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New York, Madison S�uare Garden—Ten years ago. 

Extreme Wrestling International (EWI)…

“That was one hell of a return, buddy! You were on fi re 
out there, and the crowd ate it up. Th at’s the biggest pop 

I’ve ever heard. I’m so proud of you, Gunner. To think, when we 
fi rst met, you were just some lanky kid straight out of the train-
ing center. I’m happy to say you are the top guy right now, and I 
was here to see it.”

Holding the phone to his ear, Gunner Cain beamed with pride 
at his best friend’s words. 

“Th anks, Zane. It was a rush. Can you believe that crowd?”
Gunner removed his wrestling boots and pulled on his street 

shoes. He stretched his back to relieve the nervous tension he had 
from the fi rst night back in front of a live audience. It felt good to 
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be back in his element. Of course, he hadn’t had a match on his 
first day back, just a video promo with his long-time on-screen 
rival, Drake Black. After eight months of surgery and therapy to 
repair his torn ACL, he was back in the game. 

“It was exhilarating. I never thought I would be able to come 
back. Not many do. I don’t think it ever felt this good out there.” 
Gunner pulled his leather jacket over his black shirt, worn tight 
to accentuate his muscular biceps and hard chest, and took a gulp 
from his water bottle. “Zane, when are you coming back?”

“As soon as I am cleared by the staff doctors, and our Tribe 
signs their contracts, it’ll be time to rock. I’ll be back in a few 
weeks to rock the house.”

Witnessing Zane’s fall from the top of the cage onto the steel 
barricade during a match with Steve Steel, Gunner had feared his 
friend had snapped his neck. 

“That fall was the worst thing I have ever seen. I don’t know 
why you do those dangerous high-flying moves. You’re going to 
kill yourself one day.”

“It’s what I do best. I can’t wait until we actually get to have all 
five of us together for the first time on stage. But it’ll be a secret 
for a while, until it’s all planned out. Mister Hargrove wants the 
element of surprise. He always thinks he has to make an overly 
elaborate show of power with his top guys in the company. It’s all 
about money for Albert Hargrove. Part of being the biggest wres-
tling promoter in the world, I guess. Money, ratings, more money.”

Thirty-year-old Gunner rolled his eyes. “Eh. I guess. For me it’s 
about the business and the fans. Giving them what they want is 
what gets them in the seats. It’s going to be cool having our old 

NOT FOR RESALE 

READER PREVIEW COPY ONLY



11

crew back at EWI. Just like the old days. Too bad this storyline 
didn’t happen back when we were in our early twenties.” 

Zane flopped back in his recliner in his Texas mansion, adjust-
ing the phone to his ear. Checking out his sexy wife’s backside as 
she walked into the room, he gave a sly smile. 

“Could you imagine if the Tribe had been a real faction on TV 
then?” he said. “Not just a group of friends backstage. It would 
have been epic. Women eat that shit up.” 

His wife turned and glared at him. Zane blew her a kiss and 
leaned over to slap her on the bottom. She just smiled, waving 
him off and shaking her head at her silly husband. He was always 
such a tease and loved tormenting Cassie. 

“Like ring rats and groupies don’t throw themselves at you 
already?” Gunner said. “What would your wife say, old man?”

“Shoot, brother, I’m only five years older than you. There is not 
one of those girls who can hold a candle to my Cassie. No better 
way to set a man on the right path than a great woman who loves 
him. She sure does that for me.” Zane taunted her a lot about 
groupies, but he loved his wife more than life itself. 

“Zane, it’s really going to be unreal having my whole Tribe 
Wolfpack crew here. I miss you guys. You’re like my brothers.” 

“I know. Hargrove finally sees how important the five of us are 
to the company. The Tribe is going to mean people in the seats 
and money all around.” 

“Brother, the Tribe Wolfpack is going to run this place.”
Gunner adjusted the phone, smiling to himself. He was back 

where he belonged, in the ring, and he was loving every minute 
of it. He stood, grabbed his bag, and threw his black wrestling 
boots inside. Taking a deep breath, Gunner knew as soon as he 
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left the quiet of the locker room that he would be bombarded by 
EWI photographers and media. Not that he minded being pho-
tographed. It could be a nuisance at times, but it was just part of 
the life he chose.

A dedicated bodybuilder and nutrition guru, Gunner knew 
all the right things to do to set his body back on track after his 
injury. Due to his tough training routine over the past six months, 
his rock hard physique was more chiseled and bulked up than it 
had been before. Every bit of his six-foot-four frame was glori-
ously muscled. A hint of a neatly shaped stubble beard set off his 
strong jawline. A long length of dirty blonde hair completed his 
bad boy look.

“You know it, Gunny. The Tribe is back in the saddle again!” 
Zane let out a wolf-like howl, seeming more excited than Gunner 
about their return. “The pack is back baby!” 

Zane Mercer aka Lightning Kid was always the most over-the-
top of them all. A huge star on his own, he had been the leader of 
the group until Gunner came along. At first Gunner and Zane 
became an unstoppable tag team. Having more years of experi-
ence, Zane mentored Gunner to be the megastar he became. In 
time, Zane stepped aside, letting Gunner take the leadership role 
of the Tribe while Zane moved behind the scenes, which Mr. Har-
grove noticed and decided to use for the storyline. Zane would 
be the first to join the official crew of friends on stage. Gunner 
would soon follow his lead to join the Tribe and blast the group 
of notorious friends into superstardom.  

It had been the smartest decision of Zane’s life and for his 
family to allow Gunner to take over leading the Tribe. Gunner 
watched over him, and had it not been for his friend, his whole 
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career would have been ruined. As well as his marriage to his 
lovely wife and his relationship with their two children. Drugs 
played a big part in the downswing of Zane’s life for a lot of years. 
Drugs and drinking were a curse to a lot of professional wres-
tlers. What started with pills for an old knee injury, led to years 
of heavy drinking, drugs, and partying. Just like the other men in 
their group. But not Gunner. Gunner was always on the straight 
and narrow. Focused on his future while leading his friends to 
a better life. 

“I can’t believe Mister Hargrove wants me to turn on you and 
the Tribe on the show so soon,” Gunner said. “It’s going to be a 
wild ride until I finally get to join the faction with you. All of us 
turning heel together will blow people’s minds.” 

Zane taunted, in a cutesy voice, “First you have to play this baby 
face angle and finish this little TV romance storyline you’re in. I 
can’t believe you went along with that sappy stuff. Look, get 
that harpy out of the picture as fast as Hargrove will let you. 
I’m not interested in listening to Daddy’s little girl whining all 
the time. Blair Hargrove gets on my damn nerves.”

“No doubt. If people only knew how much of an annoying 
couple Blair and her man, Axel, is in real life. Thank goodness 
Mister Hargrove is smart enough to keep those two from running 
things behind the scenes. I’m glad I don’t have to be in a kayfabe 
relationship with her anymore. It’s not like having real compan-
ionship, ya know? Blair is annoying, but she is a good person. She’s 
been fairly understanding that I have put my life on hold for this 
storyline these last few years. She got her spotlight, just like she 
wanted. She’s going to be with her boyfriend as his manager soon. 
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Now I can finally start finding a real woman of my own. Maybe 
start a family, too.” 

Zane shook his head in annoyance at the admission. “You 
mean, a mate.”

“Shut up, Zane.” Gunner got quiet and sighed. “I can’t put my 
hopes into that anymore. I wish I could.”

“You’re having those dreams again, aren’t you? I’ve been notic-
ing you’ve been on edge for a while now.”

“Yes. They are more vivid now than ever. The thing is, it’s like…
I don’t know why but… something’s wrong. I feel a sense of 
sadness to the dreams. Ever since the show storyline where 
Blair and I got married, it’s been different. Maybe it’s just the 
feeling of being lonely in my real life. The next few weeks, Blair 
and I are going to have this divorce story. Maybe it’ll be okay 
after that, and I can move on with my life.”
      Zane looked out the window at the half-moon shining bright 
in the late winter sky, a halo surrounding it from the cold winter 
night. 

“Spring will be here soon,” he said. “Maybe it’ll bring you 
the peace you’ve been searching for. You can start looking into 
your own happiness instead of work all the time. You’re the 
leader of the Tribe now, Gunner. Everyone looks up to you. 
Remember, it’s okay to think about yourself sometimes. I wasn’t 
smart enough to focus on my own well-being, and look where 
it got me. I almost ruined my whole life. I’m always going to be 
your right hand. If you need anything, let me know. It’s 
going to be all right. I’m sure of it.”

“I hope so. Anyway, I’m ready to head to the hotel. See you 
in a few weeks, right?” 

“Yep. I’ll have my bags packed. Going to be great to see 
you. Congrats on the return. See you soon, my brother.
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