
Sunday Night Assault: #11

May 3, 2026 | The Crow's Nest - Las Vegas

Going Live at The Crow's Nest

The camera feed crackles to life with a distorted burst of static before snapping into a sweeping aerial shot of

the neon graveyard in Las Vegas--a haunting wasteland of flickering relics from a bygone era. Rusted casino

signs buzz and spark, casting an eerie glow across the desert night. The wind howls through broken letters

and shattered glass, giving the entire setting an almost apocalyptic pulse.

 A low, rumbling bassline kicks in as the camera glides downward toward The Crow's Nest--an elevated,

steel-framed battleground surrounded by towering neon carcasses. Crimson spotlights ignite one by one,

illuminating the ring like a ritual altar in the middle of chaos. The KØ?? logo glitches across the screen in

violent flashes of static and distortion.

 [CUT TO RINGSIDE]

 Seated at the commentary desk, framed by the glowing ruins behind them, are the voices of Sunday Night

Assault--Joey Black and Hardcore Hex.

 Joey Black:

"From the ashes of excess and the ghosts of neon past... welcome to the most dangerous proving ground in

professional wrestling. This... is KØ?? Sunday Night Assault... LIVE from The Crow's Nest!"

 Hardcore Hex:

"You can feel it in the air, Joey. This place ain't just a venue--it's a graveyard for the weak. Only the ruthless

walk out of here. Tonight, careers get buried under broken glass and flickering lights."

 A distant metallic clang echoes as sparks rain from a half-collapsed sign behind them. The camera briefly

cuts to a wide shot of the crowd--packed tightly around the steel barricades, faces lit in red and electric blue,

chanting with chaotic energy.

 [CUT TO RING]

 Inside the squared circle stands Stephany Mullins, microphone in hand, bathed in a cold white spotlight. The

canvas beneath her is marked with scuffs and stains from previous battles, the ropes slightly vibrating as if

anticipating the violence to come.

 Stephany Mullins:

"Ladies and gentlemen... welcome to KØ??... SUNDAY! NIGHT! ASSAULT!!!"

 The crowd erupts--cheers, screams, and the pounding of barricades echo through the neon graveyard.
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 Stephany Mullins (continuing):

"At this time... please welcome the competitors scheduled for tonight's opening contest!"

 The arena lights dim instantly.

 A deep, distorted tone reverberates through the speakers.

 Smoke begins to crawl along the entrance ramp, illuminated by glitching neon hues--purple, crimson, and

toxic green.

 The camera locks onto the entranceway as the first competitor's music teases through static interference...

 Joey leans forward at the desk, eyes locked on the stage.

 Joey Black:

"And here we go..."

 Hardcore Hex (smirking):

"Time to see who's got the guts to survive The Crow's Nest."

 The bass drops.

 The entrance begins.

Orphius Marius © vs Vin Halsted

The neon graveyard dims to a sickly amber glow. Broken signage flickers erratically, casting jagged shadows

across The Crow's Nest. The ring is already littered--tables stacked near the barricade, a bundle of kendo

sticks, a dented trash can, and a coil of barbed wire glinting under the lights.

 Stephany Mullins:

"This contest is a HARDCORE MATCH... and it is for the KØ?? PARENTAL ADVISORY CHAMPIONSHIP!"

 A distorted organ note echoes as Orphius Marius steps out, the championship draped over his shoulder. His

expression is distant, almost serene--until he reaches the ring and sets the title down with deliberate care.

 Joey Black:

"Orphius thrives in chaos. This environment is his domain."

 Hardcore Hex:

"And Vin Halsted? He doesn't just survive chaos--he creates it."
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 The lights snap to stark white. A blast of aggressive guitar hits--

 Vin Halsted storms the stage, already taping his fists mid-walk. No posing, no hesitation.

 He slides into the ring--

 AND SWINGS FIRST.

 

 Opening Violence

 DING DING DING

 Halsted unloads with wild right hands, driving Orphius into the corner. He grabs a kendo stick--

 CRACK.

 Across the ribs.

 Again.

 Again.

 Orphius absorbs, then suddenly lunges forward--thumb to the eye, shifting momentum instantly.

 He grabs the trash can--

 SMASHES it over Halsted's head.

 Halsted drops to a knee--but pops right back up, blood already starting to bead at the hairline.

 Joey Black:

"This is exactly what we expected--no restraint, no mercy."

 

 Weapons Everywhere

 Halsted tackles Orphius through the ropes to the outside.

 They crash hard against the apron.

 Halsted grabs a chair--
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 DRIVES it into Orphius' spine.

 He wedges it into the corner of the barricade--

 Attempts a whip--

 Orphius reverses--

 Halsted crashes shoulder-first into the steel.

 Orphius pulls him back--

 Hooks him--

 DDT on the floor.

 Both men down.

 The crowd roars, split between shock and adrenaline.

 

 Escalation

 Back inside--

 Orphius introduces the barbed wire.

 He wraps a section loosely around his forearm.

 Halsted rises--

 Swings--

 BARBED WIRE STRIKE across Halsted's chest.

 Halsted staggers, now bleeding from multiple points.

 But he laughs--hoarse, defiant.

 He charges--

 SPEAR through a propped table in the corner.
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 Wood explodes.

 Both men crash.

 

 Near Finish

 Halsted crawls, drapes an arm.

 ONE! TWO!--

 Orphius kicks out.

 Halsted drags him up--

 Sets for a piledriver--

 Orphius fights out--

 Back body drop onto a pile of chairs.

 Orphius grabs the championship belt.

 He stares at it for a moment.

 Then turns--

 Halsted ducks the swing--

 SUPERKICK.

 The belt flies.

 Halsted hits the ropes--

 RUNNING KNEE STRIKE.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO!--

 Orphius survives.
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 The Interruption

 The lights flicker.

 Then cut.

 Silence.

 A distorted, warped laugh echoes through the graveyard.

 Joey Black:

"No... not now..."

 The lights return--blood-red.

 From the shadows--

 The Family of the Sinister One emerges:

  

- Sammy the Creep 

- Il Monstro Oscuro 

- The Giver 

- Melizza the Terror  They surround the ring.

 No hesitation.

 They enter.

 

 Total Breakdown

 Halsted swings at Oscuro--

 Oscuro absorbs it--

 HEADBUTT drops him.

 The Giver grabs Halsted--

 Melizza holds him in place--
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 Sammy hands over the championship belt.

 Oscuro takes it.

 Raises it--

 SMASHES it across Halsted's forehead.

 Halsted collapses instantly.

 Blood pours, heavier now.

 The crowd gasps.

 Hardcore Hex:

"They just split him wide open!"

 

 Turning on Orphius

 The Family turns.

 Orphius stands--unsteady, but defiant.

 He swings--

 Takes down Sammy--

 But Oscuro charges--

 RUNS HIM THROUGH THE CORNER.

 The Giver wraps a chain around Orphius' neck--

 Pulls him down.

 Melizza stomps repeatedly--precision brutality.

 They dismantle him piece by piece.

 No rush.

 No restraint.

Generated by eFed Management Suite | Page 7



Sunday Night Assault: #11

 

 The Finish

 The Family exits as suddenly as they arrived, leaving wreckage behind.

 Halsted is barely conscious.

 Orphius crawls.

 Every movement labored.

 He drapes an arm across Halsted's chest.

 The referee hesitates--then counts.

 ONE.

TWO.

THREE.

 DING DING DING

 

 Result:

 Orphius Marius retains the KØ?? Parental Advisory Championship

 

 Aftermath

 Neither man celebrates.

 Neither man stands.

 Orphius clutches the championship weakly, barely conscious.

 Halsted doesn't move--medical staff rushing in immediately.

 Joey Black:

"This wasn't just a match... it became a message."

 Hardcore Hex:

"The Family of the Sinister One just changed everything. Nobody's safe--not the champion, not the

challenger... nobody."
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 The neon graveyard flickers again.

 The camera lingers on the carnage.

 And the championship--still in Orphius' grasp.

Tequila Rose (Avery McCullen & Sarah Lee Jackson) © vs. Schoner Twins (Claire &

Chloe Schoner)

The arena lighting shifts to a warm, rose-gold glow as the champions' music hits--smooth at first, then

building into a confident, swagger-heavy rhythm.

 Stephany Mullins:

"Introducing first... the reigning and defending GGL Women's Tag Team Champions... the team of Avery

McCullen and Sarah Lee Jackson... TEEEQUILA ROOOOSE!"

 Avery McCullen steps through first, composed and sharp-eyed, adjusting the title on her shoulder. Sarah Lee

Jackson follows with a confident smirk, hyping the crowd with a spin and finger-gun gesture. Together, they

radiate control--veteran chemistry, polished and dangerous.

 They enter the ring, raising their championships high as flashes of gold light ripple across the crowd.

 

 The lights snap to stark white.

 A fast, synchronized beat drops.

 Stephany Mullins:

"And their challengers... the team of Claire and Chloe Schoner... THE SCHONER TWINS!"

 Claire and Chloe walk out in perfect sync--same stride, same expression, same intensity. No wasted motion.

No theatrics. Just precision. They pause at the stage, glance at each other, and nod once before marching to

the ring.

 Joey Black:

"You're not just facing one opponent--you're facing a mirror." The Schoners are as technically sharp as they

come."

 Hardcore Hex:

"Yeah, but Tequila Rose has been here before. Experience matters when the pressure hits."
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 The challengers enter, immediately taking their corner. No smiles. No posturing. Focus.

 The champions hand over their belts.

 The referee raises them high.

 DING DING DING

 

 Opening Sequence

 Avery McCullen starts against Claire Schoner.

 They circle--classic lock-up. Claire quickly transitions into a wristlock, twisting with precision. Avery rolls

through, reverses into a hammerlock, then trips Claire down into a grounded hold.

 Claire bridges up, flips through, and counters into a headscissors.

 Avery kips free.

 Standoff.

 The crowd applauds the exchange.

 Joey Black:

"High-level grappling right out of the gate."

 Tag to Chloe.

 Claire and Chloe execute a quick double-team--arm drag into a dropkick that sends Avery into the ropes.

 Tag to Sarah Lee Jackson.

 

 Schoner Twins Control

 Sarah steps in aggressive--forearm strike--

 Chloe ducks--spinning back elbow connects.

 Chloe tags Claire.

 Double Irish whip--double hip toss--followed by a synchronized standing moonsault/double knee drop combo
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.

 Cover.

 ONE--

 Kickout.

 Claire keeps the pressure--snapmare into a chinlock, grinding down Sarah's neck.

 Sarah fights up--elbows to the ribs--

 Breaks free--runs the ropes--

 Claire leapfrogs--

 Chloe blind-tags in--

 Sarah turns--

 DOUBLE SUPERKICK from the twins.

 The crowd pops.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--

 Avery breaks it.

 

 Momentum Shift

 The match speeds up.

 Claire and Chloe isolate Sarah in their corner--quick tags, crisp strikes, seamless teamwork.

 Chloe hits a running knee in the corner--Claire follows with a bulldog.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--
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 Sarah kicks out.

 Hardcore Hex:

"The twins are dissecting her right now!"

 Sarah crawls--desperate--

 Tag to Avery--

 But Chloe pulls her back.

 Claire tags in--locks a front facelock--

 DOUBLE SUPLEX from the twins.

 They're in full control.

 

 Tequila Rose Fights Back

 Claire goes for another cover--

 Sarah kicks out again.

 Claire pulls her up--

 Sarah counters with a jawbreaker!

 Both down.

 Crawl.

 Hot tag--

 AVERY MCCULLEN IS IN.

 She explodes into the ring--clothesline to Claire--back elbow to Chloe--spinebuster to Claire!

 The crowd erupts.

 Avery ducks a strike--

 German suplex to Chloe.
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 Turns--

 Claire charges--

 POP-UP KNEE STRIKE.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO!--

 Kickout.

 

 Chaos Breaks Loose

 All four women enter.

 Sarah and Chloe brawl to the outside.

 Inside--

 Avery lifts Claire for a powerbomb--

 Claire flips out--roll-up!

 ONE! TWO!--

 Avery kicks out.

 Claire hits the ropes--

 Avery catches her--

 SIT-OUT POWERBOMB.

 But Chloe flies in with a missile dropkick to break it.

 

 Final Sequence

 The Schoners regroup.

 They signal.
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 Claire lifts Avery--

 Chloe climbs--

 Setting for their twin finisher--

 Sarah slides in--

 SHOVES CHLOE OFF THE TOP ROPE TO THE FLOOR.

 Claire turns--

 Avery capitalizes--

 "ROSE CRUSHER" (Elevated spinebuster into sit-out slam).

 Cover.

 ONE.

TWO.

THREE.

 DING DING DING

 

 Result:

 Tequila Rose (Avery McCullen & Sarah Lee Jackson) retain the GGL Women's Tag Team Championships

 

 Post-Match

 Avery rolls off, exhausted but triumphant. Sarah slides beside her, both women catching their breath before

grabbing their titles.

 The referee raises their hands.

 Claire sits up slowly, frustration clear--but composed. Chloe joins her at ringside, both exchanging a glance...

then nodding.

 They enter the ring.

 A tense moment--
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 Then Claire extends her hand.

 Avery looks at Sarah.

 They accept.

 Handshake.

 Respect earned.

 Joey Black:

"That's what tag team wrestling is all about--competition, resilience, and respect."

 Hardcore Hex:

"The champions survive--but the Schoners proved they belong on this stage."

 Tequila Rose raises the titles high once more as the crowd roars--still champions, still standing.

KD Feigel vs Sammy The Creep

Match already in progress -- chaos from the opening bell

  

 Bodies are already crashing when the camera cuts in.

  

 KD Feigel is mid-swing with a brutal lariat--but Sammy The Creep ducks under it, rebounds off the ropes,

and snaps KD down with a tilt-a-whirl DDT that spikes him right on the crown.

  

 Joey Black:

 "NO ENTRANCES, NO POSTURING--THEY STARTED THROWING HANDS THE SECOND THE BELL

RANG!"

  

 Hardcore Hex:
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 "This is how I like it, baby! No warm-up, just violence!"

  

 KD rolls to the outside instinctively, clutching his head--but Sammy is already stalking.

  

 That eerie, twitchy movement--shoulders hunched, head tilted--he builds speed--

  

 SUICIDE DIVE!

  

 Sammy crashes through the ropes and wipes KD out against the barricade.

  

 The crowd erupts.

  

 Sammy pops up grinning--unsettling, eyes wide--and immediately drives KD spine-first into the barricade,

then follows with a knife-edge chop that echoes through the arena.

  

 Joey Black:

 "Sammy's not just fast--he's relentless!"

  

 Hardcore Hex:

 "And he's enjoying it way too much. That's the dangerous kind."

  

 Back inside the ring, Sammy stays on him--springboard moonsault--CONNECTS!
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 ONE! TWO!--KICKOUT!

  

 KD powers out, jaw clenched, frustration already flashing across his face.

  

 Sammy doesn't slow down--he pulls KD up--

  

 European uppercut--another--spinning side slam!

  

 He's chaining offense, never letting KD reset.

  

 But that's the gamble.

  

 Sammy charges for a high knee--

  

 KD COUNTERS!

  

 He catches the leg--yanks him in--and delivers a sudden fallaway slam that sends Sammy skidding across

the mat.

  

 KD sits up, breathing hard... then smirks.
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 Momentum shift.

  

 Joey Black:

 "There it is--that's the opening KD needed!"

  

 Hardcore Hex:

 "Chaos meets calculation. And KD? He lives in both worlds."

  

 KD drags Sammy up and starts grinding him down--

  

 Snap suplex. Another. Then a delayed vertical suplex--holding him high before dropping him hard.

  

 He doesn't go for the pin.

  

 He stalks.

  

 He measures.

  

 Then--

  

 FLYING LARIAT--TURNING SAMMY INSIDE OUT!
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 ONE! TWO!--KICKOUT!

  

 Sammy survives--but barely.

  

 KD stays on him--hooks him--

  

 KAOS THEORY--NO!

  

 Sammy wriggles free--lands behind--

  

 INVERTED HURRICANRANA!

  

 KD spikes headfirst!

  

 Both men are down now.

  

 The match slows just enough to breathe--

  

 --and then accelerates again.

  

 Sammy gets there first.
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 He drags KD up--hooks both arms--

  

 DOUBLE UNDERHOOK--KD FIGHTS IT--breaks free!

  

 KD shoves him off--

  

 Sammy rebounds--

  

 SPRINGBOARD--MISSILE DROPKICK!

  

 KD crashes into the corner.

  

 Sammy doesn't hesitate.

  

 He charges--

  

 HIGH KNEE INTO THE TURNBUCKLE--KD COLLAPSES!

  

 Sammy climbs.

  

 Top rope.
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 Perched.

  

 Eyes locked.

  

 DIVING HURRICANRANA--COUNTERED INTO A POWERBOMB--NO! SAMMY SPIKES IT THROUGH!

  

 KD's shoulders hit hard.

  

 ONE! TWO!--KICKOUT AGAIN!

  

 Joey Black:

 "HOW IS KD STILL IN THIS MATCH?!"

  

 Hardcore Hex:

 "Because he refuses to lose--that's the difference!"

  

 Sammy sits up slowly.

  

 That grin again.

  

 He knows something.

  

Generated by eFed Management Suite | Page 21



Sunday Night Assault: #11

 He drags KD toward the ropes.

  

 Carefully.

  

 Deliberately.

  

 ? Closing Sequence ?

 Sammy hooks KD's leg... but instead of covering clean--

  

 he shifts his body.

  

 Slides his feet onto the middle rope.

  

 Subtle.

  

 Dirty.

  

 Perfectly placed.

  

 The referee drops--

  

 ONE! TWO--
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 The official hesitates--something's off--

  

 Sammy presses harder, leveraging the ropes for extra weight.

  

 KD is trapped.

  

 No leverage.

  

 No escape.

  

 Joey Black:

 "Wait a second--Sammy's got his feet on the ropes!"

  

 Hardcore Hex:

 "Of course he does! That's a veteran move--win first, apologize never!"

  

 THREE--NO! WAIT--

  

 At ringside--

  

 Orphius Marius walks past.
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 No rush. No theatrics.

  

 Just movement.

  

 Measured.

  

 Watching.

  

 Calculating.

  

 As he passes the corner--

  

 his hand briefly brushes the bottom rope.

  

 A small, controlled motion.

  

 Enough.

  

 The rope shifts.

  

 Sammy's feet lose their placement--
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 they slip--

  

 just enough to break the leverage.

  

 The referee catches it.

  

 "NO! OFF THE ROPES!"

  

 Sammy's grip breaks for a split second--

  

 --

  

 --and that's all KD needs.

  

 KD explodes upward.

  

 Rolls through.

  

 Transitions.

  

 Hooks the head--
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 CHALKLINE DRIVER!!!

  

 Twisting. Stalling. Dropping Sammy clean into the mat.

  

 ONE! TWO! THREE!

  

 ? Winner: KD Feigel ?

 Joey Black:

 "KD STEALS IT! HE STEALS IT RIGHT OUT FROM UNDER SAMMY!"

  

 Hardcore Hex:

 "That wasn't luck--that was instinct! Sammy had it WON--but one mistake... one tiny crack... and KD

capitalized!"

  

 KD rolls off, breathing hard, a satisfied smirk creeping in.

  

 Sammy sits up slowly--confused, furious--looking at the ropes... then outside the ring.

  

 Orphius?

  

 Already moving.
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 Already gone.

  

 No celebration.

  

 No acknowledgment.

  

 Just... control.

  

 Joey Black:

 "Orphius Marius didn't attack--he didn't make a scene... but you cannot tell me that wasn't intentional."

  

 Hardcore Hex:

 "That's the scariest kind of interference, Joey. The kind you almost miss... until it costs you everything."

  

 Sammy pounds the mat in frustration.

  

 KD, meanwhile, raises a hand--not to the crowd--

  

 --but to himself.

  

 Another win.
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 Another step closer to gold.

  

 Fade out on Orphius at the stage...

  

 ...not celebrating.

  

 Just watching.

  

 Calculating what comes next.

Adam Stryker © vs Ethan Murphy ©

Murphy slides in, popping up to his feet with a quick bounce, pacing opposite Stryker.

 They lock eyes.

 Referee checks both.

 DING DING DING

 

 Opening Exchange

 They circle.

 Murphy strikes first--quick feint into a leg kick, testing distance. Stryker doesn't bite. They tie up--Murphy

transitions into a side headlock.

 Stryker plants, lifts, and sends Murphy off the ropes--

 Shoulder tackle from Murphy.
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 Stryker doesn't go down.

 Murphy hits again--

 Stryker absorbs it.

 Third time--

 Stryker steps aside--

 Murphy rebounds--

 Arm drag from Stryker, immediately transitioning into a grounded wristlock.

 Murphy rolls, flips, reverses--

 Back to neutral.

 Small nods from both men.

 

 Murphy's Speed

 Murphy picks up the pace--drop toe hold into a quick cover.

 ONE--

 Stryker kicks out instantly.

 Murphy hits the ropes--springboard crossbody--

 Stryker catches him--

 Murphy shifts mid-air--roll-through--

 Standing dropkick connects.

 Stryker backs into the corner.

 Murphy charges--

 Running forearm--
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 Snapmare--

 Basement dropkick to the spine.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--

 Kickout.

 Joey Black:

"Murphy's speed is creating early openings."

 Hardcore Hex:

"He's gotta stay one step ahead--Stryker only needs one opening."

 

 Stryker Slows It Down

 Murphy goes for another quick strike--

 Stryker catches the arm--

 Short-arm lariat.

 Momentum shifts instantly.

 Stryker pulls Murphy up--drives a knee into the midsection--then another. He locks in a tight waistlock,

grinding pressure before dumping Murphy with a controlled German suplex.

 Murphy rolls, trying to recover--

 Stryker stalks him--methodical.

 He lifts--

 Backbreaker across the knee.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--

 Murphy kicks out.
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 Stryker transitions into a grounded chinlock, slowing the tempo deliberately.

 

 Fight Back

 Murphy fights to his feet--elbows to the ribs--

 Breaks free--

 Runs--

 Flying forearm smash.

 Both men down briefly.

 Murphy kips up--

 Fires up--

 Strike combination--left, right, spinning back kick--

 Stryker staggers.

 Murphy hits the ropes--

 Running knee strike.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO!--

 Stryker kicks out.

 Murphy wastes no time--pulls him up--

 Attempts a suplex--

 Stryker blocks--

 Counters--

 Murphy slips out--
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 Enzuigiri.

 Stryker drops to a knee.

 Murphy climbs--

 Top rope--

 Missile dropkick.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO!--

 Stryker still survives.

 

 Final Sequence

 Murphy signals--looking for the finish.

 He pulls Stryker up--

 Hooks him--

 Going for a cutter--

 Stryker shoves him off--

 Murphy rebounds--

 Stryker ducks--

 Murphy spins--

 SUPERKICK--blocked.

 Stryker spins him--

 RELEASE GERMAN SUPLEX.

 Murphy crashes hard.
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 Stryker doesn't hesitate.

 He drags Murphy up--

 Hooks both arms--

 Murphy fights--desperate--

 But Stryker tightens the grip--

 "STRYKER PROTOCOL" (Double Underhook Lift into Sit-Out Driver).

 Impact echoes.

 Cover.

 ONE.

TWO.

THREE.

 DING DING DING

 

 Result:

 Adam Stryker defeats Ethan Murphy via pinfall

 

 Post-Match

 Stryker rolls off, breathing heavy but composed. The referee raises his hand.

 Murphy sits up slowly, frustration evident--but controlled.

 Stryker looks down at him.

 A moment.

 Murphy stands.

 They exchange a nod.

 Handshake.
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 Joey Black:

"A hard-fought victory for Adam Stryker--but Ethan Murphy proved he belongs in this spotlight."

 Hardcore Hex:

"No doubt. But tonight? Precision beat pace."

 Stryker exits first, focused as ever. Murphy remains for a moment, taking in the crowd--already thinking

about the next opportunity.

David Stryker vs Jamal Payne

The referee signals.

 DING DING DING

  

Opening Exchange

 They circle.

 Payne darts in first--quick jab, leg kick, another jab. Stryker barely flinches, absorbing, analyzing. Payne

shoots for a collar-and-elbow, transitions into a waistlock--

 Stryker counters instantly with a standing switch and drives Payne down with a hard mat return.

 Payne pops up--dropkick! Stryker staggers back into the ropes.

 Payne builds momentum--springboards--

 Stryker steps forward and catches him mid-air into a brutal powerslam.

 Joey Black:

"Good God, what timing!"

 Hardcore Hex:

"That's what I'm talking about--cut the highlight reel short."

 Stryker hooks the leg.

 ONE--

 Kickout.
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Stryker Takes Control

 Stryker slows the pace. Methodical.

 He drives a knee into Payne's ribs. Again. Again. Then locks in a grounded headlock, grinding forearm

pressure into Payne's temple.

 Payne fights to his feet--elbows to the ribs--

 Stryker answers with a short-arm clothesline that nearly flips Payne inside out.

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--

 Kickout.

 Stryker pulls Payne up and whips him hard into the corner. The impact echoes through the steel structure of

The Crow's Nest.

 Charge--

 Payne slips out to the apron at the last second.

 Stryker hits the turnbuckles--turns--

 Payne launches in with a springboard forearm smash!

 The crowd erupts.

  

Momentum Shift

 Payne fires up--rapid strikes, spinning backfist, enzuigiri!

 Stryker drops to a knee.

 Payne hits the ropes--running knee strike to the jaw!

 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--
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 Stryker kicks out.

 Joey Black:

"Payne's speed is starting to create openings!"

 Hardcore Hex:

"He's gotta keep moving. You stand still with Stryker--you're done."

 Payne nods to himself, pulling Stryker up.

 He sets for a suplex--Stryker blocks.

 Another attempt--blocked again.

 Stryker lifts--

 Payne flips out behind him--superkick!

 Stryker stumbles forward.

 Payne leaps--CODEBREAKER!

 The impact echoes.

 Cover!

 ONE! TWO!--

 Stryker kicks out with authority.

 Payne's expression shifts--he knows that should've been close.

  

The Turning Point

 Payne climbs to the top rope.

 The neon lights flicker wildly as he steadies himself.

 Joey Black:

"This could be it!"

 Payne leaps--
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 Stryker catches him.

 Mid-air.

 Transitions--

 SPINEBUSTER.

 The ring shakes.

 Neither man moves for a moment.

  

Final Sequence

 Stryker slowly rises, dragging Payne up with him.

 He hooks him--sets--

 Payne slips out--roll-up!

 ONE! TWO!--

 Stryker powers out.

 Both men scramble up--

 Payne charges--

 Stryker ducks--

 Payne rebounds--

 DISCUSS LARIAT FROM STRYKER!

 Payne flips inside out on impact.

 The crowd gasps.

 Stryker doesn't waste time.

 He pulls Payne up one last time...
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 Hooks both arms...

 "IRON VERDICT" (Double Underhook Brainbuster).

 Devastating.

 Stryker covers.

 ONE.

TWO.

THREE.

 DING DING DING

  

Result:

 David Stryker defeats Jamal Payne via pinfall

Advances to the Gold Rush Tournament Semifinals

  

Post-Match

 Stryker rises slowly, breathing heavy but composed. The referee raises his hand as the cold blue light

returns.

 Payne rolls to the ropes, clutching his neck, frustration visible--but also respect. He looks back at Stryker,

nods once.

 Stryker doesn't celebrate.

 He just stares ahead.

 Focused.

 Waiting.

 Joey Black:

"David Stryker just punched his ticket to the semifinals--but he was pushed to the limit tonight."

 Hardcore Hex:

"Payne brought the fight--but Stryker brought the finish. That's the difference."
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 The camera pulls back--neon lights flickering, the crowd roaring, and Stryker standing tall in the center of the

ring as the tournament marches on.

World Elite (Kofi Von Erich & AJ Flare) vs Dual Extremes (Jacob Brand & Caleb Frost)

The distorted opening riff of World Elite's theme cuts through the desert air as gold and white strobes flash

across the rusted neon skyline.

 Stephany Mullins:

"Introducing first... the team of Kofi Von Erich... and AJ Flare... they are... WOOOORLD ELITE!"

 Kofi Von Erich steps through the smoke first, composed and intense, rolling his shoulders as he surveys the

chaotic atmosphere. Behind him, AJ Flare bursts onto the stage with explosive energy, throwing his arms

wide as sparks rain down from a flickering casino sign overhead. The two exchange a confident nod before

marching to the ring--precision, confidence, and arrogance wrapped into one.

 Joey Black:

"World Elite represents control, discipline, and championship-caliber chemistry. They've been climbing fast."

 Hardcore Hex:

"Yeah, but tonight they're stepping into a warzone with two guys who don't care about control--they care

about destruction."

 The lights abruptly cut to black.

 A low, chilling hum fills the air.

 Then--

 BOOM.

 A blast of white strobe light reveals Dual Extremes standing motionless at the entrance.

 Stephany Mullins:

"And their opponents... the team of Jacob Brand... and Caleb Frost... DUAL EXTREMES!"

 Jacob Brand slowly cracks his neck, eyes cold and calculating. Caleb Frost stands beside him, twitching

slightly, an unhinged grin creeping across his face. The two begin their walk--no theatrics, just raw menace.

Frost drags his hand along the barricade, sending sparks flying as fans recoil.

 Hardcore Hex:

"These two? They don't just want to win. They want to leave pieces of you behind."
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 Joey Black:

"And that's exactly what makes them so dangerous."

  

Match Begins

 The bell rings.

 Kofi Von Erich starts against Jacob Brand.

 They circle cautiously--Kofi measured, Brand predatory.

 Lock-up.

 Kofi immediately transitions into a tight wristlock, twisting the arm and forcing Brand down to a knee. Brand

rolls through, reverses into a hammerlock, then drives a stiff forearm into Kofi's spine.

 Kofi winces but counters with a snapmare takeover, following with a sharp kick to Brand's back.

 Joey Black:

"Technical excellence from Kofi Von Erich right out of the gate."

 Brand rises slowly--then suddenly explodes forward with a brutal lariat that nearly flips Kofi inside out.

 The crowd gasps.

 Brand doesn't go for a cover--he just stares down at Kofi, expression unchanging.

 Tag to Caleb Frost.

 Frost vaults over the ropes with chaotic energy and immediately stomps Kofi into the mat repeatedly, each

strike more erratic than the last. He pulls Kofi up by the hair--

 SMACK!

 Knife-edge chop echoes through the graveyard.

 SMACK!

 Another.

 Frost laughs--loud, unsettling.
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 Kofi fires back with a forearm--then another--then a sudden dropkick that sends Frost staggering into the

corner.

 Tag to AJ Flare.

 Flare springs over the top rope with a slingshot crossbody--connects!

 He pops up instantly, hits the ropes--

 Running forearm smash!

 Frost stumbles.

 Spinning heel kick!

 Down goes Frost.

 Flare plays to the crowd briefly--big mistake.

 Frost pops up like a man possessed and charges--

 Running knee strike to the ribs!

 Flare collapses.

 Tag to Brand.

 Dual Extremes begin isolating Flare--quick tags, brutal efficiency.

 Brand lifts Flare--

 Backbreaker across the knee!

 Immediate tag to Frost--

 Springboard double stomp to the chest!

 Cover.

 1... 2...--KICKOUT!

 Joey Black:

"Close call! That combination nearly ended it!"
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 Frost grows visibly irritated. He drags Flare up and begins talking to him--taunting, whispering something

unheard--before slapping him hard across the face.

 Flare responds with a sudden desperation enziguri!

 Both men are down!

 The crowd rallies--

 Flare crawls--

 Frost lunges--

 HOT TAG!

 Kofi Von Erich explodes into the ring!

 Clothesline to Frost!

 Clothesline to Brand!

 Snap powerslam to Frost!

 Brand charges--

 Kofi ducks--

 German suplex!

 The momentum shifts instantly.

 Kofi signals--

 He pulls Frost up--

 Sit-out spinebuster!

 Cover!

 1... 2...--BROKEN UP BY BRAND!

 Chaos erupts.
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 AJ Flare re-enters--

 Springboard--

 Flying forearm takes Brand out!

 All four men are down.

 The neon lights flicker violently as the crowd roars.

  

Final Sequence

 Frost and Flare slowly rise.

 Forearm exchange.

 Back and forth.

 Faster.

 Harder.

 Flare ducks--

 Superkick!

 Frost drops to one knee--

 Flare hits the ropes--

 Running shining wizard--NO!

 Frost catches him--

 SNAP POWERSLAM!

 Tag to Brand.

 Brand lifts Flare--

 Gutwrench powerbomb!
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 But Kofi dives in--

 Breaks it up mid-lift!

 Kofi throws Brand out of the ring.

 Frost charges--

 Kofi sidesteps--

 Frost hits the ropes--

 Flare recovers--

 DOUBLE SUPERKICK!

 Frost collapses.

 Brand slides back in--

 Kofi meets him--

 DISCUSS LARIAT!

 Flare climbs the top rope--

 Kofi hoists Frost up--

 ASSISTED TOP-ROPE CUTTER!

 The impact echoes like a gunshot.

 Flare hooks the leg.

 1... 2... 3!

  

Winners: World Elite (Kofi Von Erich & AJ Flare)

  Stephany Mullins:

"Here are your winners... WOOOORLD ELITE!"

 Their music hits as Kofi and Flare rise, exhausted but victorious. AJ Flare pounds his chest while Kofi raises
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his arm, both men soaking in the reaction.

 Outside the ring, Jacob Brand sits upright slowly, staring coldly at the ring. Caleb Frost twitches beside him,

a grin slowly returning despite the loss.

 Hardcore Hex:

"They didn't win--but Dual Extremes just proved they can hang with anybody."

 Joey Black:

"And World Elite just survived a war. If that's not a statement, I don't know what is."

 The camera lingers on the tense stare between the teams--victory on one side, unfinished business on the

other--as the neon lights flicker overhead.

Hard Mode (Riley Rune & Mia Nygma) vs The War Gods (Ares & Odin)

The distorted pulse of KØ??'s sound system bleeds straight out of the opening segment as the camera snaps

back to the entranceway. The neon graveyard hums louder now--almost alive--as the first match of the night

is set to erupt.

 TAG TEAM MATCH

 Hard Mode (Riley Rune & Mia Nygma) vs. The War Gods (Ares & Odin)

 Stephany Mullins (in-ring):

"The following contest is scheduled for one fall!"

 Crowd:

*ONE FALL!*

 ENTRANCES

 A digital glitch rips across the screen as a warped synth beat drops.

 Hard Mode emerges through flickering neon smoke--Riley Rune stalking forward with calculated precision,

while Mia Nygma walks just behind him, focused and dangerous, her eyes locked on the ring like she's

already solving the fight before it begins.

 Joey Black:

"Hard Mode isn't just a name--it's a mindset. Every move, every counter, every second... calculated."

 Hardcore Hex:
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"And if you slip up? Game over."

 They slide into the ring, Mia immediately taking a corner, stretching the ropes as Riley paces like a predator.

 The lights suddenly cut.

 A deep war drum begins to echo.

 The ground-level fog thickens as flames burst in short pillars along the entrance.

 The War Gods step out--Ares first, towering and explosive, followed by the massive, immovable force of

Odin. No theatrics beyond presence--they *are* the spectacle.

 Joey Black:

"And here comes destruction incarnate."

 Hardcore Hex:

"You don't wrestle The War Gods... you survive them."

 They enter the ring slowly. No wasted motion. No emotion.

 Only violence.

 MATCH BEGINS

 DING! DING!

 Riley Rune starts against Ares.

 They circle.

 Riley darts in--quick jab, low kick, attempt at a wristlock--

 Ares doesn't budge.

 Riley tries again--faster this time--

 Ares BLASTS him with a shoulder block that turns him inside out.

 Joey Black:

"Good lord!"

 Riley rolls to the corner, immediately tagging--
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 Mia Nygma.

 Crowd pops.

 Mia steps in without hesitation.

 She circles Ares, faster, smarter--ducking a lariat, slipping behind--

 CHOP BLOCK to the knee.

 Ares drops to one knee.

 Mia fires off rapid strikes--body, head, body--then rebounds--

 RUNNING KNEE STRIKE TO THE FACE!

 Ares stumbles back.

 Mia smirks slightly--control established.

 SHIFT IN POWER

 Tag to Riley.

 Hard Mode begins dissecting--quick tags, precise strikes, isolating Ares away from Odin.

 Riley hooks--

 SNAP DDT!

 Cover!

 1... 2--KICKOUT.

 Ares powers out with authority.

 Riley immediately transitions--rear choke attempt--

 Ares stands up WITH him--

 BACK BODY DROP!

 The ring shakes.
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 ODIN ENTERS

 Tag to Odin.

 The atmosphere changes instantly.

 Odin steps in--and just *grabs* Riley--

 THROWS him across the ring.

 Riley crashes hard.

 Mia shouts from the corner--

 Riley charges--

 BIG BOOT FROM ODIN.

 Turned inside out.

 Hardcore Hex:

"That's not a move--that's a statement."

 Odin drags Riley up--

 HEADBUTT.

 Then another.

 Then a THIRD.

 Riley collapses.

 MIA TAKES CONTROL AGAIN

 Riley crawls--reaches--

 TAG TO MIA.

 Mia springboards in--

 MISSILE DROPKICK to Odin!
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 Odin staggers!

 Mia hits the ropes--

 RUNNING SHOTGUN DROPKICK--ODIN INTO THE ROPES!

 Crowd building.

 Mia charges again--

 Odin counters--

 GRABS HER BY THE THROAT--

 But Mia slips out--

 ENZUIGIRI!

 Odin drops to one knee.

 Mia runs--

 CODEBREAKER!

 Cover!

 1... 2...--ARES BREAKS IT UP.

 CHAOS ERUPTS

 Riley dives in--tackles Ares--

 All four competitors now brawling.

 Punches fly.

 Neon lights flicker violently overhead.

 Riley and Ares spill to the outside--crashing into the barricade.

 Inside the ring--

 Mia tries to keep Odin down--
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 She goes for another strike--

 Odin catches her--

 SPINEBUSTER.

 Brutal impact.

 FINISH

 Odin tags Ares.

 The War Gods lift Mia--

 DOUBLE POWERBOMB.

 Riley tries to re-enter--

 Odin cuts him off--

 BIG BOOT THROUGH THE ROPES TO THE FLOOR.

 Ares pulls Mia up--

 Hooks her--

 "WRATH OF GODS" (Running Sit-Out Powerbomb).

 Cover.

 1... 2... 3.

 WINNERS: THE WAR GODS

 Stephany Mullins:

"Here are your winners... THE WAR GODS!"

 POST-MATCH

 Ares stands tall, chest heaving.

 Odin doesn't celebrate--just stares down at Hard Mode like they were merely an obstacle.
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 Riley pulls himself up on the outside, furious.

 Mia sits in the ring, catching her breath--frustrated, but not broken.

 Joey Black:

"Hard Mode brought strategy... but The War Gods brought annihilation."

 Hardcore Hex:

"And tonight, annihilation wins."

 The camera lingers on the silent, dominant figures of Ares and Odin as the neon graveyard flickers behind

them--another statement made in The Crow's Nest.

Abyssal Order vs The Family of the Sinister One

The lights die without warning.

 A low, droning hum fills The Crow's Nest as the neon graveyard flickers erratically--letters sparking, glass

buzzing, shadows stretching unnaturally across the sand.

 A crimson circle of light appears on the stage.

 Stephany Mullins:

"This contest... is scheduled for one fall... and it is for the KØ?? TRIOS CHAMPIONSHIPS!"

 A guttural chant echoes through the speakers as The Abyssal Order emerges slowly--Lilith Nocturne leading,

her expression cold and predatory. Behind her, Yrsa and Sig Vinter move in eerie synchronization, like twin

executioners.

 They do not acknowledge the crowd.

 They do not break formation.

 They enter the ring like a ritual.

 Joey Black:

"The Abyssal Order doesn't just fight--they consume."

 Hardcore Hex:

"And tonight, they're hungry for gold."

 The lights cut again.
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 Silence.

 Then--

 A violent, distorted scream tears through the arena as jagged yellow light explodes across the stage.

 Stephany Mullins:

"And their opponents... THE FAMILY... OF THE SINISTER ONE!"

 Il Monstro Oscuro storms out first--massive, breathing like a bull ready to charge.

The Giver follows, dragging a chain loosely in his hand, eyes twitching with anticipation.

Melizza the Terror steps out last, smiling--a disturbing, delighted grin at the chaos waiting.

 They don't pose.

 They rush the ring.

 

 The Bell Never Gets a Chance

 Before the referee can even signal--

 ALL SIX COLLIDE.

 No tags. No structure. Just violence.

 DING DING DING

 

 Absolute Carnage

 Sig Vinter and Il Monstro Oscuro smash into each other with shoulder blocks that echo like gunshots. Yrsa

tackles Melizza to the mat, raining down fists. Lilith and The Giver trade strikes--sharp, deliberate, vicious.

 Within seconds, the match spills outside.

 Yrsa hurls Melizza into the steel steps--CRACK.

 Melizza laughs through the pain, already bleeding from the eyebrow.

 Joey Black:

"This is out of control already!"
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 Hardcore Hex:

"There are no rules in their minds, Joey--only damage."

 Inside the ring--

 Sig Vinter deadlifts Oscuro--

 Oscuro gouges the eyes.

 Sig stumbles--

 Oscuro responds with a running crossbody, crushing Sig through the ropes and to the outside.

 

 Weapons Come Into Play

 The Giver slides a steel chair into the ring.

 Lilith steps forward--

 He swings--

 She ducks--

 BLACK MIST TO THE FACE.

 The Giver staggers blindly--

 Lilith grabs the chair--

 CRACK across his back.

 Again.

 Again.

 Outside--

 Yrsa pulls a length of chain from under the ring.

 Melizza wipes blood from her face, grinning wider.

 Yrsa swings--
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 Melizza takes the hit across the ribs but doesn't drop.

 Instead, she lunges forward and bites Yrsa's forehead, drawing blood instantly.

 

 Blood Everywhere

 Sig Vinter is now split open above the eye after being driven face-first into the barricade by Oscuro.

 Lilith's arm is gashed from a chair deflection.

 Yrsa's face is streaked crimson.

 Melizza's nose is clearly broken--but she laughs through it.

 The Giver, still half-blinded, wraps his chain around his fist and swings wildly--

 Connecting with Lilith's jaw.

 She drops.

 

 Structured Chaos Emerges

 The referee finally restores some form--Sig and Oscuro are legal.

 They trade forearms in the center.

 Sig gains the upper hand--massive uppercut--

 Oscuro responds with a headbutt that reopens Sig's wound.

 Sig roars--

 Lifts--

 POWERBOMB.

 But he doesn't release--

 Transitions--

 SECOND POWERBOMB.
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 Cover.

 ONE! TWO--

 Melizza dives in to break it.

 Yrsa tackles her again.

 

 The Turning Point

 Lilith tags herself in silently.

 She drags Oscuro up--

 Hooks him--

 SNAP DDT.

 She doesn't cover.

 Instead, she signals.

 Yrsa and Sig enter.

 They form a triangle around Oscuro.

 The crowd rises.

 

 Trios Finish Attempt

 Yrsa lifts--

 Sig holds--

 Lilith climbs--

 TRIPLE-IMPACT RITUAL DRIVER--

 The Giver breaks it with a chair shot to Sig's skull.

 Everything collapses.
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 Final Sequence

 Chaos returns.

 Melizza and Yrsa brawl to the outside--both already barely standing.

 Sig and Oscuro fight up the ramp, trading blows.

 Inside the ring--

 Lilith and The Giver.

 Both bloodied. Both unsteady.

 The Giver swings the chain--

 Lilith catches it.

 Wraps it around his arm.

 Pulls him in--

 KNEE STRIKE TO THE FACE.

 She spins--

 "NOCTURNE EMBRACE" (Spinning Brainbuster).

 She collapses into the cover.

 ONE.

TWO.

THREE.

 DING DING DING

 

 Result:

 The Abyssal Order wins

NEW KØ?? TRIOS CHAMPIONS
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 Aftermath

 No celebration.

 No energy left.

 Lilith kneels, clutching the championship belts as Yrsa and Sig barely pull themselves upright beside her.

 Across the ring, The Family of the Sinister One lies scattered--Oscuro unmoving on the ramp, Melizza

laughing weakly through blood, The Giver clutching his arm.

 Joey Black:

"I don't even know what we just witnessed... but every single person paid a price."

 Hardcore Hex:

"That wasn't a match. That was survival. And The Abyssal Order... they outlasted the madness."

 The neon graveyard flickers.

 The champions stand--barely.

 And the battlefield they leave behind proves one thing:

 No one walked out of The Crow's Nest the same.
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