
 

The house is asleep. 

That’s the first thing Ken notices when he steps through the garage door. 

No television noise. No tiny footsteps running through the hallway. No cartoons 
humming faintly from the living room while Alexis fights sleep on the couch. Just 
silence and the low mechanical hum of the refrigerator somewhere deeper in the 
house. 

The digital clock above the stove reads 1:14 AM. 

It’s too late to still be awake, but also too early to pretend he’s going to bed anytime 
soon. 

Ken tosses his car keys onto the kitchen island harder than he means to. The 
metallic clatter echoes through the dark room. He immediately glances toward the 
hallway leading to the bedrooms. 

Nothing. 

Good. 



His shoulders loosen slightly. 

The show had ended hours ago. The drive home should’ve exhausted him. Instead, the 
adrenaline never fully left his system. It’s still there beneath his skin somewhere, 
dull and restless. 

Waiting. 

Ken opens the refrigerator and stares into it without grabbing anything. Bottled 
water. Leftovers. Alexis’ apple juice pouches lined neatly along the bottom shelf. 
Normal life. 

This is the kind he spent most of his existence convinced he’d never have. 

Slowly, he shuts the door again. 

His eyes drift toward the garage entrance. 

Then downward. 

Storage. 

The thought settles into his mind before he can stop it. 

A few minutes later, the basement light flickers on overhead with a soft electrical 
buzz. 

The room smells faintly like dust, detergent, and old cardboard. Holiday 
decorations line one wall beside plastic storage bins labeled in Kyra’s handwriting. 
Adina’s old clothes. Baby toys. Christmas lights. 

You know, life. 

Ken moves past all of it quietly. 

Toward the back corner. 

The duffel bag sits exactly where he left it years ago beneath an old folding table. 

Black canvas. Worn seams. Faded gold stitching barely visible beneath the dust. 



GODLY. 

Ken stares at it longer than he should. For a moment, he almost leaves it there. 
Instead, he crouches slowly, ribs protesting immediately, and drags the bag out into 
the open. Dust rolls off the fabric as he sets it down. 

The zipper sticks halfway the first time he tries opening it… Of course it does. 

He pulls harder. 

The sound cuts through the basement like tearing cloth. 

And suddenly… There he is. 

Not literally, but close enough. 

The smell hits first. Old athletic tape. Leather. Dried canvas. Faint traces of sweat 
worked permanently into fabric that had survived thousands of miles and hundreds 
of fights. 

Ken exhales slowly through his nose. 

“For fucks sake...” 

The words barely leave his mouth. Right on top rests the entrance coat. Black and 
gold. Heavy. Overdesigned by normal standards. Gold trim stitched along the 
sleeves. His name, stitched in the design of a cross, spread across the back like 
something ecclesiastical instead of athletic. 

Ken lifts it carefully. 

Years ago, people used to lose their minds when he walked through curtains 
wearing this thing. Smoke. Choir music. Golden lights. 

The GKD, “Godly” Ken Davison… back when it wasn’t a nickname, but an identity. 

The irony almost makes him laugh now. 

Back then, he told himself the presentation mattered because wrestling was 
mythology. Spectacle. Gods and monsters. 



Truth was, the outfit had never been about confidence. It was armor. If people 
feared the image enough, they never got close enough to see the man underneath it. 

Ken’s thumb brushes against one of the embroidered sleeves absentmindedly. 

There are tiny tears near the cuff.  

He remembers exactly where they came from. 

Philadelphia. Extreme Rules match. Sexy Jason. Barbed wire. Twenty-three stitches 
afterward. 

At the time, he’d laughed about it while the medic worked. Not because it didn’t hurt, 
because pain had stopped meaning anything. It was simply sensation. 

Slowly, he folds the coat beside him. Beneath it sits rolls of old wrist tape, 
yellowed slightly with age. One falls loose as he moves things aside. Dark stains 
still mark the edges. 

Blood. 

Ken stares at it quietly. There was a time when he measured good matches by how 
much damage remained afterward. Bruises meant effort. Scars meant sacrifice. 
Broken bones meant commitment. 

The audience loved that version of him. Hell, part of the industry still romanticizes 
him for it. 

The violent years.​
The dangerous years.​
The years where he walked into every building like he genuinely did not care 
whether he left under his own power. 

They called it intensity. What it really was… was grief. 

Grief with nowhere to go. 

Carefully, Ken digs deeper into the bag. Metal rattles softly against metal. 

The chain. Of course it’s still here. 



Heavy steel coils sit bundled near the bottom compartment exactly where he left 
them. Ken picks them up instinctively, muscles remembering the weight before his 
brain catches up. 

Cold steel settles into his palm. 

It’s familiar… That’s the part he hates. 

Not the violence.​
Not the memories. 

The familiarity. 

Even now, after all these years, the chain still feels natural in his hands. 

Comforting, almost. 

Ken turns the chain slowly through his hands, listening to the muted melody of 
steel links sliding against one another. 

There was a time when this thing had practically been part of his anatomy. 

Airports.​
Locker rooms.​
Hotels.​
Rental cars. 

Always nearby, a trusted friend. 

He used to wrap the chain around his wrist before matches sometimes, tightening it 
link by link while opponents made entrances. Not because he needed intimidation. By 
that point, his reputation already handled that for him. 

No. 

It centered him. 

That’s the part people never understood about violence. The world always assumes 
rage feels chaotic. Uncontrolled. But for Ken, violence had always brought clarity. 
Simplicity. The rules made sense there. 



Hit first.​
Survive.​
Keep moving. 

No ambiguity.​
No helplessness.​
No grief. 

His eyes lower toward the chain in his lap. 

There were entire years of his life he barely remembered outside of matches. 

Cities blurred together.​
Faces disappeared.​
Time collapsed into a cycle of painkillers, arena lights, cheap coffee, and silence. 

Looking back now, that might be the part that scares him most. 

Not what he did. 

What he felt while doing it. 

Nothing. 

Not after awhile. 

That numbness had become addictive in its own way. Easier than mourning. Easier 
than admitting he was angry at a world that had kept moving after Crystal died 
while he stayed emotionally frozen in that cemetery. 

The “Godly” persona hadn’t just been a wrestling character… Not even armor… 
insulation. 

If he acted larger than life long enough, maybe nobody would notice there was 
barely a person underneath it anymore. 

Ken leans his head back briefly against the wall behind him. 

He remembers the first time Kyra saw through it. 



Not the persona.​
Not the entrance.​
Him. 

Most people approached him carefully back then. Like a dangerous dog they weren’t 
sure was trained properly. Even other wrestlers kept a certain distance once the 
cameras turned off. 

Kyra never did. 

She’d looked at him one night after a match where he’d nearly crippled a man with 
that same chain and asked him if he was tired. 

Not angry.​
Not crazy.​
Not dangerous. 

Tired. 

At the time, the question had irritated him more than insults ever could have. 

It was true. 

Ken exhales slowly. 

He looks down at his hands again. Older now. More scars than he can count. Fingers 
bent so that his middle finger says ‘fuck you’ in italic. 

The same hands that once bloodied opponents beyond recognition now helped Alexis 
learn how to hold crayons properly. 

The same hands Adina reached for crossing parking lots. 

That contradiction still feels impossible to him sometimes. 

Perhaps that’s why the comments bother him as much as they do now. 

Not because they threaten him. 



Because they threaten the life that proved he was capable of becoming something 
else. 

And somewhere deep down, beneath all the control and restraint and years of 
rebuilding himself, there’s still a part of Ken terrified that the old version was the 
real one. 

That all of this— 

The family.​
The peace.​
The happiness. 

Was just something temporary he got lucky enough to borrow. 

His grip tightens unconsciously around the steel. 

Then, a soft sound. Paper sliding loose. 

Ken looks down. 

An old photograph had fallen from one of the side pockets. 

The edges are bent now. Worn white with age. 

Crystal. 

The air leaves his lungs quietly. 

Nineteen years old forever. 

She’s laughing in the picture. Wind catching her hair while she squints into the 
camera. Ken remembers the exact moment it was taken. Boardwalk in Baltimore. 
Summer heat. Cheap food. No idea how quickly life could disappear.  

He stares at the photo for a long time… Long enough for the basement to feel 
colder… That version of Ken had died here. 

Not metaphorically, actually. 



Everything afterward had just been survival wearing his face. 

“Hey, babe,” he mutters softly before catching himself. 

The words hang in the empty basement. 

Ken swallows once and sets the photograph carefully beside him. 

For a long moment, he says nothing. 

Then he reaches deeper into the bag again. 

Another photograph. 

Newer this time. 

Kyra. Adina, maybe five at the time sitting on his shoulders at a carnival wearing a 
ridiculous little sunhat. 

Ken stares at it differently. 

Not grief. 

Fear. 

Because this picture contains everything he has spent years convincing himself he 
did not deserve. 

A home.​
A family.​
Peace. 

Things the old version of him never even tried to build because losing them would’ve 
destroyed him. 

That realization settles heavily into his chest. The old Ken had been easier to be. 
That’s the truth nobody ever talks about. When you have nothing left to lose, 
violence becomes simple. There is no hesitation. No fear. No consequences that 
matter. 



But now? 

Now every decision carries weight. Every match. Every threat. Every moment 
somebody mentions his family on television because now there are people waiting 
for him to come home. 

Ken leans back slowly against the basement wall, chain still hanging loosely from 
one hand. 

Somewhere upstairs, pipes shift softly in the walls, the house breatheing around 
him. 

Alive. 

For years, he convinced himself that surviving and living were the same thing. 

They aren’t. 

Survival is instinct. Living requires vulnerability and vulnerability terrifies him 
more than violence ever did. 

His eyes drift back toward the chain again. 

The worst part wasn’t realizing that version of himself still existed. 

The worst part was realizing how quickly he remembered how to carry him. 

Ken sits there in silence for several more minutes before finally setting the chain 
back into the bag. 

Slowly. 

Deliberately. 

Like weathering a sword. 

He begins repacking everything carefully. The coat. The tape. The photographs. 

Piece by piece. 

Until only the old chain remains outside the bag. 



Ken stares at it. 

Long enough that the silence starts feeling dangerous again. 

Then, finallym hHe puts that away too. 

The zipper closes easier this time. 

He rests one hand against the top of the duffel bag afterward, eyes closed briefly. 

Not because he misses that man. 

Because part of him understands exactly why he existed. 

The basement light clicks off a few moments later. 

Upstairs, the kitchen is still dark except for the faint glow above the stove. Ken 
pours himself a glass of water quietly before stopping when he notices a small 
figure sitting at the island rubbing tired eyes. 

Adina. 

Her hair is a mess. 

She squints at him sleepily. 

“Dad?” 

Ken immediately softens. 

“Hey, bug. Why’re you awake?” 

She shrugs. 

“Bad dream.” 

He nods once because he understands completely. Without a word, Ken walks over 
and gently lifts her into his arms. She curls against his chest immediately, half 
asleep already. 



Small.​
Warm.​
Safe. 

Adina rests her head against his shoulder. 

“You smell weird,” she mumbles tiredly. 

Despite everything, Ken laughs quietly. 

“Thanks.” 

“You been downstairs?” 

“Yeah.” 

Another sleepy nod. 

Then:  

“I like you better upstairs.” 

The sentence hits harder than it should. Ken closes his eyes briefly, holding her a 
little tighter as he looks out across the dark kitchen. 

“Me too, baby girl.” he says softly. “Me too.” 

 

Static crawls across the screen in fractured red waves before the image stabilizes. 

Not television static—Solar interference. 

The audio hums faintly beneath the sound of distant machinery somewhere beyond 
the frame. Red dust rolls across the ground in long drifting currents beneath an 
enormous artificial sky shield stretched over the Martian colony sector overhead 
like cracked glass lit from beneath. 

Mars still looks dead. Humanity just built walls around the corpse. 

The camera adjusts focus slowly. 



Ken Davison sits alone on the lowered loading ramp of a cargo hauler parked well 
beyond the populated sectors of the colony. Far enough away that the lights of 
civilization feel small. Distant. Temporary. 

Black hoodie. Black jeans. Heavy boots stained red with Martian dust. 

No championships. No logos. No spectacle. 

Only a steel chain loosely wrapped once around his hand. 

The wind outside the atmospheric barrier moans against the transport hull 
somewhere nearby, low and hollow like an animal dying in another room. 

Ken stares toward the horizon for several long seconds before finally speaking. 

“You know what I hate most about this place, Corey?” 

A pause. 

“It feels honest.” 

The chain shifts softly through his fingers. 

“Not the colony. Not the lights. Not the dome overhead pretending human beings 
conquered something out here.” 

His eyes drift toward the distant structures glowing against the darkness. 

“I mean the planet itself.” 

Another pause. 

“Because Mars doesn’t care what we call ourselves.” 

Silence settles again. 

“Out here, there’s no mythology. No history. No legacy. No crowds convincing 
themselves violence means something profound.” 

Ken slowly looks back toward the camera. 



“Just empty space and human beings desperately trying to distract themselves from 
it.” 

The words hang heavily in the stillness. 

“And that feels appropriate considering who I’m talking to.” 

The chain rattles softly as he unwinds it halfway from his fist. 

“I spent the last week going through your work, Corey. Really going through it. Not 
highlights. Not reputation. The actual body of work.” 

A faint humorless smile. 

“You know what I found?” 

Pause. 

“A man trying very hard to convince the world he’s untouchable.” 

The wind hums softly across the microphone. 

“Blood everywhere. Weapons everywhere. Thumbtacks. Fire. Chairs. Tables. Broken 
bodies stacked up like evidence.” 

Ken tilts his head slightly. 

“And every single time you talk about it, you sound proud of how little any of it 
affects you.” 

Another pause. 

“I recognize that.” 

His voice lowers. 

“That’s the dangerous part.” 

Ken leans forward slightly, elbows resting against his knees. 

“You and I have both spent years teaching audiences the same lesson.” 



The chain slides slowly between his fingers. 

“That pain only matters if you admit it hurts.” 

A long silence follows. 

“But there’s a difference between enduring pain…” 

His eyes narrow slightly. 

“…and hollowing yourself out so completely you stop feeling anything at all.” 

The camera remains still. 

“For years, people thought the most frightening thing about me was how violent I 
could become.” 

Ken shakes his head faintly. 

“No.” 

Another pause. 

“The frightening part was how normal it started feeling.” 

The words land flatly. 

“There was no hesitation. No guilt. No second thoughts.” 

The chain tightens unconsciously around his fist. 

“I used to think that made me strong.” 

A bitter smile ghosts across his face. 

“Turns out it just made me numb.” 

Silence again. Beyond him, the colony lights blink faintly against the endless red 
horizon. 



“This place…” Ken gestures vaguely toward the wasteland surrounding him. 
“Humanity crossed millions of miles of dead space just to build another illusion 
here.” 

His eyes drift upward toward the artificial atmospheric shield overhead. 

“Another city. Another arena. Another place where people can pretend they’re 
more evolved than they actually are.” 

His jaw tightens slightly. 

“But underneath all of it?” 

Ken takes a deep breath. 

“We brought the same violence with us.” 

Ken slowly stands from the cargo ramp, boots crunching softly against red dust as 
he begins walking. 

“That’s what fascinates me about professional wrestling, Corey.” 

The camera follows carefully. 

“No matter how advanced people become… no matter how many planets we colonize… 
eventually crowds still gather to watch two damaged men hurt each other in public.” 

A cold smirk crosses Ken’s visage. 

“And guys like us get very good at turning that damage into identity.” 

The chain swings softly from his hand as he walks. 

“You call yourself the King of the Wrestlers.” 

A faint exhale through his nose. 

“I used to call myself Godly.” 

Ken glances downward briefly. 



“You know what both of those things really are?” 

Another moment to allow the word to absorb. 

“Armor.” 

The word lands quietly. 

“Because if people fear the image enough… they stop looking underneath it.” 

The wind rattles softly against the cargo transport behind him. 

“I think that’s why I understand you better than most people do.” 

Ken stops walking. 

“You’re not addicted to violence, Corey.” 

Ken wags his finger at the camera. 

“You’re addicted to what violence lets you avoid.” 

His eyes lock onto the camera now. 

“Silence.” 

The word settles hard. 

“Because silence is where memory lives.” 

Another long pause. 

“And memory is dangerous for men like us.” 

Ken slowly wraps the chain once around his fist again. 

“There were years of my life I barely remember outside wrestling rings.” 

His voice becomes hushed.. 

“Airports. Hotels. Locker rooms. Painkillers. Coffee. Arena lights.” 



Pause. 

“Rinse and repeat until something inside you finally shuts off.” 

His jaw flexes slightly as he remembers his own experiences.. 

“The audience called it intensity.” 

A faint shake of his head. 

“What it really was…” 

A renewed quiet settles in the air. 

“…was grief with nowhere to go.” 

The wind hums louder now. Ken glances briefly toward the distant colony. 

“I buried someone when I was nineteen years old.” 

No dramatics. No swelling emotion. Just fact. 

“And afterward, I spent years pretending violence made me feel less helpless.” 

The chain rattles softly. 

“For awhile, it worked.” 

A flicker of stillness.  

“That’s the lie men like us tell ourselves.” 

His expression hardens slightly. 

“That if we become dangerous enough… brutal enough… feared enough… eventually 
we won’t feel broken anymore.” 

Ken looks down briefly at the chain in his hand. 

“As good as I was at lying, so much so that I convinced myself, I discovered one 
truth. All violence really does is simplify the world.” 



The camera slowly moves closer. 

“Hit first. Survive. Keep moving.” 

“No grief. No vulnerability. No reflection.” 

His eyes narrow. 

“That simplicity becomes addictive.” 

Silence stretches between the words. 

“And that’s why you concern me.” 

Not anger. Not mockery. Certainty. 

“Because when I look at Corey Black, I don’t see somebody using violence as a tool 
anymore. No, no, no, no. I see somebody disappearing into it.” 

The wind whistles softly across the open wasteland. 

“For most of my career, people thought I enjoyed hurting other people.” 

Ken laughs once under his breath. 

“What it really was… it was that I enjoyed not feeling helpless.” 

The honesty of it hangs heavily. 

“And eventually I learned something you haven’t figured out yet.” 

He slowly points toward the camera. 

“If violence becomes the only thing that gives your life clarity… eventually you stop 
being a person.” 

Another intentionally long silence. 

“You become a wound.” 



The words settle into the dead Martian air. Ken starts walking again, slower this 
time. 

“You know what the wrestling industry does to people like us?” 

Ken utters a sound the lands somewhere between a laugh and a scoff. 

“It rewards the damage.” 

The chain swings softly at his side. 

“The more self-destructive you become, the louder people cheer. Then what? You 
bleed more. They praise you more. You break yourself worse. They call you 
legendary.” 

His expression darkens slightly. 

“And after that? The line between performance and self-destruction disappears.” 

The cargo hauler creaks softly behind him. 

“I think you crossed that line awhile ago.” 

Another pause. 

“And maybe part of you knows it.” 

Ken stops again. 

“Because underneath all the noise… all the mythology… all the ‘King of the 
Wrestlers’ bullshit…” 

He tilts his head slightly. 

“You sound exhausted.” 

The sentence lands hard. 

“Not physically.” 

Another pause. 



“Spiritually.” 

The wind outside the colony walls howls faintly in the distance. 

“I know that exhaustion. I know that’s why you only show up here every few months 
because there comes a time where violence stops feeling exciting… It just starts 
feeling familiar. That familiarity is dangerous.” 

His grip tightens slightly around the chain. 

“Because one day you wake up and realize the monster everybody romanticized…” 

Ken’s voice lowers. 

“…was really just a grieving man slowly destroying himself in public.” 

The camera slowly tightens closer. 

“I got lucky, Corey.” 

The admission feels strange coming from him. 

“I found reasons to become human again.” 

His eyes drift downward briefly. 

“A wife. Children. A home. “People who expected me to come back alive.” 

The chain loosens again in his hand. 

“That changes a man, Because once you have something real to lose… violence stops 
feeling glamorous.” 

The wind hums softly against the transport hull. 

“You know what scares me mos, Corey?” 

Ken finally looks directly into the lens again. 

“It isn’t that the old version of me still exists.” 



Another pause. 

“It’s that I still remember exactly how to carry him.” 

The words settle heavily. 

“And that’s your mistake coming into this match.” 

His jaw tightens. 

“Like everybody else, you will claim that peace made me softer.” 

A faint shake of his head. 

“No...It made me dangerous.” 

The chain unwraps slowly from his hand now. Metal links sliding softly against one 
another. 

“There’s a difference.” 

Ken tosses the chain onto the cargo ramp behind him. The metallic crack echoes 
through the emptiness. 

“For you, Extreme Rules is liberation.” 

He stares at the chain for a moment. 

“For me? It’s memory. It’s a reminder of what I have now and how far I am willing to 
go to protect it.” 

The wind grows louder. 

“You think this environment rewards whoever is willing to descend furthest into 
darkness.” 

Another pause. 

“And maybe most of the time it does.” 

Ken slowly folds his arms across his chest. 



“But Corey…” 

His eyes narrow. 

“You are stepping into that environment with somebody who already survived— NO! 
Someone who has overcomethe thing you’re still trying to turn yourself into.” 

That hangs there. Heavy. 

“For you, violence is identity. For myself?” 

A beat of contemplation.  

“It’s a language I learned while grieving. And I became very… VERY fluent.” 

The red dust swirls harder around his boots now. 

“At the pay-per-view, this isn’t going to feel cinematic.” 

Another pause. 

“It’s not gonna be mythology. It’s not gonna be art. And it sure as hell isn’t gonna 
make either one of us immortal.” 

His voice grows colder now. 

“It’s gonna be ugly.” 

The sentence lands like concrete. 

“Because matches like this stop being entertaining the second somebody realizes the 
other man isn’t bluffing.” 

Ken takes a slow step closer to the camera. 

“And Corey…” 

Another step. 

“You’re going to keep talking like you’re introducing me to darkness.” 



Another. 

“You’re not.” 

His eyes never leave the lens now. 

“You are walking directly toward a version of myself I spent years trying to bury.” 

The wind howls across the wasteland. 

“And if you wake that man up…” 

A long silence. 

“He doesn’t care about applause. He doesn’t care about legacy. And he certainly 
doesn’t care whether either one of us leaves that arena intact.” 

The words sit heavily between them. 

“That’s the version of me people used to fear.” 

Ken tilts his head slightly. 

“The saddest part about you isn’t the violence. It’s the performance. Somewhere 
along the line, you convinced yourself being emotionally unwell made you profound. 
It doesn’t. It just makes you loud. There’s no tortured genius hiding underneath all 
this, Corey. Just a man so terrified of stillness he keeps bleeding in public to avoid 
hearing his own thoughts. 

 


