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​Chapter One — The Spark
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Alpha Pro Wrestling – Book One

⸻

June 1, 2023

Rain had been falling steady for an hour now.

Jack Blaze leaned against the hood of his old ’92 Honda, soaked through. Steam rose off his shoulders like a warhorse left to cool. He didn’t flinch, didn’t speak. He just stared out across the empty fairground parking lot as the last of the Fight Night crew packed up their equipment.

Behind him, the makeshift stage lights flickered and buzzed. A banner reading “FIGHT NIGHT – LIVE ON LOCAL CABLE!” flapped weakly in the wind, barely hanging on to the metal scaffolding. The whole setup looked cheap. Thrown together. Like the rest of the show.

“They cut the feed,” Jack muttered.

Mizz Dabnus stepped out from under a canopy, pulling her hood tight. Her hair was soaked, her eyes sharp.

“Wait... what?” she asked. “The main event didn’t air?”

“Nope,” Jack said. “Ran out of time.”

She blinked. “You’re joking.”

“Wish I was.”

Some carny in a neon poncho kicked at a coil of wet cable like it had offended him. The promoter kept his head down, pretending to read a clipboard that had turned to pulp. A golf cart rattled past with two folding chairs and a plastic bucket of soggy popcorn. The night smelled like ozone and fried dough getting cold. Dabz shook rain off her sleeves, eyes tracking the crew like a hawk. She wasn’t just taking in chaos—she was clocking the tells: the averted glances, the quick exits, the way everybody vanished right before the hard conversations.

⸻

It was supposed to be the match.

Jack Blaze vs. Sexy Seth Sexton.

Twenty-five years ago, they’d stood in the same ring under very different lights. It was 1998, the beginning of the RWA Championship Tournament. Jack was a rookie. Just a hungry, wide-eyed kid chasing a dream. Seth Sexton was already a name. A heavy hitter. A future hall-of-famer.

They met in the first round. Jack gave it everything he had.

Sexton still beat him.

Then Seth went on to win the tournament and become the first-ever RWA World Champion.

Jack never got a rematch. Never got a title shot. Never got closure.

Until tonight.

He could still feel the old canvas from ’98—thin over plywood, the ring ropes taped so tight they sang, the house lights too hot and too close. The bell had been a nickel store dinner plate with a dent in it. He remembered hearing the three-count like a door slamming shut. After the match, Sexton had clasped Jack’s wrist for half a second—respect, maybe—but the moment blew past, swallowed by pyro smoke and somebody else’s entrance music. Nineteen-year-old Jack went home buzzing and empty all at once. He promised himself there’d be a next time. Then the years piled up like folding chairs after a spot show.

⸻

The Fight Night promoter, trying to pop a crowd at the state fair, had booked a wild one-off card. Big names from the past, indie darlings from the present, all mashed together without story or structure.

But the main event? That was personal.

Blaze vs. Sexton.

No belts. No build-up. Just one match, twenty-five years overdue.

Jack finally beat him.

And nobody saw it.

In his head, he replayed the finish: Sexton twisting for the killshot, Jack slipping under, planting, driving—clean. The kind of ending that writes itself in highlight packages. Except there wouldn’t be one. No replays. No trending clip. No proof but the ache in his forearms and the sting on his back where the canvas had kissed him wrong.

⸻

“That was it, Dabz,” Jack said, still watching the rain hit the windshield. “That was the moment I knew. I’m done letting other people waste my time.”

“How do you run out of time... on the main event?” she asked.

“Because they don’t care. These pop-up shows, these nostalgia grabs... they don’t respect the craft. They throw matches together, overbook filler, eat up the clock on backstage interviews, and then when it’s time for the one match that matters? They kill the lights.”

“And the guys who actually show up to work?”

“They get silence,” Jack said. “Or worse—cut to black.”

Dabz thumbed open her phone, screen spiderwebbed with rain. No notifications. No clip. No “did you see this?” from the boys. “Silence,” she echoed, then slid the phone into her pocket. “Not even the good kind.”

⸻

He stepped away from the car, pacing in the rain.

“I gave him everything I had. The rematch I’d been carrying on my back since I was nineteen. I finally beat the guy who made my name disappear before it ever meant anything.”

He looked up at the flickering banner.

“And it didn’t count.”

Dabz stayed quiet. She didn’t need to say anything. She knew what was coming.

“I’m done with this,” Jack said. “I’m done with shows that don’t respect the art. I’m done showing up to places that don’t even tell you who you’re wrestling. I’m done chasing ghosts in someone else’s ring.”

“So what now?” she asked.

“Now... I build something better.”

She studied him, rainline running from her temple to her jaw. “You said that once before,” she murmured. “Back when your whole life fit in that trunk.”

Jack smirked at the Honda. “It still does.”

“Yeah,” Dabz said, a spark in her voice, “but now you’ve got me watching the road.”

⸻

He looked at her.

“There’s a coach in Texas—Coach T. Every year, he puts on a wrestling tournament as a fundraiser for his football team in Laredo. But it ain’t some backyard show. It’s legit. Always draws names. This year, he’s got a gold medalist coming in—Carmelo Justice.”

“And there’s a guy out in Lakewood—Hardcore Hicks. He runs shows in the lot behind Buddies Bar & Grill. The ring’s surrounded by a steel floor. No guardrails. No barriers. Just chaos. It’s violent, loud, unfiltered. And people love it.”

“You’re gonna get them together?” Dabz asked.

“Yeah,” Jack nodded. “Under one banner. Not just a promotion. A platform. A network.”

“What’s it called?”

He smiled.

“Alpha Pro.”

“Sounds like a protein shake.”

“Nah,” Jack said, opening the door to the Honda. “Sounds like the future.”

“Coach T’s got structure,” Jack went on, the idea warming him from the inside. “Brackets, time limits, a clock on the wall, a whistle if he needs it. The gym’s got that varnish smell and the bleachers hum when a pin gets tight. Laredo knows how to make a moment breathe.”

“And Hicks?” Dabz asked.

“Hicks is a thunderstorm,” Jack said. “No rails, no distance between the ring and the people. You feel the floor ring through your boots when somebody goes over the top. If Laredo is discipline, Lakewood is danger. Alpha Pro is both.”

She nodded. “Then we do it right. Cameras that don’t quit. Timekeeper that doesn’t blink. One producer, not six. And we publish the card like we mean it.”

“Talent taken care of,” Jack added. “No surprises on payday. No ghosted main events.”

“Medical on-site,” she said.

“Replay angles,” he said.

Dabz’s mouth curved. “And somebody whose only job is to cut to the finish at the finish.”

Jack laughed under his breath. “Funny how low the bar is.”

⸻

He paused before getting in. One last glance back at the fairgrounds. The lights. The banner. The empty seats.

“This place ran outta time,” he said.

“We’re just getting started.”

The ’92 Honda roared to life. Dabz slid into the passenger seat without a word.

They pulled out of the fairgrounds, away from the past, and into something bigger.

Something real.

Behind them, a wind gust snapped a tie line. The “FIGHT NIGHT” banner tore along a seam and sagged, waterlogged, until it slithered free and slapped the soaked concrete. No one went to pick it up. Jack checked the mirror once, then let the scene shrink to a smear of light through rain. He set his jaw like a man locking a door. The wipers kept time—left, right, left—like a bell count starting something new.
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