
Prologue



The wheels of a kid’s bicycle flattens a littered paper cup. The 

camera pans up to show a young teenager speeding down the 

cracked pavement, leaning forward, legs pushing through the 

exhaustion. 

He may not have the famous stamina of Kip Keenan he thinks to 

himself, but to avoid missing tonight he has the heart of USAce.

It makes a sharp turn onto a driveway where in seemingly one 

motion the kids dismounts, opens the front door and dumps the 

school bag from off his back. He begins to charge upstairs before 

a growl from below brings him back down. 



‘Where the fuck you think you’re going?’

The boy, now back at the bottom of the stairs freezes for a 

moment, for years he had nightmares of Hell Bouncer, but even he 

can’t cause this tight feeling in the pit of his stomach.

He inhales before taking the step into the lounge, the figure 

slumped in his usual resting place doesn’t move, eyes on the 

baseball. 

‘There’s washing up left for you. But do it quietly, my games on.’

‘But Papa, it’s the night. The fights are on. I’ll be late.’

The old man snorts. 

‘Forget it. The school called. Interrupted my game they did. 

Detention? Your lucky my knees playing up or I’ll be over there 

teaching you a lesson.’



The kid wanted to explain. He wanted to say how the bullies 

started it. That they threw the first punch. He was only standing up 

for himself just like Island Boy Apollo did when he was being 

bullied. It wasn’t his fault that he got a lucky punch. He smirked 

thinking about how his tormenter went down as if he’d been hit by 

one of Bradford Peverell’s left hooks.

But he knew that was pointless. His only hope of getting to the 

show tonight was to stay calm, and use his wits. Think Billy 

Russell, Think Billy Russell, he tells himself.

‘I’m sorry Papa. Let me just get changed. Do you need another 

beer?’

‘Stop interrupting the game!! …But yes.’

The kid tries not to disturb the lion in the lounge as he makes his 

way to his room. 



The floor is messy, the walls are cluttered with photos and 

magazine clip outs of all of his favourites especially Mutant and 

Carlos Gonzalez. In prime position above his bed is his most 

cherished possession, a poster of Shawn Gonzalez that he got 

signed by his son, Marco, who had just debuted a month prior.

He hates those ‘games’, they’re exactly that. Phoneys pretending 

where a ball goes has any importance. Not like the fights, not like 

FC-Dub. That has real stakes. Blood, sweat and tears. It matters. 

That’s why he knows whatever comes from his act of defiance will 

be worth it. 



He quickly changes his top, scans the room for anything else 

he would need, he taps his pocket reassuringly, the ticket was 

is there. 

So now he looks over to his bedroom window. He lifts it open 

and peers down  2 storeys below. This part of the plan won’t 

be easy. But he remembers how Kid San Juan jumped off a 

ladder that must have been twice this height. 

But there’s no time to waste, no room for hesitation. The 

camera is on the back of the boy as he takes his leap of faith. 

The shot remains on the open window but faintly below 

hurried footsteps can be heard leaving the scene…



FCW: IT MAtters!


