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Editor’s Note.

Welcome to Bloodbath Monthly.

This magazine exists for one simple reason: horror should be dangerous again.

Not safe. Not polite. Not smoothed for algorithms or trend chasing. Horror was never meant to comfort you. It was meant to unsettle, offend, and linger. It was meant to crawl under your skin and stay there after the last page.

Each issue of Bloodbath Monthly delivers ten stories, no filler, no padding, no apologies. This is pulp horror in the old sense of the word: blunt, vicious, and sure of itself. Stories that cut straight to the nerve. Stories that remember when horror didn’t need permission to be cruel.

We take our cues from the past, those lurid, fearless magazines that trusted readers to handle what they were given, but we publish for the present. These stories aren’t nostalgia pieces. They’re written to hit hard now, in a world that still pretends it isn’t fascinated by violence, fear, and moral rot.

You won’t find editorial sermons here. You won’t find trigger warnings, think-pieces, or explanations of what something “means.” If a story disturbed you, it did its job. If it offended you, it probably did its job even better.

Read with the lights on. Or don’t. That part’s up to you.

The Editor

Bloodbath Monthly

JW Books.


The Slum That Bred Flesh-Eaters

The sewers beneath Eastside Towers stank of more than just shit and rot. Something alive moved down there, something that had been growing in the dark for months. 

Old Tommy the tramp knew it first. 

He’d been sleeping rough in the maintenance tunnels when the itching started, deep under the skin, like a thousand needles burrowing toward the surface. His belly had already swollen and tightened when he climbed a service ladder into the alley behind the towers.

Tommy collapsed against a dumpster, gasping. His fingers tore at his filthy shirt. The skin split with a wet pop, and the first of them spilt out: pale, segmented worms as thick as fingers, slick with blood and mucus. They writhed across his chest, seeking unfamiliar warmth. 

Tommy screamed once, a raw, animal sound that echoed off the brick walls, before the rest erupted from his abdomen in a steaming rush. Blood sprayed across the alley in wide arcs. His intestines followed, dragged out by the wriggling mass. When it was over, Tommy looked like a deflated skin sack, emptied and discarded.

No one came. 

On the Eastside, screams were just background noise.

Mia Rodriguez heard them anyway. 

She was on the fifth floor of Building C, scrubbing someone else’s toilets for nine dollars an hour, when the pipes started burping and coughing black water into the sink. The smell hit her first. Rotten eggs and something sweeter, like spoiled meat. She gagged, tied a bandanna over her face, and finished the job. 

Money was money, and Lily needed new shoes.

By the time Mia got home that evening, the entire building reeked. 

Lily was on the couch, knees pulled to her chest, scratching at her arm.

“It itches, Mommy.”

Mia knelt, rolling up her daughter’s sleeve. A red welt rose under the skin, moving slightly, like something small crawling beneath. Mia’s stomach lurched.

“Hold still, baby.”

She fetched tweezers and alcohol. When she pinched the welt, a tiny white larva wriggled out, no longer than a grain of rice. It thrashed once, then Mia crushed it between her fingernails. Clear fluid oozed, smelling of copper and rot.

Downstairs, someone started screaming.

Mia locked the door, dragged the couch in front of it, and held Lily until the girl fell asleep. The screaming went on for a long time, rising and falling, then cutting off with a wet gurgle.

Morning brought no relief. 

The power flickered. Phones were dead. From the window, Mia saw police cars sealing off the streets three blocks out, far enough that Eastside might as well have been another country. A helicopter buzzed overhead once, then veered away.

The knocking started at noon.

“Mia? You in there?” 

Jax Harlan, apartment 5B. Ex-con, built like a bull, tattoos crawling up his thick neck. She’d always kept her distance, but now his voice sounded like the only sane thing left.

She cracked the door. 

Jax stood in the hallway holding a fire axe he’d pried from the emergency cabinet. Blood streaked his forearms.

“It’s in the water,” he said. “Whole building’s infected. Vargas downstairs, he popped like a goddamn balloon. Worms everywhere.”

Mia glanced at Lily, still asleep on the couch. The girl’s arm now appeared swollen, with dark veins showing under the skin.

“We have to get out,” Mia whispered.

Jax nodded. “Roof. The fire escape on the east side still looks clear. But we've gotta move fast.”

They gathered what they could: kitchen knives, a can of oven cleaner, two rolls of duct tape. Rita from 5D tagged along, skinny, twitchy, eyes too wide from whatever she’d been smoking. She clutched a baseball bat studded with nails.

The hallway was worse than Mia had feared. 

Mrs Chen from 5F lay on her back, chest cavity yawning open. Parasites, bigger now, some as long as earthworms, poured from the wound, slithering over the carpet in glistening trails. One reared up, sensing them, its blind head questing.

Jax swung the axe. The blade cleaved the thing in half; black fluid sprayed. 

More came.

They ran.

On the third-floor landing, a man Mia vaguely recognised, Rodrigo, the super, lunged from the shadows. His face was a ruin: one eye dangling by threads, the socket crawling with larvae. 

He grabbed Rita, teeth sinking into her shoulder. Blood jetted. 

Rita screamed and drove the nail bat into his skull with a sickening crunch. Grey matter and wriggling parasites splattered the wall.

Rita stared at the bite, already bubbling. “Oh fuck. Oh, fuck no…”

She didn’t finish. 

Her body convulsed. Skin split along her arms, her neck, her belly. The parasites burst out in a red fountain, riding chunks of flesh to the floor. 

Mia turned away just as something wet slapped against her cheek.

Jax yanked her onward. “Don’t look. Just move.”

They ducked into an open apartment, slammed the door, and barricaded it.

Lily was awake now, sobbing. The bulge under her skin had grown. One moved visibly across her throat.

Mia’s hands shook as she boiled water on a camping stove, anything to sterilise. She found her sewing scissors.

“Hold her,” she told Jax.

He pinned Lily gently but firmly. The girl whimpered as Mia cut into the largest swelling on her thigh. Blood welled, hot and bright. 

The parasite inside was bigger than the first. Thumb-sized, segmented, furious. It tried to burrow deeper. 

Mia dug with the scissors until she hooked it, then pulled. 

The thing came free in a gush of pus and blood, thrashing between the blades. She dropped it on the floor and crushed it under her boot. 

The crunch was sickeningly satisfying.

Lily passed out.

Hours bled away. The building groaned around them, pipes bursting, walls cracking as something huge moved on the lower floors. Screams rose and fell like a hellish tide.

***

Later that day, Jax kicked in the door to 4A, axe dripping. 

The place stank of old curry and fresh death. 

Dr Patel sprawled across his kitchen table, throat torn open as if someone had used a can opener. Papers were strewn everywhere, some glued to the linoleum with dried blood.

Mia snatched the nearest notebook, pages trembling in her hands. 

Something huge slammed against the floor below them. 

BOOM. 

The light fixture swung.

“Read it fast,” Jax growled, peering out the peephole.

Her voice cracked as she scanned the scrawled handwriting:

“biotech lab upriver… illegal dumping… experimental nematodes for toxic cleanup.”

Another impact. Dust sifted from the ceiling.

“mutated in the sludge… reproduce in warm tissue… thrive in poverty zones because,”

“Poverty zones?” Jax spat. “Those fuckers knew this would hit places like us first.”

Mia turned the page. 

A crude sketch showed a worm coiled around a human silhouette, arrows pointing to entry points: mouth, eyes, genitals.

“no cure… only containment… but they stopped answering my calls”

The lights flickered out. 

In the dark, Mia whispered, “They let it happen.”

Night fell. The power died for good.

Something massive thumped against the downstairs door, once, twice. Wood splintered.

“We go now,” Jax said.

They climbed the stairwell, stepping over bodies fused together by parasites, limbs tangled in death. One corpse still twitched, fingers clawing weakly at the air.

The roof door hung open. 

Cold air hit them like salvation.

But the thing waiting on the roof was no salvation.

It had started as a person, maybe several. Now it was a pulsating mass the size of a car, skin stretched translucent over writhing coils of parasites. Tentacles thick as Mia’s arm whipped from its sides, tipped with barbed hooks. A human face protruded from the centre, mouth stretched impossibly wide, vomiting a steady stream of larvae onto the gravel.

