
​ As Martin surveyed the living room of his house slowly he tried to decide what to 
do next, which honestly should have been easy. His wife was no more and although he 
knew exactly what had happened because he saw it happen with his own two eyes it 
was really so hard to believe. As his wife was laying limp in the middle of the carpet,  he 
looked at the boy, his boy ,as he was playing with his toys as any boy his age, Martin 
knew that he would do anything he had to do in order to keep the boy safe. Never mind 
the fact that at only 8 year of age, the boy had done something so unspeakable that the 
child at his tender age could not fully comprehend what he had done. Martin knew what 
had happened but the authorities wouldn’t listen to him, unless he was going to confess 
to a myriad of crimes that they had been trying to pin on him for several years.  
​  
​ Right now though Martin had something much more pressing to concern himself 
with than his relationship if you want to call it that with law enforcement officials. He had 
to decide what to do with his wife, because as he looked her over more slowly now 
there was one thing like it or not that was crystal clear: she was not coming back from 
this. Sure he and Shannon had the issues now, being married for over ten years at this 
point. If Martin were being completely honest he had thought about hatching a plot to 
get rid of her himself in the last year or two, but he never really thought about it 
seriously. No matter how much she nagged, moaned, and bitched about various things 
in their home, Shannon was still his wife and it was still hard to imagine he would be 
waking up everyday without her from now on and yet that is what he had to face. 
​  
​ Martin thought things through carefully, because that was just what he had 
always done. He was one of the best attorneys money could buy. Thinking things 
through and considering every possible scenario just goes with the territory as an 
attorney and that was just his legitimate business venture. There were several, much 
more sinister things that Martin did with his time away from the courthouse. That was 
the side of Martin Howe III that made him have such an adversarial relationship with law 
enforcement, that made him such a ruthless and yes even feared individual. Tonight’s 
events though, they had really caused the tables to be turned for Martin because 
instead of inspiring fear in other people, he had something to genuinely fear himself and 
he could not decide how he wanted this situation to be handled. 
 
​ Rest assured though he would find a way to get this situation resolved, and he 
would do so with the least number of people knowing about it because it was clearly 
where the less people that know the better. He had those kinds of resources at his 
disposal in order to do it. Continuing to watch his son play peacefully by himself, an idea 
was forming inside Martin’s normally devious but right now over protective mind. He 
knew that if he could get Shannon's body downstairs that he could then call someone to 
have the problem taken care of while he and his son were away. He knows exactly who 
he can call too. This man asks very few questions generally speaking and just gets the 
job done, which is just the type of individual that would work perfectly in this instance. 
 
​ Looking down at Shannon’s body which was directly below him right now, Martin 
was struck by the fact that she just appeared so peaceful, more peaceful than she had 
in years. He also realized that Shannon was in a word tiny, as in 110 pounds soaking 



wet tiny. The more that he thought about it, the more he realized that someone like 
himself who does not have the most upper body strength could move her pretty easily. 
Glancing over at his son he was still preoccupied with his toys the decision had been 
made and Martin scooped up Shannon in his arms one last time. He hadn’t considered 
how much she would weigh as quite literally dead weight however. Martin almost 
dropped his wife until he was able to steady himself and throw Shannon over his 
shoulder much like a sack of potatoes.  
 
​ Finally Martin was just about to take Shannon downstairs when he was stopped 
in his tracks by the one person that could in this instance. “Daddy, where are you and 
Mommy going?” 
 
​ For a second Martin could have swore that his heart stopped, but he decided to 
just be honest. “Mommy and Daddy are going to the basement because Mommy is 
going away for a while, and Daddy is going to help Mommy get ready for a trip.” 
 
​ “But Daddy, don’t you know that Mommy went to sleep when she was playing 
with me earlier and I don’t think that she has waked up yet.” 
 
​ Noticing that the child’s burrow was starting to furrow while he has not taken his 
eyes off of his Mom, Martin knows he better say something quickly unless he wants to 
risk his son becoming angry with him. “Don’t you worry about anything, my son. Daddy 
loves Mommy just as much as Daddy loves. You don’t think that I would let you go 
anywhere before you are ready, do you?” 
 
​ The smile on his son’s face was unmistakable and Martin was thanking his lucky 
stars that the boy trusted him so thoroughly. “Yes Daddy, I know that you could never do 
anything wrong to me Mommy. I just wanted to make sure that you know Mommy is still 
sleeping.” 
 
​ Martin smiles right back at his son, finishing to put the boy’s mind at ease, even 
giving him a little laugh. “Now that is a good boy my son, making sure that Daddy has all 
of the information that he needs. Yes though, I am aware that Mommy is still sleeping. 
I’ll tell you what, I am going to take Mommy downstairs into the basement and get her 
ready so she can leave. While I am down there, why don’t you clean up your toys and 
wait for Daddy to come back upstairs. Then you and Daddy can go and get some 
dinner, alright?” 
 
​ “Mommy likes to go out for dinner too, Daddy. Do you think when Mommy wakes 
up you can ask her and maybe she will want to go to eat dinner with us before she goes 
away?” 
 
​ The child was smart and inquisitive too as any child would be especially at that 
age. Therefore, Martin needed to choose his words carefully, because he did not want 
to create any suspicion in his child. “Such a smart and thoughtful little boy you are, 
thinking of your Mommy first. No, Mommy really needs to get ready to go on her trip so 



she is going to need to skip dinner tonight. Maybe she will be able to go with us in the 
future. For now though, just pick up your toys and wait for me.” 
 
​ “Okay, Daddy.” 
 
​ Watching his son for a few fleeting moments until he is certain that he is picking 
up his toys and will not try to follow him down the stairs, Martin then starts making his 
way to the basement. The conversation with his son, despite the fact that it was short, 
made his wife’s body that much heavier and Martin nearly fell down the steps with her. 
Once he got down to the basement he deposited Shannon’s now increasingly cold, 
lifeless body on the rug in the middle of the basement floor. After several minutes that 
he used to catch his breath, Martin then took out his cell phone and started in motion 
the plan that he had devised upstairs to get rid of Shannon’s body and make sure that 
his son was going to be okay. As he placed the phone up to his ear, he hoped that the 
problem solver was home and that he would be able to get rid of his wife’s body quickly 
and quietly while he had his son out of the house.  
 

“Yes, are you home and free right now? Good, I  was hoping that you would say 
that because I need you to do a job for me, and the sooner you can get to it and finish 
the job would be greatly appreciated. I am in my basement along with a dead body on 
the floor. I am going away with my son who is already starting to ask a lot of questions 
so we will be out of the house for a couple of hours, and I need the body to be disposed 
of during this time so my son will not ask anymore questions. Can you do this for me in 
the time that I have asked you to? Good. Now as we know from previous experience it 
takes you a half an hour to get from your house to mine so I will be sure to be out of my 
house by the time you get here. The body will remain on the rug on the floor until you 
arrive at which time you are to use the rug to take up the body and dispose of it as 
quickly as possible. Don’t call me until the job is finished. You will as always be paid 
handsomely for your time and trouble.” 

 
Martin clicked off his phone and after a brief pause with a huge sigh, he leaned 

down and kissed Shannon on the cheek one last time before returning upstairs where 
his son was waiting patiently for him. “I see that you have picked up all of your toys, 
good job. Are you ready for us to go get something for dinner then?” 

 
“Yes, Daddy.” 
 
“That is a good boy. Here, let’s go.”  
 
Martin took his son by the hand, and headed out the door stopping by the closet 

in the living room for Martin to grab their raincoats on the way out. It was not raining 
when they went outside however, so of course this led to more questions in the car 
while they were on their way to dinner. “Daddy, why did you bring our raincoats when it 
is not raining?” 

 



Smiling again at his son's inquisitive nature, Martin was quick to answer while 
keeping his eyes on the road during the drive. “You are correct son, it is not raining right 
now. I was watching the weather forecast earlier though and the weatherman said that it 
might rain later on, and so I decided that grabbing our raincoats was a good idea just in 
case it does rain later on.” 

 
“Daddy, what is a forecast?” 
 
The question itself made Martin laugh a little, because of how people generally 

view weather forecasts to begin with. Martin decides though when answering the 
question from his 8 year old that no is not the time to answer with a snide comment, 
instead opting for the truth. “A forecast is what men use to try and tell us what the 
weather is going to be like in the future, but they do not always get this correct. So a 
forecast is just their best guess.” 

 
This seemed to satisfy his son, and then something else caught his eye which 

gave him great joy. “Ronald McDonald’s!!” 
 
Martin laughed again as they pulled into the parking lot and turned off the car. 

Grabbing his son by the hand again Martin takes him and they go into the restaurant 
with their raincoats on now as it had finally started to rain. Once inside, Martin and his 
son go to the counter where Martin orders their meals. Quickly they get their food and 
sit down to eat after which Martin’s son asks him a question that he already knew was 
coming when they first pulled into the drive, and they go so that Martin can watch while 
his son plays in McDonald’s PlayPlace. He was watching his son for about five minutes 
when his phone rang. Looking at the number, he already knows who it is when he picks 
it up. “You know sir that I am with my very traumatized son right now, so you had better 
have a great reason for calling me.”  

 
Although saying that his son was very traumatized was a stretch, he did not like 

the fact that he was being called so soon, because to him that meant there might be an 
issue or issues with finishing the job, and he could not risk an issue or issues finishing 
the job. “Mr. Howe, I arrived at the place where you told me to sir, but there is an issue 
that needs to be resolved first, before I can complete the job.” 

 
Yep, there it was he thought, an issue. “What issue is there that would prevent 

the job from being completed? Because when I left the basement, the body was right 
there in the middle of the rug on the floor, so I don’t know what could be stopping you 
from finishing the job, unless of course there is something that you are not telling me.” 

 
“Mr. Howe, everything is in place, just like you said it would be here, except for 

the fact that there is no body to dispose of in this room.” 
 
That was the one thing that he never could have expected, and although he 

would never let it show in his voice, Martin was suddenly very panicked as he realized 
while he and his problem solver continued to talk, this job was going to require a lot 



more time and thought to get this job finished after all. Unfortunately time and thought 
were two things that he did have a lot of currently. 

 
 

 
 

Preparations 
 

Finally, this is just the type of night where my Son can show the world what he is 
really capable of. 

 
More about that in a few minutes. First however, I do not wish to be rude so My 

name of course is Mr. Martin Howe III, primary partner and Chief Legal Officer of the 
Legal Firm of Dewey, Cheatum, and Howe. It is my esteemed privilege to discuss with 
all of you the man that I am the CREATOR of the most awesome force in professional 

wrestling today, tomorrow, and quite frankly every day. He is a man that gives more 
opponents the runs than Ex-Lax, the one, the only, the fierce… 

 
TSUNAMI!! 

 
Now as I was saying, this is exactly the type of night that I was waiting for ever since I 

decided to have my son start wreaking havoc over the Supreme Championship 
Wrestling roster. Not saying this has been going on for too long to begin with, but with 
the opponents that he is being fed on Breakdown so far, I was almost tempted to say 
that I could go in the ring and win a match myself. I wanted an opponent who would 
really push my son a little bit so that he would get angry and show everyone some 

things that even I have not seen so far. 
 

I will give the powers that in SCW credit too, because they tried to come up with that 
worthy opponent for Tsunami, someone that would inspire the kind of performance from 
my Son that would make everyone stop and say “Oh Shit, look at what the new guy just 

did!” 
 

They tried so hard to find someone that could do exactly that. They were not able to find 
such a person of course, at least not one that did not already have a match for this 
event because it is quite possible that person simply does not exist. In fact, I would 

argue precisely this, that 1-on-1 there is nobody that can touch my boy. SCW however, 
perhaps realizing that very thing already at this early point in his career, decided to do 

the next best thing and stick him in a contest where he has THREE opponents. 
 

Many people would think that I would be upset by this and I will admit that was 
my initial reaction too. After all, why should Tsunami suffer having to defeat three people 
just because SCW can find one person who is suitable enough to face him alone? Just 

the thought is outrageous to consider, and when the match was first announced my 
initial reaction was to march right into Mr. D’s office, a place that I have been very 



familiar with from the time I spent here before as chief legal counsel and demand justice 
for my Son. 

 
You see though, that when I realized the mistake that I have been making, I was 

approaching things not as a manager with Tsunami as my client. Instead I have been 
looking at this as a Father would who was watching his Son, and I admit that was 

wrong. When I finally realized how wrong that was I decided that I needed to take a step 
back, really re-evaluate what SCW was trying to do by placing Tsunami in such a match 

and I started to smile because I realized what SCW was wanting from Tsunami. 
 

SCW has realized (and rather quickly for them I might add) what they have in Tsunami. 
They have something in him that they do not have with anybody else on their roster, a 7 
foot tall 355 pound wrecking machine who can completely destroy another person while 

barely breaking a sweat, if he does. 
 

In other words, SCW doesn’t care if Tsunami racks up a ton of wins right now or not. 
There will be plenty of time for that because believe me when I tell you Tsunami is not 

going anywhere any time soon, and by that I mean years.  
 

No, for the meantime at least SCW NEEDS more than a winning machine…. 
SCW NEEDS Tsunami to be an attraction, because they don’t have another one right 

now. 
 

I am more than alright with that as well, because if Tsunami is an attraction that means 
that he is going to make a ton of money which means in turn I will make a ton of money. 
This man is a monster ladies and gentlemen, a monster that is not like anyone else that 

SCW has on their roster right now. 
 

Can you just think of the marketing possibilities, they are endless! If you are smart and 
have been paying attention to me, you will already know that I have been using a few 

marketing ploys already and you had better believe that I am just getting warmed up in 
that respect also.   

 
That starts tomorrow night too, because Tsunami is going to make his pay per view in 

Denver at Apocalypse.  
 

Apocalypse, seems like the perfect event to introduce an attraction to the world named 
Tsunami. Don't misunderstand me either because I know that this is not Tsunami's first 
match. It is his first match under the bright lights of pay per view where a ton of people 
will be watching though, because like it or not, the differences between Breakdown and 

pay per view are stark to say the least. That goes double when you are talking about 
mass marketing strategy too. 

 
Speaking of marketing strategies, even attractions need their opponents or in Tsunami's 

case three opponents when he takes on Purity Pixie, Spencer Pryce, and SCW's 
resident goddess Katie Steward.  



 
Now you would've thought after Rise to Greatness weekend when and please allow me 

to refresh everyone's memory that she got her tiny body slammed into by Tsunami's 
gigantic frame that Purity Pixie would've done everything she could to avoid running into 

Tsunami again. I still cringe when I think about you crumbling to the ground under 
Tsunami's weight and strength Purity, and I don't even like you if I am honest. I wouldn't 

think that you would ever want to have Tsunami near you ever again, Purity. Nobody 
would have faulted you for feeling that way. 

 
It appears however that you are not exactly the brightest bulb though Purity,  because 
you took the opportunity to put yourself into the crossfire in the ring in order to gain a 

measure of revenge against Tsunami. Now I will grant you, there were a lot of people in 
the crowd cheering for you that night, Purity. I know that must have sounded great to 

you, to think that you bring those people to cheers. 
 

It was inspirational to say the least! 
 

Let me ask you this though, oh inspirational one, are those fans that were cheering for 
you, screaming your name going to help you put yourself back together tomorrow night 

after Tsunami flattens you one more time? 
 

Goodness knows that you are going to need it. 
 

That brings me to another individual that is going to need help after a Tsunami warning 
tomorrow night, and that is the newest member of the SCW roster, Spencer Pryce. I 

have to admit when I think about you Spencer I almost feel bad for you because I will 
admit, you didn’t do anything wrong. Hell, you were doing what you are supposed to do, 

giving an interview before your first match.  
 

Unfortunately though as fate would have it, the SCW powers that be had decided on 
that night your debut match would be against Tsunami. I can tell you Spencer that 
Tsunami was in a particularly foul mood that day too. He almost assaulted me over 
dinner and that was even after I had bought him a cheeseburger happy meal from 

McDonald's, his favorite. So the chance that you, who are almost as small as Purity, 
could have lasted any longer than a minute or two if you had gotten to the ring that night 

against Tsunami that night? Let's just say that I have my doubts. 
 

Your manager, Amy Chastaine, one of the greatest to ever step foot in any wrestling 
ring, she had her doubts too. I know that because of the way she ordered you to stay 
down after the attack until the paramedics could treat you. Too bad nobody told her to 

stay away, because I could have allowed Tsunami to attack you too Amy. Oh how 
terrible that would have been, but I have respect for you and all of your 

accomplishments Amy, so that wasn’t happening.  
 

I don't respect Spencer's accomplishments though, all I can say is stay out of the ring 
tomorrow night, or I might not be responsible for what Tsunami could do to you Amy. 



 
One wrestler I will happily take responsibility for what Tsunami is going to do to 

tomorrow night is you, Katie Steward. Katie, I get really excited when I consider all of 
the possibilities that Tsunami might do to you, because Katie you are a Goddess right, 
the SCW Goddess no less. You are the head of your very own Goddess Royal Family 

or some crap too. I mean how could we not know that, you tell us all of the time. So you 
can only imagine the way eyes light up a little bit when I think about my boy completely 
destroying SCW’s very own Goddess. It gives me goosebumps every time I think about 

it. 
 

Talk about marketing potential? That one is an absolute gold mine right there! 
 

You know though Katie you are more than SCW’s very own Goddess, as if that is not 
enough. No, you are also a former SCW World Champion! You have been to the very 

top of the mountain, the one title that everyone on the roster wants here in SCW, even if 
there are some people that come through here that never actually admit it. Everybody 

wants to be the best Katie, but there are only so many people that can say for one 
moment in time they were one of those people and guess what Katie? One of those 

people was you! 
 

Not only that Katie, but as an added bonus you were the first woman to win the SCW 
World Championship!  

 
How cool is that?! 

 
Let me tell you just how cool. Tomorrow night, my Son is going to make a statement and 
he is going to use the first woman to win the SCW World Champion, along with a rookie 

and a Pixie to make that statement too. 
 

Notice everyone I have not discussed who I think is going to win this match tomorrow 
night, not one word about it and do you want to know why that is? 

 
It’s because I simply don’t care if Tsunami wins or not. SCW wants Tsunami to be an 

attraction and for now, I am embracing that. Attractions need to make statements more 
than they need to win. 

 
So tomorrow night, I will make sure that Tsunami makes his statement while the other 

three of you left in the ring, battered, bruised, and bloodied like you had just been 
through the Apocalypse.... 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 


