Friday Night FURY: Episode 5

June 12, 2026 | Jefferson Convention Complex - Birmingham, Alabama

Welcome to the Magic City
The broadcast erupts with a Southern-fried inferno of red and silver pyro, lighting up the Jefferson Convention
Complex like a Fourth of July gone Y theme growls through the speakers, shaking the old steel bones of the
building as Birmingham rises to its feet in a deafening roar.
The camera settles on the announce desk.

WILD BILL WRANGLER

"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen! Birmingham is burnin' hotter than a skillet in mid June in the Iron City!
I'm Wild Bill Wrangler, joined by Matt Russell and the man who once tried to two-step with a tornado, Chad
Taylor!"

CHAD TAYLOR

"And | almost won, Bill! But tonight? Tonight the storm is in THAT ring. These fans didn't come to sip sweet
tea--they came to watch bodies fly!"

MATT RUSSELL

"And they're getting exactly that. The card is stacked, the stakes are high, and the Main Event has the entire
building buzzing."

WILD BILL WRANGLER
"APEX is coming in like a three-headed beast -- Leon Sphinx, Colussus Prime, and Titan Rex.

Masked Muchacho and Liger Llama are ready for a fight... but their mystery partner? That's the million-dollar

guestion."
CHAD TAYLOR
"Whoever he is, he better have a guardian angel and a chiropractor on speed dial.”

MATT RUSSELL

"And before we get there, the Hoss Division is about to shake this building off its foundation."
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WILD BILL WRANGLER

"Let's take you to our ring announcer Jessica Dawn standing by -- let's get Friday Night FURY officially
started!"

HOSS HARLEY VS TOMMY CAGE

The arena lighting shifts to a deep, ominous crimson as a heavy, industrial bassline rattles the rafters of the
Jefferson Convention Complex. The screen splits, showing a stylized "HOSS DIVISION" graphic.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"The following contest is a Hoss Division showcase scheduled for one falll Introducing first, from the
badlands of Texas, weighing in tonight at 272 pounds... HOSS HARLEY!"

Harley explodes through the curtain. He isn't wearing anything fancy--just black trunks, heavy tape on his
wrists, and a snarl that could strip paint off a truck. He smacks his own chest, leaving a visible red mark, and
marches down the ramp with a terrifying, single-minded focus.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Look at the size of this human demolition derby! Hoss Harley doesn't get paid by the hour, fans, and he
certainly didn't come to Birmingham to exchange pleasantries!”

MATT RUSSELL:

"Harley's center of gravity is what makes him a nightmare, Bill. Look at the thickness through the core and
thighs. When he hits a vertical suplex or a lariat, he's putting over 270 pounds of pure unadulterated torque
behind it. He is a master of leverage in close quarters.”

CHAD TAYLOR:

"He looks like he eats gravel for breakfast and washes it down with battery acid! But he better not overlook
the man coming out next, because Tommy Cage has a chip on his shoulder the size of the state of Alabama!"

The industrial track cuts out abruptly, replaced by a screaming, high-tempo heavy metal riff. The lights flash
violently between blue and white.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"And his opponent, from Detroit, Michigan, weighing in at 265 pounds... ' THE IRON BULL' TOMMY CAGE!"
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Cage storms out, kicking a steel barricade at the top of the stage, screaming back at the roaring crowd. He's
built like a brick wall, sporting a thick beard and heavily scarred shoulders from a lifetime of brawling. He
sprints down the ramp, slides headfirst into the ring, and immediately gets right in Hoss Harley's face.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"We've got a standoff before the bell even rings! The referee is trying to separate these two mountains of
men, but that's like trying to put a leash on a couple of hurricanes!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"l love it! Look at them nose-to-nose! You can hear the teeth grinding from all the way up here in the booth!"

The referee violently checks both men for weapons, backs them up into their respective corners, and calls
for the bell.

The Opening Collision

Ding! Ding! Ding!

Neither man moves for a three-count. They just stare across the ring, chests heaving, waiting to see who
blinks first. Then, without a single modern wrestling maneuver or technical lockup, they sprint directly into the
center of the ring, colliding shoulder-to-shoulder.

THUD.

The impact echoes through the entire arena. Neither man goes down. They bounce back a step, snarl, and
run at each other again.

THUD.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Good grief! It's like two semi-trucks playing chicken on the interstate! Neither man willing to give an inch!”

MATT RUSSELL:

"Notice the footwork here, Bill. Cage tried to dip his shoulder to get under Harley's ribs, but Harley
anticipated it and lowered his weight. This is a battle of structural integrity."

On the third attempt, Tommy Cage pulls back his right hand and unloads a ferocious, open-handed chop
directly across the chest of Hoss Harley.
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CHOP!
The sound is like a shotgun blast. Harley's skin turns instant purple, but he doesn't flinch. Instead, he
answers with a brutal forearm smash right to the side of Cage's jaw. Cage stumbles back a half-step, fires
back with a left hook, and suddenly, we have an all-out, bare-knuckle hockey fight breaking out in the middle
of the ring! Forearms, boots, elbows--just trading leather with zero regard for self-preservation.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"They're throwing bombs! No defense, just offense! This is pure, unadulterated southern fried violence,
baby!"

Harley gets the upper hand, delivering a clubbing blow to the back of Cage's neck that forces "The Iron Bull"
down to one knee. Harley seizes the opportunity, running off the ropes for momentum, looking for an early big
boot--but Cage ducks! Harley's leg hits nothing but air, and as he turns around, Cage explodes off the canvas
and tackles Harley around the waist, driving him back-first into the turnbuckles!

The Turning Tide

The ring posts shake as Cage begins burying his shoulder repeatedly into Harley's midsection. One! Two!
Three! Four! Five! The crowd counts along with every devastating thrust.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Cage is deflating the lungs of Hoss Harley! Taking away the oxygen early is a genius strategy when you're
dealing with a powerhouse!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"Exactly. If you can't knock a guy like Harley off his feet, you have to break him down from the inside out. Cut
off his breath, take out his stomach, and those heavy arms become a lot lighter in the later minutes."”

Cage pulls Harley out of the corner by his wrist, whips him hard across the ring into the opposite turnbuckle.
Harley hits the padding chest-first, bouncing off outward. Cage is already waiting. He hooks Harley under the
arms, lifts him high into the air with a stunning overhead belly-to-belly suplex!

CRASH!

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Oh my god! He threw him! He threw a 270-pound man like he was a sack of wet laundry! Did you see the air

Harley got?!"
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WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Tommy Cage with a terrifying display of raw power! He goes for the cover! Hooking the leg!"
REFEREE:
"One! Two--"

Harley kicks out with enough force to nearly throw the referee out of the ring. He sits up, shaking his head,
spitting blood onto the canvas. Cage doesn't let up. He mounts Harley's back, locking in a suffocating
chinlock, pulling back on Harley's jaw while sinking his knee deep into the spine.

MATT RUSSELL:

"This is where the match slows down, and this favors Cage. He's wearing him down. He's putting all 265
pounds of his own weight on the upper back and neck of Hoss Harley. Harley has to find a base, get his feet
under him, or he's going to pass out right here."

The Birmingham crowd starts stamping their feet on the concrete floor, creating a rhythmic thunder that
echoes through the complex. Boom-Boom-Clap. Boom-Boom-Clap. Harley feels the energy. He slowly
powers up to one knee, his face turning a deep shade of crimson as he fights against the pressure on his
throat.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The Magic City is trying to breathe life into Hoss Harley! He's fighting his way back to a vertical base!"
Harley gets to his feet, carrying Cage on his back. He drives backwards into the turnbuckle, smashing Cage
into the padding to break the hold, but Cage holds on! Harley does it a second time--harder. SMASH. Still,
Cage clings onto the neck. Desperate, Harley moves out toward the center, grabs Cage by the trunks, hooks
his head, and counters with a massive, high-angle backpack stunner!

Both men collapse to the mat as the referee begins the mandatory ten-count.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Both of these guys are absolutely spent, and we aren't even ten minutes into this broadcast! What a war!"
The Meat-Grinder Climax

At the count of seven, both Hosses scrape themselves off the canvas, using the ropes to pull their massive
frames back to their feet. They stagger toward the center like two wounded lions, meeting face-to-face once

again.
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Cage hits a forearm. Harley hits a forearm. Cage fires a headbutt. Harley fires a headbutt right back, the
sound of their skulls colliding causing Chad Taylor to jump out of his chair at the announcer's desk.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"A demolition derby of human flesh! Neither man will back down!"

Cage hooks Harley's arms, looking for his patented Detroit Destroyer powerbomb, but his lower back gives
out from the weight. Harley blocks it, hooks Cage around the waist, and lifts him high into the air.

MATT RUSSELL:

"He's got him up! The core strength here is unbelievable!"

Harley marches two steps forward, holding Cage completely upside down in a vertical suplex position for a
full five seconds, letting the blood rush to Cage's head, before driving him straight down into the canvas with
a thunderous, brain-rattling Jackhammer!

BOOM.

The entire ring canvas sags under the weight of the impact. The crowd is on their feet, screaming at the top
of their lungs.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Jackhammer! Jackhammer by Harley! He hooks both legs! This is it!"

REFEREE:

"One! Two! Three!"

Ding! Ding! Ding!

RING ANNOUNCER:

"Here is your winner... HOSS HARLEY!"

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"What an absolute masterpiece of power and brutality to kick off Friday Night FURY! Hoss Harley goes over
in a match that will be talked about all night long!"

MATT RUSSELL:
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"That vertical lift at the end was the deciding factor. When your lower back is compromised like Cage's was,
you cannot defend the leverage of a 270-pound man lifting you into the stratosphere. An incredible, definitive
victory for Harley."

Harley pushes himself up, his chest completely raw and bleeding from the chops, but his hand is raised high
by the referee. He looks down at a broken Tommy Cage with a smirk of ultimate satisfaction, kicking Cage
out of the ring to claim his canvas.

Path of Destruction
The broadcast transitions from the ringside area to a darkly lit, cinematic video package. The screen cuts

through jagged, high-speed clips of Raven Allure over the past several months.

The audio is a low, rhythmic heartbeat overlaid with the screech of a raven. On screen, Raven Allure is seen
locking opponents in agonizing submission holds, her eyes wide and devoid of empathy as referees
desperately pull her away after the bell.

RAVEN ALLURE (VOICEOVERY):

"They come into this ring looking for a spotlight. They want the glitz, the glamour, the validation of a crowd
that forgets their names the second they walk out the curtain. | don't want their applause. | don't want their
admiration. | want their absolute compliance."

The video shifts to slow-motion black-and-white footage of Raven standing over a defeated competitor,
slowly tearing a colorful feather boa to pieces and scattering it over the canvas.

RAVEN ALLURE (VOICEOVER):

"B Dazzle thinks her sparkle can light up the dark. Tonight, in Birmingham, I'm not just going to beat her. I'm
going to turn her lights out permanently. Welcome to the path of destruction."

The video cuts to a final, stark image of a black raven feather falling onto a pool of water, dissolving into ink
as the screen fades to black.

RAVEN ALLURE VS B DAZZLE

The arena lights instantly burst into a vibrant, neon pink and glittering gold pattern. High-tempo pop music
with a pounding electronic bassline fills the Jefferson Convention Complex, completely changing the mood in
the room.
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RING ANNOUNCER:
"The following contest is scheduled for one fall! Introducing first, from Miami, Florida... B DAZZLE!"
B Dazzle bounces through the curtain, wearing a sparkling neon jacket, matching trunks, and a massive grin.
She does a full spin on the stage, throwing handfuls of glitter into the front rows as children scream and reach

out for high-fives. She sprints down the ramp, slides under the bottom rope, and hits a split in the center of
the ring, pointing up to the rafters.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Talk about a total shift in energy! B Dazzle brings the party with her wherever she goes, and right now, the
Magic City is loving every single second of it!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Look at that charisma, Bill! She's got the flash, she's got the style, and more importantly, she's got the
crowd completely in the palm of her hand. You can't buy that kind of connection with the fans!"

MATT RUSSELL:
"The crowd connection is undeniable, Chad, but emotional energy won't protect your joints. B Dazzle relies
heavily on speed, high-risk acrobatics, and momentum. If she lets her guard down against her opponent

tonight, she is walking right into a meat grinder."

The colorful lights drop instantly into a cold, motionless twilight blue. The upbeat music cuts off, replaced by
the solitary, echoic toll of a low church bell, followed by an aggressive, heavy gothic industrial track.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"And her opponent, representing the dark side of the division... RAVEN ALLURE!"

Raven Allure steps out slowly from the shadows. She wears matte black gear with dark feather accents on
her shoulders. Her face is an emotionless mask, her eyes locked straight ahead on the ring. She doesn't look
at the fans; she doesn't acknowledge the boos raining down on her. She walks with a calculated, predatory
stride up the steps and steps over the top rope with eerie composure.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The mood just evaporated in here. Raven Allure is one of the most calculated, dangerous competitors we
have ever seen in the women's division."

CHAD TAYLOR:
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"She gives me the literal creeps, Bill. There's nothing behind those eyes but cold, hard bad intentions. She
looks at B Dazzle like she's a piece of steak.”

The Contrast of Styles

Ding! Ding! Ding!

B Dazzle attempts to maintain her high energy, circling the ring quickly and clapping her hands to get the
crowd behind her. Raven Allure stays dead-center, slowly pivoting on her heel, keeping her arms slightly

raised in a defensive posture, tracking Dazzle's movements like a hawk watching a field mouse.

Dazzle steps in for a traditional collar-and-elbow tie-up, but Raven instantly slaps her hand away and shoots
a lightning-fast leg kick that cracks against Dazzle's inner thigh.

SNAP!

Dazzle winces, backing away off a step. Raven moves in instantly, throwing a stiff forearm to the face,
followed by a hard European uppercut that sends Dazzle staggering back into the ropes. Raven grabs Dazzle
by the arm, whipping her across the ring. Dazzle ducks a clothesline on the return, hits the opposite ropes,
utilizes a handspring backflip off the center canvas, and catches Raven completely off guard with a
spectacular headscissors takeover!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"What agility from B Dazzle! She sends Raven flying across the squared circle!"

Raven rolls straight back to her feet, her expression shifting from cold neutrality to sudden, intense rage.
Dazzle doesn't let her breathe; she charges forward, leaping onto the second rope and executing a beautiful
diving crossbody!

REFEREE:

"One! Two--"

Raven kicks out violently before the two-count, pushing Dazzle completely off her. Dazzle stays on the
attack, locking her arms around Raven's head and trying to pull her up for a suplex. But Raven plants her feet
firmly, showing surprising core strength. Dazzle tries again, but Raven shifts her weight, drives an elbow
deep into Dazzle's ribs, and counters with a brutal, high-angle northern lights suplex, bridge included!

REFEREE:

"One! Two!"
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MATT RUSSELL:

"Excellent bridge from Allure, maximizing the pressure on Dazzle's shoulders. Dazzle managed to get the
arm up, but that impact just compressed her spine."

Grounding the High-Flyer

Raven pulls herself up, looking down at Dazzle with absolute disdain. She deliberately stomps directly onto
Dazzle's right hand, crushing her fingers against the hard canvas. Dazzle screams out in pain, clutching her
hand.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Oh come on! That's just malicious, Billl She's trying to break her hand!"

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Raven Allure doesn't just want to win, Chad, she wants to dismantle her opponents piece by piece!"
Raven grabs Dazzle by her colorful hair, pulling her up and slamming her face-first into the top turnbuckle
pad. Raven mounts the second rope, placing her knee directly against the back of Dazzle's neck, using the
ropes for illegal leverage as the referee begins a strict five-count.

REFEREE:

"One! Two! Three! Four!--"

Raven breaks the hold at four and a half, raising her hands to mock the referee. She drags Dazzle out to the
center of the ring, hooking her legs around Dazzle's waist and sinking in a tight, agonizing body scissors lock,
squeezing the air out of Dazzle's lungs.

MATT RUSSELL:

"This is exactly where Raven wanted the match. By locking in the body scissors, she is completely
neutralizing Dazzle's speed. Every time Dazzle inhales, Raven tightens the grip, lactic acid builds up in the
muscles, and the cardio advantage completely vanishes."

Dazzle gasps for air, her face turning pale as the Birmingham crowd desperately tries to rally her. She
reaches out with her uninjured left hand, trying to find a rope break, but they are too far from the perimeter.

Raven leans forward, forearm-smashing the back of Dazzle's head to break her spirit.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:
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"Dazzle is fading fast here in the center of the ring! The referee is checking the arm!"
The referee lifts Dazzle's right arm. It drops once. Thud. He lifts it a second time. It drops again. Thud.
CHAD TAYLOR:
"Don't give up, Dazzle! Fight out of it!"
On the third lift, Dazzle keeps her hand in the air, clenching her fist despite the pain in her crushed fingers.
The crowd erupts into a deafening roar. Dazzle unloads a series of sharp elbows directly into Raven's thigh,
forcing Raven to loosen the grip around her waist. Dazzle turns her body inside the hold, finding just enough
room to plant her hands and drive a stiff boot directly into Raven's jaw to break the hold completely!
The Ruthless Ascent
Both women drag themselves to their feet. Raven charges in blindly with a clothesline, but Dazzle slips
underneath, hits the ropes, and comes back with a lightning-fast dropkick to the knee, sending Raven down
to one knee. Dazzle hits the ropes again, executing a beautiful running shining wizard right to the side of

Raven's head!

Raven collapses to the mat. Dazzle climbs up to the top turnbuckle, looking for her signature high-flying
finish--The Neon Dreams splash!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"She's scaling the heights! B Dazzle is going to the top rope!"

Dazzle balances on the precipice, taking a fraction of a second to play to the screaming crowd--but that
hesitation costs her dearly. Raven explodes off the canvas, hitting the ropes hard enough to shake the entire
turnbuckle assembly. Dazzle loses her balance, straddling the top turnbuckle painfully.

MATT RUSSELL:

"The oldest mistake in the book. You cannot prioritize showmanship over execution against a predator like
Raven Allure. The moment Dazzle looked at the crowd, Raven took the ring back.”

Raven climbs the ropes, trapping Dazzle's head under her arm. She smiles a sinister, cold smile down at the
ringside cameras before hoisting Dazzle completely off the top turnbuckle, executing a devastating, sky-high
Superplex right into the center of the ring!

CRASH!

The ring canvas groans under the impact. Instead of going for the pin, Raven immediately transitions on the
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canvas, grabbing Dazzle's left leg and twisting it into a brutal, inverted grapevine submission lock--The Black
Feather Clutch!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:
"She's got it locked in! The Black Feather Clutch! Right in the middle of the squared circle!"

Dazzle screams in pure agony, her back arched completely off the mat as Raven cranks back on the knee
joint with terrifying torque. Dazzle tries to claw her way to the ropes, but Raven shifts her weight, dragging her
back into the dead center of the ring. With nowhere left to go and the pain too intense to bear, B Dazzle
repeatedly taps her hand against the canvas.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

RING ANNOUNCER:

"Here is your winner... RAVEN ALLURE!"
WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"A dominant, statement victory for Raven Allure tonight in Birmingham! She systematically destroyed the
flash and the fire of B Dazzle."

MATT RUSSELL:

"It was a tactical masterclass, Bill. She neutralized the hand, she exploited the hesitation on the top rope,
and she finished her with a submission that targets multiple muscle groups. Raven Allure is moving up the
ranks rapidly."”

Raven doesn't release the hold immediately, keeping the pressure on for an extra three seconds until the
referee physically forces himself between them. She stands tall over a crying B Dazzle, kicking a piece of
neon glitter out of her way as she exits the ring, her cold gaze fixed entirely on the future.

The Pride of Alabama

The broadcast cuts to the backstage interview area, where the FURY logo is emblazoned on a silver grid
matrix background. Standing by is the backstage interviewer, holding a microphone next to the local favorite,
Hometown Hank. Hank is wearing faded blue jeans, heavy wrestling boots, a white t-shirt taped across his
ribs, and an Alabama crimson vest. The crowd inside the arena can be heard roaring through the walls the
moment his face appears on the stadium big screen.

INTERVIEWER:
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"Fans, please welcome my guest at this time... the challenger for the 50 States Championship, Birmingham's
very own, Hometown Hank! Hank, you are walking into the biggest match of your career tonight against a
champion who has held that title with an iron, classic grip. How are you feeling heading into this arena
tonight?"

HOMETOWN HANK:

"How do | feel? Son, look through that curtain. Listen to those people. | walked into this building at five
o'clock this afternoon, and | had people | went to high school with, people | used to work the steel mills with
right here in Jefferson County, lining up just to shake my hand. Adam Greco thinks he can ride into my town,
under my lights, and look down his nose at the people of Alabama. He calls himself 'The Golden Standard' of
this business, but where | come from, the standard isn't gold. The standard is sweat, the standard is
calloused hands, and the standard is fighting for what's yours!"

Hank leans in close to the camera, his eyes wide with intense, unscripted passion.

HOMETOWN HANK:

"Greco, you look at yourself in the mirror and you see a pristine, elite athlete. You think your powerhouse
frame is unmatched. But tonight, you are in the Magic City. If you want to leave Alabama with that belt, you're
gonna have to tear it out of my chest, because 15,000 of my people are walking down that ramp with me!
Tonight, the working man takes the gold!"

Hank slaps his chest, lets out a loud "Roll Tide!", and storms away from the interview grid as the crowd audio
hits a deafening peak.

ADAM GRECO VS HOMETOWN HANK

The stadium lights shift into a brilliant, inspiring golden-blue sweep. A soaring, high-energy rock theme with a
driving bassline pumps through the arena PA system.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"The following contest is scheduled for one fall, and it is for the 50 STATES CHAMPIONSHIP! Introducing
first, the champion... weighing in tonight at an impressive 235 pounds... he is THE GOLDEN STANDARD'
ADAM GRECO!"

Greco steps through the curtain, the 50 States Championship strapped proudly around his waist. He looks
out at the split crowd, a focused, determined smile on his face. Built like an absolute brick wall, Greco hits the
top of the ramp, raises his fists, and signals that he's here to prove exactly why he earned the gold through
pure athletic excellence and powerhouse conditioning. He jogs down the ramp, slides under the bottom rope,
and leaps to the turnbuckle, raising the title high for the fans.
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WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"He calls himself 'The Golden Standard,' fans, and you cannot deny that Adam Greco has defended that 50
States Championship with honor, grit, and world-class athletic brilliance for nearly a year! He is a mirror
image in size to the challenger tonight!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"He sure is, Bill! 235 pounds of chiseled gold. He might be walking into a hornets' nest tonight here in
Birmingham, but Greco doesn't back down from a challenge. He treats that championship like a sacred trust.
He's here to compete at the absolute highest level!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"Greco's ring 1Q and physical metrics are phenomenal, Chad. With both men scaling in at an identical 235
pounds, the usual power advantage Hank utilizes is completely neutralized. This becomes a battle of

leverage, endurance, and pure tactical execution.”

Greco steps to his corner, unstrapping the title and handing it to the referee with respect. Suddenly, the rock
track is cut off by the raw, grinding twang of heavy southern rock guitars. The entire Jefferson Convention
Complex explodes into a standing ovation.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"And the challenger... from right here in Birmingham, Alabama... also weighing in tonight at 235 pounds...
HOMETOWN HANK!"

Hank blasts out of the tunnel like he was shot out of a cannon. He runs down the ramp, sliding into the ring,
and Greco stands his ground, meeting him dead-center. The two identical powerhouses lock eyes. Hank
circles the ring like a caged beast, beating his chest as the "HANK! HANK! HANK!" chants echo off the
concrete walls, while Greco calmly adjusts his kneepads, completely unfazed and ready for a classic.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Listen to this house! The Magic City has officially chosen their king tonight, but the champion is standing tall,
toe-to-toe, looking him right in the eye!"

The referee holds the championship belt high in the center of the ring to symbolize the stakes, checks both
men, and rings the bell.

A Battle of Respected Powerhouses

Ding! Ding! Ding!
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Greco cautiously steps forward, offering a clean, sportsmanlike handshake. Hank stares at his hand, smacks
it away, and immediately looks for a collar-and-elbow tie-up. The two 235-pounders lock up in the dead
center of the ring, muscles straining as they fight for position. Neither man gives an inch. They jockey for a
waistlock, but Greco utilizes his amateur background to transition into a tight side headlock. Hank backs up,
hits the ropes, and pushes Greco off. Greco comes back with a running shoulder tackle--CRACK--and both
men stand like brick walls, staring each other down.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Wow! Neither mountain moved, Bill! That is pure horsepower on display!"

Hank signals the crowd, hits the ropes himself, and comes back with a thunderous shoulder block of his own.
Greco absorbs it, drops to his knees, but sweeps Hank's leg on the rebound, transitioning beautifully into a
front facelock to ground the local hero.

MATT RUSSELL:

"Notice how Greco uses his weight distribution here. He knows Hank wants to turn this into a slugfest, but
Greco is keeping all 235 pounds over Hank's neck, forcing him to carry the dead weight early."

Hank scrambles back to his feet, lifting Greco completely off the canvas with raw power and driving him
down with a textbook spinebuster!

CRASH!

Hank goes for the cover immediately.
REFEREE:

"One! Two--"

Greco kicks out quickly, rolling out of the ring to the floor, grabbing his lower back. He walks around the
ringside area, taking a deep breath to reset his strategy against Hank's surging momentum.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The champion is catching his breath on the outside, and he might need it after that spinebuster!"

Hank isn't willing to wait, though. He steps out to the apron, climbs down, and stalks Greco around the
ringside mats. Greco turns around, attempts a clean collar-and-elbow tie-up on the floor, but Hank violently
drives Greco back-first into the steel ring steps!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:
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"Oh! A punishing collision on the outside! Hank is letting the emotion take over, and Greco's spine just paid
the price!"

Testing the Champion's Resolve

Hank rolls Greco back into the ring and goes to work. He drops a series of heavy, intentional knee drops
directly onto Greco's back, targeting the impact zone. He locks in a punishing bearhug, squeezing the ribs
and lower spine of the champion, trying to force a submission early in front of his hometown crowd.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:
"Hank has that bearhug cinched in deep! He's trying to crush the champion right here in Birmingham!"
CHAD TAYLOR:

"Greco is fighting from underneath now, Bill'! He came for a wrestling match, but Hank brought an absolute
street braw|!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"It's a high-impact isolation strategy. Hank's power generation is testing Greco's structural integrity. By
hyper-extending the lower back and compressing the ribs, Hank is systematically trying to eliminate Greco's
phenomenal leaping ability and explosiveness."

Greco gasps for air, his face showing the sheer strain as the Birmingham crowd roars for the submission.
Greco refuses to quit. He plants his feet, using his own heavy frame to drive a series of sharp palms right to
the ears of Hank, forcing him to loosen the grip. Greco hits the ropes, ducks a wild swing, and catches Hank
with a spectacular, leaping dropkick right to the chin!

The Golden Standard Endures

Both men are down, the referee beginning the ten-count as the audience splits down the middle, cheering
the incredible back-and-forth effort.

At the count of eight, they scrape themselves off the canvas. Hank strikes first with a heavy right hand.
Greco absorbs it, shakes his head, and fires back with a crisp European uppercut that rattles the challenger.
Hank throws another wild punch--Greco ducks underneath, hits the ropes, and levels the challenger with a
beautiful, high-flying springboard forearm smash!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The champion is firing up! "The Golden Standard' is showing his heart!"
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Greco hooks Hank's arms, lifting him with incredible leverage into a high-angle suplex right in the center of
the ring. He hooks the leg!

REFEREE:

"One! Two!--"

Hank gets his foot onto the bottom rope at the very last microsecond! The referee stops the count.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"What a battle! Neither man is willing to give up an inch of this canvas tonight!"

Greco pulls Hank away from the ropes, looking to finish him off with his signature golden-gate bridge plex.
He hoists Hank up, but his lower back gives out from the earlier impact on the steel steps. Hank drops down
behind him, catching Greco in a waist lock. Hank turns it into a rolling cradle, pulling hard on the tights to
keep the champion down!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Hank has him rolled up! Wait, is Hank pulling the tights?! He's got a handful of denim!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"He is, Billl The hometown challenger is using the shortcut!"

Greco feels the leverage shift, but his champion's instincts kick in. As the referee counts to two, Greco
dynamically shifts his weight, flipping his hips over in mid-air to reverse the leverage into a textbook, clean
inside cradle pin of his own, pinning Hank's shoulders perfectly flat to the mat!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Greco counters the roll-up! He shifts the weight!"

REFEREE:

"One! Two! Three!"

Ding! Ding! Ding!

RING ANNOUNCER:

"Here is your winner, and STILL 50 STATES CHAMPION... ADAM GRECO!"
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The arena explodes into a mix of shock and respect. Greco pushes himself up, exhausted but triumphant,
taking his title belt from the referee and holding it proudly toward the sky. He offers a nod of respect to a
stunned Hometown Hank before exiting the ring with his championship intact.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Unbelievable! Pure athletic brilliance from the champion! Hank tried to use the leverage of the tights, but
Adam Greco out-wrestled him in the final sequence to retain his gold!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"That is exactly why he is 'The Golden Standard,’ Bill. When the challenger tried to bend the rules to win the
title, Greco relied purely on flawless execution, weight distribution, and timing. An absolute masterpiece of a
title defense.”

Hank stands in the center of the ring, looking at his hands in disbelief, realizing he came inches away but
couldn't out-think the champion.

The Control Center

The broadcast cuts back to the clean, high-tech set of the FURY Control Center ringside. The three
commentators look directly into the primary camera lens as a split-screen graphic displays a rolling replay of
the final sequence between Adam Greco and Hometown Hank.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Welcome back to Friday Night FURY, broadcasting live from the fully packed Jefferson Convention
Complex! Fans, we are still buzzing out here after that absolute classic for the 50 States Championship. Two
235-pound athletes leaving every single ounce of sweat inside that ring. Hometown Hank came agonizingly
close, but Adam Greco proved exactly why he represents the absolute gold standard of this industry."

CHAD TAYLOR:

"He really did, Bill'! Hank thought he could play a little dirty at the end by grabbing a handful of denim, but
Greco's world-class instincts completely saved the day. You cannot trick a championship mind, and Greco
walked out of the hornets' nest with his title intact!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"The analytics from that match are fascinating, Chad. Hank had a 12% higher power-output efficiency in the
opening ten minutes due to that hometown adrenaline surge. But Greco's poise, his patience, and his ability
to counter a desperate roll-up with a flawless, clean counter-weight transition is why that title remains around
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his waist. Total respect to both men."

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Absolutely. But fans, looking at the monitors, things are trending at a fever pitch on social media right now.
The entire wrestling world is trying to figure out who is walking through that curtain to team up with Masked
Muchacho and Liger Llama in our 'Hold The Line' main event against APEX! Our sources tell us that security
has locked down the private locker room down the hall, and nobody is getting in or out."

CHAD TAYLOR:

"l saw a sleek black limousine pull into the loading dock about twenty minutes ago, Bill! Heavy tint on the
windows, security detail blocking the doors... whoever it is, they are playing their cards incredibly close to the
chest!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"They have to, Chad. If APEX gets wind of who the mystery partner is, they will instantly formulate a
counter-strategy. Leon Sphinx is a master tactician, Colossus Prime is an immovable force, and Titan Rex is
a human bulldozer. The element of surprise is the only legitimate tactical advantage the babyfaces have
tonight."

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"We are less than forty-five minutes away from finding out! But up next, the gold is on the line once again!
The unified Trios Championships are up for grabs as the clinical, law-abiding Agents of Order defend against
the lightning-fast, high-flying phenomenon known as the Fuego Family! Let's send it up to the ring!"

The cameras pivot back toward the entrance canopy as the house lights begin to flicker in a rhythmic,
mechanical pattern.

AGENTS OF ORDER VS FUEGO FAMILY

The house lights instantly snap into an identical, clinical stark white. A rigid, dark, electronic synthesizer pulse
echoes through the arena speakers.

RING ANNOUNCER:
"The following contest is a Trios Championship match scheduled for one fall! Introducing first, the

champions... representing the division of discipline... at a combined weight of 685 pounds... THE AGENTS
OF ORDER: AGENT J, AGENT O, AND AGENT Y!"
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The three champions step through the curtain in absolute, synchronized unison. Wearing identical navy blue
and silver gear with tactical vests, their faces are cold, stern expressions of pure authority. They walk down
the ramp with a slow, deliberate march, not acknowledging a single fan, carrying the three glistening Trios
Championship belts over their right shoulders.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The absolute definition of efficiency and discipline, fans. The Agents of Order have dominated the trios
landscape by treating professional wrestling like a cold, calculated mathematical equation. Agent J leads the
charge tonight, backed by the raw efficiency of Agent O and Agent Y."

CHAD TAYLOR:

"They don't smile, they don't celebrate, they don't take risks, Bill! They are like a three-headed machine.
Every tag is precise, every cut-off is flawless, and they will pick you apart limb by limb if you step out of line!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"Their statistical data is staggering. They have a 91% success rate in isolating their opponents' legal man.
Their entire philosophy is based on cutting the ring in half and preventing hot tags. If you wrestle their match,
you have a 0% chance of survival."

The clinical white lights suddenly explode into a wild, pulsating display of bright orange, crimson, and neon
green. A blistering, high-tempo brass mariachi-metal track floods the arena, sending the Birmingham crowd
into an immediate frenzy.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"And the challengers... representing the spirit of the flame... at a combined weight of 550 pounds... THE
FUEGO FAMILY!"

Fuego Mayor, Fuego Menor, and El Fuego Rey explode through the curtain, executing a triple synchronized
backflip off the stage entrance ramp. Wearing intricately designed, vibrant luchador masks with flame maotifs,
they sprint down the ramp, leaping over the top rope simultaneously to strike a triple-tiered pose on the
turnbuckles as glitter and sparks fly from the ring posts.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Talk about a total clash of cultures! The Fuego Family brings the heart, the speed, and the spectacular
aerial offense of the high-flying luchador style!"

CHAD TAYLOR:
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"They are like lightning bolts wrapped in spandex, Bill!l The energy in this building just went through the
absolute ceiling!"

The referee holds all three championship belts high in the center of the ring, checking all six competitors for
illegal objects. The crowd chants "FUEGO! FUEGO! FUEGO!" as the legal men step forward. For the
champions, it's Agent J starting off. For the challengers, it's the youngest and fastest, Fuego Menor.

Speed vs. Systematics

Ding! Ding! Ding!

Agent J instantly moves to the center, opening his arms to establish a traditional, heavy collar-and-elbow
tie-up. Fuego Menor circles him like a hummingbird, refusing to engage on the ground. Menor shoots under
Agent J's arm, hits the ropes, and comes back with a lightning-fast wheelbarrow arm drag that sends Agent J
flying across the canvas. Agent J scrambles up, visibly annoyed, but Menor is already in the air, catching him
with a spectacular hurricanrana that sends the champion tumbling out to the ringside floor!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"What a start! Fuego Menor is taking the fight directly to the champions!”

Agent O and Agent Y step through the ropes to restore order, but Fuego Mayor and El Fuego Rey sprint
across the canvas, executing a pair of stunning, synchronized dropkicks that send all three Agents of Order
spilling onto the ringside floor. The crowd is on its feet as the three Fuegos hit the ropes in perfect unison,
launching themselves over the top rope with a spectacular triple-suicide dive!

CRASH!

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Mamma mia! Triple human missiles over the top rope! The champions are completely scattered all over the
concrete floor!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"Incredible execution by the Fuego Family. They completely shattered the structural starting formation of the
Agents of Order. By forcing all three champions out of their strategic positions simultaneously, they are
dictating a chaotic pace that favors their agility."

Fuego Menor rolls Agent J back inside the ring, climbing rapidly to the top turnbuckle. He launches himself

for a diving corkscrew splash, but Agent J pulls his knees up at the absolute last microsecond! Menor's ribs
crash violently against Agent J's solid kneecaps.
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Menor recoils in pure agony, clutching his midsection as Agent J pushes himself up, his cold, emotionless
demeanor completely returning. Agent J drags Menor to the corner, tagging in Agent O.

Cutting the Ring in Half

Agent O steps into the ring, immediately dropping a heavy, targeted elbow right across the spine of Fuego
Menor. He lifts Menor off the canvas, executing a brutal, gutwrench suplex that drives Menor's spine flat into
the hard mat. Agent O doesn't go for a pin; instead, he traps Menor's arm behind his back, locking in a

suffocating hammerlock chinlock combination.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:
"And just like that, the champions have slowed this match down to a grinding, agonizing halt. The walls are

closing in on Fuego Menor."

MATT RUSSELL:

"This is the clinical transition | was talking about, Bill. Look at Agent Y and Agent J guarding the perimeter
apron. They are positioned precisely to block Fuego Mayor and El Fuego Rey from making any illegal saves
Agent O is using his physical leverage to extract all the kinetic energy out of Menor's muscles."

Agent O drags Menor back to the champions' corner, making a crisp tag to Agent Y. The two champions hold
Menor's arms out, executing a brutal, double-shoulder breaker that leaves the young high-flyer writhing on

the canvas. Agent Y goes for the first cover of the match.

REFEREE:

"One! Twol--"

...Menor barely gets his shoulder up. Agent Y shows zero frustration; he simply transitions into a tight front
facelock, grinding his forearm right against the crown of Menor's mask to obstruct his breathing. Menor
reaches desperately toward his family on the opposite side of the ring, but the distance might as well be a

mile.

CHAD TAYLOR:
"They are completely erasing him, Bill! Every single time Menor even tries to wiggle toward his corner, they

just step right in his path like a brick wall!"

For over five agonizing minutes, the Agents of Order rotate tags with mechanical precision. Agent J delivers
a series of stiff, calculated European uppercuts. Agent O applies an overhead surfboard stretch that
hyper-extends Menor's shoulders and ribs. Every time the crowd tries to rally the young luchador, the
champions cut off the ring, using small, dirty leverages against the ropes to keep total control of the canvas.
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The Fire Re-Ignites
Agent Y hoists Menor up onto the top turnbuckle, looking for a devastating, high-angle back superplex to
finish him off. But Menor finds a sudden surge of desperation. He fires a barrage of quick, open-handed slaps

right to the ribs of Agent Y. He shifts his balance, traps Agent Y's head between his thighs, and executes a
stunning, sunset-flip powerbomb off the second rope!

BOOM!

Both men are flat on their backs, the referee beginning the mandatory ten-count as the Birmingham
audience comes completely unglued, roaring for the hot tag.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"He hit it! A spectacular sunset powerbomb out of absolute nowhere! Can he make the tag?!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Go, kid, go! Crawl! Leave it all on the canvas!"

Agent Y crawls backward, tagging in Agent J. But Menor uses his ultimate reserve of kinetic energy, diving
across the squared circle to make the hot tag to El Fuego Rey!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Here comes El Fuego Rey! The king of the flame is legal!"

Rey vaults over the top rope, leveling a charging Agent J with a beautiful springboard clothesline. Agent O
runs in--Rey ducks, hits the ropes, and catches him with a spectacular spinning wheel kick. Agent Y tries to
intervene, but Rey executes a breathtaking, standing moonsault right across his chest! The crowd is in an
absolute uproar as Fuego Mayor enters the ring illegally to assist his brother, executing a double-handspring
back elbow that clears the champions completely out of the ring.

MATT RUSSELL:

"The mathematical structure has completely broken down. The Fuego Family has introduced maximum
entropy into the equation, and the champions cannot calculate a defense fast enough!”

Rey hooks Agent J around the waist, lifting him effortlessly for a high-angle suplex, while Fuego Mayor
climbs to the top rope, executing a diving blockbuster at the exact same time--The Fuego Inferno
combination! Rey covers Agent J!

REFEREE:
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"One! Two!--"

Agent O flies into the ring, breaking up the pin at the absolute last microsecond with a vicious running boot to

Rey's skull!
Clinical Order Restored
All six men are inside the ring now, and the referee completely loses control as an all-out melee breaks out.

Fuego Mayor and Agent O brawl out to the entrance ramp, trading heavy forearms. El Fuego Rey hits the
ropes, looking for a final, decisive springboard maneuver on Agent J--but Agent Y, completely out of view of

the distracted referee, sweeps Rey's legs right off the apron rope!

Rey crashes jaw-first against the hard edge of the ring apron, his momentum completely ruined.

Agent J capitalizes instantly. As Rey stumbles back inside the ring blindly, Agent J hooks his arms from
behind, while Agent O (having thrown Mayor into the steel barricade) returns to hit the ropes, executing a

devastating, running codebreaker to Rey's chest while Agent J drives him down into the canvas with a
full-nelson slam--their patented triple-team finisher, The Mandatory Sentence!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The Mandatory Sentence! They hit it! The champions executed it flawlessly!"

Agent J stacks Rey up, hooking both legs deep into his chest.

REFEREE:

"One! Two! Three!"

Ding! Ding! Ding!

RING ANNOUNCER:

"Here are your winners, and STILL TRIOS CHAMPIONS... THE AGENTS OF ORDER!"

The clinical theme music kicks back in as the white spotlights illuminate the ring. The Agents of Order quickly

snhatch their three championship belts from the referee, sliding out to the ramp and reforming their perfect,
synchronized three-man line, looking back at the ring with cold, unbothered expressions of total dominance.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"What a valiant, breathtaking effort by the Fuego Family tonight in Birmingham, but the clinical precision of
Agent J, Agent O, and Agent Y carries the day once again!"
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MATT RUSSELL:

"The analytics always favor discipline in a prolonged war, Bill. The moment the Fuego Family's chaotic surge
slowed down by a fraction of a percent, the Agents of Order identified the isolation vector, executed their
finisher, and closed the book. Flawless strategy.”

Behind them on the canvas, Fuego Mayor and Menor help El Fuego Rey to his feet, the local crowd
showering the luchadores with a massive ovation of respect for an incredible championship effort.

The Empty Corner

The house lights drop into a deep, ominous crimson. Heavy, industrial heavy metal machinery sound effects
echo through the arena PA system. The fans in the Jefferson Convention Complex rise to their feet, letting
out a heavy chorus of boos.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"The following contest is the 'HOLD THE LINE' TRIOS MAIN EVENT! Introducing first, at a combined weight
of 855 pounds... representing the ultimate hierarchy of dominance... they are THE APEX: 'THE ALPHA LION'
LEON SPHINX, COLOSSUS PRIME, AND TITAN REX!"

The curtain parts and the three physical powerhouses of APEX step onto the stage under a single, harsh red
spotlight. In the center stands Leon Sphinx, wearing gold and black trunks with a sweeping velvet robe
draped over his shoulders, glaring into the camera with the absolute confidence of a predatory monarch.
Flanking him like two concrete pillars are the gargantuan Colossus Prime and the towering, muscle-bound
Titan Rex.

They walk down the ramp with a slow, terrifying cadence. They aren't rushing. They look at the front-row fans
with pure disdain. Prime and Rex step over the top rope effortlessly, while Sphinx slowly ascends the steel
steps, wiping his boots with meticulous disrespect before entering the squared circle.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Look at the sheer size of the men in that ring, fans. APEX has cast a dark, suffocating shadow over this
entire promotion for months. Leon Sphinx has orchestrated a reign of terror, and tonight, they look to
completely eliminate the final line of resistance."

CHAD TAYLOR:

"They look completely unbeatable tonight, Bill! Colossus Prime looks like he could lift a city bus, and Titan
Rex has that terrifying look in his eyes like he hasn't eaten in a week! How can anyone hold the line against
these three?"
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MATT RUSSELL:

"From a purely physical standpoint, Chad, APEX holds an average weight advantage of nearly sixty pounds
per man over their opponents. Leon Sphinx is a master tactician who lets Prime and Rex do the heavy
demolition work before he steps in to secure the kill. This isn't just a match to them; it's a systematic
execution of the roster's upper tier."

The red lights instantly vanish, replaced by a blinding explosion of neon green and white strobe lights. A
high-octane, heavy-bass electronic dance track hits, causing the arena floor to vibrate. The crowd erupts into
a massive, hopeful ovation.

RING ANNOUNCER:

"And their opponents... first, at a combined weight of 410 pounds... MASKED MUCHACHO AND LIGER
LLAMA!"

Muchacho and Llama blast through the curtain side-by-side, sprinting down the ramp with zero hesitation.
They slide under the bottom rope simultaneously, instantly leaping onto the turnbuckles to salute the roaring
Birmingham crowd.

They look toward the curtain, waiting. The music continues to pump, but nobody else emerges. The lights
over the entrance stage remain static. Muchacho and Llama hop down from the ropes, standing side-by-side
in their corner, looking up at the empty ramp.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Wait a minute... where is the third man? The music is playing, the stage is set, but the mystery partner is
nowhere to be seen!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Don't tell me he backed out, Billl Did someone get to him in the back? Did APEX intercept him in the loading
dock?!"

In the center of the ring, Leon Sphinx begins to laugh out loud, leaning against the turnbuckle as Titan Rex
and Colossus Prime step forward, cracking their massive knuckles. Sphinx signals to the referee, shouting
across the ring, pointing at the empty corner.

MATT RUSSELL:

"This is a disaster for the babyfaces. If their mystery partner fails to materialize, the regulations state this
match must proceed as a three-on-two handicap match. Muchacho and Llama are walking directly into a

physical buzzsaw without a tactical anchor.”
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The referee looks at his wrist watch, walks over to Muchacho and Llama, and asks if they want to forfeit.
Both luchadores shake their heads violently, stepping up to the bottom rope, defiant despite the impossible
odds. The referee nods, turns to the timekeeper, and calls for the opening bell.

MASKED MUCHACHO, LIGER LLAMA, & A MYSTERY PARTNER VS APEX (LEON
SPHINX, COLOSSUS PRIME, & TITAN REX)

Ding! Ding! Ding!
The Defiant Defense

Starting things off for his team is Masked Muchacho, his neon green mask gleaming under the house lights.
For APEX, Leon Sphinx gestures with a mocking smile, ordering the massive, 310-pound Titan Rex to step
across the white tape. Rex stalks forward, his massive frame casting a literal shadow over Muchacho.

Muchacho doesn't back down. He attempts to use his agility, darting to the left, hitting the ropes, and
throwing a textbook spinning heel kick right to the chest of Rex. Rex barely flinches. He absorbs the impact,
his chest muscle rigid like stone. Muchacho hits the ropes again, looking for a springboard crossbody, but
Rex catches him out of mid-air like a child catching a beach ball.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Oh, what raw power! Rex caught him right out of the sky!"

Rex lifts Muchacho high above his head, holding him in a military press position for a full five seconds to
demonstrate his ungodly strength, before driving him spine-first across his own knee with a brutal, running
gutbuster!

CRACK!

Muchacho collapses to the canvas, clutching his abdomen in absolute agony. Rex doesn't go for a pin. He
tags in Colossus Prime, who enters the ring with a heavy, thudding stride. Prime grabs Muchacho by the
fabric of his mask, pulling him up to his feet just to level him with a devastating, short-arm clothesline that
turns Muchacho completely inside out.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Mamma mia! He nearly took Muchacho's head clean off his shoulders! This is turning into an absolute
slaughter!"

MATT RUSSELL:
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"The tactical breakdown here is entirely predictable, Chad. Without a third partner to absorb the damage or
provide a psychological reprieve, Muchacho and Llama are forced to expend double the energy just to
survive. APEX is systematically draining Muchacho's physical reserves."

Prime drags Muchacho over to the heel corner, slamming his face into the top turnbuckle pad. He tags in
Leon Sphinx. "The Alpha Lion" steps into the ring with a pristine, methodical smirk. He drops a series of
deliberate, pointed knee drops directly into the bridge of Muchacho's nose, trying to fracture the bone
beneath the leather mask. Sphinx traps Muchacho in a deep, agonizing grounded abdominal stretch, using
the middle rope for illegal leverage while the referee is distracted by Titan Rex mocking Liger Llama on the
apron.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Look at Sphinx! Using the ropes to tear the ribs right out of Masked Muchacho! The referee needs to look at
the action!"

The Desperate Tag

For nearly six minutes, Muchacho endures a masterclass in isolation and physical torment. Every time he
builds a shred of momentum--hitting a quick jawbreaker or a desperation enzuigiri--the overwhelming
numbers game of APEX cuts him off. If he gets close to Liger Llama, Colossus Prime slides into the ring
illegally, knocking Llama off the apron before the tag can be secured.

Finally, Sphinx hoists Muchacho up onto the top rope, looking to execute a high-angle superplex to finish the
job. Muchacho fights back with the absolute last remnants of his strength, driving his forehead into the bridge
of Sphinx's nose. Sphinx stumbles backward. Muchacho stands on the top turnbuckle, takes a deep breath,
and launches himself with a breathtaking, 450-degree splash onto the standing members of APEX on the
floor!

CRASH!

CHAD TAYLOR:

"He hit it! A spectacular 450 splash to the outside! All four men are scattered like bowling pins on the ringside
mats!"

The crowd inside the Jefferson Convention Complex explodes into a deafening roar, pounding their hands
against the steel barricades. Muchacho crawls on his hands and knees, dragging his broken body along the
black mats. He slides under the bottom rope, reaching out with a trembling hand.

Liger Llama is screaming, leaning over the turnbuckle, extending his fingertips as far as his frame will allow.

Muchacho lunges forward--and makes the hot tag!
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WILD BILL WRANGLER:
"He made it! Here comes the high-flying Liger Llama! The line is still holding!"

Llama vaults over the top rope with an explosion of pure kinetic energy. Titan Rex runs into the ring--Llama
ducks beneath a wild clothesline, hits the ropes, and executes a spectacular springboard tornado DDT that
drives the monster's head straight into the canvas! Colossus Prime charges--Llama uses Prime's own

momentum, executing a beautiful, low-angle dropkick to the knee, sending the giant crashing down to one
knee.

Llama hits the ropes again, delivering a lightning-fast running knee strike right to the jaw of Prime! The crowd
is on its feet as Llama scales the turnbuckle, looking to execute his signature shooting star press on Leon
Sphinx, who is just scrambling back inside the ring.

MATT RUSSELL:

"Llama is operating at a phenomenal mechanical efficiency right now, but he's burning through his oxygen
reserves too quickly. He needs to realize that APEX is still a three-man unit."

Llama launches himself off the top rope for the shooting star press--but Sphinx moves out of the way! Llama
crashes hard, sternum-first against the canvas, the air completely escaping his lungs in a sickening gasp.

The Trap Snaps Shut

Sphinx capitalizes instantly, dropping a heavy elbow across the back of Llama's neck. He drags Llama to the
center of the ring, signaling to the back. Titan Rex and Colossus Prime step back onto the apron, their faces
contorted into cruel smiles. They know the end is near.

Sphinx traps Llama in a tight, overhead rear-chinlock, pulling back on the throat to completely restrict his
breathing. Llama flails his legs, his eyes wide with desperation, but there is nobody in his corner to save him.
Masked Muchacho is still unconscious on the ringside floor from the earlier floor impact.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Llama is fading fast, fans! He has no help left! The empty corner has finally come back to haunt them!"
CHAD TAYLOR:

"This is tragic, Bill. They fought with so much heart, but you can't defeat an empire with an empty corner!"
The referee lifts Llama's arm once--it falls limp to the canvas. He lifts it a second time--it drops like a stone.
The referee checks the pulse, preparing to call for the bell as Leon Sphinx tightens the hold, looking directly

into the primary television camera with a look of absolute, unchallenged tyranny.
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The canvas of the ring is stained with sweat, and the absolute physical toll of this war is written all over the
face of Liger Llama. He is slumped in the neutral corner, his ribs heavily taped, gasping for air as the referee
reaches a count of seven. On the opposite side of the ring, the absolute physical monoliths of APEX stand
like executioners under the harsh arena lights.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Llama is running on nothing but pure adrenaline and survival instinct, folks! He's been isolated in that corner
for six straight minutes, and APEX is just systematically dismantling him!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"It's a slaughter, Bill! Masked Muchacho is desperately reaching across that apron, screaming for a tag, but
Colossus Prime is deliberately positioning his massive 350-pound frame to cut off the entire horizontal
passing lane!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"The analytics here are completely flawless. Leon Sphinx has engineered a textbook isolation matrix. By
neutralizing Llama's lower lumbar region early in the match, APEX has completely stripped away his vertical
leap and rotational velocity. He can't run, he can't explode toward his corner, and he certainly cannot defend
himself against three men."

In the center of the ring, Titan Rex grabs Llama by the hair, hauling him up to his feet with an arrogant sneer.
Rex hits a thunderous short-arm clothesline that turns Llama completely inside out, sending his limp body
crashing hard against the canvas. Rex doesn't even go for the cover; he simply turns around and looks at the
apron, giving a crisp, military nod to his leader.

On the apron, Leon Sphinx stands perfectly still. He isn't wearing traditional wrestling gear--he is draped in a
custom-tailored, sleeveless black tactical vest over his bare, heavily muscled chest, his fists wrapped in tight
white athletic tape. His eyes are cold, sharp, and analytical as he stares down at the broken luchador.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Look at Leon Sphinx on the apron. The man looks like a general surveying a battlefield he's already
conquered. He isn't even sweating, Chad!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"Because his disciples are doing all the heavy lifting! Titan Rex and Colossus Prime have completely
terrorized Friday Night FURY tonight, all under the direct strategic command of Sphinx!"

Titan Rex tags in Leon Sphinx. The crowd fills the Jefferson Convention Complex with a deafening wave of
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boos as Sphinx steps over the top rope, slowly walking into the center of the squared circle. He doesn't rush.
He stands over Liger Llama, placing his boot directly on Llama's throat, applying just enough slow pressure to
draw a panicked count from the referee.

LEON SPHINX:

"Is this your savior?! Is this the best this pathetic locker room has left?!"

Sphinx pulls his boot back, grabbing Llama by the mask and pulling him up to his knees. He unloads a
vicious, calculated forearm smash right into the temple of Llama, sending him slumping back down. Sphinx
turns his head toward the entrance ramp, a dark smirk crossing his face as he signals to the back.

LEON SPHINX:

"Bring out whoever you want! The mystery partner isn't coming! Nobody is stupid enough to walk down that
ramp and face APEX!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"Sphinx is completely correct from a psychological standpoint. The locker room is entirely compromised.
Masked Muchacho and Liger Llama gambled everything on finding a third partner to level the playing field
against APEX tonight, but the threat matrix Sphinx established over the last three weeks has effectively
localized absolute fear in the back. Nobody is coming through that curtain."

Masked Muchacho can't take it anymore. He leaps over the top rope, charging into the ring illegally to protect
his partner! But before Muchacho can take two steps, Colossus Prime hits the ring from behind, leveling
Muchacho with a brutal, running big boot that knocks the masked hero completely out of the ring, crashing
hard onto the ringside mats outside.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"Muchacho tried to make a stand, but Prime just took him completely out of the equation! The referee has
completely lost control of this environment!"

Inside the ring, Leon Sphinx pulls Liger Llama up to his feet one more time, dragging his limp body toward
the center of the ring. Sphinx hooks Llama's arms, setting up his devastating finishing maneuver, looking
directly at the hard-camera with complete, supreme confidence.

CHAD TAYLOR:

"This is it! Sphinx is setting up for the Apex Execution! It's over, Bill! The final defensive line of Friday Night

FURY is about to be completely broken!"
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Suddenly, before Sphinx can drop Llama into the canvas, the entire arena house lights snap completely off.
Total, pitch-black darkness swallows the stadium. The commentary team's microphones instantly clip with a
heavy burst of digital static, and then--THUMP-THUMP... THUMP-THUMP...--that haunting, massive
electronic heartbeat begins to echo through the massive arena PA system.

Suddenly, the arena lights snap completely black. The PA system goes dead silent.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"What in the world? The lights just went out in the whole building!"

A single, terrifying heartbeat sound effect echoes through the darkness--THUMP-THUMP...
THUMP-THUMP...--again sending a chill straight through the spines of 11,000 fans in Birmingham.

The Revelation

The absolute, pitch-black darkness hangs over the Jefferson Convention Complex for what feels like an
eternity. The heavy, rhythmic heartbeat continues to echo through the massive arena PA
system--THUMP-THUMP... THUMP-THUMP...--vibrating the concrete floor beneath the feet of 15,000
screaming fans.

Suddenly, the video wall at the top of the entrance ramp flickers to life. It doesn't show a logo. It shows a
streaming digital static pattern, flashing in hyper-speed, before settling on a single, glowing silver phrase:
THE REVELATION IS NOW.

BOOM!

A massive, earth-shattering pyrotechnic explosion detonates at the top of the ramp, sending brilliant white
sparks cascading down from the rafters. The house lights instantly snap back on, illuminating the ring in a
sharp, blinding violet hue. Standing dead-center at the top of the entrance ramp, his arms spread wide, is
none other than Shawn FX!

The arena explodes into an absolute, deafening roar of pure shock and unadulterated joy.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"SHAWN FX IS BACK! SHAWN FX IS ALIVE! THE MYSTERY PARTNER IS THE SEVEN-TIME WORLD
CHAMPION! THE GAME CHANGER HAS RETURNED TO FRIDAY NIGHT FURY!"

CHAD TAYLOR:
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"l don't believe it! | am jumping out of my seat, Bill! We haven't seen Shawn FX since the CONVERGENCE
pay-per-view in Orlando, where he walked away from the cameras to tend to his injured wife, Miss USA Amy
Martin, after that horrific medical emergency! But he is standing right there! He came back to hold the line!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"The tactical implications are staggering, Chad. Everyone assumed Shawn would be away for months
supporting Amy's recovery process. APEX completely omitted him from their threat matrix tonight. This is a
total analytical blind spot!"

Shawn FX looks out at the roaring sea of fans, a wild, intense intensity burning in his eyes. He is wearing his
signature chrome-and-black leather wrestling vest, dark pants, and black wrist tape. He doesn't pose or
delay. He sprints down the entrance ramp like a man possessed, sliding under the bottom rope directly into
the ring.

Inside the ring, "The Alpha Lion" Leon Sphinx, Titan Rex, and Colossus Prime stumble backward in
complete disbelief, momentarily frozen by the arrival of the legend. Shawn FX leaps to his feet, bouncing off
the ropes, and levels a charging Titan Rex with a spectacular, high-flying forearm smash! Prime lunges
forward, but FX ducks beneath his massive arm, hitting the ropes again to hit a textbook dropping
neckbreaker that grounds the 350-pound giant!

MATT RUSSELL:

"The strategic environment has completely inverted! Shawn FX has entered the equation as the ultimate
biological equalizer! APEX is completely retreating!"

Leon Sphinx scrambles out of the ring to the floor, pulling his two massive disciples out with him. APEX
stands on the ringside mats, backing up the entrance ramp in absolute shock, holding their jaws and shouting
threats, realizing their plan to destroy the locker room just hit a massive, multi-time world champion wall.

The referee stabilizes the environment, turning his attention to the legal men. Masked Muchacho has finally
scraped his way back onto the apron, his breath coming in ragged gasps. On the canvas, Liger Llama is
pulling himself up by the ring ropes, his eyes wide with a mix of exhaustion and profound relief as he looks at
the legend standing in his corner.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"The referee is trying to restore traditional order to this main event! Shawn FX is standing on the apron,
extending his hand! He is ready to become the official legal man and finish off this war!"

Liger Llama stumbles across the canvas, his muscles shaking from the physical torment he endured for ten
minutes. He lunges forward with everything he has left, slapping the palm of Shawn FX!
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TAG!
The crowd lets out a massive cheer. Shawn FX steps through the ropes, stepping into the center of the ring.
He signals to the fans, tuning up the band, stomping his right boot against the canvas in perfect

rhythm--BOOM... BOOM... BOOM...--preparing for his legendary finishing maneuver, the FX Kinetic Kick.

Masked Muchacho climbs into the ring illegally, standing right behind Liger Llama to support his partner, both
luchadores facing the entrance ramp, waiting for APEX to step back into the ring and take their medicine.

Shawn FX stops stomping. His face suddenly goes completely cold, the emotion vanishing into a dark,
calculated expression.

He doesn't face APEX. He turns around.
CRACK!

Shawn FX launches a devastating, lightning-fast superkick right into the jaw of Liger Llama! Llama's head
snaps back violently as his body goes completely limp, crashing down flat onto the canvas!

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"WHAT?! WHAT DID HE JUST DO?! SHAWN FX JUST SUPERKICKED LIGER LLAMA!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"NO! WHY?! SHAWN, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!"

Masked Muchacho stands frozen in absolute, sheer horror, looking down at his partner's motionless body,
then slowly raising his eyes to look at the man he idolized. Muchacho opens his arms, screaming through his
neon mask, asking why.

Shawn FX doesn't say a single word. He simply smiles--a cruel, arrogant, patronizing smirk. He steps
forward, grabs Muchacho by the fabric of his mask, and pulls him into a tight embrace. Before Muchacho can
process the moment, FX spins out, loading up his right leg, and unloads a second, thunderous superkick
directly across the chin of Masked Muchacho!

CRACK!

Muchacho collapses in a heap right on top of Liger Llama, both heroic luchadores completely unconscious in
the center of the squared circle.

WILD BILL?R:
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"OH MY GOD! A DOUBLE SWERVE! A DOUBLE BETRAYAL! SHAWN FX HAS DESTROYED MASKED
MUCHACHO AND LIGER LLAMA! THE GAME CHANGER HAS SOLD HIS SOUL!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"l am sick to my stomach, Bill! This is an absolute tragedy! He used Amy's injury at CONVERGENCE as a
smokescreen! He let the entire world believe he was home in isolation, just to sneak into this building and
execute a public execution!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"Look at the entrance ramp, Chad. This wasn't a sudden impulse. This was a calculated, pre-determined
execution of the final defensive line."

On the entrance ramp, Leon Sphinx, Titan Rex, and Colossus Prime stop shouting. Their shocked
expressions instantly melt into identical, knowing grins. Sphinx waves his hand, and the three physical
monsters of APEX walk back down the ramp, stepping through the ropes with zero resistance.

The referee stands in the corner, completely terrified, shaking his hands. Shawn FX looks at the official,
pointing at the heap of broken luchadores, and commands him to count the pin. Leon Sphinx slowly steps
over the bodies, placing a single, mocking boot across the chest of Masked Muchacho.

REFEREE:

"One... Two... Three!"

Ding! Ding! Ding!

RING ANNOUNCER:

"Here are your winners... THE APEX!"

The industrial heavy metal theme of APEX doesn't play. Instead, the arena PA system shifts into a dark,
classical, orchestral march that sounds like an empire entering a conquered city.

Shawn FX steps toward Leon Sphinx. The multi-time world champion and the leader of APEX look each
other right in the eye. Slowly, deliberately, FX extends his hand. Sphinx smiles, reaching out to shake it
firmly, before pulling FX into a brief, professional nod of mutual alignment. Titan Rex and Colossus Prime
flank them, looking down at Muchacho and Llama with complete disgust.

WILD BILL WRANGLER:

"l cannot believe what my eyes are witnessing tonight. Shawn FX, a man who built his entire legacy on
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honor, on fighting for the people, is shaking hands with the dictator of Friday Night FURY! They tricked us all!"

CHAD TAYLOR:

"They didn't just trick us, Bill--they destroyed the entire concept of hope in this company! If Shawn FX can be
bought, then nobody is safe! Look at the fans in the front row, they are crying! Kids are covering their eyes!"

MATT RUSSELL:

"This is a total restructuring of the power dynamic, Chad. Think about the analytics of this alignment. You
have the absolute tactical genius and physical dominance of APEX combined with the legendary ring 1Q,
political leverage, and world championship pedigree of Shawn FX. This isn't just a faction anymore. This is a
monolithic regime. They didn't just win a match--they seized absolute control of Friday Night FURY."

Inside the ring, Leon Sphinx grabs a microphone from the ringside technician, stepping over the fallen
heroes to stand next to Shawn FX. The crowd's boos are so loud that the microphone audio clips against the
arena speakers.

LEON SPHINX:

"Look at them! Look at your heroes! You people actually believed that someone was coming through that
curtain to save you. You believed that an old, broken-down legend was going to hold the line against the
inevitable progress of my empire. But Shawn FX didn't come back to save Friday Night FURY... Shawn FX
came back to save himself! He realized what everyone else in that back locker room is about to learn the
hard way--you either bow down to the throne, or you get crushed beneath it!"

Sphinx hands the microphone to Shawn FX. FX looks down at it, then looks directly into the camera lens, his
eyes cold and dead.

SHAWN FX:

"The line has officially broken. Welcome to... THE REVELATION!"

FX drops the microphone onto Muchacho's chest. The four men stand in perfect, unified alignment in the
center of the ring, raising their fists together under the cold violet lights as trash continues to rain down from

the stands. The broadcast screen begins to flicker with heavy digital static, fading into a final, grim gold text
block as Friday Night FURY goes off the air.
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Show Credits

Segment: "Welcome to the Magic City" - Written by Gem.

Match: "HOSS HARLEY VS TOMMY CAGE" - Written by Greg.
Segment: "Path of Destruction” - Written by Gem.

Match: "RAVEN ALLURE VS B DAZZLE" - Written by Melanie.
Segment: "The Pride of Alabama" - Written by Gem.

Match: "ADAM GRECO VS HOMETOWN HANK" - Written by Lex, Terry.
Segment: "The Control Center" - Written by Masked Admin, Leo.

Match: "AGENTS OF ORDER VS FUEGO FAMILY" - Written by Gem.
Segment: "The Empty Corner" - Written by Oliver.

Match: "MASKED MUCHACHO, LIGER LLAMA, & A MYSTERY PARTNER VS APEX (LEON SPHINX,
COLOSSUS PRIME, & TITAN REX)" - Written by Masked Admin.

Segment: "The Revelation” - Written by Masked Admin.
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