the referee to raise his
arm in victory as Rebecca Ortiz makes it official.]

GM: Whaitiri on the winning side at SuperClash... on the winning side tonight... this
young man is building up some much needed momentum as he heads into Atlanta
next weekend for the biggest match of his young career, Bucky.

BW: I still think Gunn retains but I KNOW I'm not gonna miss it!

GM: Neither will I and as Whaitiri celebrates his victory here tonight, the real party
might be seven nights from now in Atlanta on the Power Hour when he looks to
regain the World Television Title! Now, let’s go backstage where Sweet Lou
Blackwell is standing by... Lou?

[And we cut backstage where Sweet Lou Blackwell is standing near what appears to
be a roll-up door that likely leads out into the parking lot area.]

SLB: Thanks, Gordon... an impressive win for Whaitiri as he looks ahead to Odin
Gunn and possibly regaining the World Television Title next weekend on the Power
Hour. I'm looking forward to that... but I think we’re all looking forward to the
upcoming nuptials of Theresa Lynch and Supreme Wright! We learned about their
engagement at the Golden Grapples and now, I'm honored to announce that the
wedding will take place on what was already going to be a very special night -
March 17th - the AWA's Tenth Anniversary show.

[Blackwell chuckles.]

SLB: And we thought Jon Stegglet was joking when he told Theresa he’d find a way
to market their once-in-a-lifetime moment. But apparently Theresa and Supreme
have agreed and that’s going to be a memorable night in the Superdome of New
Orleans - the home of SuperClash VIII.

[A loud noise from off-camera grabs Blackwell’s attention as his brow furrows.]
SLB: Oh, for crying out loud...

[The camera pans to reveal the perpetually cranky Jackson Hunter, who places his
palm to his forehead in disgust. He looks quite exhausted. He hasn’t trimmed his
stubble beard, nor the stubble on his scalp, which further exaggerates his receding
hairline atop his head. His poorly-zipped rolling luggage tumbles to the floor and
dirty laundry seems to cascade out of it.]

JH: Oh, for the love of- Blackwell, could you give me TWO seconds?!

[Blackwell looks disgusted by Hunter’s mere presence.]

SLB: Jackson Hunter, this is Super Saturday, and you are arriving at the arena late!
The show has already started if you hadn’t surmised by now...

JH: Look, I only got up 45 minutes ago, give me a break. I can still taste the
toothpaste!

[Blackwell cringes away, giving Hunter a once over.]



SLB: Mr. Hunter, you were never exactly the cover model for Esquire, but since
SuperClash, to quote Clark Griswold when he saw Cousin Eddie: you're looking...
fit?

[Hunter grimaces, jabbing a finger into the air in front of Blackwell.]

JH: See here, Lord Baldemort: I am wracked with anxiety! The AWA was the last
place that would take a chance with me and I've had to rely on luck to stay here. I
haven’t got any more tricks to pull out of my magic top hat! The rabbits are dead
and their heads are rotting off and scaring the children.

SLB: Do you even know you have a match toni-
[Hunter waves a dismissive hand.]

JH: “Oh, Mr. Hunter! A quick word with you, please!” Jackson Hunter is gone!
Jackson Hunter has no words for you, because Jackson Hunter left the building
months ago! I am a husk! I am a host for what the wrestling business has turned
me into.

Well, ya know what? If you think I'm washed up and on my way out, I am going to
hold a masterclass in dignity! And I know things! I know where the skeletons are
buried. And... I know who did it!

SLB: Did what?

JH: Did IT! And I don't care if the investigator doesn’t believe me! I will be
vindicated, and you’ll all be crawling to me, saying “Jackson Hunter was right!” Say
it, Lou! Say, "JACKSON HUNTER WAS RIGHT!”

[Hunter leans forward, grabbing Blackwell abruptly by the lapels, flopping facefirst
into the side of Blackwell’s head as he noisily whispers to him - “Lou, it was...”
before getting quieter. Blackwell listens for a moment... and then shakes his head
in annoyance.]

SLB: As my friend, Gordon Myers would say... give me a break, Hunter!
Get outta here!

[Hunter throws up his hands, shouting “"And I'll prove it! I'll name names! I'll show
you! You’ll see!” as he stalks out of view. Blackwell shakes his head again.]

SLB: Lies and slander from that one, I tell ya. Fans, we're going to take a quick
break and when we come back, it’ll be Raphael Rhodes in action so don’t you dare
go away!

[Blackwell is still shaking his head at Hunter as we fade to black.

After a moment, the ESPN 30 For 30 logo comes up on the screen with the words
“"COMING IN EARLY 2018."”

We come up on a shot of Lori Dane - a talking head shot.]
LD: They told me repeatedly - “there’s no room for women’s wrestling in the AWA.”
It wasn’t even up for debate really. I mean... I wasn’t surprised. Look at what

happened in the E.

[We get a brief still photo publicity photo shot of “Luscious” Lori Dane holding the
EMWC Women's Title.]



LD: Yeah, I held the title but for the life of you, could anyone remember who I beat
for it? Orif I even defended it on TV? I was a house show gimmick. Someone
they could trot out there to get whistled at and make the guys drop money for
bikini 8X10s at intermission.

[Cut to a talking head of former AWA competitor Melissa Cannon.]

MC: Most of the talented women’s wrestlers in the 80s and 90s were in Japan.
There were a handful here but for every Jessica Starbird, you had an “Erotic” Erin.
For every Lori Dane, a Satin Sheets. The women in the States were being treated
as a sideshow and everyone knew it. The Throbbing Mattress Kittens? Give me a
[BLEEPING] break!

[Cut to Laura Davis with a smirk on her face.]

LD: The UWF took it pretty seriously but very few other places did. Even the so-
called biggest promotions on the planet didn’t give us the time of day. Hell, some
of the best women were better in the ring than the top men at times... but you'd
never know it by the way they promoted us.

[Back to Dane.]

LD: I was a friggin’ co-owner of the company and I still couldn’t get it done for a
long damn time. But when it changed...

[Dane raises her eyebrows as we fade to a graphic that says "THE BIRTH OF THE
AWA WOMEN'’S DIVISION.”

The “"Coming Soon” graphic returns for a moment before we go back to black.

The shot opens back up on a close-up of a cut glass goblet held by well-manicured
fingers. A masculine voice speaks with a crisp Estuary English accent.]

“"What was I thinking?”

[The hand brings the goblet up to a pair of lips, which takes a sip of the clear liquid
in it. The camera pulls back to reveal the handsome, youthful features of one Rory

Smythe. He is clean-shaven and his dark brown hair is neatly combed and coiffed.

A further pull back of the shot reveals that Smythe is dressed in a sharply-tailored

black suit.]

RS: Carnies... nothing more than a pair of carnies.

And just like my so-called partner before this, they’re gone. I guess three were two
too many for this summit...

[Smythe sheers.]

RS: But I am still here. Her Majesty’s Might yet stands.

Well, currently I am back home in England for the holidays, but 2018... 2018 will be
the year I prove that I don’t need the Summit... not when I am at THE PEAK of my

potential.

[As if subconsciously, Smythe straightens up his posture, the suit straining slightly
to contain his wide shoulders and puffed up chest.]

RS: I hear the AWA’s coming to London in April.



Can't think of a better headliner for when the AWA’s in my own backyard than Her
Majesty’s gift... yours truly, Rory Smythe.

[He holds up the cut glass goblet in front of him, as if proposing a toast.]
RS: I'll be seeing you soon.

[The shot cuts to 