The camera opens inside the Kansas City arena as the crowd setftles into their seats.
The familiar HCW logo fills the screen before the shot cuts to the commentary position,
where Jim Lawson and Frank Delaney are ready to welcome the audience to another

night of Heartland Championship Wrestling.

Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to Heartland Championship
Wrestling! Tonight marks the beginning of something brand-new here in HCW. For
weeks, we've watched Jack Maddox establish himself as the HCW Champion, and
we've watched Mike Dugan earn his way to the next championship opportunity. But
tonight, another championship journey begins.



And this one is going to be different, Jim. HCW has created a championship for the men
who want to prove they can show up, night after night, and get the job done. No
shortcuts. No waiting around for somebody to hand you an opportunity. You earn your
place.

The camera cuts toward the ring, where the HCW logo is displayed prominently above
the entrance. The crowd begins to applaud as Lawson continues.

Tonight, Heartland Championship Wrestling officially introduces the HCW Heartland
Championship. This will be a workhorse championship, a proving-ground
championship, and a championship that belongs to the wrestler who can consistently
deliver inside this ring.

And don't make the mistake of calling it a consolation prize. This isn't the HCW
Championship for people who couldn't get there. This is a championship with its own
rules, its own challenges, and its own standard. If you want it, you're going to have to
earn it.

Eight men have been selected to compete for that opportunity. Eddie Mercer, Willie
Barnes, Silas Cain, Joey Jackson, Danny Dawson, Johnny Starr, Ray Mercer, and Clay
McAllister.

The names appear one at a time on the screen as the crowd reacts to each wrestler.
Some receive cheers, while others draw a mixture of boos and jeers.

Eight men, and every one of them has a different reason for wanting this championship.
You've got technicians, brawlers, high-flyers, veterans, young wrestlers trying to
establish themselves, and men who think they're already better than everybody else.

And they won't simply be competing in one elimination tournament. These eight men will
compete in a series of singles matches over the coming events, with every victory, every
defeat, and every draw affecting the standings.

That's where this gets interesting.



A victory earns a wrestler two points. A draw earns each wrestler one point. A loss
earns zero points.

Which means you can't afford to treat any match like it doesn't matter. You might lose
two points by getting beaten, but you can also gain one point simply by surviving fifteen
minutes against somebody who can't put you away.

And that brings us to one of the defining rules of the Heartland Championship
competition. Every match will have a fifteen-minute time limit.

Fifteen minutes. Not sixteen. Not seventeen. Fifteen.

When that fifteen-minute limit expires, the bell rings. The match is over. There is no
overtime, there is no sudden death, and there is no extension.

So if you're standing in that ring with five seconds left, you'd better know exactly where
you stand. Because when that bell rings, whatever you've accomplished in those fifteen
minutes is what you take with you.

And when this competition finally reaches its conclusion, the two wrestlers with the
highest point totals will meet one-on-one for the inaugural HCW Heartland
Championship. That final match will determine the first champion in the history of this
new title.

That's the part | like. You don't win the championship by having the best record on
paper. You earn your way into that final, and then you still have to win the match.

The camera returns to the commentary position as Lawson looks toward the ring.

And tonight, all eight competitors begin that journey. Four Heartland Challenge Series
matches are scheduled, each carrying that fifteen-minute time limit, and every point
could become important before this competition is finished.



There is no better way to find out who really belongs than to put them in the ring and
start keeping score.

Four matches. Eight wrestlers. Fifteen minutes apiece. And for the first time, the road to
the HCW Heartland Championship begins tonight.

The camera cuts toward the ring as the crowd rises in anticipation, and the opening
match is announced.

Coming up first, Eddie Mercer takes on Silas Cain. Then Willie Barnes meets Clay
McAllister, Joey Jackson goes one-on-one with Johnny Starr, and in our main event
tonight, Danny Dawson battles Ray Mercer.

Let the games begin.

The bell rings, and Eddie Mercer and Silas Cain circle one another cautiously. Eddie
keeps his hands low and relaxed, watching Cain's shoulders and feet, while Cain moves
with deliberate patience, never rushing to close the distance. They finally lock up, and
Eddie immediately turns the contact into a wristlock, twisting Cain's arm and forcing him
down to one knee. Cain rolls through, reaches for Eddie’s wrist, and reverses the
pressure into a hammerlock. Eddie turns with him, catches Cain's arm, and suddenly
has him grounded in an armbar. Cain quickly scrambles toward the ropes, forcing Eddie
to release before the referee can begin a count. Both men rise, and the crowd applauds
the opening exchange.

That's exactly what you'd expect from Eddie Mercer. No wasted motion, no unnecessary
aggression, just looking for the opening and taking it.

And Cain knows better than to try to out-wrestle Mercer in a hurry. He's going to make
Eddie work for every inch of this match.



They tie up again, and Cain immediately changes the pace by slipping behind Eddie
and locking on a tight side headlock. Eddie tries to pry Cain's hands apart, but Cain
drops his weight and keeps the pressure tight. Eddie works his way toward a counter,
slipping one arm underneath Cain's grip before turning his body and driving Cain
backward with a shoulder tackle. Cain drops to the mat, gets back up, and takes
another shoulder block, but he refuses to be knocked off his feet a third time, catching
Eddie's arm as he comes off the ropes and twisting it sharply into a hammerlock. Cain
drags Eddie down to the mat and begins working the arm with methodical precision,
transitioning from the hammerlock into wrist control before forcing Eddie's shoulder
against the canvas.

Cain has changed the entire complexion of this match. Eddie was controlling the
exchanges standing up, and now Cain has him grounded.

That's Cain's game. He doesn't care if the crowd thinks he's moving too slowly. He's
trying to take something away from Mercer, and he's found that arm.

Eddie fights his way to his knees and begins shifting his weight underneath Cain's grip.
He suddenly rolls forward, catches Cain's wrist, and pulls him into an inside cradle, but
Cain kicks free before the referee can make a count. Eddie immediately grabs Cain's
leg and rolls through into a single-leg takedown, transitioning into a tight leg control
before Cain kicks him away. Cain comes up swinging with a forearm, but Eddie ducks
underneath it, catches the arm, and turns the missed strike info another hammerlock.
Cain responds by driving Eddie backward into the corner, where he buries a knee into
Eddie's midsection before trapping Eddie’s arm across the top rope. The referee forces
Cain to release, but Cain waits until the last possible second before stepping away,
leaving Eddie clutching his shoulder.

That's the difference between these two. Mercer wants to solve the problem inside the
rules. Cain wants to find out exactly how close he can get to breaking those rules
without getting caught.

And Eddie's going to have to be careful. Cain has been steadily taking the strength out
of that arm.

Cain pulls Eddie back to the mat and resumes his attack, this time wrenching the arm
behind Eddie's back before transitioning into a grounded shoulder lock. Eddie grimaces
as Cain presses his knee between Eddie's shoulder blades and pulls backward on the



wrist. Eddie inches toward the ropes, but Cain shifts his position and drives Eddie back
down. The crowd begins urging Eddie forward, and he responds by pushing himself
onto one knee before suddenly twisting through Cain's grip. Eddie catches Cain's leg
during the escape and sweeps it out from underneath him, then immediately attacks the
leg with a twisting hold. Cain reaches for Eddie's face, but Eddie moves away and
transitions into a figure-four position around the leg. Cain quickly rolls onto his stomach
before Eddie can fully lock it in, and the two scramble back to their feet.

There's that counter-wrestling we've talked about. Cain had the arm, but Mercer never
stopped looking for his escape.

That's what makes Eddie dangerous. You can be beating him for five minutes, and he'll
still be thinking about the next hold.

Cain regains control by catching Eddie around the neck and dropping him with a snap
powerslam, then immediately hooks Eddie's leg and presses his weight across the
chest.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Eddie kicks out, and Cain wastes no time dragging him into the center of the ring. Cain
pulls Eddie into The Confession, sitting behind him and wrenching backward on the chin
while stretching Eddie's back. Eddie reaches for the ropes, but Cain keeps him several
feet away, forcing him to crawl toward safety. The referee checks Eddie's position, and
Eddie finally manages to plant one boot underneath him before standing and driving
backward into the corner. Cain releases, but Eddie catches the ropes, turns, and fires a
forearm that sends Cain stumbling. Eddie follows with a second, then a third, and finally
catches Cain with a single-leg takedown. He immediately attacks Cain's leg, twisting it
and transitioning into the Nebraska Knot, but Cain rolls through before the figure-four
can be fully secured.

Both men have had their moments, but we're getting deeper into this match now, and
neither man has been able to establish complete control.

And that's where the clock starts becoming dangerous. Neither one of these men wants
to find himself needing a miracle in the final minute.



Cain gets back to his feet and catches Eddie with a knee to the abdomen before
snapping him down into a headlock. Eddie fights his way upright, but Cain suddenly
drives him down with False Prophet, the spinning neckbreaker, and immediately begins
working Eddie's neck and shoulder. Eddie tries to sit up, but Cain drags him back down
and presses his forearm across the jaw. The referee orders Cain to release the
pressure, and Cain does, only to immediately seize Eddie's leg and begin working it
again. Cain attempts Sinbreaker, but Eddie catches his leg before the knee breaker can
land and twists through, taking Cain down with a fast Technician's Takedown. Eddie
traps the arm, rolls Cain onto his stomach, and transitions into a hammerlock before
Cain manages to roll free.

Mercer just saved himself from a very dangerous situation there. Cain was looking for
that knee.

And Eddie's starting to put the pieces together. He's been attacked all over this ring, but
every time Cain gives him one opening, Mercer turns it into another hold.

Cain charges, but Eddie sidesteps and catches him with a Mercer Suplex, arching into a
high bridge before releasing and immediately grabbing Cain's arm. Cain rolls away, but
Eddie follows him and catches him with another arm drag, then another, forcing Cain
across the ring. Cain tries to slow the momentum with a side headlock, but Eddie
counters by lifting Cain's arm and twisting underneath it, transitioning into a hammerlock
and then a wristlock. Cain reverses the pressure, only for Eddie to drop his weight and
roll through into another single-leg takedown. Eddie tries to secure the Nebraska Knot,
but Cain kicks free and scrambles toward the ropes.

Now Cain is the one looking for an escape.

And look at the clock, Frank. We're getting into the final minutes.

The referee checks the timekeeper's signal as the crowd begins reacting to the
approaching deadline. Cain rises first and catches Eddie with a hard knee to the ribs,
then another to the back before dragging him into The Confession again. Eddie
struggles against the hold, his breathing becoming heavier as Cain leans back and
stretches his spine. Eddie reaches toward the ropes, but Cain pulls him away. Eddie
refuses to stop fighting, planting his feet and twisting his body until he creates enough
space to roll through. He comes up behind Cain, catches both arms, and drives him
backward with a hard takedown. Eddie immediately transitions into a crossface position,



but Cain recognizes the danger and scrambles toward the ropes, forcing Eddie to
release before the hold is fully secured.

That was close! Mercer nearly had The Final Exam locked in!

Cain felt it coming. He knew exactly what Eddie was setting up, and he got out before
Mercer could finish the transition.

Cain pulls himself upright using the ropes, but Eddie stays on him. Eddie catches Cain's
wrist and snaps him into the corner, then follows with a shoulder to the midsection. Cain
answers with a forearm, but Eddie ducks, catches the arm, and whips Cain across the
ring. Cain reverses the whip, but Eddie plants his feet and counters the return with a
beautiful Mercer Suplex. Cain lands hard, and Eddie immediately hooks the leg.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Cain kicks out just before three, and Eddie sits up with only a few minutes remaining.
Eddie pulls Cain to his feet and attempts another hammerlock, but Cain fires a knee into
Eddie's stomach and tries to lock in Final Judgment. Cain catches the leg, threads his
own through it, and begins pulling Eddie backward into the modified STF. Eddie
immediately recognizes the danger and claws toward the ropes, but Cain drags him
back toward the center. Eddie twists his hips, manages to free one leg, and rolls through
the pressure, landing on top of Cain and forcing him to release.

Final Judgment! Cain had Mercer trapped!

And Mercer escaped because he never stopped moving. That's what this match has
been about from the opening bell.

Both men struggle back to their feet, and the crowd grows louder as the clock continues
to run. Cain swings a forearm, but Eddie ducks and catches him with a Technician's
Takedown. Eddie immediately attacks Cain's arm, traps the wrist, and rolls him onto his
stomach. Cain tries to sit up, but Eddie pulls the arm across and finally turns Cain over,
locking in The Final Exam (crossface). Cain immediately reaches toward the ropes, but
Eddie shifts his weight and drags him back toward the center, wrenching the neck and



shoulder while keeping Cain's arm trapped. Cain fights desperately, pushing against the
canvas and trying to crawl forward as the referee drops down beside him.

The Final Exam! Eddie Mercer has got it locked in!

Cain has nowhere to go! He's been working that arm and shoulder all night, and now
Mercer is making him pay for every second of it!

Cain continues fighting toward the ropes, but Eddie keeps the pressure on, adjusting his
grip each time Cain finds an inch of movement. Cain's hand reaches forward, but Eddie
pulls him back again. Cain tries to roll his body, but Eddie follows the movement and
tightens the hold. The referee checks Cain's arm, and after several desperate attempts
to escape, Cain finally taps the mat.

REFEREE:
CAIN HAS SUBMITTED!

The bell rings, and Eddie releases the hold immediately. He sits back on his knees,
breathing heavily, while Cain rolls onto his side and clutches his shoulder. Eddie rises
slowly and looks toward the timekeeper as the crowd applauds the hard-fought victory.

Eddie Mercer wins it! Silas Cain is forced to submit to The Final Exam!

That's a statement victory. Cain tried to turn this into a fifteen-minute lesson in pain, and
Mercer turned it into a lesson in wrestling.

And Eddie Mercer earns two very important points to begin the Heartland Challenge
Series!

Two points are two points, Jim, but don't forget what we just saw. Eddie Mercer just
showed everybody in this competition that if you make one mistake, he'll find it, exploit
it, and turn it into a submission before you know what's happened.

Eddie stands near the ropes as the referee raises his arm. The timekeeper records the
official result, and the camera catches Cain sitting against the ropes, visibly frustrated
after coming within moments of securing Final Judgment himself.



Eddie Mercer starts the Heartland Challenge Series with a victory. Two points in the
standings, and a whole lot of momentum.

And now the other seven men know exactly what they're chasing.

The camera cuts backstage, where Willie Barnes is standing beside a stack of
equipment cases, still wearing his wrestling gear from earlier in the evening. He spots
the camera and immediately steps toward it with a grin, wiping his forehead with a towel
before pointing toward the lens.

Well, I'll tell ya what, boys. Everybody's been talkin' about this brand-new Heartland
Championship, and | don't know about you, but | sure as hell like the sound of that.

Willie laughs, then folds the towel over his shoulder.

Now, | heard all the talk out there tonight. Eight guys. Points. Fifteen minutes. Two
points if you win, one if you go the distance, and nothin' if you get beat. That's a pretty
simple set of rules to me. You show up, you fight, and when that bell rings, you better
have more fight left in you than the guy standing across the ring.

He points toward the arena, his expression becoming more serious.

And ['ll tell you somethin' else. | don't need to be the biggest name in this thing. | don't
need to be the fanciest wrestler in the locker room, either. There are guys in this
competition who can wrestle circles around you, and there are guys who think they can
knock your head clean off your shoulders. Good for 'em.

Willie shrugs and grins.

I'm just gonna do what I've always done. I'm gonna show up.

He taps his chest with his fist.



I'm gonna fight.

Willie leans slightly toward the camera.

Every week. Every match. Every minute I've got. And when fifteen minutes is up, if I'm
still standing there and that other fella ain't got the job done, well, then I'll take my point
and go home happy.

He laughs, shaking his head.

But I'm not lookin' for one point.

His grin fades into a determined smile.

I'm lookin' for two.

Willie points toward the arena again.

| want that championship match. | want to stand in that ring when this whole thing is
over, look across at whoever earns the other spot, and know that | fought my way there.

He pauses, then breaks into a wide grin.

So Eddie Mercer got two points tonight? Good for Eddie. He's a hell of a wrestler, and
he earned 'em.

Willie gives the camera a firm nod.

But don't get too comfortable, Eddie.

He starts walking away, then turns back toward the camera.

Because Wild Willie Barnes is coming for two of those points next.

Willie laughs and walks off down the hallway as the camera fades back toward the
arena.



The bell rings, and Willie Barnes immediately steps toward the center of the ring,
slapping his hands together and encouraging the crowd as Clay McAllister watches him
with a stern expression. They lock up, and Clay uses his size and strength to drive

Willie backward, forcing him into the corner. The referee steps in for the clean break, but
Clay keeps the pressure on until the last possible moment before backing away. Willie
comes out of the corner with a grin, nodding toward the crowd, then circles back toward
Clay. They tie up again, and this time Willie gets underneath Clay's weight and drives
him backward with a shoulder tackle. Clay gets up quickly, catches Willie coming off the
ropes, and drops him with a hard shoulder of his own.

Two very different approaches to the same kind of wrestling. Willie Barnes wants to
fight, Clay McAllister wants to control.

And Clay isn't going to let Willie turn this into a contest of who can make the crowd yell
the loudest. He's going to make Barnes carry his weight and fight for every position.

Clay takes control with a headlock, grinding his forearm against Willie's temple as he
keeps his weight planted. Willie works his way toward the ropes and fires several short
shots into Clay's ribs, but Clay keeps the hold cinched until Willie finally creates enough
space to shove him toward the ropes. Clay comes back with a shoulder tackle that
knocks Wiillie flat, then drops beside him and pulls him back up by the arm. Willie
responds with a sharp forearm, but Clay answers with another, and the exchange
quickly turns into both men trading increasingly heavy blows in the center of the ring.
Willie finally gets the advantage, catching Clay with a knee lift and following with a
second forearm that sends Clay stumbling toward the ropes.

There's the Willie Barnes we know. Once this turns into a fight, he's right at home.

That's where Clay has to be careful. McAllister can brawl, but Willie Barnes enjoys
brawling.



Willie whips Clay across the ring and catches him coming back with a Crowd Pleaser,
sending Clay over with a huge back body drop. Willie immediately turns toward the
audience and pumps his fist, drawing a roar from the crowd before dropping an elbow
across Clay's chest. He pulls Clay up and tries another shoulder tackle, but Clay
sidesteps and catches Willie with a hip toss. Clay follows with a knee lift and a hard
body slam, then drops an elbow of his own. He hooks the leg.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Willie kicks out, and Clay immediately grabs the arm and pulls him upright. Clay tries to
drive Willie into the corner, but Willie reverses the position and unloads with a series of
corner punches before the referee forces him to back away. Willie comes charging back
in with another forearm, but Clay catches him around the waist and throws him
backward with a powerful back body drop. Willie lands hard, and Clay takes advantage
by pulling him into an abdominal stretch. Clay keeps the pressure on while glancing
toward the audience, briefly tipping his hand as though tipping an imaginary hat,
drawing a mixture of laughter and boos from the crowd.

That's Trail Boss, and that's Clay McAllister's kind of match. He's not in a hurry.

But he's got to remember that fifteen-minute clock. Every second matters in this
competition.

Willie fights his way out of the abdominal stretch, driving his elbow into Clay's side until
the hold breaks. Clay tries to grab him again, but Willie turns and catches him with a
hard clothesline that sends Clay down. Willie follows with another clothesline, then
catches Clay as he rises and drives him down with the Kansas City Slam. Willie covers
immediately.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Clay kicks out, and Willie sits up with a frustrated grin before pounding his fist against
the canvas. He pulls Clay up and tries to whip him into the ropes, but Clay reverses the
whip and catches Wiillie with Cattle Drive, blasting him with a running shoulder block.
Willie rolls toward the ropes, but Clay follows and grabs him before he can get back up.



Clay pulls him into a headlock and drags him toward the center, grinding him down as
the crowd begins chanting for Willie.

Listen to this crowd. They're trying to pull Barnes back into this match.

And if Willie can get that second wind, Clay McAllister may have a very different fight on
his hands.

Willie starts working his way upward, driving his fist into Clay's ribs and finally breaking
the hold with a series of forearms. Clay answers with a knee lift, but Willie absorbs it
and fires back with the Barnes Buster, a hard-running clothesline that catches Clay flush
and sends him crashing to the mat. Willie drops beside him and starts pounding his fist
against the canvas as the crowd grows louder. He pulls Clay up, hits another forearm,
and whips him across the ring before catching him with the Blue Collar Bomb, dropping
Clay with a heavy body slam and immediately following with the falling elbow.

Barnes is building momentum now!

And this is exactly what Willie wants. Get the crowd behind him, get Clay moving
backward, and make this a fight instead of a wrestling match.

Willie goes for another whip, but Clay reverses it and catches him with a Missouri Lariat
as Willie comes off the ropes. Willie crumples, and Clay drops onto him for the cover.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Willie kicks out, barely getting a shoulder up. Clay immediately pulls him toward the
corner and begins driving short punches into his midsection, then follows with a knee lift
and another body slam. Clay climbs onto the second rope and drops a heavy elbow
across Willie's chest before hooking the leg again.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Willie kicks out once more, and Clay looks toward the referee in frustration before
dragging Willie back to his feet. Clay attempts The Longhorn, but Willie catches the



incoming attack, shoves Clay away, and follows with a desperate shoulder tackle. Both
men go down, and the referee begins checking them as the crowd reacts to the sight of
both wrestlers struggling to rise.

Both men are down, and we're getting deeper into this fifteen-minute limit!

This is where the time limit stops being a rule written on paper and starts becoming part
of the match. They can feel that clock running.

Willie gets to his feet first and grabs the ropes for support. Clay rises behind him, and
Willie turns just as Clay charges. Willie sidesteps and sends Clay crashing into the
corner, then follows with a series of punches before pulling him out and dropping him
with another Kansas City Slam. Willie hooks the leg.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!
THREE!

The bell rings, and Willie immediately rolls away from Clay, exhausted but energized as
the crowd erupts. The referee raises Willie's arm while Clay remains seated against the
ropes, staring toward the ring in frustration.

Willie Barnes gets the victory! The Kansas City Slam puts Clay McAllister away, and
Willie Barnes earns two points in the Heartland Challenge Series!

That's a big two points, Jim. Clay McAllister made him work for every inch of it, but
Willie Barnes kept coming forward until he finally broke him down.

Willie climbs onto the second rope and points toward the crowd, pumping his fist as the
fans respond. He drops back to the canvas and looks across at Clay, giving the veteran
a nod before turning back toward the audience.

Two points for Willie Barnes, and now Eddie Mercer and Willie Barnes both sit at the top
of the early standings with two points apiece.



And that's exactly what this competition is supposed to do. Nobody gets anything
handed to them. You want those points, you fight for them.

The camera cuts backstage to Johnny Starr standing in front of the HCW backdrop,
dressed as though he is already posing for the cover of a national wrestling magazine.
His sunglasses remain firmly in place, and he adjusts the collar of his robe before
looking directly into the camera with an exaggerated smile.

Ladies and gentlemen, you're looking at the future.

Johnny spreads his arms, presenting himself as though the statement should be
self-evident. The faint sound of the crowd's reaction can be heard from the arena, and
Johnny's smile tightens when the response is less enthusiastic than he clearly
expected.

The next big star in professional wrestling. The man who is going to take the Heartland
Championship, carry it across this country, and turn it into the most important
championship outside of the HCW Championship itself.

He straightens his sunglasses and gives the camera a knowing nod.

Now, | know there are eight men in this series. Eight. And apparently I'm supposed to
treat every single one of them like they're some kind of serious threat.

Johnny lets out a short laugh and shakes his head.
Please. Half these guys are just happy somebody remembered to put their names on
the list.

He gestures dismissively toward the arena.

They're here to participate. They're here to say they were part of something. They'll go



home, tell their friends they were in the Heartland Challenge, and they'll be thrilled just
to have been included.

Johnny pauses, then slowly points toward himself.

I'm not here to be included.

His expression becomes more serious.

I'm here to win.

Johnny takes a breath, clearly shifting toward the subject he has been avoiding. His jaw
tightens behind the confident smile.

And yes, Danny Dawson beat me.

He immediately raises a finger toward the camera, as though stopping anyone from
celebrating the admission.

Once.

Johnny shakes his head and scoffs.

One embarrassing little mistake, and suddenly everybody wants to talk about Danny
Dawson like he's the next great star of Heartland Championship Wrestling.

He adjusts his sunglasses again, but the movement is noticeably sharper this time.

That isn't happening.

Johnny steps closer to the camera, lowering his voice while maintaining the polished
confidence of a man already imagining his championship celebration.

That loss was an embarrassment. Mine. And I'm going to correct it the only way that
matters.

He straightens back up and smooths the front of his robe.



I'm going to win this series. I'm going to win the Heartland Championship. And when |
do, nobody is going to remember the night Danny Dawson got lucky.

Johnny gives the camera a broad, theatrical smile.

They're going to remember the night Johnny Starr became exactly what I've been telling
you people: | am.

He removes his sunglasses just enough to look directly into the camera.

Greatness.

Johnny puts the sunglasses back into place, turns toward the camera at an angle, and
gives himself one final approving look before walking out of frame.

The bell rings, and Johnny Starr immediately refuses to engage at Joey Jackson's
preferred pace. Joey circles lightly on the balls of his feet, bouncing from side to side as
Johnny keeps his hands up and watches him carefully. Joey makes an initial move
toward a collar-and-elbow tie-up, but Johnny backs away and gestures for Joey to slow
down, drawing a chorus of boos. When Joey finally steps in, Johnny catches him in a
headlock and leans his weight into the hold, forcing Joey to work rather than allowing
the match to become a sprint. Joey drops to one knee, rolls through, and slips free, only
for Johnny to grab his wrist and pull him back into another hold. Johnny keeps Joey
grounded with a wristlock, repeatedly shifting his weight whenever Joey tries to roll
underneath and escape, clearly determined to make the younger man's speed
irrelevant.

Johnny Starr came into this match with a very clear strategy. He's not going to race
Joey Jackson, and he's not going to let Joey dictate the pace.

And that's the smartest thing he's done all night. Joey Jackson is at his best when this



becomes a track meet. Starr wants a wrestling match, and more importantly, he wants
Joey standing still.

Joey finally creates the opening he needs by twisting underneath Johnny's wrist and
turning the hold into a quick arm drag. Johnny pops back up, but Joey is already
moving, catching him with a second arm drag before Johnny can establish his footing.
Joey follows with a dropkick that sends Johnny through the ropes, and the crowd erupts
as Joey builds momentum. Johnny immediately steps back into the ring, but Joey meets
him with another arm drag and a quick dropkick, forcing Johnny to scramble toward the
corner. Joey attempts a running attack, but Johnny steps aside and catches him coming
through, driving a knee into Joey's stomach before slowing the action again with a tight
side headlock. Joey tries to push Johnny toward the ropes, but Johnny drops his weight
and keeps him trapped, repeatedly forcing Joey to expend energy escaping.

That's the problem Joey has to solve. He can create distance, he can create openings,
but what does he do once Johnny Starr actually gets both hands on him?

That's the question. Speed gets you out of trouble. It doesn't necessarily get you out of
a hold.

Joey works his way upright and drives Johnny backward into the ropes, using the
rebound to shove him away before ducking underneath a clothesline. Joey rebounds
from the opposite side, leaps over Johnny, and then drops low as Johnny turns around,
catching him with a sudden spinning headscissors that sends Starr toward the ropes in
a burst of momentum. Johnny tumbles through the ropes, and Joey immediately
charges across the ring and launches himself through the ropes with a running
crossbody that takes both men down on the floor. The referee begins counting as Joey
gets back to his feet, but Johnny grabs the bottom rope and uses it to pull himself
upright. Joey tries to capitalize with another attack, but Johnny catches him by the arm
and swings him shoulder-first into the ring post, finally finding a way to stop the constant
movement.

Johnny Starr just changed the entire complexion of this match!

That's what Joey has to be careful about. You can be the fastest man in the building, but
if somebody puts you into the steel, suddenly speed isn't worth much.



Johnny rolls Joey back inside and immediately goes after the injured shoulder, trapping
the arm against the mat and dropping an elbow across it before wrenching the wrist into
another hold. Johnny pauses long enough to look toward the hard camera, adjusting his
hair and posing while Joey struggles behind him. The crowd rains down boos, and
Johnny turns toward them with an irritated expression before going back to work. Joey
uses the distraction to twist free, catching Johnny with a sudden roll-up that forces the
referee into position.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Johnny kicks free and immediately scrambles toward Joey, but Joey is already moving.
He catches Starr with a quick dropkick, follows with another arm drag, and then strings
together a rapid combination of strikes before finishing the sequence with another
dropkick. The crowd comes alive as Joey keeps Johnny moving, and Starr's frustration
becomes obvious. Johnny retreats toward the corner, only to have Joey charge in with a
running forearm before sending him across the ring and following with a second attack.
Johnny staggers out of the corner, and Joey catches him with a sudden Jet Lag, the
spinning neckbreaker leaving Starr stunned in the middle of the ring.

Joey Jackson has found that opening again! Johnny Starr can't keep him contained!

And listen to this crowd! That's what Johnny can't stand. Joey gets faster, the crowd
gets louder, and Johnny gets angrier.

Johnny rolls toward the ropes, trying to buy himself time, but Joey stays on him. Joey
attempts another springboard attack, but Johnny catches him coming down and drives
him into the canvas, finally stopping the momentum. Starr immediately covers.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Joey kicks out, and Johnny sits up in disbelief. He argues with the referee, pointing
emphatically at the mat as though the official has somehow cheated him. The referee
refuses to entertain the complaint, and Johnny turns back toward Joey with a frustrated
glare. Joey begins pulling himself upright, and Johnny grabs him from behind, looking
for Paparazzi. Joey senses the attempt and rolls through, sending Johnny crashing



forward. Joey follows with a quick hurricanrana that sends Starr tumbling across the
ring, and the crowd responds with another surge of cheers.

Joey Jackson keeps finding answers!

And Johnny Starr keeps finding reasons why those answers shouldn't count!

Johnny gets to his feet and immediately catches Joey with a Hollywood Hammer, the
Jjumping knee folding Joey over. Starr follows with the Red Carpet, driving Joey down
with the running neckbreaker before rolling away and instinctively striking his familiar
pose. The crowd boos loudly, but Johnny holds the pose for a moment too long, soaking
in the reaction. When he finally turns back, Joey is already rolling toward the ropes.

Johnny's expression changes from smug satisfaction to irritation. He grabs Joey by the
ankle and drags him back toward the center, then hauls him upright and hooks him for
The Premiere. Joey twists violently out of the hold, ducks behind Starr, and shoves him
forward. Johnny catches himself against the ropes, but Joey charges in and sends him
over the top with a flying headscissors. Starr lands on his feet on the floor, stunned,
while Joey stays inside and waits for him to climb back through the ropes.

What a counter by Jackson! Johnny Starr thought he had The Premiere!

He had it. That's the frustrating part. Joey Jackson just refused to stay where Johnny
put him.

Johnny climbs onto the apron and grabs the top rope, watching Joey approach. As Joey
reaches for him, Johnny suddenly grabs the waistband of Joey's trunks and yanks him
forward into a tight roll-up, using the handful of tights to gain leverage. Joey's shoulders
are down, and the referee drops into position.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

The referee suddenly sees Johnny's fistful of tights and immediately stops the count,
pointing at Starr's hand and ordering him to release it. Johnny jumps to his feet,
protesting furiously as Joey rolls away and gets back up.



Johnny Starr tried to steal it!

And he got caught! He had Joey Jackson beaten if the referee didn't see that handful of
tights!

Johnny continues arguing with the referee, his frustration now boiling over. Joey takes
advantage of the distraction by springing onto the ropes and launching himself into an
Afterburner, catching Starr flush and driving both men to the canvas. Joey crawls toward
the ropes and uses them to pull himself upright as Johnny struggles onto his knees.
Joey sees the opening, climbs to the apron, and waits for Starr to stand. Johnny turns
toward him, still dazed, and Joey launches himself backward from the ropes, rotating
high through the air before crashing down across Starr with Mach One (springboard
moonsault).

Joey immediately hooks both legs as the referee slides into position.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!
THREE!

The bell rings as the crowd erupts. Joey rolls away from Johnny and slowly gets to his
feet, exhausted but visibly thrilled by the victory. Johnny remains on the mat, staring
upward in disbelief before sitting up and glaring toward the referee. The official raises
Joey's arm as Starr remains seated, his frustration written across his face.

Joey Jackson wins the Heartland Challenge Series match! Mach One puts Johnny Starr
away, and Joey Jackson earns two very important points!

Johnny Starr tried to slow him down, tried to frustrate him, tried to steal the match, and
Joey Jackson kept finding a way out. That's two points, and in a series like this, those
points can become very valuable very quickly.

Joey points toward the crowd as he backs toward the ropes, soaking in the cheers.
Johnny finally gets to his feet and watches him from across the ring, his expression
hardening as the audience continues to celebrate Joey's victory. Starr adjusts his
sunglasses, but there is no theatrical pose this time. He simply stares at the younger



wrestler before turning away, visibly furious that another high-energy young competitor
has once again captured the crowd's attention.

The camera cuts backstage to Ray Mercer standing in the hallway with his arms folded
across his chest. The crowd can still be heard reacting to Joey Jackson's victory from
inside the arena. Ray listens for a moment, his expression tightening, before turning his
attention toward the camera.

That's exactly what | was talking about. This series is the opportunity | said | needed.
Eight guys, everybody starting from the same place, and nobody gets anything handed
to them. Nobody's giving me a favor. Nobody's putting me in a championship match
because they feel sorry for me. | have to earn every point, every victory, every damn
opportunity.

Ray nods firmly, as though he has just proven his own argument.

And that's fine with me. Joey can have his victory tonight. He earned his two points.
Good for him.

Ray's expression hardens as the cheers from the arena continue in the background.

But I'm not worried about Joey Jackson. I'm worried about Ray Mercer.

He takes a step toward the camera and points toward his own chest.

Everybody keeps calling me a kid. I'm twenty-two years old. And I've already got more
guts than half the locker room.

Ray points toward the arena, his voice becoming more forceful.

So let everybody else talk about who they're supposed to beat, who deserves what, and
who's already a star. I'm going to prove | belong in the same conversation.



He lowers his hand and stares directly into the camera, his confidence carrying an
unmistakable defensive edge.

Not because somebody says | do. Because when this series is over, they're not going to
have a choice.

Ray gives a short, defiant nod before turning away. He takes two steps down the
hallway, then stops and looks back over his shoulder.

And if somebody wants to find out whether I'm tough enough?

Ray gives a sharp, almost challenging grin.

Good.

Ray walks out of frame as the camera remains fixed on the empty hallway.

The bell rings, and Ray Mercer immediately advances on Danny Dawson with a hard,
aggressive posture. Danny tries to establish a wrestling tie-up, but Ray shoves him
backward and talks at him while keeping his hands raised, clearly trying to provoke the
younger wrestler into abandoning his technique. Danny steps forward again, and Ray
answers with a sharp forearm before driving him into the corner. The referee steps in to
force a clean break, but Ray uses the moment to drive another knee into Danny's
midsection before backing away. Danny looks frustrated, and Ray smiles, having gotten
exactly the emotional reaction he wanted.

Ray Mercer is trying to get inside Danny Dawson's head before he ever gets inside his
wrestling.

Danny's young, Jim. Ray knows that. He wants Danny angry, because an angry wrestler
stops thinking and starts swinging.



Danny charges out of the corner, but Ray catches him with a knee and follows with a
hard forearm across the back. Ray grabs Danny by the head and drives him toward the
ropes before throwing him through with a clothesline. Danny hits the mat and rolls away,
but Ray follows him immediately, stomping him across the back before pulling him
upright and driving him into the corner again. Ray works him over with short punches
and knee lifts, forcing the referee to intervene once more. Ray backs away with his
hands raised, but the smirk on his face makes it clear that the interruptions are part of
the plan.

Ray Mercer is making this ugly, and he's doing it deliberately.

He's trying to make Danny Dawson fight Ray Mercer's fight. That's a dangerous place
for a young wrestler to be.

Danny absorbs another forearm and finally finds an opening when Ray reaches for him
again. Danny ducks underneath, catches Ray with an arm drag, and immediately
follows with another before sending him across the ring with a hip toss. Ray scrambles
up, but Danny meets him with a dropkick that sends him into the ropes. Danny charges
for another attack, only for Ray to step aside and drive Danny shoulder-first into the
turnbuckle. Ray immediately grabs the arm and twists it against the ropes, slowing
Danny down before dragging him back toward the center.

Danny Dawson has found a little speed, but Ray Mercer keeps cutting him off before he
can build anything.

That's experience. Danny sees an opening and goes for it. Ray sees the opening
coming and closes the door.

Ray keeps Danny grounded with an armbar, repeatedly shifting his weight whenever
Danny tries to roll through. Danny works his way toward his knees, then uses a sudden
burst of strength to turn the hold into a roll-up.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Ray kicks free and immediately catches Danny with a knee as he rises. He follows with
a snap suplex and then stomps across Danny's back before pulling him upright again.



Ray looks toward the clock hanging above the entranceway, then back at Danny, and
the glance is brief enough to seem incidental.

We're approaching the halfway point of this fifteen-minute time limit.

And Ray Mercer knows exactly how much time he has. Don't forget that.

Danny fights back with a pair of forearms, ducks a clothesline, and catches Ray with a
Dawson Driver, snapping him down with the quick suplex. Danny stays on his feet and
follows with the Sunflower Dropkick, catching Ray flush and sending him stumbling
backward. The crowd responds as Danny builds momentum, but Ray grabs the ropes
before Danny can follow and pulls himself toward the corner. Danny charges anyway,
only for Ray to catch him coming in and throw him across the ring with a back body
drop. Danny lands hard, and Ray immediately goes after him with a series of corner
stomps.

Danny Dawson was starting to put something together, and Ray Mercer shut it down
again!

That's the story of this match. Danny keeps finding a way to start something, and Ray
keeps finding a way to end it.

Ray pulls Danny away from the ropes and sets him up for the Kansas City Crash, but
Danny blocks the suplex and drives a series of short punches into Ray's ribs. Danny
breaks free, rebounds off the ropes, and catches Ray with the Dust Bowl. Ray goes
down, and Danny immediately covers him.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Ray kicks out and rolls toward the ropes. Danny follows, but Ray catches him with a
sudden eye rake before the referee can see it clearly. Ray grabs Danny from behind
and drives him down with Back Alley, then hooks the leg.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!



Danny kicks free, and Ray immediately sits up in frustration. He looks toward the
referee, then toward the clock, and the irritation on his face grows.

Danny Dawson is still alive in this match!

And Ray Mercer is starting to realize that Danny isn't going away.

Ray drags Danny upright and tries to set him up for The Backstreet Beatdown, but
Danny fights the grip and lands several forearms against Ray's jaw. Ray staggers, and
Danny suddenly explodes into Kid's Comeback, hitting three rapid-fire dropkicks before
following with a running forearm that sends Ray stumbling into the corner. The crowd
rises as Danny charges again, and this time Ray is knocked through the ropes and
down to the floor.

Kid's Comeback! Danny Dawson has found the opening!

Danny climbs onto the ropes, looking toward Ray on the floor, but Ray scrambles back
toward the apron before Danny can launch himself. Danny climbs down and grabs Ray
by the head, trying to pull him through the ropes. Ray suddenly drives a shoulder into
Danny's stomach and catches him with a cheap shot, leaving Danny doubled over
against the ropes.

Danny got impatient. That's the mistake Ray was waiting for.

Ray pulls Danny back inside and catches him with a hard Mercer Knee to the ribs.
Danny collapses, and Ray covers him.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Danny kicks out again. Ray stares at the referee in disbelief, then looks toward the
clock. The expression on his face changes. Instead of immediately attacking Danny,
Ray backs away and watches the clock for several seconds.

Ray Mercer is looking at that clock again.



He's doing the math.

Ray circles Danny rather than attacking, forcing the younger wrestler to stand on his
own. Danny rises slowly, and Ray immediately shoots in for another attack, but Danny
catches him with a sudden Kansas Roll, folding him into a sunset flip.

REFEREE:
ONE!
TWO!

Ray kicks free and rolls toward the corner. Danny gets up quickly and charges, but Ray
slips through the ropes and drops to the floor again. The referee begins counting Ray
out, and Ray deliberately keeps his distance from the ring while looking toward the
clock.

Ray Mercer is not interested in fighting right now!

He's got no shame about it, either. If he can't beat Danny Dawson, he's perfectly happy
to make sure Danny doesn't beat him.

Danny climbs through the ropes and drops to the floor after him. Ray immediately turns
and runs around the ring, forcing Danny to chase him. The crowd boos as Ray reaches
the opposite side and slides back inside. Danny follows, but Ray rolls beneath the
bottom rope on the other side and returns to the floor. The referee warns him to get
back inside as Danny finally catches him by the arm and throws him shoulder-first into
the ring apron.

Danny Dawson has figured it out! He's not going to let Ray Mercer simply run this clock
down!

Danny rolls Ray back into the ring and climbs to the top rope. Ray struggles upright and
turns just as Danny launches himself with The Heartland Press (diving crossbody from
top rope). Ray catches him in midair and staggers backward, nearly losing his balance,
but manages to stay on his feet. He drops Danny hard onto the canvas and immediately
rolls away, clutching his ribs.

He caught him!



Ray Mercer barely survived that one! Danny Dawson nearly had the match right there!

Ray crawls toward the ropes as Danny slowly gets back to his feet. Danny sees Ray
trying to escape and charges, but Ray catches him with a forearm and drives him into
the corner. Ray begins stomping Danny's legs and midsection, keeping him trapped
while repeatedly glancing toward the clock. Danny fights back with short punches, but
Ray grabs him around the waist and tries for The Backstreet Beatdown. Danny blocks
the lift and drives his elbow backward, breaking the grip before sending Ray across the
ring with a back body drop.

We're inside the final minute!

Danny gets to his feet and immediately attacks, catching Ray with a flying forearm
before dragging him away from the ropes. Ray stumbles upright, and Danny throws
another forearm, then another, refusing to give him the chance to retreat. Ray answers
with a desperate knee to the stomach and grabs Danny around the waist, but Danny
blocks another attempt at the spinebuster and hammers Ray with a series of punches.

Danny knows it now! He knows Ray is trying to survive the clock!

The crowd begins counting along with the final seconds as Danny drives Ray backward
into the ropes. Danny rebounds and catches Ray with the Dust Bowl, then immediately
pulls him toward the center and tries to set up another attack. Ray drops to his knees
and grabs Danny around the legs, desperately trying to keep him from building
momentum. Danny pulls free and reaches down for Ray, but Ray suddenly rolls through
and scrambles toward the ropes.

Thirty seconds!

Danny grabs Ray by the ankle and pulls him away from the ropes. Ray kicks free,
catches Danny with a forearm, and stumbles toward the opposite side of the ring.
Danny charges after him, and the two collide in the center with both men throwing
desperate strikes. Danny gains the advantage and drives Ray toward the ropes again,
but Ray grabs the top rope to keep himself upright.

Ten seconds!



Danny pulls Ray away from the ropes and throws everything he has into one final
attack, but Ray ducks underneath and Danny crashes into the corner. Ray immediately
turns toward him as the crowd counts down the final seconds.

CROWD:
FIVE!
FOUR!
THREE!
TWO!
ONE!

The bell rings.

TIME EXPIRES! Fifteen minutes are gone!

And neither man could put the other away!

Danny turns toward the referee, breathing heavily and clearly frustrated that the final
opportunity slipped away. Ray drops against the ropes, exhausted, but the relief on his
face is unmistakable. The referee steps between them and signals that the match is
over.

REFEREE:
DRAW! FIFTEEN MINUTES!

Danny looks across the ring at Ray, then toward the crowd as the realization settles in
that he has earned a point against one of the most aggressive men in the series. Ray
remains against the ropes, breathing heavily and staring at the clock. He did not lose,
but he also did not get the two points he desperately wanted.

A draw in the Heartland Challenge Series! Danny Dawson earns one point, Ray Mercer
earns one point, and the fifteen-minute time limit has made its impact immediately!

Ray Mercer came into this wanting to prove he belonged in this conversation. He didn't
lose tonight, but he wanted two points. He wanted to walk out of here ahead of Danny
Dawson, and he didn't get it.



Danny finally steps toward Ray, but there is no confrontation. Ray looks back at him, still
frustrated, before stepping through the ropes and leaving the ring. Danny remains inside
as the crowd applauds him for surviving the fifteen-minute fight.

Danny Dawson showed tremendous heart tonight. Ray Mercer showed just how
dangerous he can be, but the clock proved to be the equalizer.

And that's what makes this series different. You don't have to beat somebody to get
something out of the match. You just have to survive long enough to earn that point.

Danny stands in the center of the ring as the timekeeper records the official result. Ray
disappears into the aisle, glancing back once toward the ring before continuing toward
the backstage area.
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