Friday Night FURY: Episode 4

June 5, 2026 | The Landers Center - Memphis, Tennessee

Segment 1: Opening Statement From The Marshal

The arena lights surge to life as the pyrotechnics explode across the entrance ramp. The camera pans
across a roaring, sold-out crowd of 10,000 fans inside the Landers Center. The commentary team hypes up
the energy of the Mid-South before transitioning to the ring.

Ring Announcer James Butler: "Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome our new sheriff in town to Friday
Night FURY... MARSHAL DALTON HARDCASTLE!"

A gritty, traditional southern rock theme hits the PA system. Marshal Dalton Hardcastle walks down the ramp
with a slow, deliberate pace. He's wearing a sharp, tailored western-cut suit, a pristine white cowboy hat, and
holding a microphone. The crowd gives him a respectful, thunderous ovation as he steps through the ropes
and waits for the noise to die down.

Marshal Dalton Hardcastle: "Turn that music down. Look around this arena tonight. Look at the marquee
outside. It says Friday Night FURY. It represents the gold standard of this industry. But | am not a man who
hides from the truth, and | am not a man who ignores the elephant in the room. This past Sunday night on
SLAM, we saw the wheels start to come off the wagon in the SWF. We saw mind games, we saw chaos, and
quite frankly, we saw an asylum running rampant.

We have a World Champion in Liger Llama who has seemingly vanished off the face of the earth. We have
top contenders being stuffed into the back of ambulances. But the hardest pill to swallow hit my desk at 8:00
AM Monday morning. Miss USA was officially scheduled to walk down that ramp tonight and sign her
exclusive FURY contract. She was going to be the absolute anchor of a brand-new women's division right
here on Friday nights.

Instead, she is sitting in a hospital bed with a shattered knee, looking at six to nine months on the shelf after
a devastating ACL and MCL tear. And Shawn FX? He is at home right now, tending to his family, trying to
figure out what his own future looks like. So yes, if you look at the program tonight, you will see a glaring void
in our division. But under my watch, in my jurisdiction, this brand does not stall. We move forward, we fill the
gap, and we--"

[THE MUSIC CUTS IN -- "PRIME TIME" BY THE NASHVILLE HUSTLE]
The crowd immediately erupts into heavy boos as "Prime Time" David Daniels struts out onto the stage. He's
wearing an obnoxious, glittering emerald-green designer robe, flashing a million-dollar smile, and soaking in

the massive regional heat from the Mississippi crowd. He slowly walks down the ramp, holding his own
microphone, completely unfazed by the jeers.

Generated by eFed Management Suite | Page 1



Friday Night FURY: Episode 4

"Prime Time" David Daniels: "Marshal... Marshal, please. Stop crying into your cowboy hat, old man. Nobody
bought a ticket in Southaven tonight to hear a corporate performance review about people who aren't even in
the building. Miss USA is on the couch? Tragically sad. Shawn FX is playing nurse? Touching. But Marshal,
look what just walked down your ramp! Look at the tailoring! Look at the aura!

You want to talk about filling a void? | just drove down 1-40 from Nashville, Tennessee. | am the biggest
box-office attraction in the entire South Eastern United States, and | am officially the hottest free agent in
professional wrestling. You want to top what happened on Sunday night? You put the spotlight on 'Prime
Time' David Daniels. You take one of those singles titles, you strap it around my waist, and you watch the
ratings on Friday night catch fire. It's prime time, baby! Oh and by the way I'm NOT wearing your stupid mask
you gave me! I'm not some cosplaying superhero! I'm a PRO WRESTLER!"

The crowd drowns him out with a loud "You suck!" chant. Daniels just winks at a camera.

Marshal Dalton Hardcastle: (Stepping forward, narrowing his eyes) "Son, let me teach you a little lesson
about how things work around here. | don't care if you walked here from Nashville, hitched a ride on a tractor,
or flew in on a private jet. Out here, under my jurisdiction, you don't talk your way into a spotlight, and you
damn sure don't demand a title shot on night one.

Now, you ran your mouth, but you also came down that ramp dressed for a fight. I've got a locker room full of
hungry, top-tier talent, and it just so happens one of our brightest sparks is looking for a fight tonight. You
want to prove you're worth the airtime? Your prime time starts right now. Referee, get down to this ring!
Armando Fuegooooooo, get out here!"

Marshal Hardcastle drops the microphone as Armando Fuego's high-energy music hits. Daniels looks
momentarily caught off guard, frantically shedding his expensive robe as we head to our opening match.

PRIME TIME DAVID DANIELS VS ARMANDO FUEGO

Ring Announcer James Butler: "The following contest is scheduled for one fall! Introducing first, already in the
ring, from Monterrey, Mexico, weighing in at 185 pounds... ARMANDO FUEGOOOOOQO!"

The Landers Center crowd erupts as Armando plays to the fans, scaling the turnbuckle and throwing his
hands up, a literal spark plug of energy in bright crimson and gold tights. He flips down smoothly, bouncing
on his feet, ready for the bell.

Ring Announcer James Butler: "And his opponent, making his Friday Night FURY debut... from Nashville,
Tennessee, weighing in at 215 pounds... 'PRIME TIME' DAVID DANIELS!"

Heavy, cascading boos rain down as Daniels hands his glittering emerald robe to a ringside assistant. He
checks his long flowing blonde hair, smirks directly at a television camera, and slowly steps through the
ropes, completely ignoring the hostile environment.
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The Broadcast Table

Roxy Reed: "Welcome back to Friday Night FURY, live on a historic night from a sold-out Landers Center in
Southaven, Mississippi! 10,000 fans are on their feet, and what an explosive way to start the action. I'm Roxy
Reed on play-by-play, joined as always by Hector Rodriguez, and Tess Taylor down at ringside. Hector,
Marshal Dalton Hardcastle did not mince words. 'Prime Time' David Daniels talked his way right into a
buzzsaw!"

Hector Rodriguez: "Look, Roxy, David Daniels might be an arrogant, smooth-talking outsider, but the man
didn't lie about his pedigree. He's a blue-chip asset. But crossing paths with Armando Fuego on night one?
Armando is pure kinetic energy. If Daniels isn't careful, he's going to get burned before he can even cash that
Nashville check!"

Tess Taylor: "Guys, | just spoke briefly with Armando's family backstage before they went to prepare for their
celebration later tonight. They told me Armando took Daniels' comments about the roster personally. He
wants to prove right here, right now, that the foundation of FURY doesn't need savior capital from Nashville or
anyone else."

The Match Begins
The referee checks both men, calls for the bell, and Match 1 is officially underway.

The two competitors circle each other in the center of the ring. Daniels holds his hands out, offering a smug,
traditional collar-and-elbow tie-up, but the moment Armando steps in, Daniels quickly backs away into the
ropes, forcing the referee to break them up. Daniels flashes a condescending smile, patting his own stomach
to indicate he's completely dictating the pace.

Hector Rodriguez: "Classic veteran psychological warfare right there from Daniels. He's trying to frustrate the
young man."

They lock up a second time. Daniels uses his weight advantage to transition into a side headlock, grinding
his forearm against Armando's temple. Armando whips Daniels across the ring to break the hold. Daniels
comes back off the ropes with a thunderous shoulder tackle that sends Armando crashing to the canvas.
Daniels doesn't follow up; instead, he struts across the ring, executing a quick dance step to taunt the
Mississippi crowd, who respond with a deafening chorus of jeers.

Roxy Reed: "Daniels looking completely in control early on, but you cannot celebrate too early when you're
sharing a ring with Armando Fuego."

Daniels catches his breath, waiting for Armando to get to his feet. As Armando rises, Daniels charges
forward for a clothesline, but Armando ducks under it with incredible agility. Daniels hits the opposite ropes,
turns around, and is immediately met with a spectacular, deep arm-drag from Armando. Daniels scrambles to
his feet, only to be taken down by a second, even sharper arm-drag. Armando keeps the momentum flowing,
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leaping onto the second rope and coming off with a flawless springboard flying forearm that sends Daniels
scrambling all the way out of the ring to the concrete floor!

Roxy Reed: "Incredible velocity from Armando Fuego! Daniels is reeling on the outside!"

Tess Taylor: "Daniels is completely red-faced down here, guys. He's clutching his jaw and screaming at a
fan in the front row. He did not expect this kind of explosive counter-offense."

The Mid-Match Grind

Armando doesn't let up. Seeing Daniels leaning against the barricade, Armando hits the ropes, building up
tremendous speed, and launches himself through the middle ropes with a fierce suicide dive! The impact
drives Daniels hard into the steel guardrail, sending a shockwave through the ringside area. The Landers
Center crowd explodes into cheers as Armando rolls Daniels back inside the ring.

Armando goes for the cover immediately: One... Two... KICK OUT by Daniels.

Armando transitions seamlessly, pulling Daniels up and whipping him into the corner. Armando charges in
for a corner splash, but Daniels shows his veteran instincts, pulling the referee into harm's way just enough to
force Armando to hesitate. That split-second distraction is all Daniels needs. He violently drives his elbow
right into Armando's throat, shattering his momentum.

With Armando gasping for air, Daniels violently grabs him by the hair and slams him face-first into the top
turnbuckle. Daniels then takes full control of the match, methodically dismantling the high-flyer. He hits a

snapping vertical suplex, floats over into a cover, but only gets a two-count.

Hector Rodriguez: "This is where David Daniels is at his most dangerous, Roxy. He slows the match down,
suffocates your breathing, and uses old-school, smash-mouth tactics to wear down your joints."”

Daniels locks in a grueling, grounded bearhug, burying his forehead into Armando's spine while squeezing
the air out of his lungs. Armando screams in agony as the crowd tries to rally behind him, chanting "Let's go
Fuego!" across the arena.

Roxy Reed: "Armando is fading, Hector! The ribs are taking an immense amount of punishment.”

Armando fights through the pain, delivering a series of sharp, desperate elbows right to the bridge of Daniels'
nose. The grip loosens. Armando slips out of the hold, lands on his feet, and hits a spinning heel kick that
rocks Daniels on his heels. Both men are down, digging deep as the referee begins the mandatory ten-count.

The Climactic Sequence

By the count of seven, both competitors are back on their feet, exchanging heavy blows in the center of the
ring. Daniels lands a massive right hand; Armando answers with a blistering forearm smash. Daniels goes for
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a boot to the gut, but Armando catches it, spins Daniels around, and executes an atomic drop, followed
instantly by a textbook enzuigiri to the side of the head! Daniels stumbles back into the corner, completely
dazed.

Armando hits the opposite ropes, builds up his speed, and hits a beautiful running dropkick into the corner.
Sensing the end is near, Armando climbs to the top turnbuckle, scaling the ropes effortlessly. He balances
perfectly, preparing to launch himself for his signature finishing maneuver to seal a monumental victory over
the Nashville star.

Roxy Reed: "Armando is scaling the heavens! He's looking to put 'Prime Time' to sleep permanently!"
Hector Rodriguez: "Wait a minute, Roxy, look at the TitanTron! Look at the screen!”

The Distraction & The Finish

Suddenly, the live television feed on the massive TitanTron cuts away from the ring. It displays a live camera
shot of the backstage loading dock area. A sleek, pristine black corporate limousine slowly pulls into the
arena garage, its tinted windows catching the stadium lights.

The abrupt shift in the arena's visual atmosphere causes a massive wave of murmurs to ripple through the
10,000 fans in attendance. Armando, standing balanced on the top rope, instinctively glances up at the
screen for just a fraction of a second, his focus fractured by the sudden arrival.

Tess Taylor: "Who is in that limousine? The production truck just hijacked the feed!"

That single moment of hesitation is fatal. Daniels, recovering on the canvas, notices Armando looking away.
With predatory speed, Daniels lunges forward and violently shakes the top rope. Armando loses his balance,
crotching himself painfully on the top turnbuckle before tumbling awkwardly down to the ring apron and

crashing heavily onto the canvas inside.

Daniels wastes no time. He aggressively drags Armando to the center of the ring, hooking his leg, and
aggressively pulls a massive handful of Armando's crimson tights right in front of the referee’s blind spot!

The referee counts: ONE... TWO... THREE!
Ring Announcer: "Here is your winner... 'PRIME TIME' DAVID DANIELS!"
Post-Match Fallout

Roxy Reed: "He pulled the tights! A blatant, desperate handful of tights from David Daniels to steal a victory
in his debut match!"

Hector Rodriguez: "Hey, a win is a win in the record books, Roxy! Daniels used his brain, capitalized on a
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massive backstage distraction, and just pinned a former champion on his very first night on Friday Night
FURY."

Tess Taylor: "This is absolute robbery, guys. Armando had this match completely won before that limousine
arrived and broke his concentration. Daniels is a fraud!"

Daniels doesn't care. He rolls out of the ring, snatching his expensive green robe, and sprints up the ramp
with his arm raised in victory, laughing hysterically at the furious fans as Armando slowly sits up in the ring,
clutching his ribs and staring up at the TitanTron in utter disbelief.

Segment 2: Backstage Arrival -- Thaddeus B. Deveraux

Location: Landers Center Backstage Loading Dock / Gorilla Position Area
Interviewer: "The Midnight Rider" Trent Stone (Backstage Correspondent)

The television broadcast seamlessly transitions from the high-energy, hostile atmosphere of the Landers
Center arena bowl to the sterile, concrete environment of the backstage loading dock. The distant, muffled
roar of 10,000 fans booing "Prime Time" David Daniels can still be heard vibrating through the walls. The
camera centers on a sleek, high-end production monitor mounted near the loading bay doors, which is still
displaying the words "MATCH 1 RESULT: DAVID DANIELS DEF. ARMANDO FUEGQ" before a nervous
backstage technician hastily clicks it off.

Standing in front of the bay doors is the veteran backstage correspondent, "The Midnight Rider" Trent Stone,
holding a microphone. He looks noticeably tense, adjusting his earpiece as the low hum of an idling high-end
engine echoes from the dark alleyway just outside the open bay doors.

Trent Stone: "Ladies and gentlemen, if you are just joining us on Friday Night FURY, you have caught us at
a time of absolute, unprecedented volatility in the Superstar Wrestling Federation. We have just withessed a
highly controversial debut victory by Nashville's David Daniels--a victory that was heavily influenced by the
sudden, unannounced arrival of a corporate limousine in our backstage garage. And folks, as you can see
behind me, that very vehicle has just come to a complete halt right here at our loading dock. Rumors have
been circulating through the locker room all afternoon, but we are about to get our answers. Let's see exactly
who is stepping out into our world tonight."

The camera pans tightly to the left as the driver--dressed in a spotless, tailored black suit and white
gloves--hurriedly walks around the rear of the gleaming limousine. He reaches out and pulls open the heavy
passenger door. The interior dome light reveals a plush, leather-bound cabin, completely insulated from the
chaotic energy of the professional wrestling business.

A single, high-end Italian leather oxford shoe steps out onto the oil-stained concrete of the Landers Center
floor. The camera slowly tilts upward, tracking a pair of perfectly pressed, charcoal-grey bespoke suit
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trousers, a matching vest tailored with immaculate precision, and a silk silver tie pinned down by a
diamond-encrusted corporate logo clasp. Finally, the camera rests on the cold, calculated face of Thaddeus
B. Deveraux. He adjusts his gold cufflinks, runs a hand down his flawless lapel, and looks around the
backstage area with a look of profound, unadulterated disgust. He doesn't look like a man arriving at a
sporting event; he looks like a liquidator arriving at a bankrupt factory.

Trent Stone cautiously steps into Deveraux's path, holding the microphone forward, keeping a respectful
distance from the corporate titan and the Tiger of a different stripe.

Trent Stone: "Mr. Deveraux! Thaddeus! If | could please take just a moment of your time. Word leaked
across the internet earlier today that your private jet touched down in Memphis, but nobody expected to see
you standing here in the trenches of Southaven, Mississippi tonight. Sir, the entire wrestling world is asking
the exact same question: What brings a multi-billion-dollar venture capitalist to the backstage area of Friday
Night FURY?"

Thaddeus B. Deveraux stops dead in his tracks. He doesn't look directly at Trent Stone; instead, his eyes
slowly track the microphone, then drift down to Stone's scuffed boots, before finally settling on the camera
lens. His expression is completely vacant of emotion--no anger, no excitement, just pure, cold analytical data.

Thaddeus B. Deveraux: "Trent... is it? Let's establish something very clearly right from the outset of this
conversation. | do not inhabit 'your world.' | do not operate in 'the trenches.' And | certainly do not baseline my
schedule around the speculative gossip of internet forums. | am a businessman. | am an acquisition
specialist. And when | look at the current state of the Superstar Wrestling Federation, | don't see a locker
room, | don't see a locker room full of 'hungry athletes," and | certainly don't see a 'gold standard.' What | see,
Trent, is a severely compromised corporate infrastructure that is bleeding liquid capital by the second.”

Deveraux takes a slow, deliberate step forward, forcing Stone to instinctively back up a few inches.
Deveraux's voice remains smooth, quiet, and terrifyingly articulate, cutting through the ambient backstage
noise like a scalpel.

Thaddeus B. Deveraux: "Look at the variables currently at play across your corporate ledger. On Sunday
night, the flagship broadcast, Sunday Night SLAM, dissolved into absolute administrative anarchy. Your
undisputed SWF World Champion, Liger Llama, has seemingly evaporated into thin air, leaving your primary
marketing asset completely unanchored. You have top-tier talent being removed from the building via medical
transport.

But let's talk specifically about why | chose to drive to this specific venue tonight. This morning, | reviewed
the operational strategy for Friday Night FURY. | was told that this brand was launching an aggressive, highly
profitable expansion. | was told that tonight, Miss USA was going to sign a binding, exclusive contract to
anchor an entire revenue stream dedicated to a brand-new women's division. | see a massive market cap in
that demographic. | see merchandise potential. | see global licensing opportunities.

Instead? | open my morning brief to find out she has sustained a catastrophic structural failure in her knee.

Generated by eFed Management Suite | Page 7



Friday Night FURY: Episode 4

Six to nine months of projected revenue, completely wiped off the books before a single dime could be
materialized. And her primary asset partner, Shawn FX? Sidelined in an administrative vacuum, completely
unproductive, sitting at home playing caretaker while his contract value depreciates by the hour. So | ask you,
Trent... when a machine loses its primary gears, what happens to the factory?"

Trent Stone: "Well, Mr. Deveraux, Marshal Dalton Hardcastle addressed those exact issues out there in the
ring just moments ago. He made it very clear to the fans and to the roster that while the void is glaring, this
brand does not stall. He believes in the grit, the determination, and the sheer willpower of the men currently
signed to the FURY brand to step up and fill that gap.”

A faint, highly condescending smile creeps onto the corner of Deveraux's lips. He shakes his head slowly,
reaching into his breast pocket to pull out a sleek, titanium smartphone.

Thaddeus B. Deveraux: "Grit, Trent? Determination? Willpower? Those are the romanticized buzzwords of a
dying era. Those are the phrases desperate men use when they lack an actual capitalization strategy.
Marshal Hardcastle is a fine lawman. He possesses an admirable amount of nostalgia, and I'm sure his
grandfather's stories about this territory are deeply moving. But nostalgia does not scale. Willpower does not
satisfy institutional investors. And grit does not pay the millions of dollars in arena stadium leases required to
keep this company afloat through the summer.

You cannot fix a structural deficit by simply yelling louder into a microphone or wearing a larger cowboy hat.
The corporate board of this promotion is fractured. The leadership is compromised. And when an ecosystem
becomes this volatile, it creates an inevitable vacuum. And in my line of work, a vacuum is simply an
invitation to restructure."

Trent Stone: "Restructure? Sir, are you implying that you are looking to actively buy out or take over a
portion of the SWF? Are you here to align yourself with a specific faction, or perhaps provide financial
backing to Marshal Hardcastle's vision?"

Thaddeus B. Deveraux: "l do not back 'visions,' Trent. | buy undervalued assets, | trim the operational fat,
and | maximize the yield. | am here tonight strictly as an observer. | have cleared my evening to walk through
this backstage area, to stand in your Gorilla position, and to perform a rigorous, cold-blooded evaluation of
every single human being currently drawing a paycheck from this brand. | am here to see if there is a single
individual, a single champion, or a single stable on this Friday night roster that possesses actual, tangible
value.

If someone steps up tonight and proves they are a blue-chip commodity, they will find themselves backed by
the deepest pockets in global venture capital. They will find themselves insulated from the chaos. But if this
roster proves to be nothing more than an unorganized collection of independent contractors playing
dress-up... then | will personally oversee the liquidation of this entire territory before the sun sets on the
month of June. Marshal Hardcastle can try to maintain his ‘jurisdiction’ all he wants. But tonight, the market
has arrived in Southaven. Good evening, Trent."
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Deveraux slides his phone back into his pocket, brushes past a completely stunned Trent Stone without a
second glance, and walks down the concrete corridor toward the Gorilla position. Two security guards
dressed in tailored suits move in lockstep behind him, cutting off the camera's view as Deveraux disappears
into the backstage darkness.

Trent Stone: (Looking directly back into the camera, visibly shaken) "Folks... you heard it here first. The
financial shadow of Thaddeus B. Deveraux has officially fallen over Friday Night FURY, and the stakes for
every single man in that locker room just reached an absolute boiling point. Back to you at the broadcast
table, Roxy."

CYCLONE THE ANGRY DWARF VS GNOME! (C)

Ring Announcer James Butler: "The following contest is scheduled for one fall, and it is for the SWF MINI
WORLD CHAMPIONSHIP! Introducing first, the challenger... from the deepest caverns of the iron mines,
weighing in at 142 pounds... CYCLONE THE ANGRY DWARF!"

The Landers Center crowd explodes into a wall of sound as Cyclone storms out of the tunnel. He doesn't
walk; he stomps, his face twisted in a mask of pure, unadulterated rage. He wears dark leather trunks and
spiked wristbands, violently punching the air as he charges down the ramp, sliding into the ring like a
cannonball and immediately scaling the second turnbuckle to scream at the fans in the front row.

Ring Announcer James Butler: "And his opponent... accompanied to the ring by his faithful leather pouch...
from the hidden valleys of the Enchanted Forest, weighing in at 128 pounds... he is the reigning, defending
SWF MINI WORLD CHAMPION... GNOME!"

A whimsical, fast-paced heavy metal track hits the PA system. GNOME! emerges to a massive ovation from
the 10,000 fans in attendance. He is sporting an immaculate, bright red pointed cap, a spectacular braided
beard that reaches his chest, and he proudly hoists the gold-and-silver Mini World Championship belt high
above his head. He skips down the ramp with playful energy, but his eyes lock onto Cyclone the moment he
reaches the ring steps.

The Broadcast Table

Roxy Reed: "The energy in this building is absolute lightning right now! Welcome back to Friday Night FURY,
we are live in Southaven, and it is time for a highly anticipated, deeply personal rematch for the Mini World
Championship. I'm Roxy Reed, flanked by Hector Rodriguez and Tess Taylor at ringside. Hector, these two
small-statured titans have a history that could fill an entire library!"

Hector Rodriguez: "You aren't kidding, Roxy. Cyclone held that championship with an iron fist for nearly a
year until GNOME! shocked the world and dethroned him. Cyclone hasn't slept a wink since. He feels like
GNOME! is a gimmick, a joke, a fairytale creature holding a real man's championship. Tonight, this isn't just
about a belt--this is about survival in the undercard!"
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Tess Taylor: "Guys, the tension down here at ringside is palpable. | can actually hear Cyclone talking to
himself in the corner. He's telling the referee to step out of the way because he wants to tear GNOME!'s
beard right off his face. The psychological hatred between these two is completely real."

The Bell Rings

The referee raises the Mini World Championship belt in the center of the ring, showing both competitors what
they are fighting for. He hands it to the timekeeper, calls for the bell, and Match 2 is officially underway.

Before the bell can even finish ringing, Cyclone charges across the canvas like he was shot out of a rifle. He
catches GNOME! completely off guard with a thunderous running boots-to-the-gut tackle, sending the
champion crashing hard into the turnbuckles. Cyclone doesn't let up for a single second. He begins unloading
a vicious flurry of clubbing right hands and European uppercuts, pinning GNOME! into the corner as the
referee aggressively starts his five-count.

Roxy Reed: "Cyclone starting this match with absolute reckless abandonment! He is living up to his name
tonight!"

Hector Rodriguez: "That's pure rage, Roxy! He didn't come to wrestle; he came to commit a crime!”

The referee pulls Cyclone back at the count of four. Cyclone snaps, shoving the referee away with a snarl,
and immediately turns his attention back to the champion. He grabs GNOME! by his long, braided beard and
violently whips him across the ring. GNOME! hits the ropes hard, but showing incredible instinct, he ducks
under a wild clothesline attempt from Cyclone. GNOME! rebounds off the opposite ropes, leaps into the air,
and hits a spectacular, lightning-fast headscissors takedown that sends Cyclone spinning across the canvas!

Cyclone scrambles to his knees, his eyes wide with shock, only to be met by a low-register dropkick directly
to the face from the nimble champion. Cyclone tumbles through the middle ropes, spilling out onto the
ringside floor to catch his breath.

Roxy Reed: "Flawless athleticism from the champion! GNOME! turning the tide in the blink of an eye!"

The Ringside Brawl

GNOME! plays to the roaring Landers Center crowd, pointing his finger to the sky. He hits the ropes, building
up immense speed, and launches himself over the top rope with a breathtaking summersault plancha! He
crashes directly onto Cyclone on the outside, sending both men crashing into the thin padding over the

concrete floor.

Tess Taylor: "Oh my goodness! GNOME! just flew right past my broadcast monitor! The impact down here
was unbelievable, guys. Cyclone took the absolute brunt of that dive, his head bouncing right off the floor."

GNOME! is the first to his feet, pulling off his signature red cap and waving it to the fans, who respond with a
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thunderous "GNOME! GNOME! GNOME!" chant. He grabs Cyclone by the hair and attempts to roll him back
into the ring to capitalize, but Cyclone fights back. With a desperate burst of strength, Cyclone drives his
thumb directly into GNOME!'s eye, breaking the hold instantly.

With the referee busy counting them both out--reaching the count of five--Cyclone takes advantage of the
chaos. He grabs GNOME! by his velvet tunic and violently launches him face-first into the steel steps. A
sickening CRACK echoes through the ringside area as GNOME!'s shoulder bears the weight of the collision.

Hector Rodriguez: "And just like that, the fairytale goes dark! Cyclone just used the anatomy of the arena to
break the champion's posture.”

The Grinding Domination

Cyclone rolls GNOME! back into the ring, trailing closely behind him. He goes for a arrogant cover, hooking
the leg with a smug grin: One... Two... KICK OUT.

Furious that he didn't get the three-count, Cyclone immediately goes to work on GNOME!'s injured shoulder.
He locks in a brutal, modified hammerlock, driving his knee directly into the center of the champion's spine
while wrenching the arm backward. GNOME! screams out in agony, his face contorted in pain as his nose
rubs against the canvas.

Roxy Reed: "Cyclone is methodically tearing the champion apart. He is taking away the aerial game of
GNOME! by targeting that structural frame."

For three agonizing minutes, Cyclone dictates a grueling, agonizing pace. Every time GNOME! tries to build
a base and fight to his feet, Cyclone cuts him down with a heavy forearm to the back or a vicious short-arm
clothesline. Cyclone pulls GNOME! to the center of the ring and hits a snapping, high-angle sidewalk slam
that looks like it nearly cracks the canvas. He covers again: One... Two... KICK OUT.

Cyclone climbs to his feet, screaming at the referee, claiming it was a three. He turns back to GNOME!, who
is desperately clutching his injured shoulder, trying to drag himself toward the ropes. Cyclone walks over,
dripping with sweat, and begins mockingly slapping the champion across the face.

"Is this your king?!" Cyclone yells to the crowd, soaking in the heavy boos. "He's a joke! A fraud!"

The Fighting Spirit

That insult seems to spark something deep within the champion. As Cyclone goes for another heavy right
hand, GNOME! instinctively blocks it with his good arm. He fires back with a sharp open-hand chop to

Cyclone's chest. SMACK! Cyclone stumbles back. GNOME! lands another chop. SMACK!

The Landers Center crowd gets entirely behind the champion, cheering with every single strike. Cyclone fires
back with a desperate big boot, but GNOME! sidesteps it, hits the ropes, and connects with a beautiful,
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tilt-a-whirl DDT out of absolutely nowhere! Both men are laid out flat on their backs, gasping for air as the
referee begins the mandatory ten-count.

Roxy Reed: "A dynamic counter by the champion! The tilt-a-whirl DDT! Both men are down and the clock is
ticking!"

Tess Taylor: "You can see the toll this match has taken on both men. GNOME!'s shoulder is turning black
and blue down here, but the adrenaline is keeping him alive."

By the count of eight, both competitors crawl their way back up, using the ropes for leverage. They meet in
the absolute center of the ring, trading grueling, heavy blows. Cyclone lands a punch; GNOME! answers with
a forearm. Cyclone attempts a clothesline, but GNOME! ducks, transitions behind him, and hits a spectacular,
release German Suplex that sends Cyclone flying across the ring!

The Thrilling Finish
Cyclone stumbles to his feet, completely disoriented. GNOME! sees his opportunity. He heads to the corner,
scaling the turnbuckles with his one good arm, fighting through the sheer agony radiating from his shoulder.
He reaches the top rope, balancing perfectly as 10,000 fans rise to their feet.

Roxy Reed: "GNOME! is looking to close the book on this rivalry! He's scaling the summit!"

Cyclone realizes the danger and frantically charges the corner, hoping to crotch the champion just like David
Daniels did in the opening match. But GNOME! anticipates the movement. The moment Cyclone arrives,
GNOME! leaps off the top rope, flying through the air with incredible grace, and catches Cyclone perfectly

with his signature finishing maneuver--the Enchanted Underdog Sunset Flip Powerbomb!

He rolls through with the momentum, pinning Cyclone's shoulders flat to the mat with a bridge, using every
single ounce of weight he possesses!

The referee slides into position, his hand striking the canvas:

ONE!

TWO!

THREE!

The timekeeper rings the bell as the arena erupts into an absolute explosion of cheers and flying popcorn.
Ring Announcer: "Here is your winner, and STILL SWF MINI WORLD CHAMPION... GNOME!"
Post-Match Celebration
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Roxy Reed: "He did itt GNOME! retains the gold in an absolute masterpiece of a match here in Southaven!”

Hector Rodriguez: "I have to give credit where credit is due, Roxy. GNOME! fought through a compromised
shoulder, took the absolute best trash-talking and physical punishment Cyclone had to offer, and proved
exactly why he is the undisputed king of the Minis division."

Tess Taylor: "The crowd is going absolutely bananas down here, guys. GNOME! is being handed his
championship, and he's holding it high with his good arm, tears in his eyes. Cyclone is completely
unconscious in the corner, his dream of reclaiming the throne shattered."

GNOME! takes his red cap back from the referee, places it proudly back on his head, and scales the
turnbuckle, hoisting the gold into the night sky as Friday Night FURY rolls on in spectacular fashion.

Segment 3: Championship Celebration & The Order's Decree

The arena lights shift from the mystical, deep greens and reds of GNOME!'s celebration into a vibrant,
pulsating crimson and gold pattern that dances across the 10,000 screaming fans in the Landers Center. The
bass drops, and a heavy, festive mariachi-rock fusion track blasts through the arena PA system. The crowd
instantly leaps to their feet, letting out a massive, deafening cheer.

Ring Announcer James Butler: "Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome... the FUEGO FAMILY! And
introducing to my right, at a total combined weight of 440 pounds... they are the NEW, undisputed... SWF
TAG TEAM CHAMPIONS, ALEJANDRO AND ROBERTO FUEGO!"

A spectacular barrage of red and gold pyrotechnics explodes from the entrance stage. Walking out of the
smoke are the new champions, Alejandro and Roberto Fuego, wearing matching glittering capes, their faces
beamed with pride. Placed proudly around their waists are the gleaming silver-and-gold SWF Tag Team
Championships, which they won just days ago in a historic upset at CONVERGENCE. Flanking them on
either side is the rest of the Fuego Family legacy, including a heavily bruised Armando Fuego, still clutching
his ribs from his controversial loss in the opening match, but forcing a proud smile for his kin.

The trio walks down the ramp, slapping hands with every single fan reaching over the barricades. They enter
the ring with a synchronized leap over the top rope, throwing their hands into the air as gold confetti rains
down from the rafters. Alejandro takes a microphone, waiting for the thunderous chants of "FUEGO! FUEGO!
FUEGO!" to subside.

Alejandro Fuego: "Southaven... Mississippi! Look at these belts! Look at what we are holding! For ten long
years, the Fuego Family has traveled up and down the highways of this territory. We wrestled in high school
gyms, we wrestled in armories, we wrestled in flea markets, and we were always told the same thing: '"You
boys are too small. You rely too much on the air. You don't have the size to survive the heavyweights.'

Well, this past Sunday night, we didn't just survive the heavyweights. We stepped into the ring with the
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Skyscrapers of Doom, we put our bodies, our careers, and our legacy on the absolute line, and we brought
these championships home to the people who believed in us! This gold doesn't belong to corporate suites. It
doesn't belong to the critics. This belongs to every single one of you inside the Landers Center tonight!"

The crowd roars in approval. Roberto steps forward, raising his mic, his voice thick with emotion.

Roberto Fuego: "And we know that tonight didn't start the way we wanted. Armando... my brother... you got
robbed by a snake from Nashville who couldn't beat you man-to-man. But the Fuego Family doesn't cry about
spilled milk. We fight! We stand together, through the wins and the losses, because blood is thicker than any
contract. And as long as we have these titles, we are going to defend them with everything we have--"

[THE LIGHTS SUDDENLY CUT OUT TO BLACK]

The joyous atmosphere is instantly sucked out of the Landers Center. The festive music screeches to a halt.
A dead, eerie silence falls over the 10,000 fans. Then, a cold, clinical, mechanical heartbeat begins to echo
through the arena speakers. THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.

The stadium visual monitors flicker, replacing the Fuego Family graphics with a stark, terrifying,
monochromatic geometric symbol--the eye of absolute authority. A harsh, distorted voice speaks over the PA.

The Voice: "Chaos is a disease. Emotion is a defect. You celebrate a temporary anomaly in a system that
demands absolute regulation. The fairy tale is over. Order must be restored."

A single, blinding white spotlight cuts through the darkness, illuminating the top of the entrance ramp.
Standing side-by-side in perfect, militaristic symmetry are all five members of The Agents of Order. They are
dressed in identical, matte-black tactical gear, their faces completely obscured by polished chrome masks
that reflect the stadium lighting. Holding their titles high above their heads are the three reigning Trios
Champions, their movements perfectly synchronized like clockwork.

They don't walk down the ramp; they march in a terrifying, slow formation. As they approach ringside, they
split apart with tactical precision, completely surrounding all four sides of the ring apron, trapping the Fuego
Family inside a human cage. The crowd boos vociferously, but the Agents do not react. The leader of the
group, a towering, anonymous figure known only as High Arbiter Prime, steps onto the apron, a microphone
held to his chrome visor.

High Arbiter Prime: "Look at yourselves. You stand in that ring covered in paper confetti, weeping over gold,
projecting your pathetic, fragile human emotions onto a corporate asset. You speak of 'blood,' Roberto. You
speak of 'family," Alejandro. But in the grand calculus of the Superstar Wrestling Federation, family is a
liability. Legacy is an inefficiency.

You think your victory at CONVERGENCE was a triumph of the human spirit? It was nothing more than a
statistical error. The Skyscrapers of Doom failed to calculate your velocity, and they paid the price of

termination. But The Agents of Order do not make calculation errors. We do not experience emotion. We are
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the architects of the baseline. And right now, the ledger shows that the FURY tag team division is operating
at a severe deficit under your chaotic rule.”

Armando Fuego steps forward, pushing past his brothers, his face red with rage as he points a finger directly
at the High Arbiter's mask.

Armando Fuego: "You guys like to talk about machines and numbers because you're too cowardly to show
your faces! You think you can just march down here on our night, during our celebration, and talk down to my
family? If you think we're a 'statistical error," why don't you step through those ropes right now and let us
show you how hard a human error can hit?!"

The crowd cheers loudly for Armando’s defiance. High Arbiter Prime slowly tilts his head, his chrome mask
catching the light, completely unbothered by the challenge.

High Arbiter Prime: "Predictable. A classic emotional response driven by elevated adrenaline and bruised
ribs, Armando. You speak of a fight tonight, but we do not operate on your whim. We operate on a schedule.
We dictate the coordinates of your destruction.

Next week, Friday Night FURY leaves the borders of Mississippi. Next Friday night, the caravan moves to
the BJCC in Birmingham, Alabama. A venue built on structure. A venue perfect for regulation. The Agents of
Order are officially issuing a mandate. A three-on-three Trios Match. The Fuego Family--Alejandro, Roberto,
and Armando--against the gatekeepers of absolute stability.

We will not just beat you, Fuegos. We will dismantle your legacy. We will erase your emotion. We will take
your feel-good story and we will crush it under the weight of an unyielding system. You have seven days to
prepare your final calculations. Because in Birmingham, the audit begins. Order... will be... enforced.”

The High Arbiter lowers the microphone. Synchronized in an instant, all five members of the Agents of Order
drop off the ring apron at the exact same moment. The arena lights flash violently to a blinding white, and
then cut to black once more. When the house lights return a few seconds later, the Agents of Order are
completely gone from ringside, leaving behind only an empty entrance ramp.

Inside the ring, Alejandro, Roberto, and Armando stand back-to-back, their fists raised, looking around the
arena in a state of high alert. The Tag Team titles are clutched tightly to their chests as the commentary team
wildly hypes up the massive blockbuster Trios Match locked in for next week in Alabama.

THOR VAN HAMMER VS THE BOTCHAMANIAC

Ring Announcer Jim Butler: "The following contest is scheduled for one fall! Introducing first, already in the
ring, representing the local Mid-South territory... weighing in at 195 pounds... THE BOTCHAMANIAC!"

The Landers Center crowd breaks into a mixture of ironic cheers and audible laughter. The Botchamaniac is
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standing in the corner, looking intensely nervous. His gear is a bewildering disaster--one boot is laced with
neon green string, his kneepads are pulled down to his shins, and his kick pads are visibly backwards. He
tries to jump up and down to hype himself up, but his foot catches the bottom rope, causing him to stumble
awkwardly into the center of the ring. He hastily scrambles back to his feet, waving his arms to indicate he is
completely fine.

Ring Announcer James Butler: "And his opponent... from the frozen tundras of the North in PARTS
UNKNOWN, weighing in at 285 pounds... THOR VAN HAMMER! ?"

The arena lights flash in a rhythmic, heavy-metal thunder pattern as a deafening Norse-themed rock anthem
blasts through the PA system. The 10,000 fans in Southaven jump to their feet, letting out a massive roar.
Thor Van Hammer steps out through the curtain, a mountain of a man with a thick, blonde beard and a
physique carved out of granite. He raises a massive, prop blacksmith's hammer into the air, sparks flying
from the entrance stage behind him. He marches down the ramp with terrifying purpose, sliding into the ring
effortlessly and towering over his opponent.

The Broadcast Table

Roxy Reed: "Welcome back to Friday Night FURY! We are broadcasting live from a sold-out Landers Center,
and things are about to get incredibly physical--or incredibly embarrassing, depending on which corner you're
looking at. I'm Roxy Reed, joined by Hector Rodriguez and Tess Taylor at ringside. Hector, we have a very
interesting dynamic developing at the commentary table right now."

Hector Rodriguez: "You're darn right we do, Roxy! | don't know if you saw what happened this past Sunday
night on Sunday Night SLAM, but our resident monster Ludvig Von Crush set an absolute benchmark. He
went out there and completely obliterated his opponent in a terrifying squash match that clocked in at exactly
1 minute and 42 seconds. It was an absolute demolition.”

Roxy Reed: "It certainly was, Hector. And because of that, our production crew has handed me an official
digital stopwatch right here at the broadcast table. We are officially timing this match to see if Thor Van
Hammer can shatter Ludvig Von Crush's record and throw down the gauntlet in this weekend's battle of 'Top
THAT!M™

Tess Taylor: "Guys, | just caught a glimpse of Thor Van Hammer's face during his entrance. He knows
exactly what the clock is. He didn't even look at the crowd; his eyes are locked directly on The Botchamaniac.
On the flip side, poor Botchamaniac is down here sweating bullets. He looks like a man who realized he left
the stove on at home."

The Bell Rings & The Clock Begins

The referee checks both men, positions himself in the center, and calls for the bell. Roxy Reed aggressively

clicks the digital stopwatch.
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Roxy Reed: "The bell has rung, the stopwatch is running, and the race against Ludvig Von Crush is officially
ON!"

The Botchamaniac, trying to show he isn't intimidated, immediately steps to the center of the ring and
attempts to lock into a traditional collar-and-elbow tie-up. He lunges forward, but Thor Van Hammer doesn't
even move a muscle. Thor simply extends his massive right hand, grabs The Botchamaniac by the throat in a
vice-like grip, and effortlessly lifts him off his feet, holding him suspended in the air.

The Botchamaniac's legs kick wildly in mid-air as he tries to break the grip, but Thor looks completely
unfazed. With a look of pure disdain, Thor hurls him across the ring. The Botchamaniac hits the turnbuckles
chest-first, bouncing off the padding and tumbling hard onto the canvas.

Hector Rodriguez: "Look at the power! Total displacement of weight! We are only ten seconds into this
match, Roxy, and the local boy is already re-evaluating his entire life choices!"

Thor slowly marches across the canvas, his heavy boots thudding against the mat. The Botchamaniac
frantically scrambles backward into the corner, holding his hands up to beg for mercy. Thor doesn't offer any.
He traps The Botchamaniac against the turnbuckles and delivers a monstrous, open-hand chest chop.
CRACK! The sound echoes through the arena like a gunshot, and the front row visibly winces. The
Botchamaniac's chest instantly turns a violent shade of crimson.

Tess Taylor: "Oh my goodness, guys! The skin on Botchamaniac's chest is literally blistering down here! The
impact was deafening!"

The Pandemonium & The Slip

Thor grabs The Botchamaniac by the arm and executes a powerful Irish whip across the ring. The
Botchamaniac hits the opposite corner so hard that his legs fly up in the air, leaving him draped upside down
over the turnbuckle in a highly undignified tree of woe position. Thor charges across the ring, looking to
deliver a running body avalanche to crush him into the steel ring post.

However, showing a bizarre, accidental burst of survival instinct, The Botchamaniac manages to untangle his
legs and drop out of the corner just in time. Thor crashes heavily into the turnbuckle padding, momentarily
absorbing the impact with his massive shoulders.

Seeing his opponent's back turned, The Botchamaniac decides this is his moment of glory. He scrambles up
the turnbuckles, aiming to execute a wildly overly complicated, high-risk aerial maneuver from the top
rope--perhaps a standard missile dropkick or a spectacular moonsault. But as he reaches the second rope,
his backward kick pads fail him entirely. His foot slips completely on the canvas-covered steel, his knees
buckle, and he loses his balance, tumbling forward in a spectacular, uncoordinated mess.

Roxy Reed: "He's scaling the ropes... oh, and he slips! The Botchamaniac completely loses his footing on
the turnbuckle!"
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Hector Rodriguez: "l told you, Roxy! The man is a walking disaster hazard! He's trying to do Lucha Libre
movements with zero coordination!"

The Catastrophic Finish

The Botchamaniac tumbles directly off the ropes, falling forward through the air in absolute pandemonium.
But he doesn't hit the canvas. Thor Van Hammer has already recovered and turned around. Displaying
absolutely frightening core strength, Thor catches the falling 195-pound local competitor mid-air, trapping him
securely against his chest in a bearhug position.

The Landers Center crowd erupts into a thunderous cheer, anticipating the absolute end. Thor looks directly
up at the broadcast table, offering a grim, cold smile as if to acknowledge the stopwatch. He adjusts his grip,
shifts his weight, and violently hoists The Botchamaniac high over his shoulder.

Roxy Reed: "Thor catches him! He catches him right out of the sky! Look at the placement!"

Hector Rodriguez: "Go home, Botchamaniac! It's over!"

Thor takes two massive strides to the dead center of the ring, leaps into the air, and drives The
Botchamaniac down into the canvas with a thunderous, earth-shattering Running Powerslam! The impact
sends a shockwave through the ring ropes, vibrating the entire canvas. The Botchamaniac's head bounces
off the mat, his eyes completely rolled back into his head, his arms splayed out flat like a starfish.

Thor doesn't even bother to hook the leg for a traditional cover. He simply places one massive, heavy boot
directly onto the center of The Botchamaniac's crushed chest, crossing his arms over his chest as he looks
up at the arena rafters.

The referee drops to the canvas, his hand hitting the mat with immense speed:

ONE!

TWO!

THREE!

The timekeeper violently rings the bell as Thor's music hits, but the commentators are completely focused on
the digital tracking.

The Official Time Announcement
Roxy Reed: (Screaming into her microphone, violently hitting the stop button on the digital device) "Stop the

clock! Stop the clock right now! Hector, look at the screen! Look at the digital readout!"
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Hector Rodriguez: "What does it say, Roxy?! Did he beat the monster from Sunday night?!"

Roxy Reed: "Ladies and gentlemen, the official time of this contest... 1 MINUTE AND 27 SECONDS! Thor
Van Hammer has completely shattered Ludvig Von Crush's record by a massive fifteen seconds!"

Tess Taylor: "Unbelievable! The gauntlet hasn't just been thrown down, guys--it has been absolutely driven
through the floorboards! Sunday Night SLAM wanted a battle of "'Top THAT!", and Thor Van Hammer just
delivered a masterpiece of pure, unadulterated efficiency!"

Ring Announcer: "Here is your winner... THOR VAN HAMMER!"

The referee attempts to raise Thor's hand, but the big man simply snatches his blacksmith hammer back
from the ringside assistant, hoisting it high into the Southaven night sky. He looks directly into the hard
camera, pointing a single, massive finger forward--a silent, terrifying message sent directly across the brand
borders to Ludvig Von Crush.

Medical staff and referees quickly swarm the ring, rolling poor, broken Botchamaniac out under the bottom
rope onto a waiting stretcher as the crowd continues to cheer the historic, record-breaking performance.

Segment 4: The Backstage Production Meltdown

The television broadcast abruptly cuts away from the arena bowl, where arena crew members are still
wheeling away the stretcher containing the broken remnants of The Botchamaniac. The high-pitched,
medical-grade wheels click against the concrete floor, but that sound is quickly drowned out by a violent,
metallic crash echoing further down the hallway. The camera pans rapidly past a row of production crates,
turning a sharp corner into the temporary graphics control station set up just behind the curtains of the Gorilla
position.

The scene is absolute, unmitigated terror. Papers, clipboards, and empty coffee cups are scattered across
the floor. In the center of the room is a long plastic folding table loaded with high-end digital rendering
monitors, video switchers, and mixing boards. Clutching a clipboard like a bulletproof vest is Kevin Vance, the
lead graphics coordinator for the FURY brand. He is visibly trembling, his headset knocked halfway off his
ear, backing away until his spine hits a stack of heavy steel lighting trusses.

Towering over the table like an absolute predatory force is TCW's invading monster, the Alpha Lion Leon
Sphinx. His chest is heaving, his massive shoulders are tense, and his knuckles are white as he slams his
open palm down onto a primary editing monitor. The screen violently flickers, distorting a pre-loaded match
card graphic. Standing directly behind Sphinx--immovable, silent, and imposing--are his APEX stablemates,
Titan Rex and Colossus Prime. They stand side-by-side like a twin wall of brick and muscle, arms crossed
over their massive chests, their cold, dark eyes staring holes into the terrified technician.

Leon Sphinx: (Screaming, his voice deep, gravelly, and echoing off the concrete walls) "Look at me! Look at
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my face, Kevin! Look directly at me when | am speaking to you! What does that graphic on that screen say
right now? Read it back to me! Word for word, letter for letter, read what you just broadcasted to the entire
world!"

Kevin Vance: (Stuttering, his voice cracking in absolute terror) "L-Leon... it... it says 'Leon Spinx,' sir... The
text overlay in the match card crawler... it... it has a typo..."

Leon Sphinx: (Violently grabbing the edges of the 32-inch production monitor and tilting it directly into
Vance's face, his eyes wide with unhinged fury) "S-P-H-I-N-X! SPHINX! Do | look like a retired,
seventy-year-old heavyweight boxer to you, Kevin? Do I look like a pile of ancient, crumbling Egyptian sand
melting away in the desert? Look at the musculature! Look at the dominance! | am the Alpha Lion! | am a
majestic, predatory king! | am the absolute apex predator of Titan Championship Wrestling, and | did not
invade this third-rate, country-fried promotion to have my name, my legacy, and my identity butchered by a
guy who can't pass a third-grade spelling bee!"

Sphinx violently hurls the monitor backward onto the table. It shatters against a mixing board, sparks
shooting from the power cable as the screen goes completely dead. Kevin Vance gasps, dropping his
clipboard to the floor as Titan Rex takes a single, menacing step forward, the floorboards groaning under his
immense weight.

Leon Sphinx: (Leaning over the table, his face just inches from Vance's, lowering his voice to a terrifying,
venomous whisper) "You people think this is a game. You think because Marshal Dalton Hardcastle stands
out in that ring and talks about his 'jurisdiction’ and his 'gold standard,' that you are all protected by some
invisible corporate shield. You think you can treat the invading army of TCW like a minor inconvenience. You
think you can just plug our names into your little digital machines, spell them incorrectly, and treat us like a
footnote on your Friday night program.

Let me explain something to you very clearly, Kevin. My name is my blood. My name is the brand that is
going to burn this entire company to the ground. When the fans look at that screen, they need to see the
word SPHINX. They need to understand the myth, the riddle, and the absolute destruction that comes with it.
If my name is misspelled on that television broadcast one more time... if a single commentator trips over their
tongue... if a single graphic in the arena entranceway drops the 'H' again..."

Sphinx slowly reaches across the table, his massive hand wrapping completely around the collar of Vance's
production polo shirt. He effortlessly pulls the technician forward, dragging his chest across the remaining
equipment until Vance is looking directly into the Alpha Lion's predatory gaze. In the background, Colossus
Prime cracks his knuckles, the sound echoing like a sequence of small firecrackers.

Leon Sphinx: "...I am not just going to break your talent in that ring. | am not just going to send your
champions out of the building in ambulances like they did on Sunday night. | am going to walk right into your
production trucks. | am going to pull your producers out through the windows. | am going to tear this entire
arena apart piece by piece, wire by wire, until there is nothing left of Friday Night FURY but a pile of burning
ash and melted plastic. Do you understand me, Kevin? Tell me you understand the words coming out of my
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mouth!"

Kevin Vance: (Nodding frantically, tears visibly forming in his eyes) "I... | understand! I'll fix it! I'll go to the
main truck right now! I'll change the font, I'll change the templates, I'll force them to hard-code it! S-P-H-I-N-X!
| promise you, Mr. Sphinx!"

Sphinx stares at him for three more agonizing seconds, letting the silence hang in the air like a heavy fog.
Then, with a look of utter disgust, he releases his grip, shoving Vance backward into the lighting trusses.
Vance doesn't hesitate for a single second; he scrambles to his feet, leaves his clipboard on the floor, and
sprints down the concrete corridor toward the exit doors as fast as his legs can carry him.

Leon Sphinx stands upright, adjusting the tape on his wrists. He turns to Titan Rex and Colossus Prime, a
dark, sinister grin slowly replacing the unhinged rage on his face. He looks directly into the lens of the
backstage camera that has been recording the entire encounter.

Leon Sphinx: "Marshal Hardcastle... you wanted to know how we intend to top Sunday night? You wanted to
talk about the voids on your roster? The real void on Friday night isn't your women's division. It's the lack of
real men who can stand in our way. APEX is in the building. The Main Event is next. And we are hungry."

Sphinx raises a heavy fist to the camera lens, completely blocking out the view with his knuckles as the
broadcast violently glitches and cuts back to the arena for the Main Event introductions.

AGENTS OF ORDER VS FUEGO FAMILY

Roxy Reed: "Welcome back to Friday Night FURY! We are live from a sold-out Landers Center, and before
we get to our massive Champion vs. Champion Main Event, Marshal Dalton Hardcastle has called an
absolute audible! Because of the chaos looming over this brand, the Marshal has ordered an impromptu,
bonus Tag Team Championship defense right now!"

Hector Rodriguez: "You're darn right, Roxy, but look closely at those two 'Agents' in the ring. I've watched the
Trios Champions all over the country. Those guys out there right now do not have the same posture. They
look like two local independent jobbers who were handed those chrome masks backstage and told to do a
hit-job on the new champions!"

Tess Taylor: "Hector, you are exactly right. I'm looking at them from ringside, and 'Designation 4' is breathing
so hard his chrome mask is literally fogging up. High Arbiter Prime and the real elite members of the Order
aren't even at ringside. They've sent these sacrificial lambs out to do their dirty work before the big boys take
over later tonight!"

Ring Announcer: "The following contest is scheduled for one fall, and it is for the SWF TAG TEAM
CHAMPIONSHIP! Introducing first, the challengers... representing The Agents of Order... DESIGNATION 4
AND DESIGNATION 7!"
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(The Landers Center crowd erupts into heavy, confused boos as two figures emerge from the curtain. They
are wearing the familiar matte-black tactical gear and polished chrome masks of the Agents of Order, but
something is clearly off. They lack the imposing height and militaristic symmetry of the true Trios Champions
who stood on the stage earlier. One of them is visibly trembling as he looks out at the 10,000 fans, and their
gear looks loose and hastily thrown together. They scramble down the ramp, looking completely out of their
depth.)

Ring Announcer: "And their opponents... at a total combined weight of 440 pounds... they are the reigning,
defending SWF TAG TEAM CHAMPIONOOOOONS... ALEJANDRO AND ROBERTO... THE FUEGO
FAMILY!"

The festive, high-octane mariachi-rock fusion theme hits the PA system again, and the Southaven crowd
goes absolutely wild. Alejandro and Roberto Fuego charge out, hoisting their gleaming silver-and-gold tag
titles high into the air. They sprint down the ramp, sliding into the ring with pure fire, completely ready to
defend their newly won tag team championship!

The Bell Rings: Instant Combustion
The referee hoists the Tag Team titles in the air, confirms both teams are ready, and calls for the bell.

Designation 4 attempts to charge across the ring to jump-start the match, but Roberto Fuego is entirely too
fast. Roberto sidesteps the clumsy rush, hits the ropes, and levels Designation 4 with a blistering running
forearm smash. Designation 4 stumbles backward into his own corner, frantically tagging in Designation 7.

Designation 7 steps through the ropes, swinging a wild, uncoordinated clothesline. Alejandro Fuego tags in
seamlessly, ducking under the clothesline and catching the faux-Agent with a beautiful tilt-a-whirl
backbreaker. Alejandro instantly scales the turnbuckles, balancing perfectly on the top rope. He gestures to
the roaring Southaven crowd before launching himself off with a flawless, high-angle missile dropkick that
lands squarely on Designation 7's chest!

Roxy Reed: "Flawless execution from the champions! The Fuego Family is wrestling with an absolute chip
on their shoulders after the disrespect shown to them earlier tonight!"

Hector Rodriguez: "These local boys dressed in tactical gear are getting an absolute receipt for trying to play
dress-up in the Sovereign Wrestling Federation!"

Alejandro pulls Designation 7 to his feet and whips him hard into the Fuego corner. Roberto tags back in,
and the brothers execute a spectacular, textbook double-team maneuver: Alejandro hits a snapping dropkick
to the knees, followed instantly by Roberto delivering a thunderous running shooting star press off the second

rope!

Roberto goes for the cover, pinning Designation 7 flat to the mat:
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ONE!

TWO!

THREE!

The timekeeper violently rings the bell as the crowd roars for the quick, decisive victory.

Ring Announcer: "Here are your winners, and STILL SWF TAG TEAM CHAMPIONS... THE FUEGO
FAMILY!"

The Post-Match Deconstruction: Restoring the Heat

Alejandro and Roberto snatch their championships, raising them high to a thunderous ovation. They don't
linger in the ring; knowing the volatility of the night, they wisely exit through the ropes and head straight up
the ramp, slapping hands with the fans as they celebrate their successful retention.

Inside the ring, the two local competitors are left groaning on the canvas. Designation 4 crawls over to help
his partner to his feet, both of them clutching their ribs.

[SUDDENLY -- THE MECHANICAL HEARTBEAT ECHOES THROUGH THE PA]

The arena lights instantly flash to a cold, blinding white strobe. The festive music cuts completely. The
10,000 fans inside the Landers Center fall silent as the heavy, synchronized thud of combat boots echoes
from the entrance tunnel. Marching down the ramp with terrifying, clinical precision are High Arbiter Prime
and the true, elite members of The Agents of Order. They are carrying heavy, matte-black tactical batons in
their hands, their authentic chrome masks gleaming under the white lights.

Roxy Reed: "Oh no... look out! The real Agents of Order are heading to the ring, and they look absolutely
furious!"

Hector Rodriguez: "They aren't looking at the Fuegos, Roxy... they are looking at the two guys who just
embarrassed their insignia!"

High Arbiter Prime slides into the ring, followed instantly by his enforcers. The two local jobbers freeze in
absolute terror, backing into the turnbuckles. Prime doesn't say a single word over a microphone. He simply
points a black-gloved finger at Designation 4.

In a flash of pure, unadulterated violence, the elite Agents swarm the two impostors. An enforcer levels
Designation 4 with a brutal baton strike directly across the back, sending him crashing to his knees. High
Arbiter Prime grips his baton with both hands and drives it viciously into the ribs of Designation 7, folding him
in half.
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Tess Taylor: "This is sickening! They are absolutely brutalizing their own proxies! The sounds of those
batons hitting muscle down here is horrifying!"

Roxy Reed: "They are erasing the embarrassment, Tess! They are getting their heat back by showing the
world what happens to inefficiencies in their system!"

The elite enforcers continue to rain down heavy, calculated baton strikes on the two local wrestlers,
completely layout them out flat on the canvas. High Arbiter Prime stands over the unconscious body of
Designation 4. With a look of profound robotic disdain, Prime reaches down, aggressively grips the edges of
the imposter's chrome mask, and violently rips it off his face, exposing the battered, unknown local wrestler
underneath to the live television cameras.)

The other enforcers follow suit, violently tearing the velcro "4" and "7" designation patches off the tactical
vests, shredding the fabric completely and scattering the pieces over the canvas like garbage. They have
completely stripped them of their identity and their association.

High Arbiter Prime: (Raising his microphone to his visor, his voice cold, steady, and amplified through the
arena) "An inefficiency identified. An inefficiency corrected. The system does not tolerate failure. Next week in
Birmingham... the audit is absolute."

The Agents of Order drop their microphones simultaneously. They turn in unison, marching back up the
ramp in perfect, militaristic symmetry, leaving the two unmasked, bleeding local wrestlers unconscious in the
center of the ring.

The Post-Match Deconstruction

Roxy Reed: "Oh no... look out! The match is over, but the real Agents of Order are heading to the ring, and
they look absolutely furious!"

Hector Rodriguez: "They aren't looking at the Fuegos, Roxy... the champions wisely got out of dodge. The
Order is looking at the two guys who just embarrassed their insignia right before our main event broadcast!"

Tess Taylor: "This is sickening! They are absolutely brutalizing their own proxies! The sounds of those
batons hitting muscle down here is horrifying! They are clearing the canvas by force!"

Roxy Reed: "They are erasing the embarrassment, Tess! They are getting their heat back by showing the
world what happens to inefficiencies in their system! High Arbiter Prime has completely unmasked them and

ripped off their insignias. Failure is not an option apparently! This brutality and inhumane treatment is
sickening!"

ADAM GRECO VS MASKED MUCHACHO
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Ring Announcer: "The following contest is the MAIN EVENT! And it is a special Champion vs. Champion Title
vs Title Match for the interim SWF World Championship! Introducing first... now representing the FURY
brand... from Athens, Greece, weighing in at 240 pounds... he is the reigning and defending SWF 50
STATES CHAMPION... ADAM GRECO!"

The Landers Center crowd erupts into a spectacular ovation as the 50 States Champion steps through the
curtain. Greco looks like a classic, textbook heavyweight athlete--clean-cut, sporting pristine white and blue
gear, with the prestigious title belt strapped tightly around his waist. He hits the ring steps with an intense,
competitive focus, scanning the 10,000 fans in attendance before entering the ring and raising his fists to the
sky.

Ring Announcer: "And his opponent... also representing the FURY brand... from parts unknown, weighing in
at 190 pounds... he is the reigning and defending SWF INTERNET CHAMPION... THE MASKED
MUCHACHO!"

A high-octane, tech-infused theme track hits the arena speakers, and the crowd leaps back to their feet. The
Masked Muchacho charges out, a blur of neon green and black tassels, his intricate luchador mask catching
the strobe lights. He carries the Internet Championship over his shoulder, playing to the digital age fans by
pointing to the television cameras before executing a flawless spring over the top rope to join Greco inside
the squared circle.

Roxy Reed: "We have arrived at the absolute pinnacle of Episode 4! A blockbuster, non-titte Champion vs.
Champion exhibition match booked exclusively by Marshal Dalton Hardcastle. I'm Roxy Reed, joined by
Hector Rodriguez and Tess Taylor down at ringside. Hector, this is what Friday night athletic competition is all
about."

Hector Rodriguez: "You hit the nail on the head, Roxy. No corporate backing, no interference, just two elite
titteholders proving who the absolute top dog is under the FURY banner. You've got the technical,
powerhouse grappling of Adam Greco against the unparalleled aerial matrix of the Masked Muchacho. This is
a promoter's dream!"

Tess Taylor: "Guys, the respect between these two backstage was immense earlier today, but make no
mistake--with Thaddeus B. Deveraux lurking somewhere near the Gorilla position, both of these champions
know they are fighting for the future valuation of their careers. The corporate eyes are watching."

The Bell Rings: Elite Competition

The referee signals to the timekeeper, the bell rings, and this historic Main Event is officially underway.
The two champions approach the center of the ring, offering a respectful, traditional sportsmanship
handshake. The crowd cheers the gesture, but the pleasantries evaporate instantly as they lock up in a
powerful collar-and-elbow tie-up. Greco immediately uses his fifty-pound weight advantage to back

Muchacho into the ropes, but the masked high-flyer slips out under Greco's arm, transitioning smoothly into a
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hammerlock.

Greco counters with a crisp drop-toehold, rolling over into a front facelock. Muchacho kicks out of the hold,
regains his base, and hits a lightning-fast headscissors takedown that sends Greco stumbling back into the
corner. Greco pauses, nodding his head in appreciation of the speed, before stepping back into the center.

Roxy Reed: "Back and forth they go! Beautiful, clean chain-wrestling to kick off this highly anticipated main
event."

Hector Rodriguez: "This is chess at a very high physical level, Roxy. Neither man wants to make the first
critical mistake."

They lock up again. This time, Greco catches Muchacho mid-stride, hoisting him high into the air for a
massive delayed vertical suplex. Greco holds him upside down for a full ten seconds, letting the blood rush to
Muchacho's head as the Landers Center crowd counts along: "1... 2... 3... 4... 5!" Greco violently slams him
down to the canvas and goes for an early cover: One... Two... KICK OUT by Muchacho.

Greco stays on the attack, methodically targeting Muchacho's lower back with a series of heavy driving
knees. He locks in a deep, modified Boston crab, putting immense pressure on the luchador's spine.
Muchacho screams in pain, his fingers clawing at the canvas as he desperately reaches for the bottom rope.
The crowd rallies behind him, clapping rhythmically until Muchacho manages to extend his arm and grab the
bottom rope, forcing the referee to break the hold.

The High-Flying Shift

Greco pulls Muchacho up, looking to execute a running clothesline, but Muchacho ducks underneath.
Muchacho hits the opposite ropes, building incredible velocity, and catches Greco with a spectacular
springboard tornado DDT right out of the corner! The impact drives Greco's skull into the mat, sending the 50
States Champion reeling to the outside floor to catch his breath.

Seeing his opponent on the concrete, the Masked Muchacho doesn't hesitate. He hits the opposite ropes,
builds up his speed, and launches himself over the top rope with a breathtaking, majestic space-flying tiger
drop! He crashes completely into Greco, sending both champions flying over the thin padding and directly

into the front-row barricade.

Roxy Reed: "Muchacho skies through the air! Total body sacrifice from the Internet Champion!"

Tess Taylor: "The barrier down here completely shifted from that impact, Roxy! Both men are absolutely
spent, gasping for air on the concrete floor!"

Muchacho is the first to crawl back into the ring, breaking the referee's ten-count. He waits for Greco to
stumble back inside. As Greco staggers to his feet, Muchacho climbs to the top turnbuckle. He leaps off,

connecting with a flawless missile dropkick directly to Greco's chest. Greco drops to one knee. Muchacho hits
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the ropes again and connects with a low-register shining wizard!

Muchacho hooks both legs for the cover: One... Two... NO! Greco gets a shoulder up at two and
seven-eighths! The Landers Center is absolutely unglued, chanting "This is wrestling!" across the arena bowl.

The Shadows Fall: CARNAGE Arrives

Both men are back on their feet at the ten-minute mark, trading blistering forearms in the dead center of the
ring. Muchacho strikes, Greco strikes back. Muchacho goes for a spinning heel kick, but Greco blocks it,
lifting Muchacho onto his shoulders, preparing to deliver his signature Olympic Slam finisher to put the match
away.

[SUDDENLY -- THE ARENA LIGHTS CUT TO COMPLETE BLACK]

The thunderous crowd noise is instantly cut off as the stadium plunges into pitch-black darkness. The music
track cuts completely. A split second later, a chilling, high-volume air raid siren begins to wail through the PA
system--the unmistakable, terrifying calling card of Titan Championship Wrestling.

Roxy Reed: "Wait a minute! The lights! The power is out again!"

Hector Rodriguez: "No, Roxy, listen to that siren! It's happening again! They're here! We saw this happen on
Sunday Night SLAM! Neither brand is safe!"

The heavy, pulsating industrial metal music of APEX blasts through the speakers. The arena strobe lights
roar back on in a violent, flashing crimson pattern. Standing in the absolute center of the ring--having
appeared out of the darkness like phantoms--are the three invading monsters of TCW: Alpha Lion Leon
Sphinx, Titan Rex, and Colossus Prime.

The TCW Invasion & Demolition Part 2

The referee runs for his life as the match is completely abandoned. Adam Greco drops Muchacho off his
shoulders, and both SWF champions stand back-to-back, bruised but defiant, ready to defend their home
brand against the invaders.

But the numbers and the sheer mass of APEX are overwhelming. Without a single word, Titan Rex and
Colossus Prime charge forward like twin freight trains. Rex obliterates the Masked Muchacho with a terrifying,
high-impact running mountain bomb that bounces the Internet Champion off the canvas. Simultaneously,
Colossus Prime catches Adam Greco with a monstrous, short-arm clothesline that nearly turns the 50 States
Champion inside out.

Roxy Reed: "Look at the destruction! APEX has completely hijacked our Main Event! We don't even have an
interim SWF World Champion! This is an absolute tragedy and a disgrace!"
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Hector Rodriguez: "They didn't come to wrestle, Roxy! They came to execute a hostile takeover!"

Leon Sphinx steps forward, a sadistic, wide grin plastered across his face. He barks orders to his giants. Rex
and Prime pull the broken body of Adam Greco to his feet. Sphinx hits the opposite ropes, building immense
power, and levels Greco with a devastating, running decapitation lariat. Greco hits the canvas hard,
completely unconscious.

Not satisfied with the wreckage, Sphinx turns his attention to the Masked Muchacho, who is desperately
trying to crawl toward the bottom rope with his remaining strength. Sphinx violently grabs Muchacho by the
fabric of his neon green mask, pulling him upright. Sphinx hooks his arms, hoists him high into the air, and
drives him spine-first into his own knee with a brutal, high-angle Chokebreaker. Muchacho collapses into a
heap, his mask partially torn from the assault.

Tess Taylor: "Someone get security down here! Referees, official staff, anyone! They are destroying our
champions!"

Segment 5: Show Outro -- The Silent Spectator

Referees and a dozen local security guards rush down the ramp, trying to restore order, but Titan Rex and
Colossus Prime stand at the ropes, easily swatting them away like flies, hurling one security guard directly
into the steel ring steps. APEX stands completely uncontested in the center of the ring, surrounded by the
broken, motionless bodies of Adam Greco and the Masked Muchacho.

Leon Sphinx walks over to the timekeeper's table, violently snatches a microphone from the announcer, and
steps back to the center of the ring, his boots stepping directly on the 50 States Championship belt lying on
the canvas.

Leon Sphinx: (Breathing heavily, his voice roaring over the air raid sirens) "Marshal Dalton Hardcastle! You
stood out here earlier tonight and boasted about the 'gold standard’ of Friday Night FURY! Look at your ring!
Look at your elite champions! This isn't a gold standard--this is a playground, and APEX just took it over! You
think the Superstar Wrestling Federation knows chaos? You haven't seen anything yet! We didn't come here
to ask for your permission, old man. We came here to take what's ours. This brand just like Sunday Night
SLAM belongs to APEX now! We're taking over the whole Federation!"

Suddenly, a single, eerie, blue spotlight cuts through the dark rafters of the Landers Center, completely
bypassing the ring and focusing high above the stadium video screen.

The 10,000 fans in attendance gasps, pointing up into the darkness. Leon Sphinx's words cut short as he
notices the sudden shift in light. He slowly tilts his head upward, his eyes widening.

Standing high in the shadows of the catwalk, completely motionless, is the missing SWF World Champion,
Liger Llama. He is dressed in a dark coat, offering zero physical help to his home promotion, making no move
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to descend the structure. He simply stands there like a silent spectator, cradling the prestigious SWF World
Title belt tightly against his chest, his eyes staring coldly down through the shadows at the chaos below.

Roxy Reed: "Look up there! It's him! It's Liger Llama! The missing champion is in the building!"

Hector Rodriguez: "But he's not helping, Roxy! He's just watching! What has happened to our champion?!"
Leon Sphinx raises a heavy, taped fist toward the rafters, a sinister, competitive smile creeping across his

face as he locks eyes with the champion. Marshal Hardcastle storms the entrance ramp with a battalion of

police officers, but the visual grid remains fixed on Liger Llama's icy glare as the television broadcast violently
cuts to static and drops to absolute black.
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Show Credits

Segment: "Segment 1: Opening Statement From The Marshal” - Written by Gem.

Match: "PRIME TIME DAVID DANIELS VS ARMANDO FUEGQO" - Written by Lex.
Segment: "Segment 2: Backstage Arrival -- Thaddeus B. Deveraux" - Written by Gem.
Match: "CYCLONE THE ANGRY DWARF VS GNOME! (C)" - Written by Terry.

Segment: "Segment 3: Championship Celebration & The Order's Decree" - Written by Gem.
Match: "THOR VAN HAMMER VS THE BOTCHAMANIAC" - Written by Greg.

Segment: "Segment 4: The Backstage Production Meltdown" - Written by Gem.

Match: "AGENTS OF ORDER VS FUEGO FAMILY" - Written by Clyde.

Segment: "Segment 5: Show Outro -- The Silent Spectator” - Written by Masked Admin, Gem.
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