
IN THE ZONE: 8

September 9, 2025 | The WrestleZone - Universal Studios Orlando

Introduction

The familiar roar of the crowd rises as camera drones swoop over the glowing Universal Studios skyline.

Fireworks erupt from the top of the WrestleZone soundstage, casting wild shadows across the raucous

Orlando faithful. Inside, the lights flash red, white, and blue as fans wave signs, scream chants, and surge

with electric energy. It's been nearly a month, and tonight... the UTA is back in its house.

 John Phillips: "From the heart of Universal Studios in Orlando, Florida -- THIS is *IN THE ZONE*!"

 Mark Bravo: "We are BACK, baby! And Orlando is coming unglued!"

 John Phillips: "No matches announced. No run sheet. No clue what's about to happen. And yet, every seat

in this building is filled. That tells you everything about what the UTA means to these fans!"

 Mark Bravo: "And let's not forget, John, after everything that went down on the Trendkill Tour -- new

champions crowned, alliances formed, betrayals revealed -- the entire landscape of this company has shifted.

And it all comes to a head tonight, right here in the WrestleZone!"

 The camera cuts to ringside, sweeping across the commentary table where John Phillips sits in his signature

navy blazer and headset, while Mark Bravo sports a silver bomber jacket and dark shades, leaning forward

with a grin.

 John Phillips: "Jarvis Valentine survived the wrath of Chris Ross and Maxx Mayhem in Lafayette. Valkyrie

Knox is still the Women's Champion. Eric Dane Jr. turned the world upside down by charging into the fire.

And Angela Hall continues to prove she's not just a future star -- she's *the* star."

 Mark Bravo: "You forgot the most important part -- no one knows what's going to happen tonight. Not even

us. And that means... it's going to be unforgettable."

 Just then, the house lights drop... the opening chords of an entrance theme begin to play...

Susanita Ybanez vs Dahlia Cross

John Phillips: "We're back inside the WrestleZone, and folks... it's been nearly a month since our last

broadcast from this hallowed ground!"

 Mark Bravo: "But the energy hasn't dulled a bit, JP. If anything--it's hungrier. It's crackling in here."
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 John Phillips: "And what better way to kick off *IN THE ZONE* than with two women who have been

making serious waves. Susanita Ybanez, just last week, picked up hard-fought victories in Little Rock and

Lafayette. But tonight, she faces one of the most venomous tacticians in the division--Dahlia Cross."

 Mark Bravo: "Venomous is right. Dahlia doesn't just wrestle--she dissects. She doesn't win clean--she wins 

mean. And I'm here for it."

 The arena lights dim to a deep violet. A slow, slinky trip-hop beat snakes through the speakers as a thin,

purple strobe pulses in time with the rhythm. The crowd begins to buzz--some booing, others captivated--as

the curtain parts.

 Dahlia Cross emerges with deliberate grace, dragging a shimmering violet scarf across her shoulders like a

predator surveying its domain. Her hair, violet streaked and wet, clings to her face and neck. Her lips curl into

a familiar sneer as she slowly makes her way down the ramp, hips swaying, disdain radiating from every

pore.

 Mark Bravo: "You feel that? That's the vibe shift. Dahlia Cross isn't here to play with dolls--she's here to pull

their arms off."

 John Phillips: "She's an artist in cruelty. We've seen her use that scarf as a taunt, sometimes a weapon.

We've seen her manipulate elbows, knees, even a jaw hinge or two. There's a method to her madness, and

it's put more than a few names on the injured list."

 Dahlia reaches the ring steps and pauses, looking out over the Orlando crowd with mock pity. She ascends

slowly, keeping eye contact with the hard cam before slinking between the ropes. Once inside, she coils into

the far corner, resting her chin on her fist like a bored chess master.

 Mark Bravo: "Look at that posture. She's already decided this ends with Susanita tapping--or napping."

 John Phillips: "She's as composed as ever. But something tells me she's not overlooking Ybanez... not

after the week Susanita's had."

 The lights begin to flicker with deep red pulses. A low, percussive drumbeat kicks in -- tribal and rhythmic. As

the violin soars above it, a blast of red fire erupts on stage. The piano joins in... then --

 BOOM! A thunderous explosion shakes the arena as a new surge of fire shoots up from the stage, framing

the entranceway like a hellgate igniting to life.

 John Phillips: "And here she comes -- the pride of Lambare -- the resilient, the relentless, the fearless...

Susanita Ybanez!"

 Announcer: "Hailing from Lambaré, Paraguay... she is 'La Reina Silenciosa'... SUSANITA... YBANEZ!"
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 The curtain rips aside and Susanita steps out, head high, eyes locked forward. She's adorned in her

signature red and gold gear -- metallic accents gleaming in the firelight. She stands tall at the top of the ramp,

soaking in the crowd reaction -- a mix of awe and rising cheers. Fans raise signs that read "QUEEN OF THE

SOUTH" and "PARAGUAY POWER."

 Mark Bravo: "Look at the pyro wrap around her like a storm front. That's not just an entrance -- that's a

statement."

 John Phillips: "She's earned every bit of this moment. A grueling win in Duluth. A gut-check battle in Little

Rock. And now she's back in Orlando where it all began for her... just two weeks ago."

 As flames coil up from the ramp edges, Susanita walks through them with defiance. She reaches the ring

apron, places a hand on the rope, then slowly rises onto the apron. The camera catches her in a close-up --

eyes shut for a moment of focus... then open wide as she leans back, arms raised.

 FWOOOM! Pyro blasts from each corner of the ring as she steps through the ropes, lights swirling red and

gold like a rising sun.

 Mark Bravo: "That woman trained with tires and scrap metal in alleyways. And now she's here, stealing

spotlight from everyone else on the card."

 John Phillips: "It's a surreal rise, no doubt. And make no mistake, she's not here for experience points

anymore. She's here to climb the ladder -- one cruel opponent at a time."

 Susanita stands tall in the center of the ring, eyes locked on Dahlia across from her. No fear. No flinch. Just

that slow, focused breath that says: I've already survived worse than you.

 Mark Bravo: "We're in for something gritty. Something personal. Susanita might bring the fireworks, but

Dahlia brings the venom."

 John Phillips: "And we're about to find out if heart can overcome cruelty... because the bell is about to ring."

 *DING DING DING*

 The bell rings -- and just like that, the fire and spectacle fade into quiet tension.

 Dahlia Cross saunters out of her corner like she's circling prey, that violet scarf now tossed to the outside.

She gives Susanita a twisted smirk, almost amused. Susanita remains centered, one foot forward, eyes

steady -- no wasted motion. They begin to circle.

 John Phillips: "No early flurries here -- both women sizing each other up. Dahlia's always deliberate, always

calculating. And Susanita... well, we've seen how quickly she shifts gears when the opening comes."
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 Mark Bravo: "It's the calm before the storm, Johnny. Dahlia's playing chess. Susanita's playing survival. And

I'm here for it."

 First lock-up -- collar and elbow. Dahlia quickly transitions, ducking low and twisting into a side headlock.

She wrenches it tight, lips curled in satisfaction as Susanita tries to maneuver out. Susanita drives her into

the ropes, sends her off -- but Dahlia holds tight and drops down, dragging Susanita into a grounded

headlock on the mat.

 John Phillips: "Beautiful transition there from Dahlia -- turning defense into a positional advantage."

 Mark Bravo: "She's not just trying to win -- she's trying to embarrass Susanita. It's methodical. It's cold. It's

Dahlia Cross 101."

 Susanita bridges up, twisting her body until she can slide a knee under and kip out. Dahlia rolls with it -- both

women back to their feet -- and Dahlia immediately throws a sharp palm strike to the throat! The crowd gasps

as Susanita stumbles, coughing.

 John Phillips: "Palm thrust to the throat! That's... borderline illegal!"

 Mark Bravo: "Borderline genius! She knows exactly how to disrupt rhythm -- and more importantly, how to

test that ref's leash early."

 Dahlia backs off, hands raised innocently. Susanita glares at her, still catching her breath. The crowd rallies

behind her -- a few rhythmic claps echo through the soundstage. Susanita nods, eyes hardening.

 John Phillips: "There's that fire. You push Susanita Ybanez, she doesn't retreat -- she recalibrates."

 They circle again. Susanita ducks a lazy arm swipe and hits the ropes -- comes back with a flying forearm!

Dahlia stumbles back -- Susanita stays on her -- arm drag! Dahlia pops up -- another arm drag! A dropkick

sends Dahlia rolling into the ropes, and the crowd erupts!

 Mark Bravo: "There she goes! That spark we saw in Duluth, in Little Rock -- she's stringing it together now!"

 John Phillips: "Susanita Ybanez turning defense into momentum -- and Dahlia Cross just got a taste of that

street-born speed!"

 Dahlia powders to the apron, one hand clutching her jaw, the other waving off Susanita like she wants a

break. The camera zooms in -- and Dahlia smirks. It was all bait.

 Mark Bravo: "Oh, she's not running. She's inviting her in. That's a snake smile if I've ever seen one."

 John Phillips: "And Susanita's seen enough traps in her life to know not to bite too fast."
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 The tension thickens again. The crowd is on edge. Both women regroup -- and this one's just getting started.

 Dahlia steps back into the ring with a different gait now -- not retreating, but hunting. She circles with feline

patience. Susanita keeps her hands up, wary, the earlier momentum still in her blood.

 They feint. Dahlia swings -- Susanita ducks -- but Dahlia anticipated it! She drops low and scoops the left leg

from under Susanita's base, twisting and torquing as Susanita hits the canvas with a wince.

 John Phillips: "And just like that -- Dahlia Cross locks in on the leg. She's dissecting now."

 Mark Bravo: "I don't care how tough you are, when Dahlia latches onto a joint, it's like trying to pull your leg

out of a steel bear trap."

 Dahlia drives a knee into the thigh, then another -- then stretches Susanita's leg out and STOMPS the inside

of her knee. The impact echoes in the small arena. Susanita writhes in pain, clutching the joint as Dahlia

calmly pulls her back to center.

 The crowd boos as Dahlia arrogantly flicks her hair out of her eyes and then SLAMS Susanita's knee into the

canvas. Once. Twice. A third time. She keeps her grip the entire time, turning it into a leglock that forces

Susanita to crawl, teeth grit, toward the ropes.

 John Phillips: "She's not just working the knee -- she's trying to cripple Susanita's speed game. She knows

exactly what to neutralize."

 Mark Bravo: "It's surgical. It's sadistic. And if she keeps this up, Susanita's gonna be grounded in more

ways than one."

 The ref checks for a tap -- Susanita shakes her head violently, eyes burning. She pulls, inch by inch, fingers

stretching... and finally gets a hand on the bottom rope! The ref orders the break.

 Dahlia holds until four and a half.

 John Phillips: "Come on! Let go of the hold! That's blatant abuse of the count."

 Mark Bravo: "Dahlia's not here to play nice. She's here to dismantle."

 As Susanita pulls herself up using the ropes, favoring the knee, Dahlia strikes again -- a basement dropkick

right into the same leg! Susanita crumbles to a knee and groans, clutching it again as the ref tries to back

Dahlia off.

 Camera cuts to the crowd...

 ...and there she is.
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 The mysterious woman in the red blazer and black-rimmed glasses, seated a few rows back, pen in hand,

calmly taking notes. She watches Susanita, not blinking. Not reacting. Just studying.

 Mark Bravo: "There's that woman again. Whoever she is -- she's been taking notes all match. Eyes locked

on Susanita."

 John Phillips: "Could be a scout, an agent... or maybe someone with their own motives. But she's clearly

invested in this."

 Back in the ring, Dahlia wraps Susanita's leg around the middle rope and pulls back, contorting the knee in

an unnatural direction. The ref counts again -- and again, Dahlia lets go right at the brink of disqualification.

 Susanita gasps and shouts in pain, rolling away and clutching her knee as Dahlia slowly stalks behind, eyes

cold, methodical. She smells blood.

 John Phillips: "Susanita's got to find a way to escape this -- Dahlia's taken full control."

 Mark Bravo: "She better, or this match is going to end with a whisper -- not a bang."

 Susanita claws toward the ropes like a wounded lioness, her teeth clenched, breath ragged. Her left leg is

nearly useless now, each movement on it a surge of defiance. Dahlia taunts behind her, motioning to the

crowd with an exaggerated "awww," mocking Susanita's struggle.

 John Phillips: "It's a mockery to Dahlia, but it's heart from Susanita. She's not quitting."

 Mark Bravo: "Girl's got guts. Gotta say -- she may be down a wheel, but she's still got horsepower."

 Dahlia grabs Susanita by the hair, dragging her upright again. She throws a forearm across the jaw, another,

and hooks for a Russian leg sweep--

 --but Susanita fights out! A quick elbow to the gut, another, and another! Dahlia stumbles back, surprised--

 Susanita limps forward and throws a LOUD knife-edge chop!

 Crowd: "WHOOOOO!"

 Dahlia recoils--another chop from Susanita! She's on fire now! The crowd begins to rally as Susanita plants

her weight on the good leg and hits a spinning back elbow that drops Dahlia to a knee!

 John Phillips: "She's still in it! Susanita Ybanez is not done yet!"

 Mark Bravo: "Where the hell is she pulling this from?! That knee's gotta be screaming!"
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 Dahlia stumbles up--and walks right into a DDT!

 BOOM! The ring shakes as Susanita collapses beside her opponent, both women down. The crowd is

thunderous now, clapping rhythmically as the referee begins the count...

 1... 2... 3...

 Susanita stirs, pulling herself toward the ropes...

 4... 5...

 Dahlia rolls to her stomach, gripping her head...

 6... 7...

 Susanita is on her knees. She grabs the top rope, hauls herself up with a scream of defiance--

 --and she's UP! The crowd explodes!

 John Phillips: "On one leg, but on her feet! Susanita's alive!"

 She limps toward Dahlia, who's up now too--

 --Susanita ducks a wild clothesline, bounces off the ropes, and hits a flying forearm!

 Dahlia pops up--another flying forearm! The crowd roars!

 Susanita grits her teeth and climbs to the second rope, balancing carefully on the good leg...

 ...and flies with a diving crossbody!

 1!

 2!

 Kickout by Dahlia!

 Mark Bravo: "She nearly had her! That was all heart right there!"

 Susanita slaps the mat, frustrated but determined. She drags herself up again, rallying the fans. Her eyes

are locked now -- laser-focused. She limps toward the corner... struggling... but climbing...

 Top rope.

Generated by eFed Management Suite | Page 7



IN THE ZONE: 8

 John Phillips: "Susanita looking for something big here -- maybe the Tornado DDT from the top!"

 But as she steadies herself, she looks to the crowd -- and just past them...

 ...the mysterious woman still sits. Unmoved. Still taking notes.

 Susanita stares. It lasts only a second. But that second is enough...

 Dahlia dives into the ropes, shaking them!

 Susanita loses her balance and falls HARD onto the top turnbuckle, leg buckling as it snaps awkwardly on

the way down!

 Mark Bravo: "Oh no! That leg again! Dahlia might've just destroyed it completely!"

 John Phillips: "And Susanita had that match in her sights!"

 With Susanita crumpled in the corner, clutching her leg, Dahlia grins like a snake sensing blood. She slithers

in, grabs the weakened leg, and yanks Susanita violently to the center of the ring. The fans boo loudly.

 John Phillips: "Dahlia's going for that knee again. She's looking to end this the way she's worked it all

match."

 Dahlia steps through, locking the leg and turning --

 --SHARP SHOOTER!

 The pressure is immediate. Susanita screams in pain, fingers clawing at the canvas, her eyes wide with

agony.

 Mark Bravo: "That's a career killer right there, John! That leg is DONE!"

 John Phillips: "Susanita's gotta tap--no! No, she's fighting it!"

 She's dragging herself. Slowly. Closer. Inches feel like miles. Dahlia leans back harder, wrenching with a

snarl...

 ...but Susanita reaches out--fingertips...fingertips...

 ...and grabs the bottom rope!

 John Phillips: "SHE GOT THERE! She's not done!"
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 The referee forces Dahlia to break, but she holds until the count of four. She finally lets go and slaps the mat

in fury, stalking the ring like a rabid dog.

 As Susanita tries to stand, using the ropes, Dahlia charges--

 --Susanita dips under! Dahlia hits the corner chest-first!

 Quick roll-up from behind!

 1!

 2!

 Dahlia kicks out just in time!

 Mark Bravo: "That was damn close!"

 Both women scramble up -- Susanita limping, Dahlia seething--

 --Dahlia charges again--

 --SUPERKICK!!

 Susanita lands it clean with her good leg! Dahlia is rocked!

 She staggers -- Susanita grabs her, twisting her body--

 --TORNADO SNAP DDT!!

 John Phillips: "FROM OUT OF NOWHERE!"

 Susanita hooks the leg with all her might, body collapsed across Dahlia's!

 1!

 2!

 3!!

 The bell rings as the crowd erupts!

 Winner: Susanita Ybanez
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 John Phillips: "What a comeback! What a match!"

 Mark Bravo: "You talk about guts, you talk about grind -- that's it right there!"

 Susanita lies on her back, panting, overwhelmed. The ref helps her up, and she leans on the ropes, one arm

raised, one leg barely standing.

 She turns toward the crowd... and once again...

 ...that mysterious woman in black remains seated. Watching. Writing. Expression unreadable.

 John Phillips: "She saw it. Whoever she is, she saw it all. And I have a feeling that wasn't just scouting."

 Mark Bravo: "Whatever comes next? Susanita earned it."

 Fade out as Susanita limps toward the back, head held high.

You're the Champ Though, Right?

We cut backstage to the locker room hallway, the soft glow of a monitor lighting Valkyrie Knox's stoic face.

She stands still, arms crossed, her UTA Women's Championship slung over one shoulder. On screen,

Susanita Ybanez gets her hand raised after a gritty win. Three matches. Seven days. Another upset in the

books.

 Valkyrie doesn't speak. But her eyes narrow. Her jaw clenches. A small nod of respect -- just enough to

show the gears are turning.

 And then--

 Angela Hall steps into frame, her own championship -- the Women's United States Title -- clutched proudly at

her side. She looks at the monitor, then back to Valkyrie, a smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth.

 Angela Hall: "Nervous?"

 Valkyrie doesn't turn right away. Then she does -- slowly, deliberately -- and meets Angela's eyes with a

cool, condescending smile.

 Valkyrie Knox: "Not at all. Impressed. Something you've failed to do to me since coming to the main roster."

 Angela's smile fades. That struck a nerve.

 Angela Hall: "Tell me... how many times have you defended your title since I came up? Huh?"
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 Valkyrie says nothing. Her smirk shifts -- falters, almost -- just for a flicker.

 Angela Hall: "I'll tell you how many times. Zero."

 She holds up her own title now, chin raised, eyes sharp.

 Angela Hall: "Where I've defended this one again and again. But... you're the champ... right?"

 Angela brushes past her and walks off without another word. Valkyrie turns back to the monitor, but the

image of Susanita is gone. The reflection on the screen now shows only Valkyrie -- and the lingering

expression of someone who knows a point was made.

 She adjusts the title on her shoulder. Annoyed. But thoughtful.

Mr. Juan Calderon vs. Silas Grimm

The lights inside The WrestleZone dim to a low pulse... until--

 BOOM!--a burst of sparks explodes across the stage, cascading gold and red like a blockbuster finale. The

tron flashes to life with the words: "MR. JUAN CALDERON -- LIVE AND UNFILTERED."

 With a cocky strut and an all-too-familiar stuntman's smirk, Mr. Juan Calderon emerges through the

pyrotechnic haze, arms out like he just leapt from a high-rise. His ring jacket shines with silver trim, and every

movement oozes showbiz energy.

 John Phillips: "There he is! A man who never enters quietly--Mr. Juan Calderon is back in The Zone!"

 Mark Bravo: "Every entrance from Calderon is a damn trailer for the movie of his life. I love it. Explosions,

taunts, sparks--what's not to like?"

 Juan slides into the ring, climbs the second rope, and makes a motion like he's rolling film. The crowd eats it

up. He points to the hard cam, then mockingly gives a little Oscar speech into an invisible microphone before

tossing it over his shoulder.

 John Phillips: "But he's not facing just anyone tonight. No amount of movie magic can prepare Calderon for

the man he's about to share the ring with..."

 The lights cut. Suddenly. Silence.

 A single bell tolls. Deep. Cold. Rhythmic.

 Smoke rolls from the entrance ramp like creeping fog. A pale spotlight slices through it, revealing a lone
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silhouette draped in darkness -- hooded, motionless.

 Mark Bravo: "Okay, nope. No thanks. Nope. This is why I don't do graveyard matches, Phillips."

 Through the haze, Silas Grimm steps forward. The half-mask glints under the light, his gait slow and

measured like he's walking into a sacred ritual. Each step echoes louder than the last.

 As he reaches ringside, Grimm stops. Removes his mask--painfully slow--revealing a face carved in stone

and disdain. He climbs the steps, never breaking eye contact with Calderon, who--despite his usual

confidence--can't help but shift uncomfortably.

 John Phillips: "Silas Grimm is unlike anyone else on the UTA roster. There's no emotion. No crowd work.

Just violence and intention."

 Mark Bravo: "It's like someone dragged a ghost out of a bayou and gave him a suplex license."

 The bell hasn't rung yet. But the tension? Palpable. Calderon paces like a coiled spring. Grimm stands still,

head slightly tilted... calculating.

 John Phillips: "Up next--blockbuster energy vs. unholy calm. Something's gotta give."

 DING DING DING!

 Calderon explodes out of the corner like a shot from a cannon, looking to catch Grimm off-guard with raw

momentum. He barrels toward him with a wild crossbody--

 --but Grimm steps aside with eerie precision, letting Juan crash into the ropes.

 John Phillips: "And just like that, Grimm dodges with the grace of a shadow."

 Juan rolls through and pops back to his feet, trying to keep the pace high. He circles, clapping his hands,

talking trash.

 Juan Calderon: "C'mon, Phantom of the Opera! Let's dance!"

 Grimm doesn't flinch. Doesn't blink. Just tilts his head slightly to the left--studying.

 Calderon shoots in again, going for a collar-and-elbow tie-up. This time, Grimm accepts the lock...

 ...and immediately twists Juan into a vicious cravate, yanking his neck down with spine-wrenching torque.

Calderon drops to a knee with a grunt of pain.

 Mark Bravo: "Oh that's nasty. That's a neck chiropractor's dream--or nightmare!"
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 Grimm doesn't let go. Instead, he transitions smoothly--

 --into a sharp knee to the side of the head.

 Then another.

 Then a third, collapsing Calderon to the mat. The ref checks, but Grimm isn't pinning--he's dismantling.

 John Phillips: "Silas Grimm doesn't come to win quickly. He comes to dissect."

 Calderon, stunned but still alive, rolls to the corner and pulls himself up with the ropes. His eyes are wide

now--no more jokes.

 Mark Bravo: "Juan's realizing real fast that Silas ain't some extra in a bar fight scene."

 Grimm walks forward slowly... ritualistic in motion. Calderon suddenly lashes out with a boot to the

gut--buying just enough space to leap off the middle rope--

 --and he nails Grimm with a Flashpoint DDT out of nowhere!

 John Phillips: "Flashpoint DDT! Out of the blue! Grimm's down!"

 The crowd jolts to life as Calderon covers!

 ONE...

 TW--Kickout!

 Grimm kicks out, but he's shaking the cobwebs. Calderon slaps the mat, dragging himself back up, trying to

rally momentum.

 He sprints to the ropes and comes back with a spinning elbow--

 --but Grimm catches the arm mid-spin, yanks it into a standing armbar, and wrenches it behind his back

before slamming Calderon down with a Dragon Screw Leg Whip!

 Mark Bravo: "Grimm just rewired Calderon's knee like a busted extension cord!"

 Calderon cries out and clutches the leg. Grimm stares down at him... emotionless.

 John Phillips: "We knew this would be a clash of chaos and coldness. But right now--it's looking cold,

calculated, and very dangerous."
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 The referee checks on Calderon as Grimm looms behind him, waiting for the next opening...

 Calderon clutches at his knee, gritting his teeth as the pain shoots through his body. Silas Grimm circles,

eyes locked on the damaged leg like a predator eyeing prey.

 John Phillips: "Silas is dissecting the joint. That Dragon Screw wasn't just a move--it was a message."

 Grimm grabs Calderon's ankle, dragging him toward the center of the ring with unnerving calmness. He

drops a stiff elbow right into the inner knee, then another. Then slowly, purposefully--he twists Juan into a

modified heel hook.

 Mark Bravo: "This dude is cold, man. He's got Calderon stuck in some kind of ankle-ankle exorcism!"

 Calderon pounds the mat in frustration but refuses to tap. He plants his hands, grits his teeth... and with a

sudden push, he turns and kicks Grimm square in the jaw with his free leg!

 John Phillips: "Calderon escapes with a desperation shot--he's still got fuel in the tank!"

 Grimm staggers back. Calderon crawls to the ropes, uses them to pull himself up--and when Grimm charges

in again--

 --Calderon lowers his shoulder and sends Grimm flying over the top rope to the floor!

 Mark Bravo: "Woooo! That's Hollywood improvisation, baby!"

 With the crowd starting to rally, Calderon drags his battered knee along the mat, favoring it, limping to a

standing base.

 Juan Calderon: "Let's gooo!"

 He hits the ropes, picks up speed, and launches himself through the ropes with a suicide dive--

 --catching Grimm with a flying forearm that sends both men crashing into the barricade!

 John Phillips: "Juan Calderon's body is a weapon! That's the action hero instinct kicking in!"

 The fans at ringside are on their feet as both men lie in a heap. The referee begins to count--

 ONE...

 TWO...

 Calderon is first to stir. He limps toward Grimm, rolls him back into the ring. The crowd is feeling it now.
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Calderon climbs to the apron, looking out at the crowd with arms wide.

 Mark Bravo: "He's calling for something big--don't tell me he's going high risk on one leg!"

 Juan springboards up--goes for the Combustion Crossbody--

 --Grimm catches him out of the air with a brutal mid-air palm strike to the chest!

 John Phillips: "OH! Caught mid-flight! Calderon just got shut off like a light switch!"

 Calderon crumbles, stunned. Grimm drops beside him, grabbing the wrist, twisting it behind Calderon's

back...

 ...and slowly begins to rise, dragging him up into position for the Last Rites!

 Mark Bravo: "Oh hell. We've seen this before--it's lights out if he hits it."

 But Calderon elbows his way free! Another elbow! A third breaks the grip!

 Grimm staggers--Calderon hits the ropes--BLASTS Grimm with the Spark Plug Elbow to the jaw!

 Grimm is dazed--Calderon hooks the head--runs up the ropes--

 Voltage Drop!! (Running DDT)!! Grimm is SPIKED into the mat!

 John Phillips: "Voltage Drop connects! This could be the momentum Calderon's been dying for!"

 Calderon covers!

 ONE!

 TWO!!

 TH--NO! Grimm kicks out!

 Mark Bravo: "The Phantom still breathes! But he's cracked open now!"

 Calderon rolls off, breathing hard, holding his leg again. But there's fire in his eyes. The pendulum has

swung. The match is wide open.

 The crowd is electric as Calderon crawls to the ropes, still clutching at his knee. Silas Grimm stirs slowly, but

his expression is unreadable--eyes half-lidded, lips curled in disdain.
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 John Phillips: "Juan Calderon is giving us a blockbuster performance tonight, but how much more abuse

can that leg take?"

 Mark Bravo: "And Grimm? Look at him. Like a horror movie villain that just keeps sitting up."

 Calderon rises, limping badly. He spots Grimm in the corner--backs up--then roars and charges full-speed

with his signature Corner Lariat--

 --but Grimm slips out under the bottom rope!

 John Phillips: "Grimm retreats! He knew the Catalyst Crush was coming next!"

 Calderon crashes into the turnbuckles chest-first and stumbles back... right into a leg trip from outside the

ring! Grimm grabs the hurt leg and SMASHES it against the post!

 Mark Bravo: "Right back to the target. The leg. The story of the match, written in pain."

 Grimm slides back in like a ghost. Calderon tries to fight to his feet--but Grimm wraps him up in a full

nelson--

 --no! It's a fake out! Grimm twists and YANKS Calderon into a vicious dragon screw, then immediately locks

in the neck-stretching crank--

 John Phillips: "That's the setup--he's looking for the Black Ritual!"

 Calderon screams in pain as Grimm wrenches back. The hold is brutal, twisting both knee and

neck--Calderon claws at the mat--

 --but he manages to twist his body, rolling through! He breaks the hold--JUST barely!

 Mark Bravo: "Heart! That's heart right there!"

 Calderon tries to rise, hobbling--Grimm rushes in with a Dead Air--

 --but Calderon ducks! Spins--

 --and hits the Flashpoint DDT out of nowhere!

 John Phillips: "FLASHPOINT! This is his moment--"

 Calderon pulls Grimm to his feet, backs into the corner--his leg trembling--

 He charges--
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 Catalyst Crush!!!

 The ring rattles as Grimm is FLATTENED! Calderon hooks the leg with everything he's got--

 ONE!

 TWO!!

 THREE!!!

 Mark Bravo: "What?! He did it! JUAN CALDERON JUST BEAT SILAS GRIMM!"

 John Phillips: "An explosive comeback, a battered body, and somehow--somehow--Mr. Juan Calderon pulls

out the biggest win of his UTA career!"

 The crowd explodes as Calderon rolls off, crumpling to the mat, exhausted and overwhelmed. The referee

raises his arm as Calderon grins through the pain, wincing and pointing at his knee like it just won an Oscar.

 Silas Grimm sits up slowly in the background, head tilted. His expression unreadable. His ritual interrupted.

 John Phillips: "It wasn't pretty. It wasn't perfect. But Calderon found his moment... and made it cinematic."

 Mark Bravo: "Grimm might not forget this one. I don't think Calderon will either--he'll be limping through the

credits!"

Last Friday

[MUSIC: Ominous pulse beneath glitchy strings]

 Fade in to a slow-motion shot of Chris Ross and Jarvis Valentine face to face under the lights, the UTA

Championship glinting in the background.

 VOICEOVER: "It was supposed to be a match for the ages..."

 Clips of Jarvis Valentine landing precise strikes, Ross rallying with raw aggression, the crowd roaring at

every reversal.

 JOHN PHILLIPS (V.O.): "Neither man was backing down--this one got ugly fast!"

 Cut to Maxx Mayhem at ringside, barking orders. The camera lingers as he slides a chair into the ring.

 MARK BRAVO (V.O.): "That's a steel chair--what the hell is Maxx doing!?"
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 Chris Ross stands over the chair, staring down at it. The arena holds its collective breath.

 JOHN PHILLIPS (V.O.): "A war within a war. Was this the moment he lost control?"

 Ross picks up the chair, conflicted. Maxx Mayhem yells at him from the apron. Ross looks like he's about to

drop it... but doesn't.

 SMASH! Ross lays out Jarvis Valentine with brutal force.

 MARK BRAVO (V.O.): "OH MY GOD! He did it! Ross just knocked Jarvis out cold!"

 Cut to chaos. Referees pouring in. The bell ringing frantically. Maxx Mayhem grinning like a man possessed.

 From the curtain--ERIC DANE JR. storms the ring.

 JOHN PHILLIPS (V.O.): "No swagger tonight. No games. Dane Jr. came for war."

 He tackles Ross, fists flying. Ref calls for the bell. The fight spills everywhere as security rushes in to pull

them apart.

 Split screen: Jarvis Valentine being helped up... Maxx watching the bedlam... Ross finally being dragged

from the ring... and Eric Dane Jr. still raging.

 MARK BRAVO (V.O.): "It's chaos. It's anarchy. And this war? It's just beginning."

 The screen cuts to black.

 ON SCREEN TEXT: "Fallout continues -- only on *IN THE ZONE*"

Let's Run it Back

Melissa Cartwright stands poised in front of the WrestleUTA backdrop. Beside her is Jarvis Valentine -- still

bandaged, moving stiffly, shoulder taped, a fresh cut above his eyebrow, but calm and composed.

 MELISSA CARTWRIGHT: "Ladies and gentlemen, I'm here backstage with the UTA Champion, Jarvis

Valentine. Jarvis, first and foremost -- how are you feeling after what went down Friday night in Lafayette?"

 Jarvis takes a breath, nods slowly.

 JARVIS VALENTINE: "Sore. Bruised. Taped up. But I'm still standing." (smirks slightly) "Which is more than

I can say for the way that match ended."
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 MELISSA: "You and Chris Ross were in the middle of what many were calling a classic--until Maxx Mayhem

made his presence felt. Do you feel robbed of what could have been?"

 JARVIS: (nods) "I do. But let me say this loud and clear... I don't blame Chris Ross for what Maxx did."

 He shifts his weight, adjusting his taped wrist.

 JARVIS: "Chris and I... we were going to war. I may not have gone in at one hundred percent, but I still laced

my boots the same way. I walked down that ramp ready to give it everything I had. And Ross? He brought it.

Every damn ounce of it."

 MELISSA: "Some say it was shaping up to be one of the best matches of the year."

 JARVIS: "It could've been one for the ages, Melissa. No question. But instead of finding out who the better

man was... the moment got hijacked. Maxx couldn't help himself. He had to leave his fingerprints on

something that wasn't his to touch."

 Jarvis leans in slightly toward the camera, fire behind his words.

 JARVIS: "So here's what I'm putting into the universe... when Chris and Eric Dane Jr. finish whatever the

hell it is they're doing -- and I get this body patched up -- I say we run it back."

 He straightens up, voice steady, unshaken.

 JARVIS: "No Maxx. No outsiders. No interruptions. Just you and me, Ross. One more time. Clean."

 MELISSA: "Strong words from Jarvis Valentine. We'll see if Chris Ross is listening."

 Camera holds on Jarvis for a beat -- not angry, not broken, but determined -- before slowly fading out.

Carter Durant vs. Brandon Henderson

The lights inside The WrestleZone pulse teal and gold as the brass section of Mark Ronson's "Uptown Funk"

hits with a live-wire jolt. Fans rise to their feet instantly, clapping along with the rhythm as a second-line drum

cadence kicks in underneath the beat.

 John Phillips: "Here comes one of the most electric young athletes in UTA today -- CARTER DURANT!"

 From the curtain bursts Carter Durant, energy personified. He sprints down the ramp with a broad smile,

slapping hands left and right, his teal-and-purple ring gear gleaming under the lights. A small brass band in

the crowd plays along in a fan section, further hyping the crowd.
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 Mark Bravo: "This guy's like Mardi Gras with a dropkick! Pure party and pure heart, all rolled into one!"

 Carter leaps up to the apron in one fluid motion, vaults over the top rope with a twist, and lands perfectly in

the center of the ring. He throws both arms up and points to the sky as a teal spotlight swirls around him.

 John Phillips: "Durant's speed and aerial game are unmatched--but tonight, he's facing a force of nature."

 Suddenly, a loud CRACK echoes--lightning flashes across the tron as the opening stormy guitar riff of

Brandon Henderson's theme blares through the arena. The lights flicker like lightning, casting a silhouette in

the entryway.

 Through the fog and flickering lights, Brandon "Stormborn" Henderson steps out, jaw set, denim vest flowing

like it's caught in a tornado. He surveys the ring with intense eyes and begins his march down the ramp,

slapping his chest and rallying the crowd with a single fist pump.

 Mark Bravo: "Here comes the blue-collar battering ram! Brandon Henderson's not just showing up to

win--he's here to inspire."

 Brandon slaps the hands of young fans leaning over the barricade, then sprints the final few feet and slides

under the bottom rope. He climbs the turnbuckle and raises both arms high to a roar from the crowd, a

lightning bolt graphic firing on the screen behind him.

 John Phillips: "Durant versus Henderson. Speed versus power. Flair versus fire. It's a perfect storm here in

The WrestleZone!"

 Both men eye each other from across the ring, nodding with mutual respect. The ref checks in with both,

then signals for the bell.

 The bell rings--and the crowd buzzes with anticipation. Carter Durant immediately begins to circle, light on

his feet, while Brandon Henderson adopts a lower stance, ready to counter with power at any moment.

 John Phillips: "Look at the contrast in footwork here. Carter's bouncing like he's got springs in his boots,

while Brandon's anchored--ready to strike."

 They lock up center ring. Carter uses his agility to twist into a side headlock, but Brandon quickly powers out,

shoving Durant into the ropes. Carter rebounds--and hurdles over Henderson's attempted clothesline with a

leap so smooth it draws a pop from the crowd.

 Hitting the ropes again, Carter returns with speed, but Brandon drops low and pops up into a deep arm drag,

flipping Durant hard to the mat. Carter rolls through, already back to his feet. The fans clap in appreciation.

 Mark Bravo: "That's the chess game right there. Carter's got the hops--but Brandon's got the field general

instincts. He's seen this playbook."
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 They reset. Carter feints low, then fakes a kick to the knee--but it's a misdirection! He springboards off the

second rope, twisting midair into a quick back elbow that clips Henderson on the jaw! Brandon stumbles back

into the corner, shaking it off as Carter raises a fist to a cheer.

 John Phillips: "Whoa! That springboard enzuigiri was textbook Durant! Lightning-quick impact!"

 But Brandon responds immediately. As Carter charges into the corner, Brandon sidesteps and drives a

massive forearm into Durant's spine. He grabs the waist--BELLY TO BACK SUPLEX!

 Mark Bravo: "He just sent Durant into orbit!"

 The impact echoes, but Carter lands with a twist, absorbing it with practiced agility. Both men reset again,

eyes locked--pacing now like this is far from their final clash.

 John Phillips: "They're not just trying to win--this is about proving something. Two rising stars, looking to

break through that glass ceiling in the UTA!"

 The crowd claps in rhythm as both men take a moment, nodding to each other with grit and respect. The

momentum is anyone's for the taking.

 Durant and Henderson collide again--this time faster, with Carter ducking a wild forearm and springing up

behind Brandon with a roll-up attempt!

 John Phillips: "Quick pin attempt! Durant looking to steal one early!"

 One--TWO--kickout!

 Brandon powers out and scrambles to his feet, but Carter is already airbound--SPRINGBOARD DROPKICK!

It lands flush, knocking Henderson back into the ropes. Carter charges again, looking for a running

hurricanrana--

 --but Brandon catches him midair!

 Mark Bravo: "Oh-ho! He caught him like a linebacker catching a crossing route!"

 Brandon stumbles but regains his balance, then swings Carter overhead in a CUMULONIMBUS SUPLEX

that spikes Durant hard to the mat! The crowd gasps as Carter arches in pain.

 John Phillips: "That's the strength of Brandon Henderson! Turned defense into power in an instant!"

 Brandon drags Carter up and launches him into the corner with authority. Thunderclap Chop! The whole

building echoes as Carter clutches his chest. Another one! Then a Lightning Bolt Lariat crushes him in the

corner!
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 Henderson hoists Durant up to the top rope, climbing up with purpose--looking for something big--maybe a

SUPERPLEX!

 Mark Bravo: "We're climbing the ladder, baby! He's looking to change the forecast to a category five!"

 But Carter fights back--elbows to the ribs, then a headbutt! Henderson wobbles--Carter leaps--TOP ROPE

FRANKENSTEINER!! Brandon flips through the air and crashes hard!

 The crowd erupts as Carter scrambles to the apron. He's lining something up--springboard--450°

SPLASH--NO! Brandon rolls away at the last second!

 John Phillips: "Crash and burn! He went for broke, and Henderson wasn't home!"

 Brandon surges back to his feet, seizes the moment, and nails Carter with the GALE FORCE KNEE!

 Mark Bravo: "Gale Force! Lights out, baby!"

 Durant drops. Brandon hooks the leg--

 ONE! TWO! NO! Carter kicks out!

 John Phillips: "You can't count out Carter Durant! That heart just won't quit!"

 Henderson slaps the mat, frustrated, but he nods to himself, standing tall again as the match enters its final

stretch--both men running on fumes, pride, and adrenaline.

 Brandon Henderson wipes sweat from his brow, dragging Carter Durant upright with raw frustration. He

whips Carter into the ropes--ducks down--

 --but Durant leaps over, backflipping behind him! Standing switch--springboard--ENZUIGIRI! It catches

Brandon flush!

 John Phillips: "He got all of that one! Durant might have just turned the tide!"

 Brandon stumbles into the corner. Carter, still dazed, sees his opening. He takes off--TILT-A-WHIRL

BACKBREAKER! The ring thuds on impact. Carter roars, pointing to the sky as the crowd rallies behind him.

 Mark Bravo: "This kid is insane! He's still flying with busted wings!"

 Carter climbs the ropes, his body shaking with effort. He pauses at the top--

 John Phillips: "If he lands this, it's over!"
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 WHIRLWIND FINALE!! The twisting corkscrew senton connects perfectly!

 He lands across Brandon's chest--hooks the leg--

 ONE!

 TWO!!

 THREE!!!

 John Phillips: "He did it! Carter Durant picks up the win in spectacular fashion!"

 Mark Bravo: "Give that man a tailwind and he'll soar every time!"

 The crowd comes to their feet as "Uptown Funk" blares through the speakers. Carter rolls off Brandon,

exhausted but triumphant, slapping the mat in celebration before climbing the turnbuckles to salute the fans.

 Brandon slowly rises, holding his ribs, and stares at Carter. The two lock eyes... and Brandon nods in

respect.

 Carter returns the gesture with a smile before stepping down, basking in the cheers of the Orlando crowd as

we fade to black.
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Show Credits

Segment: "Introduction" - Written by Ben.

Match: "Susanita Ybanez vs Dahlia Cross" - Written by Ben.

Segment: "You're the Champ Though, Right?" - Written by Ben.

Match: "Mr. Juan Calderon vs. Silas Grimm" - Written by Ben.

Segment: "Last Friday" - Written by Ben.

Segment: "Let's Run it Back" - Written by Ben.

Match: "Carter Durant vs. Brandon Henderson" - Written by Ben.

Results Compiled by the eFed Management Suite
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