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NEW NOW NEXT AWARDS 
 
 
LOGO PRESENTS THE NEW NOW NEXT AWARDS STARRING: 
 
JAMES VAN DER BEEK 
 
CARMEN ELECTRA 
 
CHELSEA HANDLER 
 
BUSY PHILIPS 
 
DEMI LOVATO 
 
BRITTANY SNOW 
 
LEIGHTON MEESTER 
 
MILA KUNIS 
 
AND PEREZ HILTON 
 
WITH PERFORMANCES BY: 
 
PANIC AT THE DISCO 
 
ROBYN  
 
AND  
WINTER GORDON 
 
INTRO:  
PLEASE WELCOME OUR HOST CHEYENNE JACKSON 
 
PLEASE WELCOME FROM THE TV SHOW “COUGAR TOWN” BUSY PHILIPS 
 
PLEASE WELCOME FROM “THE REAL HOUSEOWIVES OF ORANGE COUNTY” 
GRETCHEN ROSSI AND “THE REAL HOUSEIWVES OF BEVERLY HILLS” LISA 
VAN DER PUMP. 
 
BUMPER: 
COMING UP KELLY OSBOURNE AND THE AWARD FOR CAYSE YOU’RE HOT 
 
AND LATER A PERFORMANCE BY OH LAND WHEN THE NEW NOW NEXT 
AWARDS CONTINUE 
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Ancient Echoes by RJ Clawson 
Elese lives in a brutal medieval world where people have been trying to kill her 
since she was eight-years-old. Now she is ready to hunt them. 

Prologue 

Elese, eight-years-old 

They were running again. Elese was more than just tired as she slumped in the 
saddle in front of Wardolf. They had been traveling for a long time now; she had 
lost track of the days that stretched behind them. Where would they hide this 
time, she wondered wearily. It was all her fault again. That much she knew. 
Those men had come to kill her again. Wardolf would never outright say they 
were there for her, but she knew. Who wouldn’t try to kill a monster, even if that 
monster was a little girl? 

She shivered and Wardolf tucked her in tighter against him, bulky muscles 
overlapping her bony frame. The horse’s smooth steps rocked her in and out of 
consciousness, but each time she was semi aware, the ring of horseshoes on 
stones seemed sharp and accusing. 

“Quiet now,” Wardolf whispered to her, a little too urgently to be soothing. 

Elese hadn’t realized she was making any noise, but as soon as he called for 
quiet she heard the low whimpers that were passing through her lips. Clenching 
her teeth closed to shut off the noise, she tried to force herself to be more alert. 
They weren’t out of danger yet. 

Their horse had no problems with the steady clip Wardolf was asking the animal 
to go as they weaved in and out of trees barely visible in the moonlight. How 
much farther? How much longer until those men were behind them? She wasn’t 
sure and she was half sure Wardolf didn’t know either. The thought was not a 
comforting one. 

Their horse came to a sudden halt of its own accord, ears forward as if it was 
listening to something ahead. It was a breathless moment before Wardolf tried to 
heel the horse forward again. The sorrel gelding took a few more steps, head 
high and alert before it once again stood still. Elese felt the horse’s belly bounce 
as it whickered in greeting to something unseen. Another horse, unseen in the 
dark ahead, answered. Wardolf gripped her so tight it was hard to breathe. Her 
heart felt as though it had dropped to the pit of her stomach and refused to rise 
again. 

“I know you’re there. At least make yourself seen,” Wardolf growled loudly into 
the night. 

“Just give us the girl and we’ll leave you be,” came the bodiless reply. 
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