The scene opens up at the PCW Headquarters in New York. It is a humungous building, about 70 stories tall. It made of mostly black, tented windows - almost kind of similar to what the Twin Towers looked like. It is in a square form - which is similar to the Empire State Building. On each side are two, rounded, sub-towers about half as tall as the main tower. The camera then pans down to the very bottom, and front of the main tower where we see people entering and exiting the tented, quadruple set of doors left and right. A cab then is seen in the bottom part of the shot. A door slam is heard and the cab is seen pulling off. Two people - one with a trashcan - emerge from the bottom part of the shot. These two are none other than Rich Cannon and Ken Kaze, along with GEORGE~! They both stop about 20 feet away from the doors and look at the massive building.

Ken’s head bobs up and down investigating the PCW Headquarters.

“Wwwwoooooowwwww,” Ken manages to say as he checks out the PCW Headquarters.

“Well, here we are. As I said, we will definitely find Ed Novak. He should be right inside that building,” Rich utters confidently.

“You mean.... Novak LIVES here?!” Ken asks in excitement.

“NO! This is the PCW Headquarters! Novak is in PCW! Of course he’s going to be here!” Rich pauses. “Come on, lets go inside.”

“Okay,” Ken agrees as they both approach the quadruple doors.

They both enter through the doors and look around inside. The floor they just entered has a gigantic, diamond, crystal chandelier hanging down from the center. Over to the left of the room is the main office, with some bathroom doors next to the main office. Over to the right are some couches and chairs to sit down to relax. Straight in front of them are eight elevators.

“Come on, lets go over to the main office and find out which floor Novak is on.”

“Okay,” Ken agrees once more as he struts over to the main office along with Rich.

Rich notices no one is at the front and pushes the little bell they have mounted on the countertop. Quickly, a beautiful receptionist comes up to the front and greets them.

“Hello sir. What may I do for you?” she asks in a charming voice with a timid expression on her face.

“Uhh.. first of all, do you know who I am?” Rich asks a little arrogantly.

“Um, no sir, I don’t,” she replies adequately.

“I am a Nobel Prize winner for heaven’s sake! I am one half of Methodical Disorder! I am THE greatest scientist in the WORLD!” Rich tells her, getting a little too excited. “And you STILL don’t know who I am?!”

“I’m sorry sir, but I don’t. I take it you’re a fan of PCW, am I correct?” she asks sufficiently.

“No I a--”

Butting in, “please excuse my friend here. He is an NTICW superstar. His name’s Rich Cannon,” Ken tells the receptionist, trying to get on her good side.

Rich looks at Ken as if he were ready to snap and go off on Ken.

Whispering to the receptionist, “he can get a little touchy sometimes,” Ken tells her.

“Oh, okay. I see. You’re Rich Cannon, and that must make you NTICW’s resident mor- excuse me, I mean - Extreme Champion, Ken Kaze.”

“That is correct,” Ken replies while winking at her. “So, what time shall I pick you up?”

“Huh? Ugh! There is not a CHANCE I’d ever go out on a date with you!”

Ken looks at her a little confused.

“Okay,” mumbling under his breath, “*BEEP*!” he pauses. “I’ll be right back Richie Rich, I have to go use the bathroom! And so does GEORGE~!”

Ken scurries off to the bathroom doors. He looks at both of them and gets confused as to which one to go in. He just shrugs, pushes open one of the doors, and walks inside of a bathroom. As the door closes, a picture of a lady in a dress is shown. A couple of seconds later, screams are heard as Ken is seen stumbling out of the bathroom. Then, a couple more seconds later, GEORGE~! is seen thrown out of the bathroom. Ken climbs up to his feet and shrugs once more. He grabs GEORGE~! and enters the correct bathroom this time.

Rich sighs.

“God, what a *BEEP* moron,” he mutters under his breath. Turning his attention back to the receptionist, “so... how’s it going beautiful?”

The receptionist blushes.

“I’m.... just... excellent.”

Rich looks at her confused.

“WHAT THE HELL?! *BEEP*!” mumbling under his breath, “Miya got to her first! ARRGH!”

“Would you like my phone number?” the receptionist asks once more, still blushing.

Rich looks at her baffled.

“Uhh.... sure,” he replies with a smile on his face.

The receptionist rips a piece of paper in half and grabs a pen. She writes down her phone number and hands it to Rich. He slips it into his pocket just as Ken, along with GEORGE~!, walk out of the bathroom.

“Soo.... did you ever find out what floor Novak is on?” Ken asks.

“Oh, I forgot about that,” Rich replies. “Ma’am, what floor is Ed Novak on?”

The receptionist walks over to a computer and begins to type something in it. She skims the monitor with her index finger.

“Novak... Novak... Novak...,” she keeps telling herself so she doesn’t forget who she is looking for. “There he is. On the eleventh floor.”

“Thanks,” Ken and Rich reply simultaneously.

Rich saunters over to the elevator and Ken follows behind him dragging GEORGE~! behind him. Rich walks up to the one closest to the left side of the room and pushes the arrow button. The doors open immediately and an interviewer with his camera crew walk out. Rich and Ken walk in. Rich presses a button that says “11” on it. The doors close immediately. This time, instead of a instant jerk like the elevators back at the hotel, it’s soft as soft can be. The elevators go up. Then, it comes to a stop and a [I]ding![/i] is heard. The elevator doors open up.

Just as the elevator doors open up, Ken and Rich spot Novak talking with a man in a suit. Rich exits from the elevator and Ken follows behind him.

“IT’S NOVAK RICH!” Ken yells, but not loud enough for Novak himself to hear.

“I noticed.”

“He’s talking... with someone.”

Ken becomes enraged and raises GEORGE~! up into the air. He begins to charge toward Novak and the man in the suit. Novak and the man in the suit can hear Ken’s feet stomping on the ground as he charges toward them. Novak steps to the side to get out of the way of Ken.

*WHAM*

Ken decks the man in the suit with GEORGE~! and he collapses to the floor. The man lies there motionless, unconsciously bleeding from his head. Novak looks at Ken a little appalled.

[i]Who the hell was that?![/i] he British voice asks Novak.

“Some lunatic with a freaking trashcan,” Novak replies as he shrugs.

Ken looks at Novak and grins.

“I saved you from that man! He was about to attack you! And I saved you!”

[i]What the hell is he rambling on about?[/i] the British voice asks Novak again.

“The heck if I know.”

Rich approaches Novak.

“Rich!”

“Novak!”

The two both shake hands as Ken looks at the two upset because Novak ignored him.

“So, how’s it going in the NICTW, or whatever it’s called?” Novak asks Rich.

[i]NITCW?[/i] the British voice asks Novak.

“It’s the NTICW, actually,” Rich pauses. “But I’m doing good. Later on tonight I have a tag team match. With him as my tag partner,” Rich replies while pointing at Ken.

“Who is he?”

“Ken Kaze. NTICW Extreme Champ,” he replies. Whispering to Novak, “NTICW’s resident moron.”

“Oooooooooh. Hiiim. That’s the man who I whacked with BOB~!”

“Yup, sure is.”

“HEY! NOVAK! WE CAME HERE ‘CAUSE I WANTED TO MEET YOU! NOT RICH!”

Novak reaches back and grabs BOB~!

“Really?” Novak asks.

“Yeah. I wanted to thank you for helping me become Extreme Champ! Tonight, after me and Rich beat those two bums, I have to fight in another Extreme match against Epic! He wants MY Extreme title!”

“That’s... er... great. Oh yeah, Ken... BOB~! says hi!”

Novak rears BOB~! back as Ken looks at him confused, and then Novak slams BOB~! right onto his skull.

All of a sudden, Ken springs up from his bed with beads of sweat rolling down his face. It was a dream all along. The scene fades to black.

