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​Introduction: 
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THE WORLD IS DIVIDED into two kinds of people: those who hunt, and those who harbor a secret desire to be hunted. We often believe that death is merely the cessation of breath, but true expiration occurs the moment one surrenders their will into the hands of another.

This collection of stories explores the razor-thin line where pain and pleasure converge . Within these pages, you will encounter the Taxidermist, a man who believes life is a disease and that true beauty can only be preserved by stopping the clock of time forever—even if it means trapping a soul in a cage of cooling flesh.

You will step into the cold storage of the Butcher, where the pretense of civilization is stripped away, leaving only the raw, honest reality of meat and bone . You will witness the chilling power of the Hypnotist, whose snap of a finger dissolves the boundaries of shame and transforms an architect of skyscrapers into a puppet of flesh .

In the hallowed, rain-drenched silence of the cathedral, the Confessor waits—not to offer easy absolution, but to push the desperate toward the very sins they fear, proving that penance is a debt paid in skin. And finally, you will descend into the morgue with the Undertaker, a man who worships the stillness of the end, only to find that life’s most frantic rhythm is discovered in the shadows of the dead .
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THE TAXIDERMIST



[image: ]




PART 1: THE DECAY OF Time

The studio did not smell of death. It smelled of lavender, formaldehyde, and something sweet like rotting peaches masked by heavy cologne.

Devraj sat on his high stool, his fingers stained with walnut varnish, watching the cheetah. It was magnificent. The spots were vivid, the muscles coiled in perpetual tension, the glass eyes reflecting the dim amber light of the room. It looked ready to pounce. It looked alive. But Devraj knew better. It was hollow inside, filled with wire and foam, its skin preserved against the rot of time.

He loved dead things. Dead things did not lie. Dead things did not leave. Dead things did not age.

The heavy oak door at the top of the stairs creaked open. The sound of high heels clicking on the wooden floorboards shattered the silence.

Ria walked in.

She brought the storm with her. She was wearing a trench coat soaked in rain, but beneath it, Devraj knew she was wearing the arrogance of a woman who knows she is the most beautiful thing in any room. She was twenty four years old, a supermodel whose face graced every billboard in Mumbai. Her skin was the color of toasted honey, flawless and radiant. Her eyes were deep, dark pools that demanded attention.

But Devraj did not look at her eyes. He looked at her neck. He looked at the way the skin stretched over her clavicle. He looked at the texture of her pores.

"You are late," Devraj said, his voice soft and raspy, like dry leaves rubbing together.

"Traffic was a nightmare, Dev," Ria sighed, throwing her wet coat onto a vintage velvet sofa without asking. She walked around the studio, looking at the stuffed birds and the preserved leopard with a mixture of fascination and disgust. "And your studio is impossible to find. Why do you work in a basement?"

"Preservation requires darkness," Devraj replied, stepping down from his stool. "Sunlight fades the colors. Sunlight accelerates the rot."

He walked toward her. He was a handsome man in a sharp, unsettling way. He wore a pristine white shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms that were strong and surprisingly clean for a man who worked with carcasses. His eyes were pale grey, almost colorless, giving him a ghostly appearance.

Ria turned to face him. She shivered. It was always cold in here.

"So," she said, running a hand through her damp hair. "My agent said you wanted to do a portrait. A sculpture? I don't usually do private sittings, but the money was too good to ignore."

"Not a sculpture," Devraj corrected gently. "A study. I want to study you."

He stopped two feet away from her. He did not touch her. He just inhaled. He could smell her perfume, expensive and floral, but beneath it, he could smell the biological reality of her. The sweat. The warmth. The life.

And life, to Devraj, was just a disease that ended in decay.

"You are beautiful, Ria," Devraj said. It wasn't a compliment; it was a statement of fact. "But I can see it already."

Ria frowned, her vanity pricked. "See what?"

"The end," Devraj whispered. He reached out and touched her cheek. His fingers were cold. "A tiny line by your eye. The slightest sag in your jawline. Gravity is already pulling at you. Time is already eating you."

Ria slapped his hand away. She laughed, but it sounded brittle. "I am twenty four, Dev. I am in my prime."

"For now," Devraj nodded solemnly. "But flowers wilt. Fruit rots. And skin... skin sags. Ten years from now, you will just be a memory of this moment. Unless..."

He let the word hang in the cold air.

Ria looked at him. She was obsessed with her own image. She spent hours in front of mirrors, hunting for flaws. His words terrified her more than any threat of violence because they were true.

"Unless what?" she asked.

Devraj smiled. It was a gentle, savior like smile.

"Unless we stop the clock."

He walked over to a heavy iron door at the back of the studio. He opened it, revealing a small, tiled room. In the center stood a large, porcelain tub filled with a milky, iridescent liquid. Steam rose from it, carrying a scent that was heady and intoxicating, like crushed almonds and opium.

"I have developed a treatment," Devraj lied smoothly. "A chemical bath. It penetrates the pores and binds the collagen permanently. It freezes the cellular structure. One session, and you will never age a day. You will be this beautiful forever."

Ria walked to the door. She looked at the bath. It looked inviting, warm, and magical.

"Is it safe?" she asked, her ambition warring with her instinct.

"It is exclusive," Devraj said, moving behind her. He placed his hands on her shoulders. He could feel the heat of her body through her silk blouse. "Only for the masterpieces. And you, Ria... you are a masterpiece."

He leaned down and whispered into her ear, his breath cold against her neck.

"Do you want to be an old woman, Ria? Do you want to watch your beauty fall apart in the mirror? Or do you want to be eternal?"

Ria looked at her reflection in the dark window. She saw the ghost of the old woman she would become. She hated that woman.

She turned to Devraj. The desire to be perfect was a drug, and he was holding the needle.

"What do I have to do?" she whispered.

"Undress," Devraj commanded softly. "The chemical needs to touch every inch of you. No barriers."

Ria hesitated for only a second. She was a model. Nudity was a costume she wore often. She reached for the buttons of her blouse.

Devraj watched. He did not watch with lust. He watched with the critical eye of a butcher assessing the quality of the meat.

She dropped her blouse. Then her skirt. Then the lace lingerie.

She stood before him, naked and glorious in the dim light. Her body was a symphony of curves and soft skin.
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