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Strongest Rudo Qualifier Match
Bane vs. The Fellaway

The lead guitar overwhelmed the broadcasting system until the bass finally picked up. “Before I Forget” by Slipknot was introduced to the ears of every spectator until a sudden pause occurred.

The music picked back up as a behemoth emerged from backstage. His mere appearance gave off the presence of evil as the one known as Bane entered the ring. Cracking his knuckles, he positioned himself on the opposite side of the ring.

The lights dimmed as the familiar Fellaway crucifix from earlier in the night appeared on the tron. “Marches And Maneuvers” by Thursday ignited the speakers as the rather petite, masked wrestler headed toward the ring. The Fellaway crucifix was blazoned on his mask that covered his entire head. He slid into the ring as lights returned.

A smirk grew on Bane’s face, realizing this match was going to be a piece of cake. Bane, the deadly poison that he was, stood as tall as a skyscraper. But he was no falling tower; he probably weighed around three hundred twenty-five pounds. His foundation was secured into the ground. There was no way this one hundred ninety-eight pound man was going to move him. Though his eyes seemed awfully confident. Those piercing emerald, with a slight tint of yellow, jewels encased inside of the Fellaway’s mask screamed unspoken arrogance. A paradox in itself.

Fellaway stood rooted to the spot the moment the bell sounded. He was waiting on his fellow Rudo to make the first move. And he did, charging in rather quickly for a man of his size. Of course, the smaller, faster, and more agile Rudo swiftly rolled underneath Bane’s humungous clothesline, bouncing up to his feet from behind. He clutched Bane tightly with a rear waistlock. Not exactly the smartest move to make, but Fellaway – fortunately for him – was too short to be nailed with Bane’s flying elbows.

That’s why a swift back kick broke the hold instantly, and a discus clothesline planted Fellaway into the mat. Bane practically growled, and kicked his opponent hard in the ribs. The match was now in his control.

The match was now officially over.

Bane bent down to pull the masked Rudo up to his feet, and Irish whipped him into the ropes. A big boot was sufficient enough to take the Fellaway down. Or so Bane thought. Fellaway immediately kipped up, and delivered a moonsault dropkick to Bane’s gut before falling to the mat.

Bane doubled over as Fellaway pushed himself to his feet. He charged into the ropes and springboard moonsaulted from the middle rope. Upon landing, he crashed knee-first into the monstrous man’s spine, driving him to the canvas with the devastating blow. Quick to his feet, Fellaway dropped a nonchalant elbow across his rival’s back. Naturally, he followed with a second, and then a third.

Working on a big man’s back? Usually it’s the legs that are targeted, but apparently the masked Rudo had a different agenda in mind.

Fellaway scaled the turnbuckles, poised on the top. Bane was on his feet, facing the opposite direction of his nemesis. Fellaway soared through the skies . . . until coming to an abrupt landing: He crashed back first with a senton bomb into Bane’s back. This shoved Bane forward into the opposite corner; Fellaway fell sharply onto his neck. Not such a smart move after all, but smart moves weren’t necessarily on Fukyuu Fukakouryoku’s moveset. It was about risking it all to achieve one purpose: The win.

Bane emerged from the corner as Fellaway knelt over, rubbing the nape of his neck. Bane grasped the mask and lifted the Immortal Act of God into the air. The mask was cutting into his skin as he kicked his feet wildly, trying to escape Bane’s grip. Alas, it was to no avail.

With a simple heave, Bane lifted Fellaway higher before sitting out with a modified double-handed chokeslam. Fellaway rolled away instantly, clutching the back of his cranium, which was throbbing in immense pain.

Fellaway pulled himself up to his feet in the corner, his back to the gargantuan beast. Little did he know he was being stalked. A roaring clothesline sandwiched the Fellaway in between brute flesh and thin-padded turnbuckles. Stumbling out of the corner, he collapsed to the ground.

Bane roared at the sight, lifting his arms into the air whilst turning his back on his foe. That was enough time for Fellaway to slip out of the ring undetected.

The fowl monster turned around, only to find his prey missing. Worried, his eyes darted on all sides of the ring, hoping to find a mere glimpse of his mobile enemy.

Nothing. No glimpse. No hint. Nothing.

The Fellaway had disappeared.

The referee was oblivious of the Fellaway’s presence as well. Though, he was making the standard twenty count. He was at number six.

And then, he made his move, unseen and overlooked, like blood spilled in a rose garden. A charging spear into Bane’s spine. The impact was enough to bring the monster to his knees, howling in pain. A second charging spear – this time, with aid from the ropes – was efficient to bring the giant to the mat.

With great athleticism, the Fellaway springboarded from the middle rope nearest Bane. Revolving in the air with a beautiful somersault – knees tucked, tremendous hang time – he connected with a 450 splash to Bane’s spinal column.

Fukakouryoku clutched his ribs immediately; Bane tended his back.

The fans loved the match thus far. Fellaway was risking his own physical well being just to obtain the win. It was amazing the little guy was doing as well as he was. The moment Bane appeared from the entryway, everyone had claimed his or her bets, knowing full well who the winner would be. But they had underestimated Fellaway entirely; the little fucker was smart, he knew how to match his opponent well.

Bane was the first up to his feet. Grabbing Fellaway from behind, he added more damage to the back of Fellaway’s skull with an overhead, full nelson suplex. Of course, this took a little out of Bane himself; it was obvious as he grasped at his back.

Realizing that this match wasn’t going to be as easy as he thought, Bane decided the showboating and boasting would come last. It wasn’t because Fellaway was good, it was because he knew how to take advantage of certain situations. Bane was going to make sure there wouldn’t be any “certain situations.”

That’s why, as Bane placed Fellaway in a standing headscissors, he purposely botched the powerbomb, just so Fellaway would land on his already-injured neck. The first pinfall of the match was near.

ONE!

TWO!

THR—KICKOUT!

The audience was stunned; they knew Fellaway could take the fight to his opponent, but they knew the match was over after Bane’s botched powerbomb. Truthfully, they were more stunned at the fact that his neck wasn’t broken, more so than anything else.

Bane grinned. He knew this match was officially over. Just as he had called it from the beginning.

He aided Fellaway to his feet. Instantly, Bane front facelocked his opponent and suspended him high into the air. Perhaps a vertical suplex? Possibly; Bane was stalling. As he paced around the ring – as if to taunt the audience – holding Fellaway high into the air, he finally released him, and connected with a stalling brainbuster.

Of course the deadly poison covered his victim after that. That brainbuster was enough to achieve the win, let alone break his neck.

ONE!

TWO!

THRE—KICKOUT!

Again, Fellaway displayed his resiliency. The fans admired Fellaway for his heart, but they knew he couldn’t last forever. Once Bane was in “his groove,” the match would be one-sided. And the massive fiend proved just that.

Bane, once again, grabbed onto Fellaway’s mask, and began to drag him around the ring. Making a total mockery of him. Sure, essentially they were teammates. But when it came to being the kingpin of this place – the CREATOR of CREATE – all alliances vanished.

The dragging ended, as Bane positioned Fellaway onto his knees. The smaller Rudo merely slumped backward. Bane, his hands still clutched onto the mask, began to slap Fellaway with more shame. Dishonor had come to embrace Fukakouryoku.

The paramount colossus topped it off after he spat into Fellaway’s face.

However, this seemed to have awaken him as he immediately rolled through Bane’s parted feet. Turning around, Fellaway did the one thing he could do in order to turn this match around. Yes, he punched Bane right in the gonads.

The referee saw this surely, but he wasn’t about to call a match over a measly low blow. And Fellaway knew this. But the fans didn’t like this at all. For a moment, they had forgotten he was a Rudo. The world of Rudos and Tecnicos escaped their minds. They knew Fellaway was a fighter; he could take the battle to any one wrestler in the back. He didn’t need cheap shots to aid him. Alas, the reason he was a Rudo was now obvious to them.

With Bane doubled over, Fellaway leaped in one single bound to the top turnbuckle. He stood erected, his hands pointing at Bane. The fans were cheering, though slightly. He ascended magnificently, cameras going off from every angle; a shooting star in the night sky.

With this shooting star press, he decided to add extra rotation. A kneedrop was vital to further aid Fellaway’s plan of destroying Bane’s back.

It worked.

The big man had been brought down. Fellaway was rooted to the spot, his knees still digging into his opponent’s spine.

He only stood up because it was time.

He stood on the back of Bane’s knees. Bending over, he grabbed his rival’s arms, and lifted him up to his knees. The positioning was reminiscent of a Buffalo sleeper. However, as Fellaway stood proudly atop of Bane’s knees from behind, he latched in an inverted facelock, and fell backward. It was a modified inverted facelock surfboard.

When September Towers Fall.

As Fellaway pulled towards the mat, the added pressure was too much for Bane’s wounded back. Fellaway’s agenda was obvious after all.

Bane growled in agony. The feeling of his spine dismembering was too much to take. He couldn’t leave his first match in CREATE with a broken back. But he couldn’t lose to such a diminutive bastard as the Fellaway, either.

Eventually, the pain outfought Bane’s will to fight.

He tapped Fellaway’s arm. And he tapped it hard.

The bell sounded as the referee called the match. Fellaway released the hold.

“Marches And Maneuvers” by Thursday echoed throughout all of Manchester, England. This match would never leave the minds of those in attendance. More importantly, it would never leave the mind of Bane. To see something so small conquer something so great was rare. It wasn’t even rare. It was merely something that never happened.

It was set in stone, though. The Fellaway would go on to face BLOOD Dragon, Erick Gamble, Lusus, Kenjiro Ito, and one other opponent to determine who should rightfully be the Strongest Rudo.

As the Fellaway disappeared into the back, with his expressionless mask, the referee began to relieve Bane. He waved to the back, calling for the paramedics.

Bane threw the referee off of him. He would have none of that. He needed no help.

“Stay the fuck away from me!” he roared, standing to his feet. To state it bluntly, he was pissed. “How the fuck could I lose to guy of his size?”

As Bane swung his arms recklessly, not fearing what he may hit, he began to lose control; he was ballistic. Assaulting paramedic after paramedic, he exited the ring, cursing at each and every cheering fan. Tearing up sign after sign, he finally made his departure.

Not with the one finger salute to the entire arena, of course.

Winner: The Fellaway in 9:11 via submission (courtesy of When September Towers Fall)

