
[The opening strains of “You’re Going Down” by Sick Puppies begin to play as we see black & white 

footage (complete with film grain and scratches) of Shadoe Rage dumping out shredded pieces of the 

Tri-State title at "Ring Showdown". The shot then changes to Mark Adams Junior standing tall with the 

“former” Tri-State title in hand.] 

 

Mark Adams Junior V/O: So, after everything I've done for this company, after all the hard work, all the 

hours in the gym, it boils down to this. Shadoe Rage steals my title belt, destroys it, and the 

Championship Committee, instead of punishing him for his actions, gives him a goddamned Best of 

Seven series to try and embarrass me some more?!? 

 

[We see Mark Adams Junior pummeling Rage’s head against the steel steps in their First Blood contest. 

Dissolve into Mark Adams Junior pacing in the locker room.] 

 

Shadoe Rage V/O: Mark Adams Jr., what kind of man are you? You’re the man that ruined a kingdom … 

destroyed a dynasty. I am Shadoe Rage. I was a God. The TSWF champion. The World was mine! I ruled 

with a velvet glove, a kind and benevolent champion. I gave my time and my body to the people of 

TSWF. I showed them greatness. And when they were all beginning to believe, Mark Adams, Junior, 

you went and stole my belt! 

 

[The conclusion of the leather strap match plays as we see Shadoe Rage hanging Mark Adams Junior 

over the top rope followed by the headshot into the exposed turnbuckle. Dissolve into Shadoe Rage, 

with a leather strap in hand, stares into the screen.] 

 

## 

Define your meaning of war  

To me it's what we do when we're bored 

## 

 

[We do a rewind effect and land at the conclusion of “End of the Road” as Mark Adams Junior stands 

tall with his newly crowned Tri-State title in his grasp.] 

 

Adams V/O: I AM the TSWF Tri-State Champion…and I am a FIGHTING Champion. I have no intention of 

resting on my laurels or milking the rules to avoid defending this belt. 

 

##  

I feel the heat coming off of the blacktop  

And it makes me want it more 

## 

 

[On to Hatred Saturday - we see Ashie Sinclair at ringside reading an announcement shortly after 

Brandy Danielle was attacked prior to her scheduled match against Shadoe Rage.] 

 

Sinclair: Well Mister Shadoe Rage may be interested to know that Mark Adams Junior had confirmed 

backstage earlier tonight that his first title defense would occur on our next broadcast (Classic 

Mayhem). And it would be against the winner of this “Truth or Consequences” match.  

 

SS: I guess that means Shadoe Rage by default. 

 



AS: I guess so. Somebody should tell Mister Rage that the champ was even quoted to have said "While 

I have all the respect in the world for Brandy Danielle and would love the opportunity to work with her 

again; I'm hoping Shadoe Rage somehow manages to come out victorious so I can show him once and 

for all how a real Champion acts in the ring. 

 

##  

Because I'm hyped up, outta control  

If it's a fight I'm ready to go 

## 

 

[Still at Hatred Saturday – We see Mark Adams Junior run off Shadoe Rage who is in the midst of 

putting the boots to a defenseless Jakob Volga in a Falls Count Anywhere match.] 

 

Rage V/O: Do you know who I am? My name is Shadoe Rage. Shadoe Rage. SHADOE RAGE! I'm the 

TRUE TSWF champion and the King of Rage Country! And I am not a failure. 

 

##  

I wouldn't put my money on the other guy  

If you know what I know that I know 

## 

 

[On to Classic Mayhem – We now see Mark Adams Junior in a press conference environment prior to 

the show.] 

 

Adams: Shadoe Rage is a deluded...shadow...of his former self. Despite his proclivity to bend the rules 

in whatever direction he pleases, he _once_ had the makings of a proud champion. Now... Now he’s 

just a man who refuses to accept the cold hard truth. And the truth is that *I*, not Shadoe Rage, am 

the TSWF Champion. 

 

## 

It's been a long time coming  

And the tables' turned around 

## 

 

[Still at Classic Mayhem – We now see Shadoe Rage inside the ring speaking to the crowd. His version 

of the Tri-State title slung over his shoulder.] 

 

Rage: My name is _Shadoe Rage_ and I am _your_ World Champion. 

 

Crowd: MARK ADAMS JUNIOR!   MARK ADAMS JUNIOR!   MARK ADAMS JUNIOR! 

 

Rage: Let me ask you little cum-stained monkeys something. What did he do to become your 

champion? 

 

It doesn't matter, people. Because he never beat me. And now the idiots who operate this penny ante 

cut rate federation want me to compete for his title? Do you see how backwards this is? I'm the 

champion. No one has pinned me for this belt. 

 



[He raises the title to the rafters.] 

 

I choose who competes against me for my title. I don't recognize this as a title match, but I will be 

competing in this match. 

 

##  

Cause one of us is goin' 

## 

 

[We then cut to the match itself as Mark Adams Junior has Shadoe Rage locked in an STO. Cut to later 

in the match when Shadoe Rage nails a flying legdrop from the second turnbuckle across the throat of 

Adams. Then cut to even later in the match as both men brawl out on the floor.] 

 

##  

One of us is goin' down  

## 

 

[Now we see moments later and hear the play by play from Ashie Sinclair & Stephanie Sandsbury]  

 

AS: Shadoe Rage back on his feet and now coming over to see what the issue is. AND THE FAN JUST 

NAILS RAGE AND MONET WITH THE CHAIR! 

 

SS: Now I’ve seen it all. Fans fighting back against the wrestlers? This truly _IS_ a new era in 

professional wrestling here in TSWF. 

 

[The “fan” pulls a baseball cap off their head to reveal Brandy Danielle.] 

 

**CROWD POP!!** 

 

AS: YES! YES! IT’S BRANDY DANIELLE!!! 

 

SS: Danielle now jumping the guardrail and slams that chair down on Monet and Rage a few more 

times. 

 

**ANOTHER CROWD POP!!** 

 

AS: Now Brandy Danielle grabbing Mark Adams Junior. And she tosses him inside the ring. 

 

SS: The referee continues his count which is currently at six. 

 

Ref: SEVEN! 

 

Crowd: EIGHT! 

 

Ref: NINE! 

 

TEN!….] 

 



## 

I'm not running, it's a little different now 

## 

 

Adams V/O: I just want to make sure that everyone knows *I* played by the rules. If the TSWF wants to 

be taken seriously, it's them, not me that has to enforce the rules. 

 

##  

Cause one of us is goin' 

## 

 

Rage V/O: Last card I defended my championship against their challenger. The pair of fools, Danielle 

and Anderson, tried to cost me my championship but I escaped their ambush with both my belt and 

the fool's belt. Now TSWF says they will not allow me to compete unless I return their belt. 

 

## 

One of us is goin' down 

## 

 

Adams V/O: The belt doesn't make me a champion. I do that myself, by defending it with honor and 

doing my best to be the face and voice of this company while I wear it. I'll get it back... And, when I do, 

no one's ever going to take it from me again. 

 

[Cut to a graphic of Shadoe Rage and Mark Adams Junior with a steel scaffold standing between them.] 

 

 
 

[We fade up to the crowd surrounding the ring inside the Lawrenceville Moose Hall in Pittsburgh, PA. 

The excited crowd is chanting "TRI STATE" as we cut to STEPHANIE SANDSBURY and ASHIE SINCLAIR 

sitting at ringside. Ashie is wearing a black top while Stephanie is wearing a grey top; her hair in a short 

bob, framing her face. A black banner is draped over the front of the table they are sitting behind and 

it says in red lettering: 

  

***TRI-STATE WRESTLING*** 

  

The camera cuts to an overhead of the ring which has the TSWF logo emblazoned on it; the ring aprons 

all saying "TSWF" as well. The capacity crowd is a roar as the camera cuts once more to a close-up of 

Stephanie Sandsbury; the fans still quite loud behind her, causing her to scream.] 

  

SS: LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,WELCOME TO TSWF’S WILD CONFRONTATION... HERE IN PITTSBURGH, 

PENNSYLVANIA!!!!! 

  

  

**HOMETOWN CROWD POP!!** 

  

  



AS: It’s great to finally showcase our talent for our loyal fans here in the Steel City. A big thanks to Ryan 

Delaney for allowing us to promote our product a few days ago at his “Big <BLEEP> Exxxtreeme Bash”. 

 

SS: That’s right, Ashie. The lucky fans in attendance at the Bash got to witness an INCREDIBLE Scaffold 

match between Mark Adams Junior and Shadoe Rage. And as we saw at the top of the show, the 

buildup for that match was red hot. 

 

AS: Now due to broadcasting issues, the DBAEB Night Two event has not been televised as of tonight 

so we’ll be seeing that match and pre-recorded comments from both participants in their entirety for 

the first time later tonight. But right now, let’s head to the ring for our opening contest as Chance 

Mackenzie is scheduled to make his in-ring debut. 

 

SS: Mackenzie was not fond of our last venue. Hopefully he doesn’t have a problem with moose. 

 

[The two ladies chuckle at the pun in reference to the name of the present venue.] 

 

 
 

 

CHANCE MACKENZIE 

 

vs. 

 

JOBBER 

 

 
 

RA: The following contest is scheduled for one fall with a ten-minute time limit. 

 

Introducing first… already in the ring… he hails from right here in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania... 

 

 

**CROWD POP!** 

 

 

RA: ...standing six foot six inches tall and weighing in at three hundred and thirty pounds... 

 

 

"STEEL CURTAIN" SAL VERANOOOOO! 

 

 

[The crowd continues to cheer, and Verano acknowledges them by raising a meaty fist into the air.] 

 

 

RA: And his opponent... 

 



 

["Attention Whore" by Deadmau5 plays over the speakers.] 

 

VO: Hold it, hold it, HOLD IT! 

 

[The music is abruptly stopped, and the crowd begins to wonder what might be going on. The buzz of 

confusion is immediately changed to a chorus of boos as "Highlight" Chance McKenzie makes his way 

out from the back, looking quite frazzled. He's not dressed in his ring gear, but rather in a look from the 

Summer 2012 Emporio Armani collection... a look he actually walked down the runway in. Smartly 

clothed in a charcoal blazer over a slate button down shirt with a light silver tie and finished with a pair 

of grey khaki style pants and grey suede shoes, McKenzie looks around at the crowd with a scowl and 

disapproval.] 

 

Chance: Wow... _this_ is Pittsburgh? _This_ is the "Steel City?" _This_ is where I'm supposed to put on 

a display of wrestling perfection? No. No, no, no. I'm not about to compete in front of these middle 

class lemmings in a middle class city in the "Nobody Gives a Damn" Lodge. I could care less about 

what's written in my contract... I am _much_ too good for you scumbags! 

 

[The boos start to get louder and louder. A couple of stray beer cans manage to fly toward McKenzie, 

who dodges them.] 

 

Chance: And of course, an appropriate response from blue collar jokes such as yourselves. You throw 

your empty cans of cheap light beer, you hurl insults at me like you've never graduated grade school, 

and you hate me out of pure _jealousy_. While Chance McKenzie is walking the runways, signing 

endorsement deals to major fashion labels, and sipping three-hundred dollar bottles of champagne, 

you lemmings are paying money from your meager paycheck in hopes that good prevails over evil... 

 

 

**CHEERS** 

 

 

Chance: ...and perhaps seeing a cocky, confidant, and _handsome_ gentleman such as myself get 

knocked down a peg or two? 

 

 

**MEGACHEERS!** 

 

 

[McKenzie smirks, shaking his head.] 

 

Chance: Not a chance in Hades, idiots. You see, my legal team is in the process of finding a loophole in 

my contract. I have paid handsomely to have an elite team of lawyers work around the clock to see to 

it that the contract becomes null and void. Until then, I have to make these appearances in Podunk 

bingo halls, redneck lodges, and other assorted rat holes. However, just because I'm obligated to _be_ 

here doesn't mean I actually have to _wrestle_... especially against someone like _that_. 

 

[McKenzie points towards the ring, where "Steel Curtain" Sal Verano is motioning for the male model 

to come down and fight.] 



 

Chance: How cute... the big burly "tough guy" is trying to get the sleek and stylish Chance McKenzie to 

go toe to toe. Guess what, Shrek? Trying to relive your high school days by bullying someone who's 

much leaner and _much_ more intelligent? Not going to happen on my watch, buck-o. You can slowly 

wobble your super-sized posterior up this aisle, make your way back to your cramped apartment, and 

enjoy the fact that Chance McKenzie just gave you a free payday to feed your McDonald's habit.,, 

 

,,,which looks to be about three, maybe _four_ meals a day. 

 

Crowd: KICK HIS ASS SAL, KICK HIS ASS! **CLAP CLAP** 

 

[McKenzie responds in kind by... looking at his watch?] 

 

Chance: Well it looks like my obligation to this craphole is just about up. I've got a limited amount of 

time to make my way over to my private jet and fly to Los Angeles... you know, where the _upper_ 

class lives... and do yet another photo shoot for GQ Magazine. I hope you enjoyed the "Highlight" of 

this entire evening... you can now return to your regularly scheduled _mediocrity_. 

 

[With that, McKenzie makes his way to the back once again, leaving a fired up crowd and an even 

angrier Sal Verano.] 

 

RA: Ladies and gentlemen, the winner of this match as a result of a countout….  

 

SAL VERANO!!!! 

 

 

** POP!** 

 

 

 
 

[Back to Stephanie & Ashie] 

 

SS: Well I guess we shouldn’t have expected anything less from Chance Mackenzie. 

 

AS: Personally it’s an insult to have him make cheap shots at this company. And I know your brother 

won’t stand for it much longer. 

 

SS: That’s absolutely right. If Mackenzie doesn’t want to work in TSWF, he can fight his way out of his 

contract in a court of law. 

 

AS: That’s the spirit! Now Stephanie, on an entirely separate note, how about you tell us about your 

visitor from earlier today. 

 

SS: Ah yes. I caught up with an “interesting” character of sorts backstage. Rather than me go into much 

detail, let’s roll that footage right now and you can all see for yourself what happened. 

 



 
 

[We go backstage early in the evening before the show is officially set to start to find a massive, 

muscular beast of a man standing at six feet, ten inches tall and from his bulk, we can only assume he 

weighs at least three hundred and fifty pounds.  He has lightly tanned skin, long dark brown hair, and a 

thick yet trimmed sideburn-muttonstach facial hair combo. He’s wearing a Texas Longhorns jersey, 

blue jeans, brown leather cowboy boots, a folded straw cowboy hat with a large "BMF" belt buckle on 

it, and a pair of gold framed, maroon lens custom Rayban sunshades.  Surely anyone with passing 

knowledge of Leon Corella's past knows this infamous individual, his name spoken shortly thereafter 

by Stephanie Sandsbury who quickly steps on camera with a microphone in hand.] 

 

SS:  Big Mike Foyer!  Welcome to TSWF!  What brings you to the arena tonight? 

 

[For a pretty lady, Big Mike does in fact stop, tipping his hat a bit to her as he does so.] 

 

BMF:  Well Ms...  uhm...  You'll have to forgive me, I'm terrible with names darlin'. 

 

SS:  Stephanie Sandsbury, I'm here on behalf of the Tri-State Fans and the TSWF management. 

 

[Foyer nods his head a bit and scratches at his chin.] 

 

BMF:  Well, I'm sure more than a few people seein' me on that camera over there have made some 

assumptions as to why I'm here.  You see, I've been getting emails, phone calls, and direct snail mail 

from a guy named Chris Hallmark and it's really starting to irritate the ever loving hell out of me. 

 

[He cups his hands together and shifts his stance, tilting his head to get a better look at Stephanie.] 

 

BMF:  You see, I've been watching the show and I know what he's about.  He thinks that just because 

of my past with a certain wrestler on your roster that he thinks I'll jump up and join his cause without 

so much as a pause or a thought. 

 

[Stephanie nods her head in agreement.] 

 

SS:  That's the general assessment, Mr. Foyer.  You being spotted here makes the management 

nervous and they are curious if your intentions are to resume your battles with Mr. Corella. 

 

[Big Mike slowly peels those shades from his face, a big toothy grin spreading across his face.  He hangs 

his shades in the collar of his Jersey and shakes his head.] 

 

BMF:  Ms. Sandsbury, tell the boss he can relax.  I'm done with Leo.  I came here to find that scrawny 

piece of shit Hallmark and personally tell him to cease and desist his harassment before I put his 

<bleep> through a wall. 

 

[There's is visible relief on Stephanie's face upon hearing that.] 

 

SS:  Well that is certainly good to hear.  But I regret to inform you that Mr. Hallmark has been 

suspended indefinitely.  He will not be allowed in the arena for some time.  You might try my brother 



for his address if you wish to take this issue up with him personally...  Though I can't guarantee he'll 

give it out.  That might be a breach of confidentiality. 

 

[BMF chuckles a bit and shakes his head.] 

 

BMF:  That's what I get for not callin' first, sweetheart.  Guess I'll drive back to the hotel for my other 

appearance.  I'm helping a company headquarters setup their network infrastructure and since I was in 

the neighborhood, thought I'd stop by. 

 

SS:  Mr. Foyer, I do have one more question before you go. 

 

[Shrugging his shoulders a bit, Mike hooks his thumbs in his belt loops and nods.] 

 

BMF:  Sure, knock yourself out. 

 

SS:  At the risk of causing tension, may I ask why you're not siding with Chris Hallmark against Leon 

Corella? 

 

[Mike looks away for a moment, his eyes averted to the floor, then back to Stephanie.] 

 

BMF:  Well one, I've already settled my business with Leon.  While I may never want to work with the 

man for the rest of my days, I've done more than enough to get even.  He ain't worth obsessing over.  

Bottom line, I set a goal and I accomplished it.  Am I proud of myself for doing it?  No, but I'm finished 

dealing with the man.  He wrecked my life, I wrecked his right back.  It's done and over now... 

 

[Mike suddenly shoots a sly smile at Stephanie.] 

 

BMF:  ...I gotta' question for _you_, cutie.  What are your plans tonight? 'Cause I saw this really nice 

eatin' place up the street from here that looks pretty snazzy.  How'd you like to be treated to a nice 

dinner? 

 

[Stephanie chuckles nervously in response and holds her hand up.] 

 

SS:  Thanks, I appreciate the offer Mr. Foyer, but I have to decline. 

 

BMF: Boyfriend? 

 

SS:  Brother. 

 

BMF:  [Smirking a bit.]  A weak excuse. 

 

SS:  [She offers a wry smile right back.]  Then you can take my phone and read the constant texts and 

listen to him play angry father figure for the next six to eight weeks and then tell me if it's worth the 

headache. 

 

[Big Mike holds his hands up, waving her off.] 

 



BMF:  Ok, Ok.  I get the hint, darlin'.  Well in the next few weeks I'll be touring with DERP.  Check us out 

on YouTube sometime.  I'll look extra good just for you, sugar. 

 

[He winks, turns and walks off camera.  Stephanie rolls her eyes and giggles, looking back to the 

camera.] 

 

SS:  Shut up big brother... cut back to ringside... 

 

[Cut.] 

 

 
 

[Back to Stephanie and Ashie, Stephanie looking a bit flush.] 

 

AS: Wow, Stephanie. You definitely told him. Although I must say he _is_ kind of cute. 

 

SS: Is that so, Ashie? Well then next time he’s in town, _YOU_ can be the one to interview him. 

 

AS: It’d be my pleasure. And just to inform our loyal viewers, there _WAS_ an altercation at the DBAEB 

between Big Mike Foyer and The Mongoloid.  

 

SS: Obviously Chris Hallmark trying to smooth things over with Mister Foyer seeing as The Mongoloid is 

not associated with Hallmark anymore. 

 

AS: That’s right. And speaking of the devil, I’m being told we have received comments from your 

favorite suspended TSWF roster member and mine… Chris Hallmark. 

 

SS: Ooo, let’s hear what his royal doucheyness has to say. 

 

 
 

 

 

CHRIS HALLMARK 

 

 

 

 
 

[We open to beautiful tanned people sitting around a beach. The sun is setting in the background. One 

particular body lounging on a chair may look familiar to TSWF fans. It is the suspended Chris Hallmark. 

Hallmark sees the camera and gets a look of disgust on his face. He turns his sunglass-clad face away 

from the camera. He peeks back over his shoulder. The look of disgust grows. He snatches off his 

glasses and storms towards the camera.] 

 



Hallmark: YOU! IT'S ALWAYS YOU!!! ISN'T IT!!!!  

 

[The camera backs away slightly] 

 

Hallmark: How did you idiots find me? You can barely find enough change to pay me and yet now you 

can find me on a remote beach in Mexico. What do you want? You want to know how I feel about my 

suspension.. how I feel about that old codger? Or do you want me to say “I'm sorry”? I'm sorry for my 

actions? Which is it? Cause I will blurt it out quick and go back to enjoying my suspension. 

 

[Cameraman mumbles.] 

 

Hallmark: HE WANTS MY SUSPENSION LIFTED? Is he insane? Has he LOOKED at me? Has he seen 

himself? When he gets out of bed in the morning, I bet it sounds like you just threw a handful of 

popcorn in a fire with all the popping of old man joints. He should enjoy my suspension. Lord knows I 

AM.  

 

[Cameraman mumbles again.] 

 

Hallmark: Yes, I know who HE is. I just refuse to mention HIS name. Because even saying it makes me 

want to vomit up the extremely expensive steak dinner I just ate. I won't say it and you can't make me. 

And HE can't make me come back to the dump that is TSWF. Only Sandsbury, Sudsbury, Doonesbury… 

whatever that idiot who pays me’s name is can bring me back. And the boss SHOULDN'T bring me 

back. I am FAR too violent. FAR too dangerous. AND I could destroy everyone in the company with my 

horrible temper and tendency to use foreign objects. So I will stay HERE, safely on this beach. With 

ridiculously good-looking, ridiculously stupid co-eds celebrating the school year being over. I just hope I 

am not too much of a threat to them. I do have very.. VERY.. Violent Tendencies.   

 

[With a wink, Hallmark saunters off. The cameraman follows close behind. Hallmark whirls around 

quickly. The cameraman hits the sand. He's now shooting up at Hallmark. The cameraman speaks 

again.] 

 

Hallmark: Mongo? What of him? Like I care what that small minded idiot had to say. I paid him; he did 

his job, POORLY.. I MIGHT ADD. I don't care he went to go see the boss and now is a full-fledged 

wrestler. HE'S BARELY A FULLY FORMED HUMAN. What do I care? Great.. he wants a piece of the old 

guy as well. Cool. Anything that softens him up even further for when I come back... 

 

[Hallmark pauses and is stammering] 

 

Hallmark: Umm if, IF I come back. Yess.... that's it! I have no plans on being at this next show. NONE! I 

WILL BE ON THIS BEACH IN MEXICO! SHUT UP!  

 

[Hallmark flips his glasses back on. He walks away from the camera. He turns cockily looking over his 

shoulder.] 

 

Hallmark: Oh and Old Man... Even if I don't come back to TSWF. I will find you and I WILL dispose of 

you. And I swear to God, cameraman, you follow me... you will get that dick punching I've been 

speaking of.  

 



[And we fade as Hallmark walks into the sunset] 

 

 
 

[Back to Stephanie & Ashie] 

 

AS: Wow! He really _IS_ a douche. 

 

SS: I wasn’t mincing words when I said it before. Who does he think he is to bark orders at the owner 

of this company. Honestly, I think my brother should let him back in just so Leon Corella can stop his 

face in. 

 

AS: I couldn’t agree more. Now no more talk of him. On with the show as we have comments from 

Brandy Danielle and Josie Saito. 

 

 
 

 

 

BRANDY DANIELLE & JOSIE SAITO 

 

 

 

[The scene opens to Josie Saito, seated at a table. The young woman is clad in a black halter dress and 

heels. Her long raven hair falls down her back in curls as she shuffles a deck of Tarot cards. She places 

the stack of cards face down and plucks the one off of the top. She turns it over and slaps it down on 

the table so that the camera can see, a smile crossing her ruby red lips.] 

 

Josie: The Lovers. 

 

[Sure enough, the camera pans upward and we see that her new allies, Brandy Danielle and Rich 

Anderson, who are standing across from her, join her. Josie looks up at the duo.] 

 

Josie: I know everyone was surprised to see us suddenly aligned. But, despite our earlier differences, 

we actually have a _lot_ in common. We’ve been getting royally screwed over for months now. All 

three of us.  

 

[She frowns]  

 

Josie: And the latest example is what happened to you, Rich. That sleaze bag, Morrison, had no 

business trying to put his hands on you!  

 

[Josie shakes her head, suddenly irritated.] 

 



Josie: Since he’s gotten here, he’s been thinking that he can do what he wants to whomever he wants! 

Well, he learned differently, when I knocked him on his ass.  

 

[She smirks with satisfaction]  

 

Josie: Well, he needed to see that we’re not putting up with disrespect anymore from him or anyone 

else! 

  

Rich: Vic Morrison attempted to end my career last show, but failed. When are people going to learn, 

Josie? The careers of this family are not easy to end. I'm not sure why people seem to underestimate 

us. But see, that is where we shine. Take it, sweetie. 

 

Brandy: That's like so true! Me and my man here have been underestimated our entire careers and 

stuff, but in my four years, I've shut people up and stuff. And now it's my husband's turn. But I, so, 

know that we can take this dude down and stuff. But see, Morrison thinks he's gonna end me? That is 

so wrong dude. I've had numerous people trying to end me and it hasn't happened. But I think me 

beating you Josie was like proof that it can be done with Morrison as well. 

 

Josie: [nods] I know that we can win, Brandy. When you defeated me weeks ago, I learned that I had 

underestimated you. You showed me a fire that I didn’t know was in you. Morrison is definitely in for a 

surprise. 

 

Brandy: You are like so right, Josie! People think I'm some sort of ditz because of how I act. They have 

no realization of how smart I really am and stuff. But who do you think is the true threat, Josie. I mean, 

for months, Shadoe ran around as the jealous fake champion. But that's ended and stuff. 

 

[Josie folds her arms across her chest.] 

 

Josie: I think the real threat anyway is Marissa. She showed me that she hasn’t lost a step since SPW. 

She’s still the Great Black Shark. But the two of us together should be enough to neutralize her. Then, 

we can focus on paying Morrison back for his antics! 

  

Rich: Absolutely. And don't forget about Anarchy too. With this seven-foot wall helping us out, I doubt 

anyone can destroy this alliance. But Vic needs to pay for trying to ruin my career twice in a row. And 

Josie, I'll be damned if he thinks he can try to end your career or Brandy's. This man deserves to be 

shown the error of his ways. 

 

Josie: [frowns] I’m completely with you, Rich. I can’t stand the man and it will be my pleasure to help 

Brandy put him down!  

 

[Josie stands to her feet and walks over to the duo.] 

 

Josie: Morrison might be talented but he’s also far too arrogant for his own good. He definitely needs a 

lesson in humility. And Brandy and I can make that happen! 

 

[Josie grins, folding her arms across her chest.] 

 



Josie: I’m just glad that we finally decided to put all of that foolishness behind us and aligned. After all, 

there’s a far bigger picture here than petty grudges and disputes. And it was time that we joined 

together to get what we want. That’s another advantage we’ll have over Marissa and Morrison. Brandy 

and I are at least on the same page. Those two?  

 

[She pauses and smirks]  

 

Josie: Well, I doubt they’ll be having a meeting of the minds anytime soon! 

  

[Josie waves her hand.] 

  

Josie: Anyway, enough about that! Morrison and Monet will be dealt with quickly and easily enough. 

Now, let’s get this reading done. Have a seat. 

  

[Fade to black.] 

 

 
 

 

 

MARISSA MONET 

 

 

 

[Fade in: 

 

The lights come up.  Marissa Monet is in a stairwell somewhere in the arena.  She is dressed in street 

clothes fitting the weather: white wife-beater and black basketball shorts.  Her dark skin shines with 

tan.  She’s got a ragged black towel over her head.  The frayed edges create a cowl as she tugs at the 

ends with her fists.  Her body is tense, even somewhat still she seems ready to pounce.  The Black 

Queen is disturbed to say the least.] 

 

MM: Josie, I’m so disappointed in you.  I thought that I was getting a ruthless wrestling machine.  What 

did I get?  A loudmouth jackass with a glass jaw.  And now you’ve gone and teamed yourself up with 

Brandy Danielle.  That’s just great.  That’s just what you needed to turn your career around … 

deadweight. 

 

[Marissa shrugs her jaw, chewing her full natural-colored bottom lip.] 

 

MM: What a shame.  Because I thought I could like you.  I thought you deserved my professional 

respect.  But you don’t. 

 

[Marissa sucks her teeth and looks to the sky.] 

 



MM: We had the chance to go out and make magic in that ring and show the world what great women 

wrestlers looked like.  But then you had to go and try to tear me down when I was trying to build you 

up.  Do you know how disappointed in you I am?  There’s almost no way to describe it.  Why go the 

cheap route of saying that I went soft because I was willing to support Shadoe in his TSWF career? 

 

[Marissa’s gaze returns squarely to the camera.  The towel casts a harsh shadow over her face, 

swallowing most of her features except for her yellow hazel eyes.] 

 

MM: Wrestling couples fail all the time because ambition and temptation get in the way.  People forget 

how hard it is to manage a relationship and the road.  Shadoe and I have managed to do it through 

sacrifice.  We split apart and come together.  Sometimes someone steps up and someone falls back.  

But we always support each other.  

 

[Pause as she sucks her tooth again.] 

 

MM: You think he didn’t hear it from the agents and the promoters in SPW when he not only took a 

backseat to my World championship reign, but actively supported me?  They ridiculed him.  They said 

he was soft, emasculated, nothing but a mouthpiece for me.  All the testosterone got hurt, thinking 

that a man should never follow a woman.  And he didn’t let any of it faze him.  He never once wanted 

to leave my side or put his ambitions above mine.  Here in TSWF, this is his world.  And I am his Queen.  

It is not just my duty, but my honor, to support the man I love.  And I will do whatever it is he needs of 

me.  

 

[Marissa sits down on the stairs, folding her impressive arms and letting the biceps, triceps and 

shoulders bulge.] 

 

MM: Fortunately (she blows on her thumbnail and buffs it) the TSWF has said that I can’t take part in 

the best of seven series.  So that means I have time on my hands.  That means I can focus squarely on 

you, Josie, and your little sidekick, Brandy Danielle.  It seems you need to be reminded who the 

dominant _woman_ in professional wrestling is and why she is.  Why I am.  Forget my height, forget 

my size.  Forget my past, Josie, Brandy.  Focus on two things.  There is nobody smarter in this business 

and there is nobody better skilled inside this ring than I am.  

 

[She drops her head so it is completely obscured.  She rubs at the back of her head.] 

 

MM: All it took to put you down, Josie, was one Great Black Attack.  How did that feel dropping six feet 

down to the mat to land on your head?  I wouldn’t know how it feels, but I do know you’re going to 

feel it again.  And this time I’m going to put some stink on the motherfucker.  Keep talking, Josie.   I’ll 

hurt your feelings.  At the end of the day, I’m Marissa Monet.  You’re not. 

 

[Monet lifts her head to the camera, tugging off the towel to reveal her cold, hard expression.] 

 

MM: And you, Brandy Danielle, the ego that thought she could.  I think we have some unfinished 

business too and you have some issues with my partner, Vic Morrison.  Let me tell you, I just don’t like 

you on principle.  You and your little boyfriend there are nothing but leeches as far as I’m concerned.  

You tried to suck onto Shadoe’s greatness and stick your nose in business that had nothing to do with 

you; you tried to make yourself a hero around here just for the attention.  Be careful what you wish 

for.  You’ve got my attention.  All of it.  Now what are you going to do with it in that ring? 



 

[Hold for a beat as the camera closes in on Marissa’s crooked, cold grin.] 

 

MM: Nothing and like it. 

 

[Fade out] 

 

 
 

 

VIC MORRISON 

 

 

 

[Open up on Vic Morrison in front of some wall, wearing a grey t-shirt and black jeans. No glorious 

setting, no frills. Just the man and his predatory demeanor.] 

 

VM: For all of that talk and all of that bravado... look at what happened to you. 

 

[His lips curl into a smirk.] 

 

VM: You became just another casualty; Anderson... and you most certainly won't be the first... 

 

[He utters a cold chuckle as he rubs his palms together.] 

 

VM: All of this?  

 

[Satisfied, Vic shakes his head in conjunction with his next sentence.] 

 

VM: None of it was by my design. This... this is all part of a greater scheme. There _is_ a plan coming 

together... only none of us, not even myself, have any idea where this... "plan"... is leading us. 

 

This week, it's leading me into a tag team match, where I'm joining Marissa Monet against Josie Saito 

and Brandy Danielle. 

 

[Vic shakes his head again, only this time out of dissatisfaction. And probably disgust.] 

 

VM: I'm not the type of man who puts his hands on a woman out of violence... but... it is what it is. 

 

Let me explain something to you -- this is _serious_ business. You want to compete in the ring with 

me? I'm not going to hold back -- period. An opponent is an opponent... and a victim is a victim. 

 

Just ask Rich, Brandy. He knows. 

 

[There's that cold stare.] 



 

VM: I could go on and on about how I could rip the both of you limb from limb in the middle of that 

ring... but I won't. Josie Saito already knows what I can do. Brandy Danielle watched me dissect her 

boyfriend, knowing that there was _nothing_ she could do about it. 

 

I have absolutely no reason to play it safe, ladies. 

 

Besides... it's not part of the plan. There's no reason to fight it anymore. 

 

Rich Anderson? He tried to go against the grain. He _thought_ that he was different. He was so 

consumed by his own vanity and the ego-stroking of the crowd that he believed that he was someone 

with a skill set comparable to _me_... 

 

[Morrison flashes a wicked smile as he shakes his head.] 

 

VM: An "underdog," as you call yourself, is supposed to be humble, Rich... that most certainly wasn't 

you. Furthermore, an "underdog" merely gets lucky... which is what you've been up until you set foot 

in that ring. 

 

Seems like you had what it took to graduate... you just can't cut it in the real world. 

 

[With a pause, Morrison lets that cold statement sink in.] 

 

VM: And that goes for the rest of you. Anderson? He was merely an example... a sacrificial lamb... a 

vision of your impending future. 

 

You'd better pray that fate works in your favor. 

 

[Out.] 

 

 

[Back on Ashie & Stephanie] 

 

SS: Vic Morrison definitely a cunning character, to say the least. 

 

AS: And deadly all the same. I still can’t believe what he did to Rich Anderson on our last show. 

Hopefully Rich is smart and stays in the back to avoid further injury to his head. 

 

SS: I couldn’t agree more. Let’s go down to the ring for introductions. 

  



 

 

 

VIC MORRISON & MARISSA MONET 

 

vs. 

 

BRANDY DANIELLE & JOSIE SAITO 

 

 

 
 

RA: The following tag team contest is scheduled for one fall with a fifteen-minute time limit. 

 

 

**POP!!** 

 

 

RA: Introducing first...  

 

[As "Gang Bang" by Madonna plays, Josie Saito steps onto the entrance ramp, the fans cheering. She 

wears a black cropped tank top and army fatigue pants. She completes the look with black combat 

boots, her long red hair falling straight down her back.] 

 

# Like a bitch out of water # 

# Like a bat out of hell # 

# Like a fish out of water # 

# I'm scared. Can't you tell # 

# Bang! Bang! #  

# Bang! Bang! # 

 

SS: Josie Saito out here and the fans giving her a good response now that she’s aligned herself with 

Brandy Danielle. 

 

AS: Well regardless, anyone going up against the likes of Vic Morrison and Marissa Monet is going to be 

on the better end of the cheering side. 

 

[She pauses atop the stage and out comes Brandy Danielle joined by Anarchy. The duo joins Saito upon 

the stage before they all head down to the ring to the roar of the crowd.] 

  

# I thought you were good # 

# But you painted me bad # 

# Compared to the others, you're the best thing I had # 

# Bang bang, shot you dead # 

# Bang bang, shot you dead # 



 

[As she enters the ring, Josie mounts the empty second turnbuckle, eying the crowd in contempt. 

Brandy jumps in to the ring as well and mounts the top rope in the nearest corner. The two ladies then 

jump down and convene in Saito’s corner, waiting for the match to start.] 

 

SS: Rich Anderson not down here at ringside as his lack of medical clearance for personal in-ring action 

also keeps him from being near the action inside the ring for his wife, Brandy Danielle. 

 

AS: Strange predicament for Anderson but thankfully, Anarchy is at ringside to make sure all is well for 

Danielle and Saito. 

 

RA: And their opponents… introducing first… 

 

[The arena is bathed in darkness as the houselights cut out. The fans grow restless in the darkness until 

white spotlights hit the aisle, alternating between white and black squares that lead to the ring. 

"System" by Chester Bennington begins its melancholy beat and the fans roar out in protest as Marissa 

Monet makes her entrance.] 

 

 

**MASSIVE BOOS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!** 

 

 

# 

You fell away 

What more can I say? 

The feeling's evolved. 

I won't let it out. 

I can't replace your screaming face 

Feeling the sickness inside 

 

Chorus: 

Why won't you die? 

Your blood in mine. 

We'll be fine 

Then your body will be mine. 

# 

 

[The curtains part and Marissa Monet strides through. She pauses at the top of the ramp, arms folded 

across her chest. Her biceps bulge with the action, displaying the "God's Child" tattoo on her right 

shoulder and the striking shark logo on her left biceps. She stares at the fans first on one side and then 

stares at them on the next. Her lips slowly curl back into a big lusty smile.] 

 

# 

So many words 

Can't describe my face. 

This feeling's evolved 

So soon to break out. 

I can't relate 



To a happy state 

Feeling the blood run inside. 

# 

 

[She stops at the ring steps before climbing the steps and stepping over the top rope. The Queen takes 

the center of the ring. She throws out her arms and lifts her head to the rafters in the Jesus pose as her 

eyes rollover white and her mouth falls slack revealing a killer's smile and perfect white teeth.] 

 

# 

Why is everything so fucking hard for me? 

Keep me down to what you think I should be. 

Must you tempt me and provoke the ministry? 

Keep on trying, I'm not dying so easily. 

I will not die. 

Why is everything so fucking hard for me? 

I will not die. 

Why is everything so fucking hard for me? 

# 

 

 

**MASSIVE BOOING AND CATCALLING!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!** 

 

 

[Marissa begins to walk in figure eights around the ring, prowling each corner and staring at Josie Saito. 

The fans can feel her frenzy building. With that the houselights come up and Marissa snaps out of her 

trance. She bares her teeth and begins shadowboxing, ready for action. The fans roar as she takes 

center ring and raises her black-gloved fist in the air.] 

 

 

**ROARS OF PURE HATRED!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!** 

 

 

RA: FROM BROOKLYN, NEW YORK... STANDING SIX FOOT SIX… ALL HAIL THE BLACK QUEEN...  

 

MAAAAAAAAARISSAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!!  

 

MOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOONET!!!! 

 

[Despite the rabid boos, the arena pulses with the strobe light of flashbulbs!] 

 

SS: Marissa Monet looking to make an example of Josie and Brandy to show SHE is the dominant 

female in TSWF. 

 

AS: Her resume says a lot … former SPW World Champion … multi-time Women’s’ Champion… 

 

SS: Queen of Rage Country… 

 

AS: Hah, yes that too, I suppose. 



 

RA: And her partner… 

 

[“Five Finger Crawl” by Danzig plays over the PA system and out from the back steps a man with 

slightly tan skin. His frame is muscular but not too cut. For his age (he’s not incredibly old, but not 

young), he’s no slouch in the conditioning department. Vic keeps a fairly rugged appearance – short 

brown hair that’s a bit shaggy and perpetual five o’clock shadow. He has cold green eyes and a 

perpetually serious expression on his face overall. Additionally, he has no tattoos but does have a few 

insignificant scars here and there from previous battles. Morrison’s wrestling gear consists of a pair of 

black wrestling trunks with a white stylized “VM” on the left hip outlined in black, black knee pads, and 

black leather wrestling boots. To top everything off, he keeps his wrists wrapped with white tape and 

wears a black elbow brace on his right arm.] 

 

RA: From Miami, Florida… he weighs in at two hundred and twenty-nine pounds… 

 

VICCC MORRISSONNN!!! 

 

 

**BOO!!!** 

 

 

SS: One of the deadliest men in TSWF right now heading down to the ring and not often is the male the 

minority in a mixed tag match but that is the case right here. 

 

AS: Morrison stepping in the ring though with three of the premier female wrestlers in the sport today 

and the two opposite him tonight won’t take anything lying down, I can tell you that much. 

 

[Vic Morrison climbs into the ring and steps into his corner to join Marissa Monet. Not much words 

spoken between the two.] 

 

 

***DING!        DING!            DING!*** 

 

 

SS: Opening bell has rung and it looks like Saito and Monet will start things off for their respective 

teams.  

 

AS: A collar and elbow tie-up into a snap suplex from Monet. And now a cheap kick to the side of a 

downed Josie Saito. 

 

SS: There’s Vic Morrison in the ring to make it two on one but Brandy Danielle entering as well to cut 

him off. The referee telling Morrison to return to his corner as Danielle catches Monet with a flying 

forearm. 

 

AS: And Saito back on her feet… double Irish whip sends Monet into the ropes… and she bounces back 

into a double backdrop from Saito and Danielle. 

 



SS: Brandy now leaving the ring as Josie Saito pulls Monet up by her hair and goes for a bulldog… but 

Monet throws her off.  

 

AS: Sprint to the side and off the ropes comes Monet… Shining Wizard connects into the face of Josie 

Saito. 

 

SS: Saito’s stunned and is caught by Monet with a lungblower as the crowd explodes into a chorus of 

boos. 

 

AS: Backdrop suplex attempt from Marissa Monet… blocked by Saito though with a back elbow and 

now a round of jabs thrown at the chin of Monet as the crowd chants Saito’s name. 

 

SS: Both women trading blows in the center of the ring… and now kicks added in as the crowd chants 

for Saito and boos for Monet at every shot. 

 

AS: Josie Saito with a headlock on Monet… goes for a bulldog… NO! Takedown by Monet into an 

Achilles tendon hold. 

 

SS: Saito trying to break the hold as she struggles for the ropes…. Monet trying to pull her away but 

gets kicked for her efforts. And Saito able to grab the bottom rope to force the break. 

 

AS: Monet though holding on and the referee begins the five count… 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

 

 

THREE! 

 

 

 

 

FOUR! 

 

 

 

SS: And Marissa Monet releases before five. Tag out to Morrison who leaps right into the ring and 

drives an elbow down on Josie Saito.  

 



AS: Morrison pulling Saito back up and hits a backbreaker… and then tosses her overhead. Now the 

cover by Morrison… 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

 

 

SS: Saito gets the shoulder up in time. Morrison pulls her up to her feet and hits a gut wrench suplex… 

and another cover from Morrison… 

 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

AS: And again Saito kicks out in time. 

 

SS: Vic Morrison now running into the ropes…. Bounces off the side and takes Josie Saito down with a 

lariat. 

 

AS: Morrison and Monet so far dominating this match as Vic now goes for the Irish whip… Saito 

rebounds…. And takes Vic Morrison down with a low shoulder tackle. 

 

SS: And now the tag to Brandy Danielle… who doesn’t enter the ring right away.  

 

AS: Where’s she going? 

 

SS: Danielle grabs a chair and slides inside the ring. Vic Morrison getting up to his feet and Danielle 

takes a swing at him with the chair but he puts up his arms to block. Boot to the midsection and he 

grabs the chair from her grasp. 

 

AS: Morrison has that chair in hand and is sizing Brandy Danielle up… but decides to just toss the chair 

out of the ring instead. 

 



SS: Whip into the ropes sends Danielle sprinting… and is met with a clothesline for her troubles.  

 

AS: Morrison stands over Danielle and takes a moment to jaw jack… and gets caught with a low blow 

from Brandy Danielle! 

 

 

**POP!** 

 

 

SS: Danielle slowly gets to her feet as Morrison is on his knees. Double axehandle to the back of 

Morrison and here comes Marissa Monet… spinning backfist connects to the face of Danielle and now 

Josie Saito in the ring to lay out Monet. 

 

AS: The referee slowly losing control as Saito helps Danielle up and they send Vic Morrison into the 

ropes… double elbow smash attempt from Saito and Danielle thwarted by Morrison who ducks under 

and takes the two ladies down with a double clothesline. 

 

 

***BOOOO!!!!*** 

 

 

SS: Saito rolls out of the ring as Morrison goes after Danielle once more. Handful of hair as he drags 

Brandy Danielle to his corner and tags in Marissa Monet. 

 

AS: Monet steps inside the ring and takes Brandy Danielle down with a single leglock. Danielle trying to 

force a break but she’s furthest from the ropes at the moment. 

 

SS: Marissa putting on some pressure as she torques that leg even further. And now she releases the 

hold on her own and makes the tag back to Vic Morrison.  

 

AS: Monet not leaving the ring right away and here comes Josie Saito to force her out. And the crowd 

chanting big time for Saito. 

 

SS: Danielle back to her feet and now a double Irish whip sends Vic Morrison into the ropes once 

again… and this time, the ladies succeed with a double backdrop. 

 

AS: Saito leaves the ring as Brandy Danielle pulls Morrison up and hits a swinging neckbreaker. 

Morrison down on the mat as Brandy Danielle locks him in a surfboard. 

 

SS: But obviously the size difference too much for Brandy Danielle as Morrison breaks free and crashes 

down on top of her. A few elbows to the head and he gets back on his feet to tag in Marissa Monet. 

 

AS: Double whip and Brandy Danielle bounces off the ropes into a double elbow smash. And then a 

double kick to the midsection… and a double backdrop to conclude… NO! Brandy with the double 

noggin knocker instead. 

 

 

***POP!*** 



 

 

SS: Morrison rolls out to the apron and Brandy Danielle hits a power bomb on Marissa Monet. The 

cover… 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

 

 

AS: KICKOUT!! Marissa Monet able to kick out. Brandy Danielle pulls her up and goes for a fireman’s 

carry…Monet with the block and punches Danielle square in the nose. 

 

SS: Danielle returns the favor with a punch to the face of Monet which is returned with a chop to the 

chest of Brandy Danielle. 

 

AS: And the fans loving it as Danielle and Monet trade shots. 

 

 

***LOUD CROWD ROAR!!!*** 

 

 

SS: Marissa Monet goes for a kick to the thigh of Brandy Danielle… AND DANIELLE COUNTERS WITH A 

DRAGON SCREW! 

 

AS: Monet down on the mat…and Brandy heading up top… getting into position… and flies off for a 

dropkick… 

 

SS: BUT MONET GETS OUT OF THE WAY! Brandy Danielle hits nothing but air. And now off the ropes 

goes Monet… and takes Danielle down with a flying clothesline. 

 

AS: The decibel level in this building is unbelievable. Monet with a backdrop suplex and the crowd on 

their feet booing her to the heavens. 

 

SS: Now Marissa Monet picking Brandy Danielle up and throws her into her corner, telling Josie Saito to 

tag in. 

 

AS: The tag is made and Josie Saito sprints out of her corner a house of fire as she rushes at Monet. The 

two women slugging it out… forearm to the back of Monet and Saito goes for a piledriver… Monet 

doesn’t budge and backdrops Saito over. 

 



SS: Josie Saito on the mat and Monet slaps on an STF. The referee checking Saito’s arm… 

He lifts it… it falls. 

 

AS: The crowd chanting for Saito as the referee lifts it a second time… AND IT STAYS UP! 

 

SS: Saito fighting her way out of the hold slowly but surely as Monet furious that Saito will not lay 

down. 

 

 

***LOUD CROWD ROAR!!!***  

 

 

AS: LOOK AT THAT!! 

 

[The camera angle changes to show the top of the stage as Rich Anderson stumbles through the 

curtains followed by The Mongoloid who nails him in the back with a chair.] 

 

SS: Rich Anderson being mauled by The Mongoloid. And now a big chokeslam on the stage.  

 

AS: Brandy Danielle and Anarchy see this and are leaving the ring to head up the aisle as The 

Mongoloid heads backstage, leaving Anderson down and out on the stage. 

 

SS: What about Josie Saito though? 

 

AS: Danielle and Anarchy clearly concerned for Anderson’s well-being more than this match. 

 

SS: Well Saito not looking so hot at the moment as Marissa Monet sizes her up for the Great Black 

Attack… NO! CHECKMATE FROM MONET!!! 

 

AS: Josie Saito planted into the mat with that cutter and now an arrogant cover from Monet… and 

Brandy Danielle nowhere around to make the save… 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THREEEE!!! 

 

 

***DING!        DING!            DING!*** 

 

 

RA: Ladies and gentlemen…  the winners of the match at eleven minutes… 

 

 

MARISSA MONET & VIC MORRISON 

 

 

***BOOOOO!*** 

 

 

 
 

[Back to Ashie & Stephanie] 

 

SS: What a sad state of affairs that Josie Saito was left all alone in the match by Brandy Danielle. 

 

AS: Well it’s not like Danielle had a choice. Her husband was getting assaulted backstage and after the 

trauma he suffered from Vic Morrison at our last show, I’m not sure how much more Anderson can 

take. 

 

SS: Those chair shots to his head… just vicious. Well your winners once again are Marissa Monet and 

Vic Morrison. 

 

AS: Just awful what has happened to Anderson as of late…(interrupted) 

 



 

[The blaring guitar chords of Muse's cover to "House of the Rising Sun" hits the house P/A.] 

 

#THERE IS... A HOUSE... IN NEW ORLEANS..... 

#TTTTHHHHEEEYYYYY CCCCCAAAAALLLLLL TTTHHHHAAAAA' RRRRIIIIIISSSIIIINNNN' SSSSUUUUUNNN!!! 

 

 

**FACE POP!!!** 

 

 

[Through the curtains steps Leon Corella, his hair slicked back, side burns trimmed neatly as always, 

wearing a tucked in black polo shirt with a gold Lion's head emblem on the left breast pocket, tan khaki 

slacks, a brown leather belt with a gold buckle and matching loafers, a gold chain around his neck, and 

his favorite ruby and diamond gemmed platinum Rolex wrist watch.  In his left hand is a microphone 

and in the right- that infamous gold headed sledgehammer with the black lacquered handle.  Tucking 

the microphone in his belt, Leon starts down the ramp, slapping hands with a few fans as he does so.] 

 

AS: Leon Corella making his way out here despite not being booked on tonight’s card. 

 

SS: Obviously he has something to say. So let’s give him the floor. 

 

[Reaching ringside, Leon climbs the steps and slips through the ropes.  After a quick stroll to the center 

of the ring, Leon pulls the microphone from his belt and switches it on, his music dying out in short 

order.] 

 

Leon Corella:  Last week I didn't exactly have the match of the century, but I did exactly what I 

intended to do.  I gave our young friend, The Mongoloid, a little something to think about... A lot more 

than I intended, to be frank, but then I got to thinking about it and I realized shortly after that Chris 

Hallmark is digging in my closet and looking for skeletons.... 

 

[Arching his brow, Leon casts his gaze over the crowd.] 

 

...Doesn't that seem a little odd to anybody here?  I came down that ramp a month ago to this day to 

help defend Tripp Skylark from Hallmark and to be honest, I wasn't even that brutal.  I think my words 

afterward had more effect than the act itself. 

 

[Propping the hammer on his shoulder, he turns and starts to pace the ring a little bit.] 

 

But anyone who has been in wrestling for any amount of time should realize that words are just that.  

Words.  Most of us develop a thick hide pretty quick if we want to make it long term in this business.  

Mine may have taken longer to thicken, but like any old pro, my hide has become tank armor against 

the art of verbal assault. 

 

[He stops with a smirk, those ice blue eyes averting to the camera.] 

 



You can talk all the bull you want, but at the end of the day..  It's just words.  Letters combined in a 

pattern may carry weight and meaning by definition, but they don't have the same effect as a 

piledriver to the skull or a suplex through a table. 

 

[Leon looks back out at that crowd, resuming the slow, measured pace around the ring.] 

 

I mean at first, I thought that he was trying to emulate me, but then the wheels get turning after that 

confrontation with Mongo and I think to myself, "Compared to what I did, why would anyone want to 

dig through the old closet, pull out long dead skeletons, and use them against me?" 

 

[Arriving at the far right corner, Leon leans into it, propping the hammer across the pad and 

intersecting top ropes and crossing his arms over it.  He holds the microphone at a slight right angle to 

his lips with his left hand.] 

 

Corella: Part of me thinks that it's inadequacy on Chris's part that has him looking for allies.  While I 

don't discount him completely, after all two weeks ago he had me on my knees and brought me down 

with a chair shot in short order...  I don't exactly see him as being able to stand toe to toe in a head on 

fight. 

 

SS: Some strong words thus far from Leon Corella. 

 

AS: Sure… but wouldn’t they be better off said face-to-face to Chris Hallmark instead of into a camera 

with the hope Hallmark is sitting somewhere watching TSWF TV broadcasts? 

 

[Looking off and to the side, Leon takes a moment of brief contemplation, and then looks back to the 

crowd.] 

 

Corella: Another part of me thinks there's something deeper behind all of this.  Something that drives 

his motivations beyond a practical level.  Heh... Maybe he has some misguided sense of justice and 

thinks that shoveling up all this crap in my face will somehow make him look better and brighter, giving 

him an instant vindication for whatever misdeeds he's guilty of committing. 

 

[Smirking, he pushes out of that corner, the hammer dangling from his left hand by its head.] 

 

Then again, I could be over thinking things.  Maybe him finding The Mongoloid was pure coincidence, 

after all life is full of surprises. 

 

[A shrug of the shoulders.] 

 

Wouldn't be the first time I've set foot in this ring and talked out of my ass to a crowd of people. 

 

[He chuckles right along with a few fans scattered through the crowd.  He looks to the camera now.] 

 

Regardless, Chris... I know you're sitting back and watching somewhere out there, biding your time 

until you can get back in this ring and finish what you started... if that's your intention... 

 

[The jovial expression gives way to a look that could only be described as "serious as a heart attack".] 

 



Corella: ...but let me clue you in on something, kid.  I've made peace with my demons.  I've paid a 

harsh penance and I've come back stronger and better for it.  Keep digging for dusty bones.  I mean 

what's next?  Are you going to dig Carson Ray out of the shallow grave of his career and send him after 

me? 

 

SS: Wow, Corella mentioning Carson Ray. 

 

AS: Who’s Carson Ray? 

 

SS: I have no idea, to be honest. But he must be someone important for Corella to mention him. 

 

[Corella scoffs at the camera.] 

 

Corella: Maybe old man Danger will lace up his boots and come back to the ring for the match he was 

too good to give me with a little push from you. 

 

AS: Now THAT’S a name I know. Tommy Danger and Leon Corella had quite a feud back in the day over 

in IGA. 

 

SS: Yes but I highly doubt Danger would ever resurface in a wrestling ring again.  

 

[Lowering his head, he shakes it slowly left to right and shrugs his shoulders.  He then turns his eyes 

back to the camera, his head lowered at an angle as he does so, giving him a bit of edginess to his 

look.] 

 

Corella: All I know is that you, Chris Hallmark, only prove that by throwing others at me, that you are 

not good enough to face me as a man.  Until the day comes that you step in this ring, no weapon, no 

big mother...you know what...standing behind you, just you against just me... 

 

[Lifting his head up and stepping closer to the ropes, he looks the lens dead in its electronic "eye".] 

 

...You will never get what you think you deserve.  So keep 'em coming kid.  Each one I beat only makes 

me that much stronger and makes the fight that much harder for you when you do man up and step 

into this ring against me. 

 

[It is then that "Holy Roller" by Throwdown assaults the House PA system.  Through the curtains and 

sporting full ring gear is The Mongoloid!  Taking in a deep breath, Leon shakes his head with a 

disapproving look on his face. ]  

 

SS: Uh oh… here comes trouble. 

 

[With a microphone in hand, Mongo motions for his music to be cut.] 

 

Mongo:  YOU... TALK...TOO... MUCH!!!! 

 

[Leon smirks back at the man.] 

 

Corella:  and apparently you don't talk enough. I take it you want a re-match, big boy? 



 

[Mongo nods his head vehemently.] 

 

Mongo:  HELL YEAH!  RIGHT NOW!  YOU AND ME!  ONE ON ONE!!!  NO JAPANESE TABLE CRAP!  JUST A 

GOOD OL' FIGHT!  WE CAN EVEN GO NO DQ SO YOU CAN USE YOUR HAMMER!!!!  

CCCOOOOOMMMEEE OOOOOONNNN!!! 

 

SS: Wow, The Mongoloid is furious. 

 

AS: Well I would be too if I was embarrassed like he was last time these two met. 

 

[He arches a brow at Mongo.] 

 

Corella:  Gettin' greedy with the airtime here, aren't you Mong?  Didn't you JUST beat the crap out of 

Rich Anderson? 

 

[The Big Man shrugs.] 

 

Mongo:  SO WHAT?!  HE WAS NOTHING!!!  HE HITS LIKE A BITCH!!! 

 

[Leon looks to the hammer, and then looks to Mongo.] 

 

Corella:  Alright Tubs, you're on, but I won't need anything but my bare hands to beat you... 

 

[As Mongo makes his way down to the ring, Leon tosses the microphone and the hammer down.  He 

removes his shirt, his jewelry, and the watch rather quickly, and then hands them along with his 

hammer off to a ring attendant.] 

 

SS: I guess we have ourselves an impromptu fight on our hands. 

 

AS: Corella may be biting off more than he can chew this time around. No funny tricks, just mano y 

mano. 

 

[As Mongo reaches the ring steps and makes that slow climb up the ring steps, an older looking 

gentleman steps out wearing a striped Referee's shirt.  He brings a microphone straight to his lips.] 

 

Ref:  My name is Earl Jones and this match has just been made official by Mr. Sandsbury!  I will be your 

referee gentlemen! 

 

AS: Wow, Stephanie. Your brother doesn’t let an opportunity slip, does he? 

 

SS: I guess not. Consider this a bonus for our fans live and at home. 

  



 

 

 

*STREET FIGHT* 

 

LEON CORELLA 

 

vs. 

 

THE MONGOLOID 

 

 

 

 

[Leon actually breaks into a smile as he steps back, letting Mongo step into the ring.  Ref Jones joins 

the two in short order and motions for the bell...] 

 

*DING!  DING!  DING!* 

 

AS: Mongo and Corella slowly circle one another, Leon moving with more of a shoot grappler's stance, 

patiently watching and waiting for his opening... 

 

SS: The Mongoloid steps forward but backs away as Leon Corella with a sweeping kick that would have 

hit knee otherwise.   

 

AS: Apparently, Mongo remembers their last match quite vividly... 

 

Corella:  COME ON YA' BIG P***Y!  TAKE A SWING!! I F****NG DARE YOU!! 

 

SS: The Mongoloid snarling with a face full of anger as he goes for a lumbering swing.. Corella ducks 

and peppers the big man in his exposed ribs with a jab.   

 

AS: Leon Corella pops his head up.. Mongo goes for another swing and it’s ducked again. 

 

SS: This time though, Corella kicks the man square in the back of his calf!  And instantly Mongo lets out 

a yelp of pain as he finds himself Charlie horsed! 

 

AS: Seeing the vulnerable spot, Leon Corella kicking the calf repeatedly, driving Mongo towards the 

ropes.   

 

SS: Corella now hammering away with vicious rights and lefts, driving his massive adversary back into 

the corner.  And unloads with a surprisingly precise, yet furious flurry of punches.   

 



AS: Mongo bringing his arms up to defend himself, but Leon Corella just changes the directions of 

those blows, hammering at rather large holes in the big man's defense! 

 

SS: The Mongoloid not looking so good at the moment. It’s amazing that man of his stature is just being 

taken apart by those shots from Leon Corella. 

 

AS: Corella now driving Mongo down for a seat then backs off a few paces.. only to rush in with a 

brutal knee shot to the big man's face! 

 

 

**POP!** 

 

 

SS: Leon Corella backing up after the impact and it isn't much of a surprise that we find Mongo pulling 

himself up by the ropes. 

 

AS: That angry, hurt glare in his eyes and look at his nose… 

 

SS: Definitely looks a little flatter and a whhhhooolllle lot bloodier.  Corella crouching down now and 

motioning for Mongo to come at him. 

 

Mongo:  RRRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRGGGGGHHHHHHH!!!!! 

 

SS: The big man rushing at Leon Corella like a runaway freight train.  

 

AS: WOAH! Corella rushing at Mongo as well.. and catches the big man with his arms, spins around and 

slams him down to the canvas with an explosive rolling spine buster!   

 

Corella:  AAAYYYYYYYYYAAAAGGGHHHH!!!! 

 

 

**WWWWHHAABBBBBBBBAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHMMMMMMMMM!!!!** 

 

 

SS: That totally utilized Mongo's weight and momentum against him! 

 

[The entire ring shakes upon impact; Leon bouncing off of Mongoloid with his arms spread out at his 

sides and bent back with a prideful roar for the fans in the crowd!] 

 

Corella:   YYYYYYYYYYYEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!! 

 

AS: What a maneuver from Leon Corella who now quickly grabs both of Mongo's legs and hooks them 

under his arm.  Rolling the big man onto his belly, Corella quickly kneeling down and placing his knee 

against the back of Mongo's head.   

 

SS: And without much torque, Mongo letting out a roar of pain as Leon Corella has him nearly bent in 

half with THE WALLS OF PERFECTION! 

 



Corella:  TAP!!! TTTAAAPPP!!!!  TTTTTTAAAAAPPPP!!! 

 

Mongo:  NOOOOOOO!!!!  AAGGHH!!!! NNNNNNNOOOOO!!!!! 

 

 

**BIG POP!!** 

 

 

SS: Every muscle in Corella's body tense as he shows the great strain it takes to fold a big man like The 

Mongoloid in on himself.   

 

AS: Mongo twisting and turning, trying to fight out of the hold.   

 

 

**ANOTHER BIG POP!!** 

 

 

SS: WOW! The Mongoloid planting his hands and suddenly twisting.. essentially ripping Leon Corella off 

of him and flipping the two hundred and fifty pound superstar off his feet. 

 

AS: And Corella sent for a tuck and roll into the ropes. 

 

SS: Mongo rising up on to his feet, his teeth grit as each step towards Leon seems to be a burning, 

agonizing process.  

 

AS: Meanwhile, Corella rising as well and stepping into a crouch before charging at Mongo.. and a low 

chop block takes the big man’s legs right out from under him! 

 

SS: Corella quickly gets to his feet, Mongo already up on one knee and growling in pain.  Leon Corella 

now stepping back from Mongo, crouching low and motioning for him to get up once more. 

 

Corella:  HAD ENOUGH?!  YOU CAN STOP THIS ANYTIME MONGOLOID! 

 

AS: Mongo pushing himself to a stand, fists clenched tightly.  He smacks his chest and roars at Leon 

Corella. 

 

Mongo:  NNNNNEEEEEVVVVVVVEEEEEEERRRRR!!!! 

 

 

**POP POP POP!!** 

 

 

SS: Leon Corella just shaking his head at The Mongoloid and leaps right at him, throwing both feet 

square into his chest with a solid dropkick.  Mongo staggers back into the ropes and snaps off of them 

as Leon gets to his feet. 

 

AS: SURPRISE!  Corella turns and doesn't even have time to duck, getting clipped in the head by a 

running GOODNIGHT! Lariat from the Mongoloid!! 



 

 

*FFFWWWHHHAAAPPP!!* 

 

 

SS: And a collective gasp from various members of the crowd in front row as Leon Corella hits the 

canvas hard and lays out flat on his back.  

 

AS: The Mongoloid falling to his knees beside him and presses his palms on Leon's chest and stomach 

for a cover.. 

 

 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TWO!!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THR… 

 

 

**EXPLOSIVE POP!!** 

 

 

 



SS: CORELLA WITH THE KICKOUT!!! 

 

AS: And a shoulder up from Corella as he partially sits up, his back to Mongo as he shakes the cobwebs 

loose for a second. 

 

SS:  Either Mongo's losing steam or Leon managed to somehow deflect the force of some of that 

powerful striking arm. 

 

AS: Either way, Corella not in a good place right now. 

 

[Snarling, Mongo rises, picking Leon up by the scruff of his neck and promptly lifting him up over his 

head with both hands.] 

 

Mongo:  WATCH THA' BBBBIIIRRRDDDYYYY!!! 

 

AS: Whoa! Mongo takes a few steps forward and hurls Leon Corella across the ring just as he did once 

before. 

 

SS: Corella bouncing off the canvas on impact and rolling into a heap in the corner. 

 

AS: And now The Mongoloid stands there, watching and waiting while doing alternating left and right 

leg shakes, either anxious, or trying to work more feeling back into his legs.   

 

SS: Meanwhile, Leon slowly dragging himself up in the corner, his back turned to the massive 

Mongoloid.... 

 

AS: Who JUMPS in place and then charges across the ring.  

 

SS: Corella turns just as Mongo leaps!  His eyes widen and Leon Corella HURLS himself out of the 

corner, letting Mongo throw all five hundred pounds of himself into the ring post!   

 

AS: The force of that rush so incredible, the impact so devastating, that Mongo falls back to a seat in 

the corner… AND THE TOP TURNBUCKLE AND ROPE COME OFF IN HIS HANDS!!! 

 

 

***OMG POP!!*** 

 

SS: The Mongoloid breaks a corner of the ring from its foundation. And as Mongo sits there, clearly 

winded, there’s Leon Corella moving in. 

 

AS: He lifts Mongo to a spaghetti legged stand.  Corella doing whatever he can as he reaches down and 

scoops his opponent  up, the man's face turning red and veins all over his body bulging and straining 

with the massive effort it takes in hoisting the big man up.   

 

SS: Leon Corella takes a few steps forward… and delivers an explosive LION SLAM!!! 

 

 

**BBBBBBBBAAAAAAAHHHHHMMMM!!!** 



 

 

SS: And another massive impact shakes the entire ring!  Scrambling over Mongo's form, Leon Corella 

quickly grabbing the man's feet, steps through them, bends one under the other and falls back, locking 

in a picture perfect Figure 4 Leglock!  

 

Mongo:  RRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!!!!  NNNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!! 

 

AS: After all the damage that Mongo's legs have received through this match, he has little choice.  To 

stop the pain, he slaps the mat with his hand. 

 

Mongo:  GET HIM OFF, REF!!!  GGGGEEETTTTT HHHHIIIIIIMMMM OOOOOFFFFFFF!!!!!  

GGGGGGGGGAAAAWWWWDDDD!!!! 

 

 

**DING!  DING!   DING!** 

 

 

RA:  YOUR WINNER BY SUBMISSION... 

 

LLLLLLLEEEEEOOOOOOOONNNNNN  CCCCCOOOOORRRREEEEEELLLLLLLAAAAAA!!! 

 

SS: Unlocking his legs now, Leon Corella promptly shoves himself away from The Mongoloid and rolls 

out of the ring.   

 

[As his theme hits the house PA, Corella's quick to gather his things.  Quickly shoving his watch and 

chain into his pocket, he throws his polo shirt over his shoulder and gathers up his sledgehammer. Back 

in the ring, Mongo lays out flat on his back, his hands cupping his face in embarrassment.  Leon grabs a 

microphone from the time keeper's table.] 

 

Corella:  Hey Mongo, don't feel bad.  I've seen FAR better do much worse than you have, but you might 

want to work on the cardio and maybe get a little more training under your belt before the next time 

you step in the ring with me. 

 

AS: Look at that. Leon Corella giving The Mongoloid some more advice after garnering victory over him 

for a second time in a row. 

 

SS: And hopefully The Mongoloid will LISTEN to Corella this time around. 

 

[Snarling, Mongo tries to rise to a stand, only to find himself falling to his knees.  He yells out at Leon.] 

 

Mongo:  FFF*********** YOU, CORELLA!!!  FFFF****************** YOU!!!!! 

 

[Leon laughs and shakes his head, tossing the microphone and exiting ringside in short order. As he 

heads up the ramp, he stops abruptly as if he’s seen a ghost. The camera zooms in and sitting right 

along the guardrail is none other than…] 

 

SS: CHRIS HALLMARK?!? 



 

AS: What’s he doing here? 

 

SS: That’s what Leon Corella is wondering. 

 

AS: Hallmark staring face to face with Corella and just waving his ticket stub in the air. 

 

SS: As much as it pains me to say this, he _DOES_ have a right as a ticketholder to be in the building. 

 

AS: Words being exchanged between the two men as security coming over to usher Corella to the back 

and avoid any further altercations. 

 

SS: Meanwhile, Chris Hallmark is just laughing up a storm. 

 

 

[Back to Ashie & Stephanie] 

 

SS: Quite a match-up between Corella and Mongo. I have to wonder what my brother is thinking after 

giving The Mongoloid a deal to work in TSWF, despite his clear showing of a lack of in-ring abilities. 

 

AS: I guess we’ll find out soon enough. And after what we just saw with Chris Hallmark, I’m sure your 

brother will have a thing or two to say on that matter as well. 

 

SS: That he will. Folks, we need to take a short break while the ring crew repairs the busted corner. So 

take a look at some pre-recorded comments from Elijah Black. 

 

 

 

 

ELIJAH BLACK 

 

 

 
 

[Elijah Black is standing on the roof of the Lawrenceville Moose Hall, wearing a t-shirt featuring a 

Rorschach test and a pair of desert camo shorts, with the overcast skies serving as a fitting backdrop] 

 

Black: The other day, I read something that was almost shocking to me.  I read some academic state 

that a photo of Kim Kardashian on the cover of a magazine was the end of Western civilization...yet the 

entire media came out as one to denounce this opinion, and say the woman who initially made this 

claim was just “jealous” of whatever the hell there is to be jealous of. 

 

The fact is she was right. 



 

Think about it for a second.  The next time you get paid, you look at your paycheck and you hope that it 

can stretch for the remainder of the week or the month and cover every expense you will rack up. Both 

the expected and unexpected, so you have a little money saved up to actually do something YOU want 

to do.  Then consider what Kim Kardashian’s bank balance looks like.  She never has to work a day in 

her life because of the amount she has, and can fritter away as much money in an hour as you earn in 

six months or even a year, and what did she ever do to earn it?  Oh, I’m sorry, did she even earn it? 

 

[Black holds his hands out, inviting those watching to find a way to disagree with him] 

 

Does this mean anything?  You bet your ass it does. 

 

People are so quick to shout down the person talking sense, rallying around what is sick with society 

because it’s what they know and will give their lives to protect, even though they can do so much 

better by listening.  And this is exactly why Tom Sawyer should have picked a different horse. 

 

You see, Sawyer, the fact is I plain don’t like what you represent.  Not because you sided with Souza, 

but because you sold out to Souza.  You went from trying to destroy one another to running to him 

once he clapped his hands, pretending to be a Rottweiler when in actual fact you are just his little 

Chihuahua.  You’re a trinket, Sawyer, an accessory.  Your whole purpose in Tri State is to fight Souza’s 

battles, yet you haven’t asked one important question – will he ever fight yours? 

 

Don’t tell me that never crossed your mind, Sawyer – you were brought in to watch Souza’s back whilst 

he was “otherwise engaged” but what happens when you’re the guy in front of the gun?  He can’t 

watch your back now, can he?  And that asks another question – when he can take care of himself, will 

he need you around?  Or are you collateral damage to him?  Let me wear myself out on you, let him 

recover and pick up the pieces?  That sounds like a very capitalist idea to me. 

 

These thoughts better be going through your head, Sawyer, because soon enough it’ll be time for you 

and I to finally meet, and if you think RJ Souza is going to protect you...well, you may be right, or you 

may be wrong.  That’s the thing, though – you can’t rely on him. 

 

 Maybe you think you learned a few things about me last time, watching me work over Ford and 

Skylark.  You may, but there’s a difference – that time I was doing my best to co-exist with you, to get 

the win regardless of who my partner was.  You could argue that match didn’t even matter...and, given 

the rules have been relaxed, it doesn’t.  After all, I couldn’t get “creative” on Ford or Skylark if I so 

wished, which isn’t the case with you and me. 

 

It’s good of them to give us a little leeway.  Now, rather than try to stay within the rules, I’m allowed to 

express myself fully.  With no worry of being disqualified, what’s to stop me turning that white mask of 

yours a shade of red, permanently stained with your own blood?  Only then will you find that, whilst it 

may protect your identity, a thin veil of cloth won’t protect you from the abuse that is headed your 

way.  No, it offers no protection whatsoever; to the point you may as well man up and show your face 

to spare me the effort of tearing off your mask to show the fans what I left of your face, burning that 

image into the mind of RJ Souza and his cheering section.  After all, if I did that to the monkey, what 

am I going to do to the organ grinder? 

 

[A wicked glint flashes in Black’s eye] 



 

Your new-found best friend found himself put on the shelf because he wanted to get in my way – and 

you, Sawyer, you’re in the way of me getting my final retribution on him.  So that means that I am not 

only willing to go through you in order to get what I want but, if it means I get a shot at him with no 

backup and no interruptions, I will put you on the shelf with such force that Souza will think he got off 

lightly. 

 

 And when I do that, you will realize that it was all your fault that it happened.  You could have stayed 

away, you could have stepped aside, or you could have stabbed him in the back and left him to his fate.  

Instead you sided with him and made your presence felt, and for what?  I get my match with you on 

the terms I want, and without any injury concern to hold me back.  All you’ve done is delay the 

inevitable, preventing those glorious words “I QUIT” from leaving Souza’s lips for a few weeks, but I’m 

still here demanding it. 

 

Soon, Sawyer, you won’t feel your fears – you will feel pain that blocks out everything else.  And for 

those few moments you slip out of the blackness to focus on what’s happening, you will know it was 

you that could have stopped it at any time.  All you had to do was listen to me. 

 

[FTB] 

 

 
 

[Back to Stephanie & Ashie] 

 

SS: Elijah Black definitely ready to put an end to Tom Sawyer and all of this cryptic nonsense. 

 

AS: Yes…this thing between Tom Sawyer and Elijah Black has gone on for quite some time and it’s good 

to see an end to it all tonight. 

 

SS: And speaking of things that could use a good ending, it’s time for “The Great Debate”… 

 

AS: OH MY GOD!!! (sighs) Just get it over with already. 

 

SS: Let’s go up to the ring for the introductions. 

 

 

 

 

*GREAT DEBATE* 

 

DERRICK L. FORD  

 

vs. 

 

TRIPP SKYLARK 



 

 

 
 

RA: The following contest is a debate on these three topics agreed upon between both participants 

earlier this week… 

 

[In the ring is a big poster board set up with three different notecards tacked to it.  One reads 
"DRUG WAR", other reads "SIZE OF GOVERNMENT" and the last one reads "AMERICA 
IN FIVE YEARS".] 
 

Introducing first… 

 

## 

GIMME FUEL  

GIMME FIRE  

GIMME THAT WHICH I DESIRE!  

OOOOOOH! 

##  

 

[Metallica's "Fuel" blasts throughout the arena as the crowd starts booing lustily. Through the curtain 

walks Derrick L. Ford. The 6'4" muscular Caucasian man wears <street attire here>. At his side, 

resplendent in his three piece suit, the always grinning Henry Spikes. Ford surveys the disapproving 

audience with an apathetic look. Spikes, meanwhile, raises Ford's hand into the air, displaying him as a 

true champion of the people. The people don't appear to be buying it.]  

 

RA: Accompanied to the ring by Henry Spikes...from Old Orchard Beach, Maine...now residing in 

Houston, Texas... 

 

DERRICK!  L.!  FOOOOOOORRRRRRD!  

 

[The duo walk towards the ring, Ford laughing as he confidently strolls down the ramp, while Spikes 

glad-hands a few patrons in the front row.]  

 

 

**BOO!!!** 

 

 

[Spikes walks up the ring steps first, opening the ropes for his friend and charge. As they enter the ring, 

Spikes again presents Ford to the paying public, garnering a fresh round of abuse. The music begins to 

fade as Ford begins to prepare at his podium.] 

 

RA: And his opponent… 

 

He is the "Pittsburgh Pothead"... the "Stoned Submission Specialist"... the "Psychedelic Superstar!".....  

 

TRIPPPP   SKYLARK!!!! 



  

[With that, the crowd instantly rises to their feet and lets loose an amazingly loud ovation for their 

counter culture hero! And since Tripp continues to refuse to use entrance music, its awe inspiring how 

loud these TSWF faithful are tonight... especially once Tripp hits the top of the ramp way!!!] 

 

 

***POP POP POP!!!*** 

 

[Skylark parades down the aisle smacking hands with his hometown faithful before climbing into the 

ring and taking his place at his podium.] 

 

RA: The rules are simple.  Here beside me on this poster board are the _THREE_ subjects both Tripp 

and Derrick have agreed to.  They will take turns, talking about each point for _NO_ longer than three 

minutes each, with a final statement from both men at the end summing up their stance.  _THEN_, 

based on you, the fans, and how loud you cheer, we will decide a winner! 

 

TS: Now, while being the gentlemen I am, I suggest we decide who goes FIRST by a game of rock, 

paper, scissors, Forty... Wha-cha say? 

 

[A slight grin from the carpet bagging Texan.] 

 

DF: With due...ahem...respect to YOU, Mister Skylark, I believe that, seeing as we are here in your 

hometown of Pittsburgh... 

 

[CHEAP POP!!!  The crowd roars at being acknowledged, bringing a sneer to Ford's face.] 

 

DF: ...I think the TRULY "gentlemanly" thing to do is to allow you to speak first. 

 

TS: As you wish!!! 

 

[And with that Tripp struts his way over to the board.... and pulls down "DRUG WAR" instantly.  The 

fans roar as Tripp turns around and looks dead at Ford.  He motions for the fans to be quiet, and then 

begins...] 

 

TS: The bigger problem with tryin' to discuss the drug war is finding a way to sum it all up in three 

minutes or less for it has now contributed to the _DEATH_ of the American dream for _MULTIPLE_ 

decades.  But, for now.. let's focus on the _FINANCIAL_ windfall!!! 

 

TS:  Ahem..... Based upon state and federal records, the drug was costs America a staggering 

_SEVENTEEN HUNDRED_ dollars _EVERY_ second of _EVERY_ day! This adds up to _ONE HUNDRED 

AND TWO_ thousand dollars _EVERY_ minute! That's _SIX POINT ONE_ million dollars _EVER_ hour!!! 

That's almost _FORTY BILLION_ a year spent on the drug war! _FORTY BILLION DOLLARS_!!!! 

 

[Shakes his head.] 

 



TS: Now add the benefit of a criminal justice system that isn't hampered by the burden of the drug 

war! When you have almost seventy-five percent of all drug arrests for a harmless herb, with 

legalization those people don't need to be sentenced or jailed... thus the snail process that is the court 

system will run way faster _PLUS_ there will be no need to build more jails as they will become virtual 

_GHOST TAHNS_!!! 

 

[There's a commotion from the crowd behind the competitors.  We see HFA intern Doug Goldberg 

handing out mini American flags...in an orange and black t-shirt bearing the name "JAGR" and the 

number "68."  This is going over worse than usual, as some of the fans are actively pelting Doug with 

garbage.  Tripp shakes his head at the distraction but continues onward.] 

 

TS: _BESIDES_ the financial aspect...  to put it very bluntly…  how the hell can the federal government 

have a _HERB_ categorized as having no medicinal value, when _SEVENTEEN_ states have declared 

_MEDCINAL_ use not only legal, but _HIGHLY EFFECTIVE_!?!?! 

 

TS: Then you have the _RELIGIOUS_ point of view, straight from the bible, mango... Ya know where 

_GOD_ himself has given man all seed bearing plants! See, while your ALCOHOL and your CIGARETTES 

have been manmade byproducts of chemistry... the cannabis plant is still PURE as the fresh white 

snow! 

  

[The crowd ROARS in agreement with their hometown hero!  Ford waits for the bulk to die down 

before addressing the paying public.  From behind, Doug waves his flag fervently while being assaulted 

by concession items.] 

 

DF: Tripp, I understand that this is a concept very near and dear to your heart, being the champion of 

disgusting filth that you are.  But in typical liberal fashion you manage to gloss over the FACTS.   

 

FACT: Drug overdose is the second leading cause of unintentional death in the nation.   

 

FACT: Violence in countries like Mexico and Columbia can be directly traced to the drug trade.   

 

FACT: One of Al Qaeda's primary sources of funding is from the drug trafficking.   

 

[The jeers subside a touch there.  Ford turns to his opponent.] 

 

DF: And given the important issues of American lives and national security, your best retort is that it's 

EXPENSIVE?!  Mister Skylark, America will not see its bright future if you are unwilling to protect and 

defend the people of this great nation, even at an impressive cost!  If you're so worried about saving 

this nation money...well, we'll discuss that later, but rest assured that where we DON'T need to be 

cutting corners when American lives are at stake! 

 

[And back to the crowd.] 

 

DF: Sure it sounds like nice, harmless fun having a joint or snorting a few lines, but is it?  When you 

align yourself with drug users, you're aligning yourself with the loss of American lives.  You're aligning 



yourself with organized crime and repressive regimes.  And most damning of all, you're aligning 

yourself with America's greatest enemy.  So the question I ask all of you tonight is a simple one:  Are 

you anti-drugs or are you anti-American?  Pick a side, folks, because we ARE at war!   

 

[The crowd is still unhappy, but their reaction is a little more muted than it had been.] 

 

RA: The next topic is to you, Mister Ford. 

 

[After a moment's worth of careful consideration, Derrick selects the "Size of Government" card and 

gets to work.  The flags are still waving behind Ford as he speaks.] 

 

DF: My friends, we are a nation of free peoples - or, rather, we should be.  According to the tenth 

amendment, the only powers the federal government may yield are those EXPRESSLY delegated by the 

Constitution.  And yet in the Twenty-First Century we live under the oppressive yoke of government 

oversight and taxation.  And what do we get in return?  Healthcare, welfare, departments and agencies 

galore, all on the taxpayers' dime!  Billions and billions of dollars spent, billions and billions of dollars 

collected from hard working Americans to pay for it, and trillions in debt to cover the rest.  And with 

every agency, with every decision forced down American throats by a government that is supposed to 

SERVE the United States, it's just one less freedom available to a citizen of the greatest country on 

earth. 

 

[Addressing Skylark directly.] 

 

DF: You go on and on about the money saved by the ending of the war against the drug terrorists, but 

what about the piles and piles of regulation that strangle our already weakened private sector?  By 

deregulating business and cutting government workers, we can bring jobs back to this country that our 

Hopeful President can't seem to find.  And those jobs can go to hard working Americans, leaving only 

the lazy government dependent cretins without a means to support their family and pay for their 

doctor's bills.  To the deserving, they will find good work to support themselves and more take home 

pay with which to do it.  In one fell swoop, the private sector has paid for their welfare AND their 

healthcare with no government intervention!  As for the rest, they deserve NOTHING but our scorn and 

contempt, for they are a cancer on our society.  Remove the derelicts, remove the social programs, 

remove the cancer, and you will have a leaner, fitter America ready to be great again. 

 

RA: And you, Mister Skylark? 

  

TS: I love this topic, I do.  Tis why I put it out 'dere cause, really.. it's not the _SIZE_ of the government 

that matters, it's how a government is _USED_ that matters, gawd damnit! Whether you got seven 

Congressmen or seventy-seven, it doesn't matter if they’re not willing to sit dahn and work on a 

compromise! If they're not willing to work with each other and find a rational, logical conclusion, then 

everyone's up shits creek without a paddle! That's the problem with our Government today! Yea, sure, 

we could do without a few committees and review panels, but really.. if they’d just sit dahn and share a 

bong, they may just finally get along!!!! 

 



TS: But here's the stickler in _MY_ book about the role of government in my life: How is it the right of 

the government to make laws governin' a woman's lady parts as well as who one marries... if the same 

government has no right to make laws about one's religion or guns??? IF the government can intrude 

on my personal life to the point that it can say who I can and cannot marry, how can it NOT have the 

right to decide what guns are legal or illegal?  It just dun make sense!!!! 

 

[The ring announcer reaches for the final card.] 

 

RA: And last but not least, we have each candidate's vision of where this country will be in five 

years.  Mister Ford, you're up first. 

 

[Flags waving again.  One fan tries to jam his flag into Doug's ear, sending the intern running. Ford 

takes no notice, adjusting the lapels on his suit.] 

 

DF: My fellow Americans, I have spoken to you all on several occasions as to my vision for the future of 

the United States.  You know that I firmly believe that this was the greatest country in the world until it 

became embroiled in these liberal communist programs put forth by the Hopeful one.  This country has 

lost its way, but it is NOT beyond saving.  If we commit to the vision of our forefathers, if we remove 

oppressive regulations and taxation, if we put our trust in the private sector and in the Almighty God, 

we can make this country great again.  Remove the government handouts, the crushing debt, and the 

moral threat posed by the unnatural union of homosexuality, and suddenly the darkness turns to 

light.  We at Hope for the Future of America believe in what we preach, and together this country can 

be on top of the world again in just five years. 

 

[A few cheers, but mostly just displeasure at the speaker.  This brings a smile to Tripp's face as he takes 

his turn.] 

 

TS:  I dun know about five years from now.  We ain't gonna solve the world's problems in five 

years.  But maybe we can start by just dealin' with each other, ya know?  Live and let live.  We gotta be 

able to talk about these things, not yell about ‘em.  Maybe we can stop shovin’ our beliefs dahn each 

other's throats.  If we do that, maybe we find some common grahnd.  Who knows, Ford, maybe in five 

years, you and I'll be able to get together and smoke some legal bud! 

 

[The crowd is firmly behind Skylark now.  Ford looks enraged as the Stoned Submission Specialist soaks 

in the adulation.] 

 

RA: And now for the final statements.  Mister Skylark, you first! 

 

Crowd: YEEEAAAAHHHHH! 

 

TS: I dun know what to say that I ain't said already.  You heard what the man had to say.  You know he 

wants ta make you think the way he thinks and tell people how to live their lives.  Who wants to live 

like that?  Wouldn't you rather live your life the way YOU choose?  Love who you want, live how you 

want?  That's what I want for this country.  And if I have my way, I'll be able ta light one up LEGALLY 

with all my great friends in the city of Pixburgh! 



 

[There's no denying it now...wave after wave of cheers engulf the Pittsburgh native while Ford can only 

watch.] 

 

Crowd: SKYLARK!   SKYLARK!   SKYLARK! 

 

RA: Mister Ford? 

 

DF: My fellow... 

 

Crowd: SKYLARK!   SKYLARK!   SKYLARK! 

 

DF: MY FELLOW AMER... 

 

Crowd: SKYLARK!   SKYLARK!   

 

DF: LISTEN TO ME DAMMIT!!! 

 

 

**BOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!** 

 

 

[DLF is clearly frustrated and attempts to work through the turning tide of public opinion.] 

 

DF: My fellow Americans... 

 

[A moment's hesitation, then...] 

 

 

*THUNK* 

 

 

[Ford attacks Tripp Skylark with a mic shot to the head!  Officials are slow to react as Ford starts 

pounding on the New Life Entertainment's guru.] 

 

SS: So much for civil discourse! 

 

[Ford looks up at the abuse-hurling crowd, giving Tripp the moment he needs to catch Ford with a 

straight shot to the jaw!] 

 

SS: Ford dazed now, and Skylark lands another right!  But Ford answers back!   

 

AS: THIS is more like it! 

 

SS: Officials are streaming the ring trying to separate these two rivals!  Unbelievable! 



 

[Half dozen officials finally get between Skylark and Ford as the two stare daggers at each other from 

across the ring.] 

 

.  

 

[Back to Stephanie & Ashie] 

 

SS: No clear cut winner in this one folks as things get physical in the end. 

 

AS: Personally, I think Derrick Ford out-argued Skylark. 

 

SS: That’s surprising as I thought Skylark made the better argument on the issues and Ford knew that. 

Otherwise why would he have resorted to physical attacks in the end. 

 

AS: I guess we’ll have to agree to disagree. Right now though, let’s hear from the enigmatic Tom 

Sawyer before we head to the ring for introductions. 

 

.  

 

 

 

TOM SAWYER 

 

 

.  

 

[There is only darkness..... The two heads of RJ Souza and the "Modern Day Messiah" Tom 

Sawyer....they look to be staring each other down.] 

 

Tom Sawyer:  What do you see when you're in the dark and the demons come? 

 

RJ Souza: I see you. I see you standing over the grave of another dead wrestler. This is why I never 

wanted you to come back. You always want to take things to that next level. It almost frightens me 

what I have done to TSWF.  The fear is that you WILL kill Elijah Black. That you will do damage to my 

reputation. That phone call should have never happen. Destiny was right. I should have left you to die 

under that rock I had left you under. 

 

Tom Sawyer: Where would be the fun in that? The Light has guided us on a very fun journey. One that 

has lead us into the very mind of Mr. Black. He's just waiting for the other shoe to drop on him. But he 

has no clue how damn violent I can be. He has no idea what I have been through. He's going to find out 

this week what I am all about. 

 



RJ Souza: But once more..... You do it at my expense. You have no heart. You have no soul.....You have 

NOTHING without me!! 

 

Tom Sawyer: Remind me to thank your lovely wife for that. 

 

RJ Souza: Do you believe any of that crap you run off your mouth. You talk all righteous. But the next 

minute, you want to maim and murder. What kind of sick, perverted mind do you really have? 

 

Tom Sawyer: Ha Ha Ha!! You’ve known me way too long to even ask me that. The light shines on me 

like the spotlight. Just do as I say, not as I do. Isn't that how modern religion works? For every man who 

remains silent, there are six or seven trying to get you to heaven though your wallet. They have sex 

with women who are not their wives. They gamble..... They take drugs. They get EXPOSED!! Just like 

our friend Elijah Black. He's all about killing the "National Star" because he was used to the money and 

fame. Now that he sits in a wheel chair..... He taunts you like a BITCH!! 

 

RJ Souza: He can taunt me all he likes. It's a matter of time before I jump out of this chair and remind 

him why I had a contract with an international promotion. He's going to realize that my career is not 

over. But he's about to realize that Tom Sawyer is not the worst of his problems. He's going to turn 

around and get what he has coming for him by who needs to bring it to him. 

 

Tom Sawyer: By YOU??? Ha Ha Ha!! You are a cripple, Souza. You can't even stand without assistance. 

You still need ME!! You can't just bury me when you see fit. I will have Black's soul when I am done 

with him. If you are lucky, I might leave you....The Shell of the man. Because I answer to NO ONE. Not 

YOU, NOT DESTINY.....NOT TSWF.....NO ONE!!!! 

 

[Feed is cut off] 

 

 

 

 

**GRUDGE MATCH** 

 

ELIJAH BLACK 

 

vs. 

 

TOM SAWYER 

 

 

 

 
 

RA: The following contest is scheduled for one fall with a forty-five minute time limit. AND WILL BE 

CONTESTED UNDER HARDCORE RULES!!!! NO DQ, NO COUNTOUTS! 

 



 

**BIG ROAR!!** 

 

 

Introducing first… 

 

##  

No his mind is not for rent  

To any god or government  

Always hopeful, yet discontent  

He knows changes aren't permanent  

But change is  

## 

 

[As the Guitar solo plays for "Tom Sawyer" from Rush, The "Man of Light" stands at the entrance. He 

wears his white mask, white double singlet with white tights all the way down to his white boots. A 

white cross can be seen across his chest and on the side of his boots. He walks slowly as a man of God 

would.....] 

 

SS: Here comes Tom Sawyer and he is looking as ready as ever to go into battle. 

 

AS: And a battle it will surely be – almost like the Armageddon is upon us; the way we have the 

supreme good versus evil war right here. 

 

##  

What you say about his company  

Is what you say about society  

Catch the witness, catch the wit  

Catch the spirit, catch the spit  

## 

 

[Tom Sawyer climbs the stairs onto the ring apron....]  

 

SS: I still have to wonder who truly lies under that mask.  

 

AS: Do you still think its RJ Souza? 

 

SS: I’m not quite sure, to be honest. This whole thing has left me quite befuddled. 

 

##  

The world is, the world is  

Love and life are deep  

Maybe as his eyes are wide  

Exit the warrior  

Today's Tom Sawyer  

He gets high on you  

And the energy you trade  

He gets right on to the friction of the day  



## 

 

[Tom Sawyer raises his hands and "turns up" the house lights.]  

 

RA: From The Deepest Reaches of Your Nightmares... he weighs two hundred and forty-five pounds...  

 

“THE MODERN DAY MESSIAH”  

 

TOMMMM SAWWYERRRRR!!! 

 

 

**POP!!** 

 

 

RA: And his opponent… 

 

[Purple lights pulse around the arena as “Smash The Control Machine” thunders through the 

speakers…] 

 

## 

With the perfect hair 

And the perfect wife 

And the perfect kids 

And the perfect life 

I will finally be somebody... 

## 

 

[…before Elijah Black steps out on top of the ramp, his face obscured due to the hood of his black 

hoodie being raised – but what isn’t obscured is the kendo stick he holds in his right hand, raised so all 

the crowd can see.  After a moment, with Black satisfied that the crowd has all seen the stick, he starts 

to walk down to the ring] 

 

SS: Now talk about being prepared for a fight. Elijah Black bringing a Kendo stick down to the ring with 

him. 

 

AS: Well with the rules as relaxed as they are, he could bring a Sherman tank and it would be fair game. 

 

## 

(Let's play born-again American, resistance is the game!) 

## 

 

[Black throws his head back, throwing the hood back around his shoulders, and walks down the ramp] 

 

## 

Two pigs wearing suits 

Brought the news 

That I'm wanted by the bank 

 



They say the rent is due 

Caesar's onto you 

So you better remember your place 

## 

 

[Black walks down the ramp at a slow, deliberate pace, the kendo stick still raised, a hint of a smile on 

his lips now that he has Sawyer where he wants him] 

 

## 

Then they outsourced my job 

And gave a raise to my boss 

 

Bailed out your banks 

But billed me for the loss 

## 

[…continuing to the bottom of the ramp, Black pauses at ringside and tosses the kendo stick into the 

ring, before continuing to pace ringside] 

 

SS: Black telling Sawyer “go ahead and use it…if you dare.” 

 

AS: This is going to be insane, I can already sense it. 

 

## 

They say we must submit 

And be one with the Machines 

 

Because the Kingdom of Fear 

Needs compliance to succeed 

## 

 

[Pacing around the ring, Black removes his hoodie and throws it in the general direction of the 

timekeeper’s table] 

 

## 

So waterboard the kids for fun 

It's all the rage 

 

And play born-again American 

Resistance is the game 

## 

 

[Quick as a flash, Black breaks from his patrol of ringside and jumps onto the apron, waiting for a 

moment on one knee and surveys the crowd as he waits for the right moment in his theme…] 

 

## 

SMASH THE CONTROL MACHINE 

Work, buy, consume, die 

## 



 

[Black quickly scales the turnbuckles from the ring apron, standing on the top rope looking out to all 

those in the arena] 

 

## 

SMASH THE CONTROL MACHINE 

Happy little slaves - for minimum wage 

## 

 

[Black jumps off the top rope into the ring, picking the kendo stick off the canvas and resting on one 

knee, readying himself for the battle ahead…] 

 

## 

(The revolution will be monetized 

And streamed live via renegade wifi) 

## 

 

[…before slowly getting to his feet, stick in hand, holding it like a samurai would hold their katana] 

 

SS: Black in a warrior pose, beckoning Tom Sawyer to take a step towards him. 

 

AS: Sawyer though standing his ground, not being goaded by Black’s arrogant ways. 

 

 

**DING!  DING!  DING!** 

 

 

SS: There’s the bell and Black tossing the kendo stick aside. Sawyer looks at it and ends up being taken 

down to the mat with a double leg takedown. 

 

AS: And Elijah Black just raining fists down on him. 

 

SS: Sawyer trying to fight back but to no avail. Black now pulling Tom Sawyer to his feet and hits a 

jawbreaker. 

 

AS: Tom Sawyer staggering around and leans against the ropes… and there goes Elijah Black right after 

him. 

 

SS: Wicked head-butt from Black sends Tom Sawyer to the mat. 

 

AS: Is it just me or does there seem to be something off with Tom Sawyer? 

 

SS: He definitely isn’t putting up quite a fight. I know that much. 

 

AS: I may have spoken too soon as Sawyer throws a chop hard across the chest of Black… but an eye 

rake from Black puts Tom Sawyer off-guard. 

 

SS: And Elijah Black rams Sawyer’s head into the top turnbuckle… and now into the middle turnbuckle.  



 

AS: Ooo… bottom buckle as well.  

 

SS: Tom Sawyer holding his head and Elijah Black snapmares him out of the corner. Double underhook 

from Black… and he’s just sticking his fingers through the eyeholes of Sawyer’s mask. 

 

AS: Improvised eye gouge from Elijah Black and the referee getting involved, telling Black to release the 

grip. 

 

SS: And surprisingly enough, Black does… but a quick and vicious kick to the head of Tom Sawyer sends 

the Man of Light down to the floor. 

 

AS: Elijah Black taking a moment to enjoy the sight of Sawyer down on the ringside floor before 

climbing out after him.  

 

SS: Black hoists Sawyer up with a vertical suplex… Oooo… and drops him gut-first on the steel guardrail. 

 

AS: Sawyer hanging over the guardrail and Elijah Black climbing up on the guardrail next to him… 

steadying himself…. HANGMAN’S JOKE!!! 

 

SS: Guillotine legdrop drills Sawyer head-first into the ringside floor. Black picks him up and throws him 

back into the ring. 

 

AS: And Elijah Black grabbing a steel chair and folding it up before sliding back into the ring. 

 

SS: Black with chair in hand rushes at Sawyer… leaps in the air… AND JUST BRINGS THE CHAIR DOWN 

ON THE HEAD OF TOM SAWYER!!! 

 

AS: I just don’t get it. Tom Sawyer hasn’t done a single offensive thing in this match. It’s been all Black 

just decimating Sawyer. 

 

SS: You don’t think Elijah Black set this whole thing up and that’s not the real Tom Sawyer in the ring, 

do you? 

 

AS: Hey… you said it… I didn’t. 

 

SS: Black pulls Sawyer up to his feet and whips him into the corner. And look at the spot of red along 

the top of the mask. Elijah Black obviously busted Sawyer open with that chairshot. 

 

AS: Black now heading over and kicks Sawyer’s legs out from under him… and now a series of boot 

scrapes connect to the masked face of Tom Sawyer. 

 

SS: Elijah Black heads over to the opposite corner, picking up the steel chair on the way over.  

 

AS: Chair in hand once more… Elijah Black charges forward towards Tom Sawyer… CHAIR ASSISTED 

BASEBALL SLIDE INTO THE FACE OF TOM SAWYER!!! 

 

SS: Black now pulling Sawyer out of the corner and flops him down to the mat… cover… 



 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AS: And Elijah Black PULLS Sawyer’s head off the mat to break it up. Handful of mask in hand, he hurls 

Sawyer through the ropes to the apron and just steps back waiting for Sawyer to get back on his feet. 

 

SS: Sawyer slowly rising up and Elijah Black hits the ropes on the opposite side… AND LEAPS OVER THE 

TOP ROPE… Sunset Suicide!!! 

 

AS: Tom Sawyer just dropped down to the ringside floor courtesy of Elijah Black who definitely took a 

big bump as well. 

 

SS: Well that’s why it’s called Sunset Suicide. 

 

AS: Black getting to his feet and grabs Tom Sawyer… and a hard Irish whip sends Sawyer into the 

guardrail. 

 

SS: And before Sawyer can even recover, he’s nailed with a series of hard right hands to the head from 

Elijah Black. 



 

AS: This is just a one-sided fight here. Elijah Black taking this all in and just tearing Sawyer apart. 

 

SS: And do you notice the red spots are increasing on that mask? The blood certainly flowing under the 

white material. 

 

AS: Black pulling the ringside mat aside and pulls Sawyer towards him, preparing to go for a DDT on to 

the concrete floor.  

 

 

***BOOM!!!*** 

 

 

SS: Did you hear that impact? Tom Sawyer limp on the floor as Elijah Black parades around like a war 

hero. 

 

AS: Black grabs Sawyer and throws him back in the ring once again before following in as well. 

 

SS: And now Elijah Black picks Tom Sawyer up off the mat using the eyeholes of his mask… DELILAH’S 

REVENGE! 

 

AS: Backbreaker from Elijah Black and he’s still got a hold of Sawyer… spins him around and connects 

with a big time DDT into the mat. 

 

SS: Sawyer’s down and Black leaving the ring… and he grabs the kendo stick bringing it back into play. 

 

AS: Now goading Sawyer to get up as he readies himself… Sawyer groggy as all hell as he gets to a 

knee… 

 

 

*CRACK!* 

 

 

SS: Black connects with a hard cane shot to the back… AND SAWYER CONTINUES TO GET UP! 

 

 

*CRACK!* 

 

 

AS: Black with a big swing that just catches Sawyer hard on the upper arm…  

 

SS: BUT TOM SAWYER STILL TRYING TO RISE UP! 

 

 

*CRACK!* 

 

 

AS: And a shot to the leg causes Tom Sawyer to wobble and hobble… 



 

 

*CRACK!* 

 

 

SS: AND FULL ON CANE SHOT TO THE FACE STUNS TOM SAWYER!!!  

 

 

***BOOOM!!!*** 

 

 

AS: And a full on strike to the head breaks the cane in half. And Tom Sawyer crumples to the canvas. 

 

SS: Elijah Black throws the broken cane out of the ring and as Tom Sawyer recovers on the mat, Black 

now taking a few steps back. 

 

 

***BOOOO!!!*** 

 

 

AS: Elijah Black pulls out that white mask he wore to the ring last time and places it on his own face. 

 

SS: Mind games galore from Elijah Black who has destroyed Tom Sawyer all through this match-up. And 

now Black just watching Tom Sawyer writhing on the canvas as he calls to the ring announcer to hand 

him a microphone. 

 

AS: Microphone in hand, Elijah Black sizing up his foe.. 

 

Black: Hey, Sawyer – Feel YOUR fears!!! 

 

SS: Black heads to the outside and pulls a bag out from under the ring.  

 

AS: Elijah Black reaching inside the bag and pulls out… 

 

 

***CROWD ROAR!!!*** 

 

 

SS: A STAPLE GUN!!! Elijah Black has a staple gun in hand and slides back in the ring. 

 

AS: Now Black stands over Tom Sawyer…. OH MY!!!  

 

SS: Elijah Black fires off a staple right into the forehead of Tom Sawyer. The white mask now affixed the 

hard way to the visage of Tom Sawyer, whoever it may be under the mask. 

 

AS: Black holds up the staple gun for all to say… AND FIRES A SECOND STAPLE INTO SAWYER’S HEAD! 

 

 



***BOOO!!!**** 

 

 

SS: AND ANOTHER…AND ANOTHER!!! And now Tom Sawyer just takes the staple gun and rams it into 

the head of Sawyer for good measure. 

 

AS: And not wasting any time, Elijah Black leaves the ring and grabs a pair of chairs. 

 

SS: Now bringing them into the ring, Black sets up one chair and places Sawyer face-down on it. And 

sets the second chair up a few yards away. 

 

AS: With a running start, Elijah Black takes a leap off the first chair and flies up into a high body splash… 

CRASHING RIGHT DOWN ONTO THE BACK OF TOM SAWYER AND CHAIR BENEATH HIM WITH A 

SICKENING THUD!!! 

 

SS: Sawyer is done fore. There’s no coming back from that one. The cover from Black… 

 

ONE! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TWO! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THREEEEE!!!! 

 

 

**DING! DING!  DING!!** 

 

 

RA:  THE WINNER OF THIS MATCH AT TEN MINUTES AND THREE SECONDS...   

 

 

ELIJAHHHHH  BLACKKKK!!!! 

 

 

**ROARING BOOS!** 

 

 

[Elijah Black goes back over to Tom Sawyer and rips at the blood-soaked mask upon Sawyer’s head.] 

 

SS: Elijah Black said he was going to take the mask of Sawyer as a prize. But those staples making it 

very hard to get it off. 

 

AS: FINALLY! We are going to get the answer to the age old riddle “Who lies beneath the white cowl?” 

 

[He tears it away and blood flows free to reveal….] 

 

SS: WHO THE HELL IS THAT DUDE?!? 

 

AS: Not a clue. But obviously this was a setup from Elijah Black. He must’ve picked a relative unknown 

and forced him to wear the Sawyer get-up to send a message. 

 

SS: OK but what happen to the “REAL” Tom Sawyer? 

 

[We see the complete nobody down on the mat and written on his forehead is “Turn Around”.] 

 

AS: Wait… Elijah Black isn’t behind this after all? 

 

SS: Elijah Black turns around and faces the aisle way. 

 

[The chorus for "Martyr" by Immortal Technique plays...] 



 

## 

Deep in the trenches in the heart of a war 

That’s the place a Martyr is born 

During the night before the start of the dawn 

That’s the place a Martyr is born 

When the gunshots are rainin’ in the heart of a storm 

That’s the place a Martyr is born 

Guerrilla war when the army is gone 

That’s the place a Martyr is born 

## 

 

AS: Man oh man… this just never ends. 

 

[Standing at the top of the entranceway in the white mask and wrestling gear is “Tom Sawyer”, holding 

out his arms and bowing his head as if he were being crucified.] 

 

SS: Folks, it seems we have found ourselves the “REAL” Tom Sawyer and he’s standing on the stage. 

 

AS: Elijah Black dropping this imposter in the ring and furious that he decimated a nobody as he is just 

yelling at Sawyer to come down to the ring. 

 

 

***CROWD POP!!!*** 

 

 

SS: Whoa whoa WOAH! There’s a THIRD Tom Sawyer jumping the guardrail and sliding in to the ring. 

 

AS: So…is THAT the “REAL” Tom Sawyer?!? 

 

SS: I’m not quite sure but whoever he is, he just turned Elijah Black around and….  

 

AS: KARMA KICK!!!! 

 

SS: NO WAY!!! IT COULDN’T BE!!! 

 

AS: The trademark finisher of one RJ Souza just nailed Elijah Black right in the back of the head and he 

didn’t even see it coming. 

 

SS: And look, that “Tom Sawyer” who was on top of the stage… all gone.  

 

AS: The masked man in the ring picking up a limp bodied Elijah Black… CRUCIFIXION BOMB!!! 

 

SS: Now the removal of the mask…. 

 

 

***EXPLOSIVE POP!!!*** 

 



 

SS: RJ SOUZA!!! 

 

AS: “Bad Karma” is alive and well in TSWF once more. Souza asking for a microphone and some papers 

from the ring attendant. 

 

RJ Souza: It took months to watch this play out, Black. When I laid there in that ER....I asked myself 

"How Long". How long was it going to take before I was going to find a way to repay the unjust events 

of our match. You thought I been hurt all this time. Turns out, I became my greatest nightmare. The 

Sawyer in the ring last week...... Yeah, that was me. The Sawyer who beat the hell out of that poor kid, 

trying to make his way in the business?? That was me too. But how was RJ in one place as Sawyer and 

the other as himself?? I need to thank my brother, Johnny Souza for his "stand in" work. We are almost 

identical. 

 

Crowd: SOUZA!!! SOUZA!!! SOUZA!!! 

 

RJ Souza: So the injury that had me out for the last few shows.... It was very real. I did suffer a 

concussion. But I played you outright. You can try to convince yourself that I didn't have you 

fooled....But tonight proves...I had you chasing a GHOST!! 

 

[RJ takes the papers handed to him..... He quickly signs his name.] 

 

RJ Souza: For the fans who feel betrayed by me...I am sorry. But I wanted to make sure Black got a dose 

of his own medicine.  Next card… I am going to make him say "I QUIT!!!" 

 

[Souza drops the papers on top of Black....and walks off.] 

 

 

[Back to Ashie & Stephanie] 

 

SS: WOW! All this time Tom Sawyer was RJ Souza. 

 

AS: Well clearly not all the time as we just learned. But obviously tonight they were one and the same. 

A mind game if I ever saw one. He let Elijah Black think he was getting the ultimate victory over Tom 

Sawyer down to the moment he pulled that mask off. 

 

SS: But in the end, RJ Souza got the ultimate victory watching Black come away empty handed. 

 

AS: And now we will finally get to witness the TRUE culmination of it all in two weeks’ time as Souza 

and Black face off on our next broadcast in an I Quit match.  

 

SS: It’s going to be incredible to say the least. But right now, it’s time for our main event. Let’s take a 

moment to hear pre-recorded comments from both Shadoe Rage and Mark Adams Junior followed by 

the replay of the exciting Scaffold match that happened only a few days ago at Delaney’s Exxxtreme Big 

<Bleep> Bash. 



 

 

   

 

 

SHADOE RAGE 

 

 

 

 

[Fade in: 

 

Pay-per-view?  Wow, it’s been a while for any TSWF wrestler to appear on pay-per-view.  The little 

promotion that can is stepping up to the major leagues.    The Delaney’s Big Ass Exxxtreme Bash.  Well, 

beggars can’t be choosers, it seems.  You get to see Vile “Vince” Viper and Ono Hezonfaia.  What?  

Why would you tune in for that?  Because it’s on pay-per-view.  Or maybe not.  Maybe you tune in for 

something just a little bit more important.  The pivotal match number three in the best of seven series 

between Mark Adams Jr and the King of Rage Country, Shadoe Rage, for the return of his stolen belt.  

Scaffold matches are rarely seen.   Of course there’s a reason for that.  No ropes, high in the air.  Most 

wrestlers in history have been cautious in a scaffold match.  Luckily, most wrestlers in the world are 

not Shadoe Rage.  The King of Rage Country stands atop the scaffold.  The camera shoots him from 

below before it cranes up to level.  Rage is atop the imposing structure with a man that bears a passing 

resemblance to Mark Adams, Jr.  Garbed in his pink and gold T-shirt and wrestling trunks, Shadoe Rage 

grabs hold of the man by the hair before he speaks to the camera.  The man looks terrified.] 

 

SR: Delaney’s Big Ass Exxxtreme Bash in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania!  Match number three in the best of 

seven scaffold match.  Mark Adams Jr. , you made me bleed my precious noble blood.  Mark Adams Jr., 

I tanned your hide in the strap match.  Now they want match number three to be Armageddon, a war 

up in Heaven.  You and me on a scaffold, risking our bodies twenty feet in the air.  Who will fall to the 

ring below?  

 

[Rage moves to throw the man over the side.  Suddenly he stops and chuckles as the man screams.] 

 

Man: Please no! 

 

[Rage cows him into silence with a disgusted look.] 

 

SR: We all know who will win, don’t we.  Yes we do.  Mark Adams, Junior … wait a minute.  Mark 

Adams Junior, can you even understand what I’m saying?  Can you even wrestle this match?  I heard a 

rumor, man, that your head is more messed up than usual.  Heard a rumor that you had a brush with 

greatness and greatness walked out the winner.  Actually, I heard more than a rumor.  I witnessed the 

truth.  After the strap match, I hurt you, Adams.  I went headhunting and found an easy target.  My 

hands still hurt from pounding your skull in. 

 



[He shakes his wrist, flapping taped fingers to demonstrate his point.] 

 

SR: But it was worth it.  See, unlike you, Adams, I lay the groundwork.  I am a rational man.  You, you’re 

a deranged lunatic.  An animal that needs to be put down.  Do me a favor, listen to your doctors.  

Listen to that beast Werewolf Gregory.  Listen to that other beast you drag to the ring with you.  You’re 

way outclassed here.  You’re driven by emotion because you’re desperate to steal my championship 

from me.  It isn’t happening.  I’m too good an athlete.  Too good a champion.  And you can’t even 

begin to hurt me. 

 

[Rage shakes his head, his blazing hazel eyes mad behind his sunglasses.] 

 

SR: Take a look at this pathetic man, Mark Adams Junior.  He looks like you.  He represents you.  See 

what he will go through because that is exactly what you’re going to go through, Mark Adams Junior.   

The scaffold is kind of rickety.  

 

[Rage shakes the structure and his victim lets out another involuntary shout of fear.] 

 

SR: (smiling)  There are no ropes to save you.  There’s nothing to help you keep your balance.  And your 

head is ringing.  You’re hurt.  You know it.  I know it.  And if you’ve paid any attention to me you’ll 

know that my kindness does not extend to weakness.  I’m going headhunting.  I’m going right after that 

concussion.  I know what you’re feeling, Adams.  The ground is unsteady now.  Imagine how it’s going 

to feel when all 6’3, 248lbs of me is slapping you in the head, driving … 

 

[He spikes his elbow into his victim’s head.  The meaty thwack sounds painful.  You wince involuntarily.  

You wouldn’t want to be treated like that and you don’t even have a concussion.  Not looking good for 

Mark Adams Junior.  The poor bastard he hit sags like a sack of potatoes.] 

 

SR: … my elbow right through your skull.  You’re going to be begging me to finish it.  And I will.  I’m 

going to save you, Mark Adams Junior.  There will be no fourth match because I’m going to put you out 

of your misery.  I’m going to give the people of Pittsburgh, the new citizens of Rage Country, 

population EVERYBODY something to cheer for.  Their savior has come from the Tri-State area to 

demonstrate what extreme really is.  And if you think I’m joking just try me. 

 

[Has the king of Rage Country ever joked?  Kinda hard to tell, but he’s really focused.  He kind of 

sounds like your old coach back in high school, promising to make you run until you threw up.  Did the 

poor bastard standing in for Mark Adams Junior know what he was getting into?] 

 

SR: From the school of the truth, Mark Adams Junior, maybe you had a chance if you were coming into 

this match healthy, but you’re not.  You can’t surprise me.  You can barely stand on your own two feet. 

 

[Rage shuffles closer to the edge of the scaffold and the shot switches to POV.  It’s a damn long way 

down to the ring below.  The fall looks serious.  Did the fake “Mark” wet himself?  He’s sniveling.  It’s 

not pretty.] 

 

SR: I’ve spent my entire career on top ropes and in precarious positions.  My balance is flawless.  

 

[The shot switches to Shadoe Rage standing in point on the edge.  The balletic move is breathtaking in 

how simple he makes it look.  There he is all 6’3, 248lbs pointed on his toe, the other leg drawn up to 



mid thigh.  His body barely trembles as all his stabilizing muscles are firing to hold him still.  He jumps 

into a two-foot landing .  He suddenly pushes the man forward and then just before he goes over the 

edge, hauls him back.] 

 

SR: Adams, bet you can’t do that on your best day.  Now your head’s all messed up and you’re going to 

be wobbling.  You’re going to be looking for ways to escape.  But up here on the scaffold you always 

run out of room.  You can’t escape a submission hold because there are no ropes.  A suplex can be 

devastating.  A mad rush?  Well … 

 

[Shadoe makes the whistling sound of Wile E. Coyote falling off the cliff before he makes the splatting 

sound.  He smirks, eyes flashing with smug superiority.  How is this going to work?  What kind of holds 

and moves can be used on this bloody scaffold.] 

SR: Most scaffold matches are terrible affairs because cowards wrestle them.  Nobody wants to take a 

chance.  Nobody wants to get hurt.  Luckily, the people of Rage Country know their King isn’t a coward.  

I told you before, I’m headhunting.  I’m not just coming to take this match from you, Adams.  I’m 

coming to end this series in one fell swoop.  I’m coming to end your career.  You dare think you will 

wear my title?  You’re just going to fall of a cliff. 

 

[And there’s the heave ho.  The fake Mark goes sailing off the edge, screaming as he drops twenty feet 

to the ground with a mat-shaking thud.  The camera cuts away from the pathetic blob in the ring back 

to the King of Rage Country.] 

 

SR: (rubbing his head) That seemed bad.  Doesn’t seem like a man could walk away from something 

like that.  

 

[He points down.] 

 

SR: That man will never wrestle again.  And, Mark Adams Junior, neither shall you.  Die in darkness, 

thief.  You will die nameless in the darkness! 

 

[Fade out]  

  

 

 

 

 

MARK ADAMS JUNIOR 

 

 

  

  

[Cut backstage to the locker room area where Mark Adams Junior, one of the competitors in tonight’s 

TSWF Showcase Scaffold Match, is having a last minute strategy session with his longtime friend and 



manager, Kylie Nash, and the newest member of his entourage, her stepfather and a future Hall-of-

Famer in his own right, the legendary Werewolf Gregorson.] 

 

WG: …and if you do that, Mark, you’ll win, guaranteed. 

 

KN: I don’t know, dad. That sounds kind of dangerous. 

 

MA: Dangerous, Kylie? The whole concept of a Scaffold Match is meant to be dangerous and that’s why 

the TSWF booked it for the third match in my Best of 7 with Shadoe Rage. They seem to believe that 

only the man with the greater intestinal fortitude deserves to call himself the TSWF Champion. 

 

KN: You’re already the TSWF Champion, Mark. I don’t know why you didn’t stand up for yourself more 

when the Championship Committee booked this series. It’s not like Rage had a legitimate claim to the 

title anymore, you know. He was a champion in the _old_ TSWF, not this current incarnation, and title 

belts are not hereditary. 

 

MA: I know, Kylie, but, in his mind, Rage still believes he’s the legitimate champion and, as long as he’s 

allowed to hold on to that particular delusion, he’ll always be a threat to me. 

 

WG: Mark, the fact of the matter is _you’re_ the threat to him and, whether or not he chooses to 

admit that, somewhere deep down he knows it or he never would have attacked you last week the 

way he did. 

 

MA: I’m sure you’re right. He’d already beaten me fair and square in the second match of our series. 

The only justification for that attack was to eliminate the need for a third. If you hadn’t come of the 

crowd… 

 

KN: Then there’d most likely be another tournament to crown your successor and Rage would have 

made his life a living hell, too. 

 

WG: But he doesn’t see it that way, Kylie. To Shadoe Rage, Mark is just another pretender trying to 

take his throne. The only way to end the delusion, as you said yourself, is to beat him three more times 

and win the series once and for all. My advice to you, take a page out of my book, your uncle Jason’s 

book, and your father’s. If the TSWF wants a hardcore Champion, someone who can go to the extreme 

and come out on top every time, _be_ that champion. Take the risk, hold nothing back, and eventually 

Rage will be nothing but a memory to look back on as you move on to the next contender. 

 

MA: Take the risk, hold nothing back. I can do that, I know I can. 

 

(Pause.) 

 

The question is, can Shadoe Rage? 

 

KN: We’ll know for sure  when he’s the one laying in the ring, looking up at you , and you’re the one 

standing way up there on that scaffold, won’t we? 

 

WG: That we will, daughter. That we will. 

 



[And as Gregorson goes back to detailing the finer points of his strategy for the younger Adams and his 

manager, we fade to ringside.] 

  

  

 

 

**MATCH #3 IN THE “BEST OF 7 SERIES”** 

 

**SCAFFOLD MATCH** 

 

SHADOE RAGE 

 

vs. 

 

MARK ADAMS JUNIOR 

 

  

 

[We see the giant scaffold erected twenty feet up above the ring as the music starts up and Irene 

Cara’s “Fame” starts with its synth pop 80’s beat. The curtains part and out steps Shadoe Rage in his 

gaudy sequined cape and pink and gold ring gear. He flourishes down the aisle, spinning and his cape 

billowing as he shouts and threatens the audience, pointing and jawing until he hits ringside. With 

disdain, he threatens a child at ringside.] 

 

Shadoe: Remember what you see here, baby. This is for you! 

 

[Shadoe climbs onto the apron and vaults over the top rope. He then mounts the ropes like a randy 

stallion, creating a wave of flashbulbs at the lewd tableau. Rage points up at the scaffold and circles his 

finger in the air before he dismounts and sweeps off his ring gear. He is intense, slapping his biceps, 

shadowboxing, yanking and pulling at the ropes. He looks ready to explode.] 

 

***BOOO!!*** 

 

SS: Folks, thank you for joining us here tonight for a special showcase match courtesy of Tri-State 

Wrestling Federation. For those who don’t know my colleague or I, my name is Stephanie Sandsbury. 

 

AS: And I’m Ashie Sinclair. 

 

SS: As you can see, we are getting ready for an incredible scaffold match between Shadoe Rage and 

current TSWF Champion, Mark Adams Junior. And being that this is an “extreme” event, we’ve added 

some elements of carnage in the ring. 

 

[Cut to show bricks and barbed wire strung around the ring awaiting whoever takes the fall.] 

 



AS: Absolutely. And the TSWF title is one that Rage is attempting to lay claim to as well, hence the need 

for this scaffold match as part of a “Best of Seven” series to declare an undisputed TSWF Champion. 

 

SS: Shadoe Rage out here tonight without his lover, Marissa Monet. “The Great Black Shark” not 

making any appearances at the Bash, it seems. 

 

AS: Yes. It’s strange to not see those two together but clearly Monet has other matters to deal with 

than what’s going on here tonight. 

 

SS: But enough about that as the champion is getting ready to come down to the ring. 

 

## 

It's criminal 

There ought to be a law  

Criminal  

There ought to be a whole lot more  

You get nothin' for nothin'  

Tell me who can you trust  

We got what you want  

And you got the lust  

If you want blood, you got it  

If you want blood, you got it  

Blood on the streets  

Blood on the rocks  

Blood in the gutter  

Every last drop  

You want blood 

You got it 

Yes you have 

## 

 

[The crowd pops as "If You Want Blood (You've Got It)" by AC-DC begins to blast out over the P.A. and 

Mark Adams Jr. steps out onto the stage. He is joined by Kylie Nash. The duo make their way down the 

aisle, trading handshakes and high-fives with the fans as the champ heads towards the ring.] 

 

SS: Adams looking pretty good despite the obvious head trauma he suffered during our last match-up 

in the “Best of Seven Series” at the hands of Shadoe Rage. 

 

AS: Rage targeted his head knowing full well any sort of trauma to that area would result in vertigo-like 

symptoms in a match of this nature. 

 

[Adams and Nash continue to make their way down the aisle when out of nowhere, someone jumps 

over the guardrail with a baseball bat in hand.] 

 

SS: WHAT THE?!?  

 

AS: IT’S MARISSA MONET! 

 



SS: Monet with an aluminum baseball bat that she just used to nail both Mark Adams Junior and Kylie 

Nash in the back of the head. 

 

AS: This is unbelievable. How is this allowed? Didn’t TSWF owner Michael Sandsbury say anyone who 

interfered would be fired? 

 

SS: The bell hasn’t rung yet so technically it’s a legal maneuver. 

 

AS: Ugh! Completely uncalled for. 

 

SS: And now Shadoe Rage is jumping out of the ring to go after Adams as well. 

 

AS: Mark Adams Junior back on his feet but stumbling around as he heads towards the scaffold. 

 

 

***DING!  DING!  DING!*** 

 

 

AS: And there’s the opening bell. The official telling Monet to leave the ringside area all the while ring 

crew members are attending to Kylie Nash who is definitely hurt in the aisle way. 

 

SS: Adams trying to climb the scaffold but Shadoe Rage just pulls him back down. 

 

AS: Rage clearly looking to do as much damage on the ground before taking it to the sky. 

 

SS: Mark Adams Junior though fighting back as he grabs Rage and nails him with a vertical suplex. And 

now a grab of the head and a DDT into the concrete floor at ringside. 

 

AS: Adams pulling Rage to his feet and gets caught with a shot to the head. A definite target that we 

will surely see a lot of blows aimed at by Shadoe Rage. 

 

SS: Rage starting to climb the ladder up to the scaffold. 

 

AS: But he stops after a few rungs… AND DIVES WITH AN ELBOWDROP ON TO MARK ADAMS JUNIOR! 

 

 

***BOOO!!!*** 

 

 

SS: And now Rage pulling Mark Adams Junior back to his feet and whipping him into the guardrail. 

Adams crashes into the steel and crumples down but not before he is caught by Rage with a 

devastating clothesline. 

 

AS: Shadoe Rage working over Adams with some jabs to the head. And a kneelift… NO! Blocked by 

Adams who whips Rage across the ringside floor into the side of the timekeeper’s table. 

 

 

**POP!** 



 

 

SS: Mark Adams Junior over to Rage and goes for a DDT… countered by Shadoe Rage with a backdrop. 

Rage now grabs a hold of a fire extinguisher and lays it across the chest of Adams. 

 

AS: Rage now climbing the ladder once more… and once again dives off to nail a legdrop this time as he 

drives that fire extinguisher into the midsection of Mark Adams Junior. 

 

SS: And now Shadoe Rage taking a moment to shrug off the pain from landing on that extinguisher. 

Handful of hair now as he pulls Adams up to his feet and rams him head-first into the ladder up to the 

top of the scaffold. 

 

AS: Rage grabs a hold of Adams once more and goes for a Hotshot… NO! Adams with a thumb to the 

eye and a lariat takes Shadoe Rage down. 

 

SS: And now Mark Adams Junior with the head of Shadoe Rage and HE rams Rage into the scaffold 

ladder. Rage bounces off and is taken down with a pumphandle slam. 

 

 

**POP!!** 

 

 

AS: These fans excited to see great extreme action, not to mention watching Shadoe Rage get bounced 

around for a bit. 

 

SS: Adams leans Shadoe Rage up against the ladder and takes a few steps back… rushes at him now 

with a shoulder tacke… AND RAGE MOVES AT THE LAST SECOND!! 

 

AS: Mark Adams Junior hit that steel ladder full-speed and it doesn’t look good for the champ right 

now. He’s taking way too many shots to the cranium and we haven’t even gone up to the scaffold level 

yet. 

 

SS: Shadoe Rage grabs Adams and hits a series of jabs… now a snapmare takedown. And Rage nails 

Adams over the head with the fire extinguisger as he’s slumped in the corner. 

 

AS: Rage throws another jab… BLOCKED BY RAGE. Kick to the midsection and the fire extinguisher is 

rammed over the head of Shadoe Rage now. 

 

SS: Adams heads up the ladder… halfway up he goes… AND A DIVING HEADBUTT RIGHT ON TARGET!!! 

 

 

***BIG POP!*** 

 

 

AS: Mark Adams Junior is on fire at the moment as he pulls Shadoe Rage up… Release German Suplex 

sends The King of Rage Country flying across the ringside area. 

 

SS: Adams climbing up on the apron now… running start… and he goes for a forward flip on to Rage..  



 

AS: BUT RAGE GETS THE KNEES UP!!! 

 

 

***BOOO!!!*** 

 

 

SS: Shadoe Rage now confident as he begins to climb the scaffold.  

 

AS: Mark Adams Junior slowly coming to as Rage is now halfway up. 

 

SS: Adams in hot pursuit as he climbs up the ladder right behind Rage who is now up at the top level. 

 

AS: Rage cautiously stepping backwards as Adams continues his ascent. 

 

SS: And Mark Adams Junior up to the top… both men stare each other down on top of the scaffold. 

This is where things will get VERY interesting as it’s a good fifteen, twenty foot drop. 

 

AS: Not to mention the garbage inside the ring. 

 

SS: Side headlock from Rage but an elbow from Mark Adams Junior breaks that quickly. 

 

AS: Rage pulls Adams in and goes for a piledriver… NO! Backdrop from Adams and that scaffold 

definitely wobbly at the moment. 

 

SS: Every step could be your last in a match like this one. 

 

AS: Adams pouncing on top of Rage and trying for the Icebreaker Crossface…but Shadoe Rage with a 

shot to the throat to knock him back.  

 

SS: Rage back on his feet and throws a chop to the chest of Adams. And a side suplex for good 

measure. 

 

AS: Shadoe Rage continuing to work Adams over as they are now fighting close to the edge. 

 

SS: OH MY!!! Adams has slipped off the scaffold. 

 

AS: Rage thinks it’s over. He’s celebrating from on high and can’t hear the fans who are booing him. 

 

SS: Well actually Ashie, I believe they are trying to tell Mister Rage that it’s not over. 

 

[The camera cuts closely to show Mark Adams Junior hanging on from the scaffold by the skin of his 

teeth… well actually the tips of his fingers.] 

 

AS: WOW! Mark Adams Junior still in this one. And slowly but surely he is working his way under the 

scaffold and around back to get behind Shadoe Rage. 

 

SS: Who is STILL standing atop the scaffold parading around like he just won the title in full. 



 

AS: Adams now pulling himself up on to the scaffold. A tap on the shoulder of Rage… 

 

SS: Who turns around… 

 

 

***GIGANTIC POP!!!*** 

 

 

AS: AND IS MET WITH A BOOT TO THE GROIN!  

 

SS: Rage doubled over…OH NO HE’S NOT GONNA DO IT… IS HE?!? 

 

AS: I believe he is, Stephanie. 

 

SS: MARK ADAMS JUNIOR HAS SHADOE RAGE UP IN A POWER BOMB POSITION!!! 

 

AS: AND OH MY LORD… HE JUMPS OFF… BOTH MEN FALLING THROUGH THE AIR WITH ONLY ONE 

PLACE TO LAND! 

 

[Midfall, Shadoe Rage maneuvers and hits a huracanrana sending Mark Adams Junior shooting straight 

down to the ring below.] 

 

SS: HOLY HELL! SHADOE RAGE WITH A MIDFALL HURACANRANA… 

 

 

***BIG BOOM!!!!*** 

 

 

****EXPLOSIVE CROWD REACTION!!!*** 

 

 

***DING!  DING!  DING!*** 

 

 

RA: Ladies and gentlemen… the winner of this match at ten minutes and thirteen seconds… 

 

 

SHADDDOOOOOEEEE  RAGEEEE!!!! 

 

 

**HEEL HEAT!!!** 

  



  

[Cut back to Ashie and Stephanie, live on-camera once more.] 

 

SS: WOW! Shadoe Rage able to manipulate the power bomb and cause Mark Adams Junior to hit the 

ring first. But at what expense as he too hit the barbed wire, broken glass, and bricks that enveloped 

Adams upon landing in the ring. 

 

SS: Well regardless, the score is now in Shadoe Rage’s favor as he has two matches won to Adams’ one.  

 

AS: And both men were certainly worse for wear as they did not move immediately after that fall. It 

must’ve been several minutes asThe EMTs were called down to the ring to attend to both competitors. 

 

SS: Yes and in the end, both men were stretchered to the back for further observation. Thankfully we 

can report that both Shadoe Rage and Mark Adams Junior did not suffer any life-threatening injuries 

and WILL be able to compete on our next broadcast in match number FOUR of the series. 

 

AS: Do join us then and until next time, have a great night. 

 

[The last shot of the night is a slo-mo replay of the fall both Shadoe Rage & Mark Adams Junior took 

from off the scaffold.  

 

And before they hit the mat, we fade.] 


