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The broadcast opens inside The Foundry. The camera sweeps across the crowd before settling 
on the ring, where Ace Dalton and Ronnie Kixx are already waiting.

Ronnie stands off to the side, shoulders slumped, his eyes fixed on the canvas. Ace is far more 
composed. He stands in the center of the ring with a microphone in hand, staring out into the 
crowd and fired up Froundry.

Bert McDaniels: “Welcome to Black Light 40. We are coming off a chaotic night at AFTERBURN, 
where Adam Stryker ended Ace Dalton’s reign and became the new CFW World Champion.”

Ace looks slightly annoyed. His expression doesn't change.
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Adam Stryker: "Just like every time, Adam Stryker did EXACTLY what he said he’d do!“ Stryker pats 
the championship. “SEVEN time world champion my friends. After Ace Dalton and The Seers tried to 
kick me out of CFW, after they damn near killed me in the ring or that one time in Venice Beach… I 
gave them, and Ace especially, a taste of their own medicine and took the only thing that made them 
relevant.“ Quick cut. "Maybe there are shortcuts, maybe there are desperate measures… But that 
desperation for success is what made me a champion over and over again. So I won’t break that 
formula.“ One final cut. Stryker adjusts the championship on his shoulder. "So Ace, if you or any of 
your freaky buddies want a shot at this, take your place in the back of the line now. And MAR, old pal, 
whatever your appearance tonight was supposed to mean… Just stay out of my way.“ Stryker raises 
the championship. "The era of The Seers is over, no matter what their golden child or their

long lost daddy have to say about it.“ The screen cuts to black.

O P E N I N G  S E G M E N T
A C E  D A L T O N  W I T H

R O N N I E  K I X X

The camera moves tighter on Ace. His 
expression doesn't change.

Bert McDaniels: "And immediately 
after that match, Stryker had a few 
words for the former champion... and 
The Seers."

Ace turns his attention toward
the screen.

Bert McDaniels: "Take a look."

Adam Stryker stands battered from 
the match, the CFW World 
Championship resting proudly over 
his shoulder. A D A M  S T R Y K E R



9 / 0 7 / 2 6           C R E A T I V E F O R C E W R E S T L I N G . C O M           © 2 0 2 6  C F W

Back inside The Foundry, the camera settles on Ace. He slowly raises the microphone…

Crowd: "LONG LOST DADDY!“ CLAP! CLAP! CLAP-CLAP-CLAP!

Crowd: "LONG LOST DADDY!“ CLAP! CLAP! CLAP-CLAP-CLAP!

Ace suddenly snaps the microphone to his mouth.

Ace Dalton: "THIS! This right here is the problem!“ The chant quickly turns to boos. "This is the 
problem with you people. This is the problem with Adam Stryker. You don't know who the hell 
you're dealing with.“ Ace points toward the screen. "And unfortunately, that's the nature of what 
we are. Adam Stryker doesn't know who MAR is. He doesn't know who The Seers are. He doesn't 
know what this company means. He doesn't know what that championship means.“ Ace pauses, 
shaking his head. "But he likes to shoot his mouth off like he does."

The crowd boos louder. Ace looks toward Ronnie before turning back to them.

O P E N I N G  S E G M E N T
A C E  D A L T O N  W I T H

R O N N I E  K I X X



9 / 0 7 / 2 6           C R E A T I V E F O R C E W R E S T L I N G . C O M           © 2 0 2 6  C F W

Ace Dalton: “Misunderstanding MAR? That's forgivable. Hell, I misunderstood MAR for a long time. 
So Adam, I can forgive you for that.“ His expression hardens. "What I won't forgive is the 
disrespect.“ Ace steps toward the ropes, staring directly into the hard camera. "If you have no 
idea who that man is... if you have no idea what he's sacrificed... then shut the hell up.“ 
The Foundry erupts.

Crowd: "BOOOOOOOOO!"
Ace lowers the microphone and looks around at them with disgust. Ronnie remains silent behind 
him. Ace waits for the noise to settle before continuing, his voice quieter now.

Ace Dalton: "Adam Stryker doesn't know MAR.“ A pause. "But Adam Stryker knows Ace Dalton.“ 
Ace points to himself. "You know exactly who the hell I am.“ His composure begins to crack again. 
"I'm the man you couldn't beat.“ The crowd reacts. "Go home, Adam. Put that championship on the 
table. Stand in front of a mirror and look yourself in the eyes.“ Ace moves closer to the camera. 
"And tell yourself the truth.“ A beat. "That man looking back at you couldn't beat Ace Dalton.“ Ace's 
jaw tightens. "Not without wrapping a rope around my neck.“ A roar rolls through The Foundry. 
"You admitted it yourself. Shortcuts. Desperate measures. You said desperation is what made you 
a champion over and over again.“ Ace gives a small nod. "I believe you.“ He lets that hang. 
"Because that's the difference between you and me, Adam.“ Ace points toward the screen again. 
"Desperation is your formula.“ He brings the microphone closer, almost speaking through 
gritted teeth. "For me?“ 

A pause. "It's an option.“

Ace lets those words sit for a moment.

Ace Dalton: "And maybe I've spent too much time expecting people like you to understand what 
The Seers are."

The anger begins to leave his voice. Something colder replaces it.

O P E N I N G  S E G M E N T
A C E  D A L T O N  W I T H

R O N N I E  K I X X
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Ace Dalton: "So right here, right now, as the man who leads The Seers... I don't need to speak in 
riddles.“ Ace glances toward Ronnie. "I don't need to hide behind prophecy. I don't need to give you 
any more of that wind talk bullshit."

Ace turns back toward the hard camera.

Ace Dalton: "I'll make you a promise instead.“ A pause. "The Seers will hold gold again sooner than 
any of you realize."

The crowd reacts, but Ace doesn't acknowledge them.

Ace Dalton: "And Adam...“ His eyes narrow. "When that impostor syndrome finally gets the best of 
you—and it will—when you're lying awake staring at that championship wondering if you can 
actually beat me...“ Ace steps closer to the camera.

Ace Dalton: "Come find out."

A pause.

Ace Dalton: "Or don't wait. Tomorrow. Next week. Anytime you muster enough courage to need 
the answer.“ Ace's jaw tightens. "I'll stand toe-to-toe with your delusional ass and give it to you."

He stares directly into the camera.

Ace Dalton: "You didn't end the era of The Seers."

A pause.

Ace Dalton: "You just made yourself part of it.“ Ace's expression goes cold.

Ace Dalton: "And when the time comes..."

He points toward the blank screen where Stryker was shown moments earlier.

Ace Dalton: "...I'm taking back what belongs to us."

O P E N I N G  S E G M E N T
A C E  D A L T O N  W I T H

R O N N I E  K I X X
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The broadcast resets as Ace Dalton and 
Ronnie Kixx make their way to the back. The 
camera settles on Bert McDaniels and Chaz 
at commentary.

Bert McDaniels: “A lot to unpack there, but 
one thing is certain. At AFTERBURN, Adam 
Stryker lived up to his reputation. Seven-
time World Champion.”

Chaz Del Rio: “He did. Ace may not like how 
he got there, but Stryker walked into 
AFTERBURN with a promise and walked out 
with the World Championship.”

Bert McDaniels: “And we're starting 
tonight with a rematch from Black Light 39. 
Ciaran Kennedy defeated Wyatt Storm that 
night, when Storm was still the number one 
contender to the World Championship.”

Chaz Del Rio: “There was a lot of respect 
between them that night. But I'll tell you 
what I find peculiar, Bert. Ciaran Kennedy's 
attitude at AFTERBURN.”

A brief pause.

“Warrior” by Atreyu hits.
Huge pops as Wyatt Storm steps out.

M A T C H  1
C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y  V S  

W Y A T T  S T R O M
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Non-Title Match

W Y A T T  S T O R M
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Bert: “I understand doing whatever it takes 
to become champion. But the way Ciaran won 
the Black Light Championship hasn't sat right 
with me either. We'll hear from former 
champion Savior Hawkins later tonight.”

Chaz: “Wyatt Storm is a CFW original, and 
tonight he's looking to score a win over the 
new Black Light Champion.”

Storm paces his corner as the music fades. 
A few moments pass.

“Fix Ur Face” by 
MGK & Fred Durst hits.
The reaction is mixed as Kennedy steps 
through the curtain, the Black Light 
Championship fastened around his waist. He 
looks focused as he starts toward the ring.

Chaz: “Say what you want about how he did 
it, Ciaran Kennedy got the job done at 
AFTERBURN. He took that championship from 
Savior Hawkins.”

Bert: “And in Kennedy's defense, he's been 
on a hell of a run in CFW.”

Chaz: “Which is exactly why breaking the 
rules to win it rubbed people the 
wrong way.”

M A T C H  1
C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y  V S  

W Y A T T  S T R O M
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Non-Title Match

C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y
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Kennedy reaches ringside, removes the Black Light Championship and hands it off before stepping 
through the ropes.

A short time later, the introductions are complete and both men stand across from one another.

Wyatt steps forward and offers his hand.

Kennedy looks down at it. Then back at Wyatt.

No handshake.

Kennedy simply backs into his corner, eyes never leaving Storm.

Chaz: “Okay. That's different.”

Bert: “He's certainly got an edge to him tonight. But whatever is going through Ciaran Kennedy's head, 
when that bell rings, you're still looking at one of the best wrestlers in CFW.”

DING! DING! DING!
They circle before locking up. Kennedy immediately tries to impose himself, driving Storm backward, but 
Wyatt twists free and catches him with an arm drag. Kennedy is straight back up.

Another lockup. This time Kennedy catches Wyatt coming out of it and snaps him over with a quick suplex.

Storm rolls through and gets right back to his feet. A brief stare. The crowd responds. They go again.

Wyatt picks up the pace, slipping a clothesline and hitting the ropes. Kennedy catches him on the rebound, 
but Storm twists free before Kennedy can plant him. Wyatt fires a kick to the thigh. Kennedy answers with 
a sharp forearm. Neither gives ground.

Bert: “Very evenly matched. We saw that at Black Light 39.”

Chaz: “And I think Wyatt has something to prove tonight. He lost his shot at the World Championship, and 
the last time he stood across from Kennedy, Ciaran beat him.”

M A T C H  1
C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y  V S  

W Y A T T  S T R O M
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Non-Title Match
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Wyatt suddenly explodes forward with a fast combination, finishing with a dropkick that sends Kennedy 
through the ropes to the floor.

Storm hits the ropes… Kennedy moves. Wyatt sees it in time and stops himself at the ropes.

Kennedy looks up at him from the floor. Wyatt gives him a small nod. Kennedy doesn't return it.
Kennedy remains on the floor. Wyatt stares down at him, clearly taking some offense to the 
cold response. This time, Storm doesn't wait.

He slips through the ropes and goes after Kennedy.

The pace immediately gets more physical. Wyatt drives Kennedy into the barricade, but Kennedy keeps his 
composure. When Storm charges again, Kennedy sidesteps him and sends Wyatt shoulder-first into the 
ring post. Wyatt grabs his shoulder and winces. Kennedy notices it. And doesn't forget it.

He rolls Storm back inside and goes to work on the shoulder, wrenching the arm before driving it hard 
into the mat. Wyatt tries to create distance, only for Kennedy to drag him back and hammer the 
shoulder again.

Bert: “There's the difference right now. Wyatt got frustrated. Kennedy stayed focused.”

DEEPER INTO THE MATCH...
As the match wears on, control has shifted back and forth.

Now, the pace begins to open up again.

Storm fights through the damage and forces Kennedy to keep pace. A springboard forearm rocks the 
champion. Kennedy answers with a release Dragon Suplex. Wyatt survives. The Foundry is split now, both 
men earning reactions as momentum swings back and forth. Kennedy attacks the shoulder whenever an 
opening presents itself. Wyatt answers with speed, never staying close enough for Kennedy to control him 
for long…

M A T C H  1
C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y  V S  

W Y A T T  S T R O M
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Non-Title Match
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Another exchange leaves Kennedy staggered.

Wyatt sees his opening.

He doesn't wait for the usual setup.

Storm races up the turnbuckles and launches immediately…

EYE OF THE STORM!
Kennedy moves, but not completely.

Wyatt crashes across him at an awkward angle. Neither man gets all of what he wanted.

Storm scrambles for Kennedy…

Kennedy rolls him up!

ONE! TWO! THR…
Wyatt escapes!

The Foundry erupts. Both men are up quickly now. Kennedy attacks the shoulder. Wyatt counters. Storm 
catches him with a kick and hits the ropes. Kennedy follows.

Wyatt rebounds… Kennedy explodes forward.

MERCY KILL!
The knee catches Storm square off the rebound.

Wyatt collapses.

Kennedy hooks the leg.

ONE!
TWO! …

M A T C H  1
C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y  V S  

W Y A T T  S T R O M
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Non-Title Match
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THREE! DING! DING! DING! Ciaran Kennedy picks up another victory over Wyatt Storm.
Wyatt gets back to his feet and offers his hand. Kennedy looks at it, then turns and walks away.

Chaz: “What the hell was that, Bert? These two had nothing but respect for each other the first match.
Bert: “I don't know, Chaz. Something's different.”

M A T C H  1
C I A R A N  K E N N E D Y  V S  

W Y A T T  S T R O M
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Non-Title Match

Match Stats
Winner: Ciaran Kennedy
Method: Pinfall
Finish: Mercy Kill
Time: 9:20
Milestone: Ciaran Kennedy 
now has two wins over 
Wyatt Storm.

C h a z  D e l  R i oB e r t  M c D a n i e l s
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“Adam Stryker is the man who beat The Seers, and at their own game no less. And when the time comes?” 

He steps closer to the camera. “I’ll do that all over again. And this time I won’t leave you in a good enough 

state to crawl into MY ring and bitch about it again.” Stryker walks off as we cut to Maya Torres.

B A C K S T A G E  
A D A M  S T R Y K E R
C F W  W O R L D  C H A M P I O N

A D A M  S T R Y K E R

We cut to a backstage area. Adam Stryker is there, in jeans and an unbuttoned black henley, the CFW 

World Championship proudly resting on his shoulder. He gives the camera a surprisingly warm smile.

“Cute, Acey. Very cute,” he says and nods.

“I saw that little speech you made. And you sounded like the delusional little brat you are. You’re saying I 

couldn’t beat you… Well, this thing says otherwise,” he glances at the title, then back at the camera.

“I was there alone, you had the backing of 

The Seers… And you still ended up choked 

out and beaten. And I’m afraid that after 

damn near killing me with that buggy a few 

months ago, you shouldn’t really question 

my methods and the ways HOW I choked 

you out, can you?” he raises an eyebrow, 

looking like he’s teaching Ace a lesson.

“Ace, my boy… Adam Stryker is not JUST 

the man who beat Ace Dalton.”
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Savior Hawkins: “I mean, Maya, what can I say? Me and Ciaran just know how to create five star
classics!” Savior flashes a playful smile and winks at the camera before turning his attention back to 
Maya. “My opinion of Ciaran hasn't changed. If anything, I'm disappointed. He's a great wrestler. I've 
faced a lot of great wrestlers in my career, but Ciaran has a way of pushing me harder than most. He 
reminds me how much the Standard of Excellence means to me. Being excellent inside that sacred 
coliseum.” Reflective pause. “But I guess Ciaran couldn't handle that standard. He had to beat me down 
and cheat his way to that championship. I watched it back. He knew exactly what he did, and he accepted 
it.” Pause “So Ciaran, I hope you're happy with your title, because now you're the target. I could say a 
lot more about you and your actions, but that would mean I'm emotional about what happened. I'm not. 
I'm just disappointed in a man I respected.” Savior looks back toward Maya with a confident grin. “I 
guess not everyone can handle the pressure that comes with the Standard of Excellence. Either way... 

it’s showtime, Maya!”

B A C K S T A G E  
S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
I N T E R V I E W

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S

Maya Torres: “I’m standing backstage 
with former Black Light Champion 
Savior Hawkins. Savior, thank you for 
giving me a few minutes before your 
match tonight.”

Maya Torres: “You and Ciaran Kennedy 
have had some of the most competitive 
matches we’ve seen in CFW, but there’s 
always been a level of respect between 
the two of you. After the way he 
defeated you for the Black Light 
Championship at AfterBurn, has your 
opinion of Ciaran Kennedy changed?”
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M A T C H  2
Á G U I L A  F E R A L  V S  

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Singles Match

Á G U I L A  F E R A L

Back at ringside, the night rolls on.

Bert: “Ciaran Kennedy's hot streak continues with another impressive win over Wyatt Storm.”

Chaz: “The win was impressive. Walking away from Wyatt's handshake? Not so much.”

Bert: “It didn't sit well with me either, but I'm not ready to read too much into it. Savior Hawkins clearly 
has his own thoughts on Kennedy, and we just heard them.”

A short time passes as The Foundry resets for the next match.

The lights begin to fall.

“Slipping Away” - The Seers' theme hits.
Águila Feral steps through the curtain.
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Bert: “Speaking of hot streaks, Águila Feral 

has quietly put together one of the best 

records in CFW.”

Feral starts down the aisle, the masked Seer 

cutting an imposing figure beneath the 

dim lights.

The crowd boos over The Seers theme

Chaz: “And it goes beyond his singles record. 

Feral and Killjoy are the last undefeated team 

in CFW. Nobody has beaten them together.”

Bert: “From the beginning, Águila Feral has 

been one of the most dominant presences in 

this company.”

Feral reaches ringside as the haunting theme 
continues through The Foundry.

Feral steps into the ring as the music fades.

A brief pause.

“The Safest Ledge” 
by Healing Pool hits.

M A T C H  2
Á G U I L A  F E R A L  V S  

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Singles Match

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S

The Foundry comes alive as former Black Light Champion Savior Hawkins steps through the curtain.

Bert: “And here comes the former champion.”
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Savior starts toward the ring, eyes locked on Feral.

Chaz: “This is a rematch from SpeedRun 7. Savior got the victory that night, and after losing the Black 
Light Championship at AFTERBURN, another win over Águila Feral would be a hell of a way to start building 
momentum again.”

Bert: “And Savior Hawkins is a man who wants gold back around his waist. A win tonight puts him right 
back on that road.”

Savior reaches ringside, Feral watching him from inside the ring.

A short time later, the ring introductions are complete.

Savior and Feral stand across from one another. Neither takes his eyes off the other.

The referee signals.

DING! DING! DING!
They explode out of their corners.

Feral fires first with a vicious kick. Savior catches the next and sweeps the leg, but Feral rolls through 
and is already moving. He hits the ropes. Savior follows. Feral ducks underneath. Savior leapfrogs him.

They cross again...

Feral suddenly changes levels and drives Savior to the mat with a takedown. Savior immediately 
scrambles free. Both men back up. The Foundry pops.

Chaz: “Good luck keeping up with this.”

Feral doesn't give Savior a second to reset.

A sharp combination backs Hawkins toward the ropes before Feral launches him across the ring. Savior 
rebounds and answers with a flying forearm.

M A T C H  2
Á G U I L A  F E R A L  V S  

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Singles Match
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Feral rolls outside. Savior hits the ropes… TOPE SUICIDA!

Both men crash into the barricade.  As the opening minutes burn away, the pace finally begins to 

settle. Feral takes control.He cuts Savior down with a brutal leg kick, follows with a snap suplex, then 

immediately smothers Hawkins on the mat. Every time Savior tries to create space, Feral closes it.

Bert: “This is where Águila Feral is so dangerous. The speed gets your attention, then suddenly you're 

trapped underneath him.”

Feral drives a knee into Savior's ribs and covers.

ONE! TWO!
Savior kicks out, but Feral pulls him straight back up and fires another strike. Savior blocks it and 
answers with a forearm. Feral fires back, but Hawkins keeps coming, winning the exchange with a kick to 
the body and a jumping knee.

Feral stumbles back. Savior pushes forward with a clothesline, then another that sends Feral into the 
corner. Hawkins charges, but Feral moves!

Savior catches himself against the turnbuckles. Feral rushes in, but Hawkins slips underneath and sends 
him shoulder-first into the post. For the first time in several minutes, Feral is the one trying to recover.

Bert: “Here comes Hawkins.”

The crowd rises as Savior starts building momentum. Then, a commotion in the front row pulls his 
attention away. Savior looks over. He sees him. Ciaran Kennedy. Kennedy steps over the guardrail 
with something in his hand. Savior moves to the ropes, staring down at the Black Light Champion.

Kennedy holds up a black T-shirt. A confused Savior looks from the shirt to Kennedy. Ciaran tosses it 
up to him. Savior catches it…

M A T C H  2
Á G U I L A  F E R A L  V S  

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Singles Match
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Bert: “What the hell is Kennedy doing, Chaz? He's out here again, and he just threw Savior a shirt?”

Chaz: “I don't know.”

Savior looks down at Kennedy, genuinely confused. The Foundry is on its feet. He looks at the shirt and 
unfolds it. The camera can only see the back. Savior's expression changes.

ALARIDO MORTAL!
Feral comes out of nowhere, springboarding in and twisting a knee flush into Savior's skull! Hawkins 
drops. Kennedy remains outside, watching with his back to the camera.

Bert: “Damn it! Feral just dropped him!”

Chaz: “What the hell is going on?”

Feral drops into the cover as Kennedy slowly makes his way up the ring steps.

M A T C H  2
Á G U I L A  F E R A L  V S  

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Singles Match
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Feral stands over the fallen 
Savior as Kennedy picks up the 
shirt. The Foundry is on
its feet. Ciaran looks at it for
a moment.  Then pulls it on.

THE SEERS.
Bert: “Oh, what  the hell?!”

Chaz: “So THAT’S what this 
was about!”

Bert: “He’s aligning himself 
with those sons of bitches?! 
Why, Chaz? What the 
hell for?!”

The broadcast cuts to a break.

Match Stats
Winner: Águila Feral
Method: Pinfall
Finish: Alarido Mortal 
Time: 6:40
Milestone: Once again the 
Seers are in possession of 
CFW gold.

M A T C H  2
Á G U I L A  F E R A L  V S  

S A V I O R  H A W K I N S
2 0 MIN TIME LIMIT │Singles Match
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Back from break, Bert and Chaz are still trying 
to process what just happened.

Bert: “We’ll have plenty more to say about 
Ciaran Kennedy and The Seers. Right now, I’m 
not sure I have anything good to say.”

The screen changes to CALLAGHAN, drawing 
a pop from The Foundry.

Chaz: “Here’s something we can feel 
good about.”

Bert: “That’s right. We’re proud to announce 
Callaghan has officially joined CFW.”

Chaz: “A veteran who’s been through wars, 
and when that old fire shows itself, there 
aren’t many tougher.”

Bert: “And we won’t have to wait long. 
Callaghan makes his CFW debut at 

SpeedRun 10 against the returning 
Dominic Hex.”

Chaz: “Hex once put together one of the 
longest undefeated runs in CFW. He’s coming 
back, and Callaghan is waiting for him.”

A brief pause.

Bert: “All right, folks, settle in. It’s time for 
our main event.”C A L L A G H A N

B A C K S T A G E  
C A L L A G H A N
B A C K F R O M B R E A K
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The broadcast cuts backstage, where CFW World Champion Sudio has settled in to watch the 
main event.

Bert: “There she is, our World Champion. And tonight’s main event was her idea.”

Chaz: “Sudio has held that championship for 247 days, Bert. She wants to be a fighting champion, 
and she wants the very best standing across from her.”

Bert: “She competed in the first women’s gauntlet at Crossroads. Her best friend Lena Wilde won 
that night. Things got a little ugly between them afterward, but they persevered.”

Chaz: “Tonight Sudio doesn’t care if it’s a CFW original or somebody walking into The Foundry for 
the first time. Win this gauntlet, and you’ve earned your shot at her.”

Chaz: “Six women, one championship opportunity. Bert, walk us through how this thing works.”

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T  
NO TIME LIMIT │MAIN EVENT
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Bert: “Before the show, the dice were rolled to determine the entry order for all six women.”

“Two women will start the gauntlet. From there, the only way to eliminate your opponent is by 
pinfall or submission.”

“The winner stays in the ring and immediately faces the next entrant. That continues until five 
women have been eliminated and only one is left standing.”

“That survivor becomes the new number one contender to the CFW Women’s World Championship, 
with a guaranteed championship match against Sudio.”

“And there’s one more thing. We know five of the women entering this gauntlet.”

“The sixth has not been announced.”

The camera pans across The Foundry as the ring announcer makes it official. The Women’s 
Gauntlet will determine the new number one contender.

Chaz: “Here we go. Let’s see who rolled number one. Not a spot anybody wanted.”

The lights drop.

“Slipping Away” by The Seers hits.
The Foundry erupts in boos.

Bert: “It’s Brandi Blight!”

Chaz: “Like you said, Bert, she cannot be happy about that roll.”

Brandi enters the ring as her music fades.

The crowd turns toward the entrance.

Who rolled the 2nd spot?…

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T  
NO TIME LIMIT │MAIN EVENT



9 / 0 7 / 2 6           C R E A T I V E F O R C E W R E S T L I N G . C O M           © 2 0 2 6  C F W

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
B R A N D I  B L I G H T  V S L E N A  W I L D E
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 1

L E N A  W I L D EB R A N D I  B L I G H T

Misery Business” by Paramore hits. The Foundry ERUPTS.

Chaz: “LENA!”

Lena Wilde steps through the curtain.

Bert: “Folks, this could get unhinged. We don’t have to tell you this is the most bitter rivalry in CFW.”
Chaz: “That’s putting it mildly. This company was built, in part, on the back of this rivalry. A hatred that 
began years ago in Iron Ring Pro and became something almost biblical here in CFW.”

Lena heads toward the ring, eyes locked on Brandi. Brandi stares right back.

Bert: “And now, by pure chance, they rolled spots one and two.”
Chaz: “Here we go again.”

Lena enters the ring. The bell rings.
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For several minutes, it is the match everyone expected. Brandi wrestles with precision, controlling 
Lena on the mat and punishing her with suplexes and sharp strikes. Lena refuses to stay there, 
dragging Brandi into a rougher fight and answering with palm strikes, knees and a DDT that 
gets two.

But something is wrong with Brandi.

There is no arrogance tonight. No smirk. No satisfaction when she hurts Lena. Every time Wilde 
gets back to her feet, Brandi looks at her with absolute disgust.

The match continues, but Brandi becomes increasingly vicious. She stops taking clean openings. 
She passes up covers. She presses her forearm across Lena's face until the referee physically 
pulls her away, then immediately goes back to her.

Bert: “Look at her.”

Brandi mounts Lena and rains down strikes. Lena covers up. Brandi keeps hitting her.

Chaz: “Bert, I don't think she cares about the gauntlet.”

Lena somehow fights upright and catches her with a brutal palm strike.

Brandi barely reacts.

She grabs Lena.

Both arms close around her throat.

Lena fights desperately as the referee counts.

ONE! TWO! THREE! FOUR! FIVE!
Nothing.

DING! DING! DING!

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
B R A N D I  B L I G H T  V S L E N A  W I L D E
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 1
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Officials swarm Brandi and finally rip 
her away from Lena. The 
disqualification gives Lena the victory, 
but Brandi doesn’t care. She fights 
them the entire way, still trying to get 
back at Lena, until she is physically 
dragged through the curtain and out of 
The Foundry.

Lena hasn’t moved.

GAUNTLET REULTS
Continuing: Lena Wilde
Eliminated: Brandi Blight
Next Entry: Rokkit

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
L E N A  W I L D E  V S R O K K I T
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 2

R O K K I T

Chaz: “They just left her in the middle of the ring. What are we doing here?”

“Slipping Away” by The Seers hits again. The reaction changes immediately as Rokkit steps 
through the curtain.

Bert: “Rokkit?! Rokkit is the mystery entrant! We haven’t seen her in some time.”
Bert: “And Lena still hasn’t moved. I’m afraid of what’s about to happen, Chaz.”

Rokkit heads straight for the ring. She steps through the ropes, looks down at the motionless Lena Wilde, 
and the referee reluctantly calls for the bell. Rokkit wastes no time. She climbs to the top rope and 
launches herself across the ring. ROCKET LAUNCH! Both knees crash into Lena’s chest. Rokkit hooks the 

legs. ONE! TWO! THREE! DING! DING! DING! Rokkit has picked the bones clean. Lena Wilde is 
eliminated. Rokkit advances.
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Mirror emerges, calm and expressionless, her attention fixed 
entirely on the ring.

Bert: “And here comes someone we have never seen compete 
in CFW. Mirror makes her in-ring debut tonight.”

Chaz: “Sudio said the doors were open. Anyone who wanted a 
shot at her championship was welcome to come fight for it. 
Mirror took her up on it.”

GAUNTLET RESULTS
Continuing : Rokkit
Eliminated: Lena Wilde
Next Entry: Mirror

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
R O K K I T  V S M I R R O R
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 3

Officials help Lena from 
the ring as Rokkit 
watches from the 
corner. After the chaos 
of the opening two 
rounds, The Foundry 
finally gets a moment to 
reset.

Rokkit paces the ring, 
catching her breath.

Then the lights dim.

“My Demons” 
by Starset hits.

M I R R O R
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Bert: “Five-eight, one hundred sixty-five pounds. She calls herself The Reflection, and from what 
we know, she is a precision powerhouse. No wasted movement. No wasted energy.”

Mirror enters. Rokkit bounces on her toes across the ring.

DING! DING! DING!
Rokkit immediately uses her speed. Giving up seven inches and more than fifty pounds, she stays 
in motion, attacking Mirror’s legs with quick kicks and darting away before Mirror can get hold of 
her. It works until Mirror catches her off the ropes and plants her with Shattered Image for a 
two-count.

The match develops around that difference. Mirror patiently closes the distance, using her 
strength to control Rokkit whenever she catches her. Rokkit refuses to stay there. She slips free, 
fights from underneath and explodes in short bursts, landing a dropkick and running knee that 
finally put Mirror down.

Chaz: “Rokkit’s making her work for every inch of this.”

Rokkit follows with a swinging neckbreaker for a close two. The Foundry gets behind her as she 
keeps pressing, but Mirror never loses her composure. Rokkit’s speed has kept her alive. Mirror is 
simply waiting for the moment she can catch her.

Rokkit charges off the ropes one more time.

This time, Mirror does.

She launches Rokkit into the air, catches her on the way down and drives her into the canvas with 
REFLECTION POINT!

ONE! TWO! THREE!
Rokkit made Mirror work for it, but the size difference finally caught up with her.

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
R O K K I T  V S M I R R O R
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 3
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Selina Santorino steps out in 
sunglasses, taking her time and 
making sure every camera in The 
Foundry gets a good look.

Chaz: “Of course she’s enjoying 
this. Mirror’s already been through 
a fight.”

The gauntlet resets…

DING! DING! DING!
The matchup is far more 
physically matched. 

GAUNTLET RESULTS
Continuing : Mirror
Eliminated: Rokkit
Next Entry: Selina S.

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
M I R R O R V S  S E L I N A  S .
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 4

Selina immediately shows how versatile she is. She trades holds with Mirror, switches to strikes when 
Mirror gains control, then takes to the air with a springboard crossbody for two.

Minutes pass, and Selina begins targeting the real difference between them: Mirror is tired. She forces her 
to work, constantly changing pace while finding time to smirk into the cameras whenever she gains control.

S E L I N A  S A N T O R I N O

Rokkit rolls from the ring as Mirror remains seated 
on the canvas. She takes a long breath before 
pulling herself back to her feet. One match down, 
but there is no time to recover.

“Obsessed” by Mariah Carey hits.



9 / 0 7 / 2 6           C R E A T I V E F O R C E W R E S T L I N G . C O M           © 2 0 2 6  C F W

Mirror still has the power advantage. Shattered Image gets a close two, but Selina responds with 
a sudden Pumphandle X-Factor!

ONE! TWO! MIRROR SURVIVES!
Selina sees her opening. She climbs to the second rope, poses for the hard camera and launches 
Hit the Like Button!

Mirror rolls clear.

Selina crashes into the canvas.

Both women struggle up. Selina swings first. Mirror ducks, catches her and somehow finds enough 
strength to pop Selina into the air.

REFLECTION POINT!

Mirror collapses into the cover.

ONE! TWO! THREE!
Mirror has done it, but barely.

Selina Santorino all but had her.

Bert: “Two down for Mirror. One woman left.”

Mirror remains on the canvas, exhausted after barely surviving Selina.

Chaz: “And unfortunately for Mirror, we all know exactly who that woman is.”

Bert: “Shayna Vex. Possibly the worst-case scenario for someone who has already fought through 
Rokkit and Selina Santorino.”

Chaz: “And get this. Shayna rolled the final entry in the first Women’s Gauntlet too.”

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
M I R R O R  V S  S E L I N A  S .
NO TIME LIMIT │ROUND 4
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Chaz: “And get this. Shayna 
rolled the final entry in the first 
Women’s Gauntlet too.”

Bert: “It didn’t work out for her 
that night. She had every 
advantage and still walked away 
empty-handed. You think she’s 
forgotten that?”

GAUNTLET RESULTS
Continuing : Mirror
Eliminated: Selina S.
Final Entry: Shayna Vex

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
M I R R O R V S  S H A Y N A V E X
NO TIME LIMIT │FINAL ROUND

Mirror pulls herself up using the ropes and turns toward the entrance.

Chaz: “Not a chance. If anything, that just means the chip on Shayna Vex’s shoulder is even bigger 
tonight.” A moment.

SHAYNA VEX’S MUSIC HITS.
Mirror closes her eyes for just a moment.

Then she turns to face the entrance.

Bert: “Here we go. One more woman. One more match. A shot at Sudio waiting on the other side.”

S H A Y N A  V E X
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The Gauntlet resets one last time. DING! DING! DING!
Almost immediately, it looks like Mirror’s run is over.

Shayna tears into the exhausted Mirror with stiff kicks, knees and takedowns, giving her almost no 
opportunity to recover. Mirror’s size allows her to fight free in bursts, but Shayna keeps dragging her 
back into the clinch or onto the mat. Minutes pass and Mirror is surviving more than competing.

Chaz: “This is exactly what you feared. Shayna Vex is fresh, and Mirror has nothing left.”

Mirror finally creates an opening with Shattered Image, but even that only buys her time. Shayna is 
back on her quickly, hammering her with another combination before taking her down and finding the 
neck.

CHOKE REFLEX!

Shayna grapevines Mirror and cinches it in. Mirror fights, fades, then somehow drags enough of herself 
across the canvas to reach the ropes. Shayna releases. And just stares at her.

Bert: “Not again. Shayna has been here before in the first gauntlet. She had an exhausted Lena Wilde 
trapped in the Choke Reflex at Crossroads and couldn't finish her. Now Mirror just survived it too.”

Shayna is still the fresher woman. Still doing most of the damage. But now every opening becomes 
another attempt to get back to the Choke Reflex. Mirror escapes once. Shayna gets more aggressive. 
Mirror blocks another. For the first time all night, the cold, disciplined Vex begins forcing things that 
aren't there.

Chaz: “She had this gauntlet in her hands. Now she’s fighting something that happened over a 
year ago.”

A brutal knee leaves Mirror barely standing. Shayna could finish her another way. Instead, she takes the 
back again. Mirror knows exactly what is coming. Shayna reaches for the choke…

Mirror catches the arm, turns underneath and summons everything she has left. REFLECTION POINT!

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
M I R R O R  V S  S H A Y N A  V E X
NO TIME LIMIT │FINAL ROUND
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ONE! TWO! THREE!
Mirror has survived the 
gauntlet. She looks across 
at Shayna. Mirror studies 
people. Their choices. Their 
contradictions. Tonight, 
Shayna revealed hers. And 
Mirror will remember.
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M I R R O R

GAUNTLET RESULTS
Winner: Mirror
Eliminations: 3
New #1 Women’s World
Champion Contender 

M A T C H  3
W O M E N ’ S  G A U N T L E T
M I R R O R  V S  S H A Y N A  V E X
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