HKWF Hardcore Championship: Reject vs. Zander Frost

The lights go pitch black as the guitar picks up and the Zerotron flashes with the word "MisFit" and "Pull Harder On The Strings Of your Martyr" By Trivium blares out of the massive speakers and through the curtains walks "Hammer" Saxon North, "Hellfire" Chang Chen and followed closely behind by NeCro. The trio stand on the ramp way as the music shifts almost seamlessly into "I Did My Time" By Korn and the Titan-Tron shows images of a bloody Zander Frost and then to various still frames of his bigger matches. The trio of MisFits move aside as their leader walks out shrouded in a long cloak, which he tosses to the ground and stands between his minions with his HKWF Hardcore Championship strapped around his waist. He moves his thumb to summon the rest of The MisFits to leave and then stands alone before making his way the rest of the way to the ring.

Samson: You call that confidence, Crumb-bum?

Crumb: As confident as is possible for a man about to take on Reject in a hardcore match, he is.

Focussed almost to a fault, Zander has his eyes all over the arena as the lights fade to almost nothing.

Nelson: Reject could attack from anywhere, but in Frost is a competitor smart enough to know that.

Samson: Frost’s got a plan.  I can see it.

Expecting to hear Reject’s classic “Eraser” theme, even the most casual viewer can imagine Frost’s unease as the unfamiliar intro chords to a totally different Nine Inch Nails tune – “Somewhat Damaged” – begin to play.  An equally unremarkable and unsettling riff of four understated bass plucks get louder and louder.  A beat kicks in as the house lights begin to come and go.

Crumb: What is this?

Slightly sweating, Frost paces around the ring and peers out at the crowd periodically as if looking for his opponent.  Without warning, a screech of the guitar pre-empts the stage lighting up with a single flash of blinding light.  Trent Reznor’s overpowering vocals kick in.  Walking with a purpose from the back comes Reject.  The Teisen Hall erupts at the sight of the legendary beast.

Nelson: And here he is.

Samson: Good observation, Patrick.

Nelson: Good contribution, Joshua.

Crumb: Guys, guys…Focus.  This one has a LOT riding on it for several parties here in GZW2K1, and what an opener it’s set to be.

Nelson: He’s right.  Wait a second…

Samson: …Since when is Crumb the voice of reason?

Nelson: My thoughts exactly.

The six-time HKWF Hardcore Champion takes his time towards the ring.  Dressed in what can best be described as rags, the straight-edge warrior keeps his chest out proudly, for once not slouching.

Nelson: Reject looks cock-kee tonight, gentlemen.

In the ring, Frost yells abuse at his oncoming opponent.  Reject cuts him a glare but Frost doesn’t let up for a second.

Samson: I’m telling you, whoever wins this…

Reject stops altogether, a few feet from the bottom of the walkway.  Frost motions for him to keep coming, but Reject stays put.

Samson: …Wow…

“Somewhat Damaged” begins to die down.  Soon the capacity crowd take over and the noise level surpasses even that of Reznor et al from moments earlier.  Every chant imaginable, for and against, can be heard.

Nelson: This is crazy, folks.

Otherwise standing still, Reject tears a layer of rag from his chest to reveal a portable microphone wired to himself, secured to his skin with what look like staples.  He makes a fist out of his left hand and hits himself hard in the chest.  The microphone emits a near deafening THUD throughout the arena.  Immediately, he speaks.

Reject: “Testing…  Testing.”

Satisfied that his contraption is working, he continues.

Reject: “Alexander Frost.  How does it feel?  How does it feel now that you’re in complete control?  How does it feel knowing that my sole purpose here tonight is to go easy on you and siphon some heat back into you leading up to your clash with ‘Four Minute’ Jon Kellar?”

‘Ject takes a few steps forwards, as if opening the forum to genuinely hear Frost’s feelings…then he barks.

Reject: “I COULDN’T CARE LESS HOW IT FUCKING FEELS!  You, you stupid son of a bitch, are in far above your head.  I didn’t accept this fucking thing so I could play some tonsil hockey with you over GZW TV…  I accepted it so I’d get a free reign to tear out your fucking eyeballs and feed them to you!  Keep talking about wits and how important they are.  Ignore the clear as day fact that if you were so fucking smart you'd have gotten up and out of this time bomb of a division years ago.  You haven't, so give it the fuck up.  Try as you may, you're not John Taylor and thank fuck, I'm not Seth Raide.  You and I don't do what we do to outwit each other.  We don't even do it to outwrestle each other.  You do it because you think I'm a fossil and you'd love nothing more than to put me out of your misery.  I do it because I'd love nothing more than to rip your eyes out and shove them down your throat."

The crowd begin to get behind the heated Reject, chanting his name a little and in general making a lot of noise.  He feigns the action of scribbling down a note, as if to remember his idea.

Reject: "The truth is we're not athletes.  We're sadists and all-around violent, volatile animals.  We're the working class of GZW2K1.  Nothing less and CERTAINLY nothing more.  You and Jon Kellar don’t run the show…  You’re just worker ants.  Nothing you or he can do will have any major semblance on anything.  Our kind don’t make the decisions…”

A shower of boos at Reject’s apparent pessimism.

Reject: “…The best we can do is IGNORE THEM!!!  They think it’d be pretty neat if Kellar used ME as a bargaining chip?  Fuck that.  Fuck them and fuck KELLAR!  Frost, whatever they say, tonight is about you and I.  I don’t care what you did to Dyna Might or what you like to do to each others’ cars in your spare time…  That doesn’t matter tonight.  Win, lose or draw, you go on to Kellar.  I don’t care.  I’m not going to stoop to that man’s requirements, and as the holder of the belt I pioneered, don’t think for a second that I’m going to let YOU do that either!  You made a HUGE mistake by pushing for this match to happen.  I’m thrilled that you won’t realise that until it’s far too late.  Let’s do this fucking thing, Alex!”

***

‘Ject grabs Frost tightly around the neck and lifts him high into the air with what looks like the beginning of a sloppy vertical suplex…

Nelson: That’s a little sloppy.  Were this a match of technical ability, you’ve got to believe that Frost would have this one down.

…Only to (quite literally) THROW the MisFit leader – already over six feet in the air – into the nearest speaker!!!  Frost’s rock-hard body tears right into the soft speaker padding and he slips to the concrete floor in a heap.

Nelson (sighing): I was saying…

Crumb: This is absolute mayhem!  WHY are these two animals battling it out in the technical area?

Samson: Wholesome family entertainment, obviously.

In a daze, Zander tries to get up, but the blow just sustained to his spine seems to be a little too much.

Crumb: Why isn’t Reject pinning Frost here?  This thing could be over and-

Nelson: LOOK!!!

Reject is crouching down at the side of the large speaker, TRYING TO GET LEVERAGE AND SHOVE IT DOWN ON TOP OF FROST!!!

Crumb: THIS MAN IS INSANE!!!

Nelson: ZANDER, GET THE HELL OUT OF HARM’S WAY!!!

Samson: CAMERA-JERK, GET THE HELL IN THERE AND START ZOOMING THE HELL IN!!!

As strong as perhaps anybody on the GZW roster, Reject just can’t seem to knock the huge speaker over and onto Frost’s body.  The six-time HKWF Hardcore Champion’s perseverance gets the better of him, however, as Frost has time to recuperate and gets to his feet…AND IMMEDIATELY STARTS TO CLIMB UP THE FRONT OF THE SPEAKER!!!

Nelson: Oh, for God’s sake…  This is the last thing we need!  This is going to be a rough night, from the looks of things.

Slowly, Frost climbs, the crowd rising to their feet in anticipation. Reject looks up, at first confused, but needs no encouragement and begins to climb himself. Zander of the left, Reject on the right - both men climbing up. Zander gets to the top first - rushes over to Reject. Zander kneels down and begins to bash away at Reject with his fists, Reject reeling.

Crumb: This is a dangerous, dangerous situation we’ve got on our hands, folks.

Samson: Not dangerous enough, in my book.  Let’s crack out the barbed wire, guys!

Reject tries his best to hang on, Zander now trying to prise 'Ject's fingers from around the girder which they grip. Reject manages to poke at Zander's eye. Zander stumbles backwards and crawls back into the relative safety of the centre of the speaker, giving Reject enough time to climb up. Both men on their feet now, exchanging lefts and rights seven feet up in the air with solid wood and pyro equip ment all that surrounds them on the floors below. Reject grabs Zander - IRISH WHIP! Zander reverses into a short-arm clothesline.

Reject down, Zander goes over to the edge of the speaker and digs his fingers in beneath the casing. Slowly, he's ripping up a piece of the heavy plastic casing, rips it clean off the top of the speaker - a good chunk of it but by no means all of it. Reject's getting up now. Zander runs at him with the casing. Reject's quick - drop toe hold! Zander falls, the casing sandwiched between the speakers surface and Zander's head. Reject's quick to capitalize; picks Zander up and goes to throw him over the edge, Zander stalling, both men locked together at the speaker's edge, looking at a seven foot drop, flash bulbs everywhere as they struggle for control.

