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Dr. Holly Cambric, M.D. 

You fascinate me, Isaiah. I mean that clinically, not personally. I don’t like 

you. But I do find you useful. 

There’s a principle in anatomy I keep coming back to: form follows function. 

The body, if left to adapt without interference, optimizes itself for utility. And in 

that sense, you are nearly perfect. Your musculature is developed for explosion. 

Your stance is disciplined. Your hands don’t wander, and your shoulders roll to 

minimize impact shock. You were built to hurt people in short bursts. 

But the body isn’t the only thing that adapts. So does the ego. And yours? Your 

ego is a prosthetic. Something bolted on to cover a deeper wound. 

See, when I look at you, I don’t see a king. I see a failed experiment in 

controlled aggression. I see a man who thought brutality would earn him 

reverence, when all it ever earned him was silence from smarter men. You confuse 

domination with leadership. But leadership requires clarity. You never had it. 



What you had was pressure. The kind that makes lesser men punch until their 

wrists give out. 

You wanted to make an example of me. I could feel it in your strikes. You 

weren’t trying to win. You were trying to make me behave. You treated me like a 

glitch in the system, a variable that needed suppression. You hit me like you were 

pounding on a machine that wouldn’t turn off. 

You hit hard. But not smart. 

I gave you my joints. I left them there like bait. And you took them. Over and 

over. You went after the ribs. The kidneys. The spine. You worked my body like a 

man taught to follow an old set of instructions—obsolete tactics, muscle memory 

dressed up as strategy. 

And when you caught me mid-air? When your fist broke through my breath 

and dropped me to the mat? That was the closest you ever came to honesty. For one 

moment, I saw you clearly. A man hoping that if he hit me hard enough, I’d stop 

reminding him that his best days were already behind him. 

But I didn’t stop. 

Because pain doesn’t scare me. Failure doesn’t scare me. Being 

misunderstood doesn’t scare me. 

You know what does? 

Stagnation. 



And that’s you, Isaiah. That’s your whole story. A man who never evolved 

because he thought he didn’t have to. A man who stopped asking questions the 

second he started hearing applause. 

You were handed a belt so you’d feel like you mattered again. And you 

clutched it like a lifeline. But it never gave you identity. It only gave you 

instructions. Go here. Hit that. Tag in. Tag out. 

And now it’s gone. 

And you still haven’t asked yourself what any of it meant. 

Together, you made less sense. 

Individually, I could chart your paths—SEB with his delusions of surgical 

excellence, you with your concussive bravado. But as a team? You were an error 

state. A mismatch protocol. A pair of bodies tethered by mandate, not design. The 

chemistry was cosmetic. The strategy was inherited. You weren’t a tag team. You 

were a patch job. 

They put you together to hide a problem. You accepted the belts like it solved 

one. But you never addressed the incompatibility. You kept passing control 

between two processors with different languages, hoping no one would notice the 

lag. 

But I noticed. 



It’s in your movement patterns. SEB overcalculates. King overcommits. One 

reads too much, the other reacts too fast. When King needed support, SEB 

hesitated. When SEB needed space, King occupied it. You interrupted each other 

more than you flowed. You got in each other’s way—and you called it rhythm. 

Tag wrestling is not about pairing resumes. It’s about coherence under stress. 

You lacked that. You never trusted each other. You trusted the booking. 

Every time you tagged out, it wasn’t about preservation—it was about 

avoidance. King would take himself out when the pain got too specific. SEB would 

tag when his control slipped. You treated partnership like a timer, not a bond. But 

time isn’t what failed you. Understanding did. 

I don’t think either of you ever asked why we were here. 

You kept waiting for the punchline. Waiting for the masks to drop. Waiting 

for us to confess it was all performance, some elaborate art-school provocation 

meant to get a rise out of veterans. 

We didn’t need to perform. 

We needed to prove. 

That two people you wrote off as crazy, unearned, and unserious could not 

only match you—but reduce you. Systematically. Intentionally. Without ever 

needing to scream. 

We told you what would happen. 



You didn’t listen. 

Because you think being around long enough entitles you to be right. 

Because you think the belts made you a standard. 

Because you think you are immune to being misread. 

You’re not. 

We didn’t outfight you. 

We diagnosed you. 

We mapped your fractures. We stimulated the nerves. We broke what you 

didn’t think could break. Not because we were stronger. But because we were 

correct. 

You walked into the theater thinking it was a spotlight. 

It wasn’t. 

It was an operating light. 

And under it, we saw everything. 

So if you’re looking for a moral, or a moral victory, or some rationale for what 

comes next—I can’t offer one. You weren’t an experiment. You were a 

demonstration. 

And I got the data I needed. 



We both did. 

We’ll file you away under obsolete methods. Incorrect assumptions. Improper 

controls. 

Next time, be more curious. Or more afraid. Either would serve you better. 

 

 

 

The reception table was obscene. 

Tiered platters of sugared vertebrae. Macarons shaped like eyes, soft and wet 

in the center. Jello molded to resemble a doll’s head with edible lace for hair and 

eyeballs floating inside the gelatin. A glassblown screaming mouth served punch 

with teeth bared in exquisite agony. The liquid inside tasted like overripe berries 

and formaldehyde. 

I drank without comment. My mouth barely moved. The cup left no stain on 

my gloves. 

The wedding had been held in one of the vaulted atriums beneath the Vale. 

Private by decree, not secrecy. There had been no guests, only witnesses. No music, 

only breath. No scripture, only consent. 



I had performed the rite myself. 

Maraeth had written the vows. 

Kathryn had whispered hers like a death sentence she wanted to serve. 

And Maraeth—Maraeth had laughed through the binding, a sound that broke 

several light fixtures and made one acolyte bleed from the ears. 

It had been perfect. 

Now, the guests had scattered. Or dissolved. Or been dismissed. I remained, 

standing by the catering spread with one gloved hand resting lightly on a tray of 

confections designed to mimic surgical trauma. My expression was unreadable. 

Behind me, something shimmered. 

“Darling,” said Maraeth. 

Their voice arrived like a smile slipped under the skin. It curled against the 

edge of the room before settling into my ear. 

“You made Our little holy day delicious.” 

I turned and bowed my head. 

“Motherdream,” I said with veneration before my eyes rose to see Them move 

into view. They wore something between a wedding gown and a flayed joke—white 

silk in obscene patterns, fastened with black ribbon and golden staples. The fabric 



clung to Them like admiration, split in deliberate places to reveal gleaming skin 

beneath: lacquered, inhuman, humming faintly. 

Their eyes burned with too many colors. Their mouth never stopped smiling. 

“Priestess with black on her tongue,” They said, admiring my posture. “We 

could have married the whole room.” 

I said nothing. 

Maraeth offered a hand. The fingers twitched, briefly, as if reacting to 

applause only They could hear. 

“We need to talk, Sin Eater.” 

I took Their hand and we left the feast behind. 

The hallway twisted as we walked. 

Not drastically, but enough that I lost any sense of what part of the Vale we 

were in. The light overhead dimmed with each step. The walls narrowed and 

widened without symmetry and the floors changed from hardwood to stone to 

something less natural. 

I did not ask questions. Maraeth would answer them without being asked. 

The smell changed gradually. First incense, then something sweeter, then the 

sharp bite of antiseptic and wet metal. I recognized it as the scent left behind when 

skin is broken on purpose. 



We passed no doors. The end of the hall simply gave way to a low, wide 

chamber whose ceiling rose just enough to suggest space but not enough to feel like 

you could breathe. Around the edge stood mismatched pieces of furniture stitched 

from the flesh of failed Unity drones. There were faces on armrests of chairs or 

stretched obscenely across the back of sofas. 

The lighting was uneven, and stark. There were no lamps that I recall, nor 

fixtures, just a dull glow that settled across the surfaces. Shadows moved from 

darkened corners and hidden places. Along the walls, something dripped at a 

steady pace, slow and thin. 

Maraeth stepped into the room as if it belonged to Them. Their bare feet 

made no sound. 

“Do you like it?” They asked. 

They didn’t look back at me. They already knew I had followed. 

“It changes, sometimes,” They continued. “But tonight We wanted something 

soft. Something red.” 

A shape twitched behind the far curtain. It might have been a sculpture. It 

might have been breathing. 

I crossed the threshold. The door behind me disappeared. 



Maraeth stood at the center of the room like it was a stage They’d designed 

personally for my unraveling.  

“We failed,” They said. 

I approached. My heels made shallow, wet sounds across a floor that was 

poured resin mixed with blood. 

I looked at Them. “We won.” 

A single finger raised, midair. “Not you, Priestess. Not Dr. Cambric. Us.” 

They began to circle. Not close—just enough to make Their footsteps part of 

the room’s rhythm. I watched Them out of the corner of my eye. 

“We placed too much on the wrong shoulders,” They said, head tilting with 

that signature curvature of amusement and regret. “Sarah broke. Or refused. The 

wires never held. The message never nested. And when We asked her to burn the 

garden.” 

“She stepped out of the fire,” I said. 

They chuckled. “She pissed on the ashes. Said We were never there.” 

I didn’t laugh. “What happened?” 

Maraeth didn’t answer at first. They slowed behind me. I could feel the 

warmth of Their silence on my neck. 



“We let her go. For now. Perhaps one day Our little huntress will find her 

way back to the den. So many possibilities. But one thing is clear: losing her cost 

Us dearly and she will not be so easily replaced. Perhaps Our whispers were not 

loud enough to make her feel Our love.” 

I looked into Maraeth’s eyes. Black voids with irises twisting like 

kaleidoscopes. 

“I should have spent more time with her.” 

When They spoke again, the words came softer. “It’s not for you to carry.” 

I turned to look at Them. “Why?” 

“You are Our left hand,” They said. “We have two. We will carry the loss 

with Our right.” 

The silence pressed in. I wasn’t done. 

“And Enigma?” I asked. 

They made a little noise, tongue against teeth. “There are those in XWF who 

are actively working against Us, and they buried him in distractions. In doubts. In 

bookings meant to split the momentum. Do you know how many timelines he beat 

Sebastian in??” 

“How many?” 



“Eighty-two percent.” 

I raised an eyebrow. “And this?” 

“This was not one of them.” 

I swallowed, slow. “Maybe this was my fault.” 

Maraeth’s smile didn’t waver, but something in the eyes dimmed. Not rage. 

Not sadness. Something older than both. 

“No,” They said. 

“Yes,” I corrected. “I left. I let mission. I should have stayed when you had to 

step away.” 

I am ashamed to say that I became emotional. Crying. Like a pathetic little girl 

because that is what I was back then. A scared girl trying to play priestess. 

“It was my fault! I failed you!” 

They came and grabbed me in Their big arms. 

“You did not fail, Sin Eater,” They said, one hand around my back, the other 

bringing my face to Their shoulder and running through my hair. 

“We did. We should never have left XWF.” 

My voice cracked just enough to hear the truth in it. 



They came to stand in front of me now, closer than before. Their body 

hummed faintly, and when They moved, the light bent. The kind of proximity that 

made you forget who you were trying to be. 

“In most lines,” They said, “You stayed. The garden bloomed. The XWF 

leadership bent the knee. And Our gift ate its way into the bloodstream of their 

culture until even the ad copy screams Our name.” 

Their face became hard angles and grim as a funeral rite. 

“But not here.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Because somewhere far from here,” They said, and knelt, “something 

happened that wasn't supposed to. A butterfly vomited blood in the wrong 

direction. A girl kissed the wrong girl in a back alley. A priest cut the tape too 

soon. Does it matter?” 

I didn’t answer. 

Maraeth smiled wider. 

“This timeline bent. It shivered. And XWF paid the price.” 

“Is all hope lost?” 



I should have known better. I tried to correct myself but Maraeth was already 

shifting. They turned Their head slightly, not enough to meet my gaze. 

“Hope is for the waking. And We have not slept in a very long time.” 

They raised Their arm, and the floor responded in fractured segments/ Stone 

slabs rose at sharp angles, each one climbing over the next like vertebrae 

arranging themselves into a spine. They curled through the chamber in a slow, 

deliberate arc that encircled us before ascending into a jagged pillar at the far wall. 

When the final block struck stone, the surface split open with a sound like glass 

being shaved. A rupture formed, narrow but deep, and from within it, something 

emerged. 

It was Earth, or the memory of Earth. A sphere of polished bone and gleaming 

onyx, wrapped in a wreath of spectral filaments that pulsed in broken rhythm. The 

continents were present but incorrect, smeared into grotesque caricatures. 

Tentacles coiled across its axis, clutching it with the familiarity of ownership. 

Around its equator spun a halo that resembled a rainbow, but not one formed by 

light or refraction. Its hues were deeper, wronger. The kind of color that didn’t 

belong to the visible spectrum, and yet was somehow understood. 

“This is the adjusted course,” They said, and the words rang with finality. 

“We are not finished. We are returning to XWF. We are taking back Our throne.” 

My voice broke. 



“When?” 

Their smile narrowed. “When the third moon hangs lowest in the season of 

Leo. When the bells toll for flesh, not soul. When the sun rises over an empty 

church and finds only mirrors. Then.” 

I knew what They meant. August Fourth. 

Warfare. 

I hesitated, then said, “You need help. You cannot do it alone and our 

numbers have been too depleted.” 

Their gaze turned upward, as if considering something vast and 

long-forgotten. “We are not coming to take only a throne,” They said. “We are 

coming to claim a new mind. One that has resisted Us. But only because We have 

been patient.” 

“Who?” I asked. They told me everyone but not this. I had been kept in the 

dark. 

Maraeth did not speak at first. They raised Their hand and extended Their 

fingers in a slow, open gesture. The light in the room bent. Then Their voice 

shifted, and with it, the air. 

One who wandered the ash returns not for warmth,​

​ but to remember what fire is for.​



​ Her hands tremble, yes,​

​ but only because they remember the shape of her shadow.​

​ The threshold does not open for her.​

​ It remembers her.​

​ And when the rusted breath turns black,​

​ she will not knock.​

​ she will etch her way in. 

As the final syllables left Their lips, the sculpture behind Them screamed. 

 

 

 

Emilia Glazkov 

you still do not understand what happened, do you. 

you stood in ruins with chest puffed like air was still yours to breathe. you 

heard count, you felt loss, but somewhere in your head you twisted it. told yourself 

it was anomaly. fluke. stumble on road you already believe belongs to you. 

do you know how easy you are to predict, sebastian. 

you lose, and immediately tell yourself we were not serious threats. that it 

was not real. that we were playing strange little games while you were doing 



serious work. that we are “bitter” for some reason, because we did not smile and 

shake hands and say “thank you for noticing us, sir.” 

you are not god. not legend. you are man who lost. and then talked like it had 

not happened. 

you keep calling us weird. strange. theatrical. that is word, yes. “showy.” you 

said i did not “match aesthetic” because i dared to speak in clear language after 

you pretended not to understand prophecy. pretended it did not already come true. 

that is what offends you. 

not words. fact they were right. 

match already ended moment you started mocking tone instead of preparing 

for hands. and now you want another shot—because you are so, so certain that this 

time will be different. because now you will “take us seriously.” as if your lack of 

seriousness was ever issue. 

you say we did not respect ourselves. and yet it was you who said we did not 

belong. it was you who rolled your eyes at match being made. it was you who stood 

across from us and assumed it would be monday. routine. chore. you looked past 

us before we ever stepped into ring. and now you are scrambling to rewrite 

memory. 

“it was just one night.” 

that is what you will keep telling yourself. that is how you survive this. 



you think i care about your smug face. i have buried prettier men than you. 

you think i am bothered by your passive little “congratulations. you were better on 

night.” spare me. you hand out backhanded applause like it means anything. like 

we asked for your recognition. 

we asked for your silence. 

and for one perfect moment, we got it. 

i remember color you made. way your blood welled from temple like it 

wanted to leave body before rest of you figured it out. i remember twitch in your 

right leg when holly finished twisting your partner’s wrist into shape it was not 

meant to hold. i remember exact second your breath caught in your throat—not 

from pain, but from clarity. 

you understood then. 

but you forgot too fast. 

you always do. 

you think because i wear gloves and speak like dirge and spit black mist into 

your lungs that this is bit. character. gimmick. you think dark makes me fictional. 

and yet i am one who broke your body. i am one who held your head against mat 

until your memory blurred. i am one who bled truth from your scalp while your 

partner failed to reach you. 

but yes. tell me i do not match aesthetic. 



it was never about aesthetic. 

it was about inevitability. 

you lost to two women you thought were beneath you. one who studies pain 

like thesis. one who speaks prophecy until it splits your lip. 

and now you come back, like nothing happened. 

you are very good at that. smiling like you are still in control. congratulating 

executioner. calling us “weird” for not playing role you wanted us to. insisting that 

we are angry, bitter, wounded—so that you never have to ask why we are still 

standing, and why your vision is still blurred when you close your left eye. 

i do not need you to take me seriously. 

i need you to remember. 

remember how long i stayed on you. 

remember what my voice sounded like when i whispered into your mouth. 

remember what my knees felt like in your spine. 

remember what i said. 

right before your partner failed you, 

and you failed yourself. 

you were not beaten. 



you were processed. 

and now you are being recycled. 

how many more versions of you must be proved wrong before you stop 

trying to reframe ending. 

is this part where you pretend you are looking forward to it. where you smirk 

and say “let us go again.” where you talk about work ethic and responsibility and 

shrug your way into another excuse for what is about to happen. 

you do not have rematch, sebastian. 

you have expiration. 

and i am one holding clock. 

you said on social media i dropped act. that i stopped being “ethereal.” no. i 

just stopped letting you pretend this was theater. this is not act. this is what it looks 

like when prophecy comes true second time. 

and what comes after. 

is not conversation. 

you are going to feel every mistake you made 

curling around your ribs 

when mat meets back of your skull 



and your hands start shaking 

and no one can explain why. 

you are going to look at king 

and see failure reflected 

because neither of you were enough 

and both of you thought you were chosen. 

you were not. 

you were given. 

given to us. 

offered. 

and we accepted. 

so come, then. 

come with your smug face, your double booking, your little speeches about 

respect. say it all again. talk down. mock tone. mock symbols. call us showy. say we 

are just trying to be different. 

and then fall. 

again. 



this time without crown to catch your head. 


	Dr. Holly Cambric, M.D. 
	Emilia Glazkov 

