Aimz vs. Mikey O'Reilly

Singles Match

Referee: Joseph Reid

"24" by Jem begins to blare throughout the public announce system, accompanied by the usual round of jeers. Emerging from backstage, Aimz runs down to ringside. With both hands gripped firmly around the top rope, the Red Raver catapults herself into the ring.

<b>James Brunt:</b> The following is a singles match. Introducing first, from Halifax, Canada, weighing in at 147 pounds . . . the Red Raver . . . AIMZ!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> What the hell was she thinking when coming down to ringside? Does she really think she stands a chance against Mikey?

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Well, after watching her <i>take out the trash</i> last week, I'd say she stands a pretty good chance in this match-up.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> If by <i>taking out the trash</i> you mean she finally used her douche and visited her local STD clinic . . .

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Cassidy -- what the hell are you talking about?

<b>George Cassidy:</b> I don't know. Anyway . . .

"Conquer All" by Behemoth starts to play as Zsasz steps out onto the stage, does a little spin for everyone, showing off his obligatory perfection. Facing the fans with a sadistic smile to show off his pearly whites, he snatches the microphone from James Brunt and makes his announcement as his entrance music fades into obscurity.

<b>Zsasz:</b> Hailing from Belfast, Ireland by way of Boston, Massachusetts, weighing in at 227 pounds . . . ladies and gentlemen, it gives me great pleasure to present to you Mr. One motherfucking Punch . . . MIKEY O'REILLY!

A melodic, beautiful sound of a pair of acoustic guitars fills the arena with music. An Italian style solo plays, then the introduction fades into hard, driving metal as "The Enemy" by Team Cazares starts to play.

Mikey O'Reilly is seen slowly making his way onto the ramp, nodding to his mentor, shaking his hand and makes his way down to the ring as Zsasz disappears into the back. The yells of Mark Hunter fill the arena.

<i>I finally found myself;

I tried to erase all this hate from my body.

I tried to end all the lies, all the pain that I caused everyone.

But it all seemed so fucking useless!</i>

He rolls into the ring, climbing up one of the corners, raising his arms up.

<i>I can’t forgive

And I can’t forget.

Don’t you know who the fuck I am?

I’m the enemy

THE ENEMY!

The enemy.

THE ENEMY!</i>

He hops off the corner, removes his leather, porkpie style hat, puts it in the corner of the ring, facing up. He removes his golden catholic cross, kisses it, places it inside the hat and removes his white wifebeater. Looking across the ring at Aimz, a sneer curls up the corners of his mouth.

<I>DING! DING! DING!</i>

As Joseph Reid calls for the bell, Mikey immediately approaches his opponent, ready to tear the Red Raver limb from limb. Of course, the feeling is mutual, and thus Aimz steps toward Mr. O'Reilly as well. As it seems both opponents are about to agree to a collar and elbow tie-up, Aimz rolls under the Irishman's legs and latches a rear waistlock.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> That's brilliant! German suplex a man twice your size! That always works.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Knowing Aimz, I'd say she was looking for something a little different here -- HURRICANRANA!

Indeed, as O'Reilly looked to decapitate the young lady with wild, ambilateral elbows, Aimz dodged each one accordingly, leaped to his shoulders whilst pivoting around, and spiked that Fokin' Pikey on his head with blunt force trauma like a biznatch.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> FIRESNATCH~!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> . . . the . . . hell?

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Never mind.

Back on her feet, Aimz rushes into the ropes before catapulting onto Mikey with a lionsault. The quick cover followed, but it wasn't even enough for a one count. Both competitors on their feet again, Aimz bounced from the ropes with a flying cross body<B>SLAM!</B>

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Sweet Mother of Jesus, that was a vicious bodyslam.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Haha! Did you see that, Truth? Flying cross body<B>SLAM!</b> Nice play on words, eh?

<b>Truth Waters:</b> . . .

Realizing he needs to keep the fast-paced luchadora grounded, O'Reilly instantly latches in an inverted front facelock, wrenching backwards on her neck. Some would call this a dragon sleeper, but Mikey preferred to call it--

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Go to Sleep, bitch! Minus the "bitch" part.

With the dragon sleeper latched in, Aimz' legs flailed wildly, hoping to ease the tension on her neck. Maybe, just maybe, if she kicked hard enough, she could cause Mikey to slack up on his grip around her windpipe to give her some breathing room.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Naahhh, ain't happening. Mikey has it locked in good. Aimz isn't going anywhere. This match is over. Ring the bell, ref!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> This match isn't even close to being over, Cassidy. If you think Aimz is done after a rudimentary move like that--

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Go to Sleep backbreaker!

It was almost as if O'Reilly had heard Truth Waters' comment from the announce table as he lifted Aimz into the air with the inverted suplex, only to drive her spinal column into his knee for a dragon sleeper backbreaker. And he still had that dragon sleeper locked in, relentless on his grounded assault. Standing to his feet, Mikey drove a huge forearm into the sternum of Aimz, releasing the hold, and sending her crashing to the mat.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> What a brutal, clubbing blow!

Clutching her chest whilst rolling around on the mat, Aimz was sucking as much oxygen as possible into her lungs, damning her body for not thriving off of carbon dioxide. Stalking his foe, Mikey positioned himself behind the Red Raver as she pulled herself to her feet in the corner. Charging with a full head of steam, O'Reilly sandwiched the 147-pound Canadian.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Holy BeJesus! Aimz sammiches! Though, I've never had a sandwich where the meat was covered in red blotches and had cauliflower growing from it . . .

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Cassidy, you're a sick, sick man.

With Aimz at his feet, Mikey shoved a nice-sized boot into her abdomen, causing her to tumble across the ring. In hot pursuit of his rival, O'Reilly lifted Aimz from the ground onto his shoulders into an Argentine backbreaker rack. More commonly known as the Torture Rack. Whilst pulling down on her head and legs to apply the bow-and-arrow effect, Mikey began to jump up and down to exert more force into stretching out Aimz' spine. His agenda was obvious: he was going to make Aimz six inches taller by the end of the match. Of course, after the jumping ceased, Mikey O'Reilly dropped the bomb. Or should I say, dropped the hammer?

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Droppin' the Hammer! That lethal Burning Hammer!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Burning Hammer? The hell is that?

<b>Truth Waters:</b> An inverted DVD, Cassidy.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> DVDs? I like DVDs.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Death valley driver, perhaps?

<b>George Cassidy:</b> What's that about a death valley, Truth?

<b>Truth Waters:</b> (sighing) Never mind.

After that devastating maneuver, it was obvious O'Reilly was ready to end this. Why was it obvious? Simple, really. With Aimz' spine once again across Mikey's shoulders, this time in a Canadian backbreaker rack, the death of a martyr was near. This was the set-up to Mikey's biggest maneuver in his arsenal. As he went to lock his arms around her arms, he stumbled upon a quite intriguing discovery.

AIMZ SLIPPED OUT THE BACKDOOR.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> How odd. Usually whores like it when they've been slipped into the backdoor.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Jesus Christ, Cassidy. The lady is not a freakin' whore.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Sure she is.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Under what circumstances?

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Well, she's a female, right?

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Right.

Awkward silence.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> You're despicable.

From behind, Aimz began to throw unrelenting forearm smashes to the back of Mikey O'Reilly, shoving the man into the ropes. A snap spinning heel kick to his knee humbled the Irishman. A snap roundhouse kick shattered his momentum completely, leaving him on the canvas face first. Aimz springboarded onto the top rope to connect with a split-legged moonsault!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> And there's a cover!

<i>ONE!</i>

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Kickout! Not even close.

Mikey powered out of the pinfall and instantly rose to his feet. Staring at the red-haired vixen, he wondered how she had managed to escape from his finishing maneuver. It wasn't everyday someone escaped from his clutches, especially in that setup. All of this completely vanished from Mikey's mind, however, as Aimz had devoured him with a top rope spear! On her feet, letting the momentum roll, she connected with a standing shooting star press! Unfortunately for her, Mikey wasn't having any of that, and threw up his knees just in time.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Yikes. That probably hurt.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> You'd think, wouldn't you?

Back on his feet, Mikey lifted Aimz back into the Canadian backbreaker rack. The match was officially over. There wasn't going to be any escape this time. Alas, the Falling of Christ was nigh as blood rained from the sky. Or something like that. Anyway, as the Belfast native began to drop to his knees, the unimaginable happened.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> BACKDOOR SLUTS #2!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Or, backdoor number two, would've been more appropriate.

Aimz wriggled free a second time. However, despite the over-inflation of his ego, Mikey had somewhat expected this. Which is exactly why he turned around instantly, throwing an unforeseen, humongous right hook haymaker, aimed straight at his foe's jaw. He was going to prove just why they called him Mr. One motherfucking Punch, minus the fucking of mothers.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> DUCK! DUCK!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> GOOSE!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> DUCKED~!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> GOOSED~!

Dropping to the mat just in the nick of time, Aimz, miraculously, dodged Mikey's one hitter quitter, the One Punch. This completely threw Mikey off balance, sending the big man stumbling over the top rope to the outside! 

<i>ONE!</i>

Seizing the opportunity, Aimz found herself rebounding from the opposite set of ropes to deliver an amazing no-hands, over-the-top-rope somersault plancha! The crowd was definitely on its feet now despite its disliking for the Canadian Red Raver. Of course, this lead to Joseph Reid restarting the count.

<i>ONE!</i>

Wasting no time to keep the momentum in her favor, Aimz leaped onto the guardrail and launched off with a cannonball senton.

<i>TWO!</i>

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Looks like Aimz plans on keeping the match in her favor as she struggles to roll Mikey O'Reilly back into the ring now.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Duh, Truth. Why wouldn't she plan to keep the odds in her favor? That's how you <i>win</i>.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Shut up . . .

With both opponents back in the ring, Reid ceased the count. Mikey was leaning in the corner as Aimz was setting up directly across from him. Just as soon as his hands dropped to his sides to leave his upper body open, she began charging at full speed. Springing into the air with a single bound, she connected with a--

<b>George Cassidy:</b> CRUSHING CLOTHESLINE, HAHA! Sweet reversal from that Fokin' Pikey.

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Never say that again. Never.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Why not? I somewhat fancy the phrase. Fokin' Pikey -- haha! What the foke, lad? Holy foking bollocks! Let's go get some fokin'--

<b>Truth Waters:</b> SHUT THE FOKE UP!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Yes! There you go, Truth!

As Truth sighed, Mikey peeled Aimz from the mat and -- get this, everyone -- <b>Irish</b> whipped her into the opposite corner.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Oh my God! That was the most devastating Irish whip ever! I think he calls that the Whip of Ireland!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Cassidy, it was an <b>Irish whip</b>. Nothing more.

With Aimz now resting against the corner in throbbing pain, O'Reilly was looking to make the second Aimz sandwich of the night. However, the Red Raver apparently had enough of them herself. She turned around and grasps the ropes on each side of the turnbuckle with both hands and leaped into the air, skimming Mikey's head as he charged chest-first into the turnbuckle. Pivoting in midair, Aimz' legs underhooked Mikey's arm for a modified sunset flip variation.

<i>ONE!</i>

<i>TWO!</i>

<b>Truth Waters:</b> No, kickout!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Oh my greatness, that was an obliterating kickout! Did you see the force he put behind that kickout? He almost blew her breasts through her chest. Look, I think her shoulder blades are sticking out more than usual . . .

Quick to one knee, Mikey was, but Aimz was on her feet and evidently quicker, for Mikey kissed a beautiful knee to the face. Step-up shining wizard style, baby. With Mikey sprawled out on the canvas temporarily disabled, Aimz signaled to the middle of the top rope and stepped out onto the apron. In one, fell motion, Aimz had hoisted herself onto the top rope, springboarding off with a 450 splash!

<b>Truth Waters:</b> Dead Aim! It's over!

<b>George Cassidy:</b> Noooo! Kickout, Mikey! Kickout!

<I>ONE!</I>

<I>TWO!</I>

<I>THREE!</I>

<b>Truth Waters:</b> She did it, Cassidy! Aimz defeated the brutal Mikey O'Reilly and permanently blemished his undefeated winning streak.

<b>George Cassidy:</b> She clearly cheated, Truth. Just like she did against Facey! She used her boobies! Those are illegal objects in a singles match. You know the rules, Truth.

<b>James Brunt:</b> The winner of this match by pinfall . . . AIMZ!

"24" by Jem once again sounds through the airwaves as Aimz raises her hands in the air. Despite the heat, the smile etched on her face is there to stay. She departs from the ring as Joseph Reid checks on Mikey O'Reilly.

