Torres:

“The following contest is the Last Man Standing match.  By the agreement of both participants, this match will ONLY be decided via knockout.  As such, there will be no disqualification and no stoppage for injury, blood loss or anything else.  Introducing first, to be accompanied to the ring by Clancy McClean…  From Swansea, England.  Weighing in at two hundred and fifteen pounds and standing at five feet, eleven inches…  He is “The Hotshot Rookie” – JAY JAMESONNN!!!”

“H To Tha Izzo/In The End” by Linkin Park & Jay-Z hits as

-----

Quiet distortion slowly emanates from the public address system.

Torres:
“And his opponent…  From Bethlehem, Pennsylvania.  Weighing in at two hundred and sixty-six pounds and also standing five feet, eleven inches tall – REEJECCCTTTT!!!!” 

The lights dim as a cloud of thick smoke rises from the stage. The heavy percussion of Nine Inch Nails' 'Eraser' kicks in as the katakana lettering for 'REJECT' materialises in blood red on the Zerotron over a black background. As the song becomes progressively heavier, the dark, stocky figure of Reject steps onto the stage, head down, and marches down the ramp way. Strapped to his back is a steel chair.  The lettering on the Zerotron turns transparent, inside it flashing images of Reject in combat in HKWF. Receiving a heavily mixed reaction, the six-time HKWF Hardcore Champion and DisOrder member continues towards the ring as Trent Reznor's vocals begin. He slides into the ring under the bottom rope, promptly gets to his feet, discards the chair and stares out at McClean who just happens to be lightly massaging Jameson’s shoulders and giving him a last minute pep-talk.  Reject gives the crowd just one brief, silencing glance as he does so.  

Samson: Reject looks MAJORLY pissed off tonight… 

Crumb: This is going to be good.

Samson: Not for this Jameson brat, it’s not.

With his left foot, Reject slides the steel chair to the far side of the ring, to the corner nearest Jameson.  Reject uses the chair as something of a peace offering, motioning for Jay to get in and take it.  McClean gives Jay a reassuring pat on the back and watches proudly as his young client goes into battle.  A little gingerly, the cocky Englishman takes his time and climbs into the ring.  He takes a cautious glance across at Reject before slowly moving in to pick up the chair.  Quickly enough he realises his mistake as ‘Ject charges at him, head-on!!!  Before Jay can move a muscle, Reject drives him hard into the corner with a…

Samson: SPEAR!!! Oh my, what a spear that was!!!

Nelson: It was just a spear, Joshua… Relax.

Reject doesn’t let go of Jay, allowing his own body to almost bisect the youngster’s.  The 266-pounder follows through with a vicious Northern Lights Suplex out of the corner!  Referee Newman moves in to survey the damage, only for ‘Ject to get up and shove him out of the way.  The former Extreme Heavyweight Champion scans the ringside area, his eyes coming to a halt at one Clancy McClean.  Reject makes an absolute bee-line for his former manager.

-----

Reject pulls a Kabar knife from his boot and conceals it in his belt.  

Nelson: Was that a-?

Jay sticks on a pair of brass knuckles and approaches Reject with caution, concealing the knucks.  The two bloodied combatants close in on each other.  Jay keeps his guard up with his bare left fist, keeping his brass’d up right out of sight.  Reject keeps both arms by his side, keeping the combat knife hidden.  Reject stops dead to Jay’s pleasant surprise.  Quickly the Hotshot Rookie throws a fake punch with his bare left fist before blasting Reject full force between the eyes with the knucks!

Crumb: OWWW… Wait! Reject didn’t even FLINCH!!!

Nelson: That’s impossible – a shot like that would KO even the toughest of them, without exception!

A flabbergasted Jameson, wide-eyed, quickly goes for another knuck shot.  Reject blocks it instantly with his right forearm and grabs something from his belt before grabbing Jay by the throat, pulling him in close and raising both hands to the young Welshman’s neck.  ‘Ject trips Jay via his heels and both men drop to the mat, Reject overpowering Jameson with what looks like…

Nelson: A KABAR KNIFE!!! In the name of Eddie Knoxville, Reject has a lethal weapon at Jay Jameson’s throat!!!

Crumb: WHAT CAN JAMESON BE THINKING AS HIS LIFE IS LITERALLY IN REJECT’S HANDS?!!  A Kabar knife has no place in a wrestling ring!!! Somebody stop this damn match!!!

Samson: I’m all for violence, but Reject may have just crossed a boundary of no return here!

From all around, GZW2K1 security staff rush the ring.  A look of pure terror is frozen on Jameson’s face.  Six security guards flock the ring in order to stop Reject, yet the bell is not called for.

Samson: Both men agreed that this match would end with a decisive knockout ONLY!! That contract they signed last week was iron clad!

Crumb: That’s true, but a KNIFE? Even if this is a Last Man Standing, a line has to be drawn somewhere, Joshua.

Samson: Don’t tell me that, tool. If you want to make a formal complaint, be my guest. You know where Mr. McClean’s office is.

Nelson: Look! Reject is fighting off the guards.

Dropping the knife and momentarily forgetting Jameson, Reject gets up and expels a tall Asian guard from the ring by tossing him out over the top rope, Royal Rumble style.  Snatching a stocky black guard’s baton and throwing it aside, ‘Ject floors him with a stiff headbutt followed by a powerful uppercut to the chin.  The remaining guards quickly back down, one retrieving the deadly combat and utility knife, and make a hasty exit.

Crumb: Well thank God for THAT!

A somewhat able Jay Jameson sneaks up on a distracted Reject from behind and hits a hard low blow.  ‘Ject exhales hard in an effort to block out the obvious winding pain.  Jay follows through with an Irish whip off the ropes and a drop toehold.  Reject’s bloody face slaps the mat hard but the beast is right back up again.  Brass knuckles still on his right fist, a desperate Jameson goes for an uppercut, but Reject intercepts with a HARD bare-knuckle dig to Jay’s brass’d fist!  The knucks fly off as Jameson howls from the stinging pain.  Not giving Jameson a second to breathe, Reject delivers a hard fist to Jay’s gut, doubling the youngster over.  From there, ‘Ject sets Jay up in position for a powerbomb.  Hoisting the Welshman onto his broad shoulders, Reject charges forward and powerbombs him out of the ring, right onto the hard arena floor!!!

Samson: SMMMACK!!! Haha!! That’ll learn ‘im!

Ref Paulie Newman begins the count as Reject clears the ring of the bent brass knuckles, broken table and other remains of weaponry used throughout the match.  A highly concerned Clancy McClean rushes over to his fallen client and tries desperately to revive him.

ONE…

TWO…

Down on one knee, McClean splashes bottled water on Jay’s face frantically.

THREE…

FOUR…

With no sign of life from Jameson, CMC begins to desperately pull at his client in an effort to get him to his feet.  Seeing this, Reject quickly climbs out of the ring and heads toward the pair.

FIVE…

McClean high-tails it as soon as Reject is within a reasonable proximity.  ‘Ject considers chasing him down but decides to inflict further punishment on Jameson instead.  The powerful Bethlehem, Pennsylvania native easily hoists the fallen Jay to his feet and props him up against the nearby steel ring post.  Reject wipes the foamy spittle from his lips as he sizes the semi-conscious Jameson up.

Nelson: This is just excessive… Reject could’ve won the match there and then and this would’ve all been over with.

Crumb: You can’t know that for sure, Patrick! Clancy McClean has surely banked on this Jameson kid for a reason, I wouldn’t underestimate him just yet.

Reject watches as McClean crawls away and hides on the far side of the ring.  The six time HKWF Hardcore Champion can’t help but laugh before grabbing the bottle of water that McClean had been using to try to revive Jameson and holding it high above his head and roaring at the top of his lungs.  Most of the ringside fans cheer just for the sake of it.

Crumb: I know he’s straight edge and all, but it’s just water... Why all the fuss?

Promptly, Reject opens the bottle and shoves the business end of it down Jameson’s throat.  Jay begins to come to only in time for Reject to hit a hard right hand into the bottom of the bottle, lodging it further down the youngster’s throat!!!

Crowd: HOLY SHIT! HOLY SHIT! HOLY SHIT!

Nelson: My God! Jay Jameson’s going to choke to death here!!!

Samson: Sure he will, Patrick.  Sure he will…

Jameson claws at his own throat for dear life to try and get rid of the bottle.  His face turns bright pink as Reject merely watches on with expressionless eyes.  After about ten seconds of Jay’s flailing, ‘Ject grabs a hold of the bottle and gives it a hard yank, removing it and a steady stream of blood.  The impact sends Jay mercilessly to the concrete, face first.  The young man from Swansea begins to cough up watery blood as ‘Ject discards the bottle and hoists him right back up to his feet.  A deathly-worried Clancy McClean paces back and forth on the far side of the ring floor.

Crumb: Jay Jameson’s life must have flashed before his eyes about ten times in this match. Reject is relentless tonight.

Samson: He wants to leave a lasting impression, tool. Wouldn’t you do the same if you were in his boots?

Reject grabs a totally drained Jay by the throat and hoists him up until a rough, Goldberg-style military press.  Jay continues to cough up blood all over Reject’s massive arms until Reject simply drops the lighter man throat-first across the ring barrier.  Jay lets out a terrible, guttural howl as his throat hits the barrier hard.  He crumples over to the ringside area and sprawls across the floor, on his back.  Ref Newman initiates another count as Reject stands guard over Jay’s body, keeping CMC away.

ONE…

TWO…

THREE…

FOUR…

FIVE…

Nelson: Realistically, there’s no chance Jay’s getting up after all that.

SIX…

SEVEN… Jay rolls to his side to cough up more blood.

EIGHT…  Jay inches toward the ring apron and grabs it with his left arm.  Arms crossed over his chest, Reject watches on as Jay pulls himself to one knee just before the count of nine.

Samson: Well there you go, Nelson. Wrong again!

Reject applauds the bloodied Jay’s courage with a series of dry handclaps.  Visibly disoriented, Jay slides under the bottom rope and into the ring.  Very slowly, he uses the ropes to get to his feet.  Meanwhile, Reject begins to search under the ring for more weaponry.  He retrieves a long wooden pole, a few inches in diameter and about five feet long, and slides it under the bottom rope.  He screams the words “PICK IT UP!” at Jay before climbing up onto the apron and stepping into the ring.  Shakily, Jay does so.  

Crumb: That’s pretty stupid of Reject, if you ask me.

Samson: Fortunately, nobody did ask you…

Jay tries to shake the cobwebs and wipes his mouth clean of the blood.  Reject begins to close in on him, motioning for Jay to take a swing.  Promptly the Hotshot Rookie makes a horizontal swing, which Reject easily ducks.  The former Extreme Heavyweight Champion continues to taunt Jay, telling him to “Come On!”  This time, Jay digs the pole forward, and Reject sidesteps it.  An exhausted Jay makes a final upward swing which Reject intentionally walks right into.  The pole snaps in half across Reject’s chest.  Reject’s body spasms briefly, but the 266-lb monster soon laughs it off and floors Jameson with a heavy STO.  Reject stands over the fallen Jameson.  Ref Newman begins another count, but ‘Ject grabs the grounded Jay with both hands by the throat and hoists him to his feet, Batista style.  Reject turns Jay upside down and onto his shoulder as if for a Tombstone, but Jameson wriggles down his back and crawls desperately toward the ropes.  Waiting by the apron, McClean begins to slap the mat to motivate his client.  Once Jay is within reaching distant, McClean reaches out his arms and helps pull him out of the ring.

Nelson: C’mon, this might as well be a handicap match with McClean out here offering helping hands left, right and centre!

A pissed off Reject starts towards the two outside the ring.  Stopping inside the ring, just at the ropes, Reject begins to shout at them.  Jay makes a hasty exit out of view as McClean starts to talk back to ‘Ject, all the while slyly reaching into his famed ‘never-ending’ suit pocket and retrieves a small aerosol-style canister.

Nelson: Now what?

CMC slowly raises both hands, as if in surrender, easily keeping the canister concealed.  Before long, McClean unveils it and sprays Reject right in the eyes with…

Crumb: TRAVEL DEODERANT!!! THAT STUFF’S LETHAL!!!

Nelson: This is EXACTLY what I’m talking about?

Crumb: And what, you don’t have a problem with Stabby McGee over there?

Reject’s eyes begin to water uncontrollably.  Before he knows what’s hit him, Jay Jameson rushes him from behind and shoves him throat down into the top rope, in effect creating a crude chokehold.  Relentlessly he pushes down as McClean climbs up onto the apron and begins to help, adding more pressure by pulling Reject’s head downwards.  The two continue to clamp down the pressure hard as ‘Ject frantically swings his arms in all directions in a vein effort to break free.  After a moment, ‘Ject manages to clock Jay with a blind right.  Jay quickly restrains Reject’s arm with his own right arm while removing the six-time HKWF Hardcore Champ’s belt from his shorts.  Having it freed, Jay releases his grip momentarily and crudely ties ‘Ject’s hands together behind his back.  Immediately he goes back to choking the heavily tatto’d Reject.

Nelson: This match has degenerated into a common mugging!

Finally, once ‘Ject seems incapacitated enough, both men release the choke and allow the beast to groggily step backwards.  A still restrained and glassy eyed Reject turns around only to be floored with a precise superkick to the jaw!

Crumb: JACKPOT!!! Jay Jameson’s trademark superkick!!! That could be it for Reject!!!

Hands still tied, Reject crumples into a ball on the mat, staring straight up at the Coliseum’s magnificent ceiling.  Ref Newman begins the count as Jay takes a much-needed rest in the corner.

ONE…

TWO…

THREE…

FOUR…

FIVE…

Crumb: Might as well call it here and now, that was a nasty looking shot.

SIX…

SEVEN…

The crowd let out a roar of both disbelief and approval as Reject sits up, breaking the count.  

Samson: I’m sorry, tool, was that another wrong assumption? I stopped listening two years ago…

Jay sighs before coming out of the corner and kicking the seated Reject hard in the chest.  The stiff impact knocks Reject flat on his back once again.  Newman starts again.

ONE…

TWO…

THREE…

And Reject’s up again.  Jay moves in with another hard toe kick, but Reject this time tries to withstand it.  Gradually he gets to one knee, and has the wherewithal to take a dive to avoid another kick from Jay.  Reject now gets to one knee once again and shoots to his feet, turning his attention to the effort to free his hands.  Jay charges at him from across the ring, but the bulkier man meets him with a hard mafia kick without the use of his hands, knocking the young Jameson right to the mat.  Jay’s body spasms but the resilient showman pushes himself to crawl toward the ropes.  He gets to his feet just as…

Nelson: REJECT FREES HIMSELF!!!

Crumb: This spells trouble for Jameson… The look on ‘Ject’s face leads me to believe that he doesn’t like to be restrained!!!

Reject grabs the two broken shards of the wooden pole, one in either hand, and approaches Jameson.  Jay backs into the corner as Reject just keeps toward him.  The former Extreme Heavyweight Champion, a crazed expression on his face as if he were in a trance, rears the pole in his left hand back and smacks the cornered Jameson upside the head with it.  He does the same with the right one, and repeats it.  Jay desperately tries to block the attack, but can’t.  Relentlessly, Reject continues to batter Jay with the dual-wielded weapons.

Nelson: MORE blood! 

Crumb: And you can bet there’ll be splinters, too – that thing doesn’t look anything near regulation quality.

Nelson & Samson: …

As the two sticks’ worth runs out, Reject discards them.  Apparently to prevent a count from Ref Newman, Reject props the bloodied, beaten and practically unconscious Jay Jameson standing in the corner and drops out of the ring looking for more weaponry.  He pulls out the tired old favourites – more chairs, more tables, but discards them with disinterest just as quickly.

Samson: He’s a picky son of a bitch, is our Reject. You’ve gotta give him that!

‘Ject grins like a Cheshire Cat after something apparently tickles his fancy.  He gets down on his hands and knees and crawls an inch or two under the ring.  He re-emerges with a length of thick, strong rope.  He wraps it around his bulky arms as though we were watching through a microscope lens a man taping his hands.  With most of the rope wrapped around him, Reject slides back into the ring to the vegetating Jameson.  With his free arm, Reject whips Jameson to the far corner.  The sick whiplash effect that ensues brings yet another unhealthy smile to Reject’s face.  Before the count reaches two, Reject uses the rope to tie up Jameson, around the feet and arms, as though he had been killed in a hunt.  Securing the reef knots tightly, Reject wraps the other end of the rope over his right shoulder, across his chest and under his left arm.  Holding on tight, he begins to drag his pray towards the side of the ring.  He himself climbs out which forces Jay to slide out as well.  Without a free limb to cushion the blow, he hits the floor hard.

Crumb: What the hell is Reject going to do here? Jameson’s trapped in a veritable spider’s web and Reject’s the damn spider. 

Reject gradually drags the fallen youngster up the ramp way as Ref Newman reluctantly follows along, unsure of whether or not to be counting Jameson as ‘down’.  Reaching the stage, Reject undoes the rope from around his torso.  Wiping a layer of sweat and Jameson’s blood from his face, Reject stares down at the cocooned youngster.  Ref Newman catches up and begins counting, to which Reject takes exception.  ‘Ject picks up Jay and sticks him in position for a Piledriver.  Without thinking, he drops the totally restrained Jameson headfirst on the steel of the stage.  Reject himself stays seated after the unforgiving move, watching Jameson try to struggle free.  He smiles.


Crumb: Why is Reject doing this? He could easily have allowed this match to end ten times so far, yet he persists to just hurt Jay. Why?

Samson: Well he thinks that Clancy McClean is trying to make Jay Jameson into a star at the expense of Reject. What a crock…

Nelson: Come on, Joshua, you know as well as any of us…

Samson: Except for our friend beside us here.

Crumb: Who?

Nelson: Yeah.

Reject allows Ref Newman get to the count of three before 

