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Caught in the Web

A Dark Web Horror Anthology




The Butchered Writers present stories from the darkest corners of the World Wide Web. Places that are so extreme, vile, and disgusting that you won’t find them on the normal internet. When curiosity about the dark web comes calling, you’d be better off to ignore it. It could be the last link you ever click on.

*TRIGGER WARNING: Some stories contain extreme horror, SA, and graphic violence.



Introduction       

     Fear is real. You can’t taste it, touch it, see it, or hear it. But you can feel it, and feeling is what makes us human. A small fear-seedling can sprout into paranoia, anxieties, and phobias that permeate every aspect of our lives. There’s no running or hiding from fear. It stays with you until you come face to face with your apprehensions and put an end to them–no matter how enormously harrowing the fears have become. Fear can teach you about yourself. Are you strong enough to take on these horrors head-on? Or are they going to send you cowering with your tail between your legs? Of course, reading about horrors that are birthed from fears stimulates our minds by inquiring thoughts about our own person. What we believe about ourselves and our character to be true, and what is true, are poetically intertwined in the best written horror. Would I go back into the creature’s lair to try and save my wife? Would I stab someone in the leg if it meant being closer to obtaining the money needed for a life-or-death operation? Could I survive on a raft in the middle of the ocean with shark fins circling? You may be intimately familiar with your fears, but you can’t know how you’d react until put in a certain situation. We’d all like to believe ourselves capable of emerging victorious when presented with circumstances of our ultimate fears. The horror stories that stay with you, tucked away in your mind years after reading, pique the curiosity of your own character. They make you think about how you’d react–in situations hopefully you never find yourself in–when coming face to face with the horrors that your fears have sprouted.      

      Terror Monthly is written and designed to play out your fear-driven horror fantasies. Stories written by The Butchered Writers arise from questions presented from our own fears and horrors. Hopefully our horrors can become some of your very own.
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Room_404.exe

By Raven Tomes

“Finally found work,” Nolan says, tossing his duffel into Ryan’s car with a grin. “You can stop calling me your couch-surfing brother now.”

Ryan laughs. “About time. What is it this time—another app startup?”

Nolan smirks, eyes on his phone. “Something like that. They’re an indie tech group. Private invite, good money, and the benefits are nuts.”

Ryan frowns. “Private invite? Sounds shady.”

“It’s not,” Nolan says quickly. “They just don’t post jobs publicly yet. It’s new VR research—full sensory integration. They say it’ll change gaming forever.”

“VR, huh? That’s your thing. Still, three months overseas, no contact—seems extreme.”

Nolan shrugs. “That’s how NDAs work. Don’t worry so much, Row. You’ll get a postcard or something.”

Ryan sighs, pulling up to the terminal. “Just don’t ghost me like last time.”

“I won’t,” Nolan grins, opening the door. “Hey—maybe I’ll send you something cool when they launch.”

Ryan smirks. “Better be worth the wait.”

They hug briefly, awkwardly. Then Nolan vanishes into the crowd, and Ryan drives off, unaware that this will be the last time he ever sees his brother alive.







Three months later, a package arrives. The label reads N. Lang. Ryan freezes as he unfolds a single printed slip inside, stamped with the company’s logo:



CURIA ENTERTAINMENT STUDIOS.

Welcome Gamer, to the Final Escape from Reality — every decision a consequence, every action final. Choose wisely.
Disclaimer: Closed Reality Immersive Experience.

Disconnection invalid during Active Session.


Inside the box lies a black console and headset, slick and clinical. The paper smells metallic, like cold circuitry.

He plugs it in. The screen goes black. The sound hums low, like static breathing through walls.



BOOTING: Room_404.exe

NEURAL CONTACT REQUESTED. PLEASE FIT

HEADSET.


Ryan fits the headset. The world cuts out.

At first there’s nothing—just a flat black screen, humming softly, like waiting in the void. Then light crawls through pixels until a room bleeds into existence.

Concrete. Cold. A single bulb flickers above like a dying star. Shadows stretch unnaturally long. At the center, a chair. A body slumped in it, head covered by a filthy hood. Leather straps dig into skin at the wrists and ankles. The abductee twitches once, then stills.

Twelve faint silhouettes stand in a ring around the chair—masks, smooth and featureless, reflecting the bulb’s glow. The floor glistens, and when the light buzzes overhead, the liquid catches red.

The sound of wheels. A stainless-steel tray rolls into view. An attendant in black latex gloves and apron pushes it slowly, methodically. The wheels squeal, echoing against concrete like teeth on metal. Tools rattle softly: clamps, cutters, a bone saw. Each instrument gleams like it remembers pain.


WELCOME, PARTY-404.
 YOU ARE 12. HE IS 1.

THE ROOM CHOOSES WHO SUFFERS.

YOU CHOOSE HOW.


“Holy shit,” someone whispers through the headset. Another voice laughs—a nervous, high-pitched sound. “Okay, that’s… realistic.”

A woman’s voice chimes in, confident. “I’m Sun. Let’s do this. It’s just a game.”


Ryan says, “Row.” His brother’s nickname for him. Why did he say that?



SESSION ONE: DIGITS.


The abductee jerks as if hearing the words. The attendant rolls the tray closer. The chat flares alive:


Sun: this haptic feedback’s insane



Gremlin: my fingers feel numb omg.



FullStop: is that smell… blood??


The attendant hums softly, a mechanical tune out of time. It selects a pair of bone shears from the tray and grips the abductee’s left hand. The abductee thrashes weakly, muffled sobs spilling beneath the hood.

When the shears close, the sound is both a crunch and a pop. The scream that follows is raw, serrated, endless. It fills every corner of the headset. The metallic scent of blood floods Ryan’s nostrils. It’s warm, heavy. Something wet splatters across his vision—a simulated droplet, red and glistening—and his hands burn as if dipped in boiling water.

The abductee’s finger hits the floor with a soft meaty sound. The attendant sets the shears down neatly, wipes them with a white cloth that turns pink, and moves on.


COMPILE BEGINS IN 00:60. DO NOT POWER DOWN.


Ryan can still hear the abductee sobbing faintly as the light dims to black. The smell lingers—iron and sweat, layered over bleach. He rips the headset off, collapses against the sink, and vomits until his throat burns.

When he looks up, the hub glows faintly red, humming, as if still breathing.






The next morning, Ryan’s alarm drags him out of a dream that feels wet and sticky. He sits on the edge of his bed for several seconds before realizing the faint scent of bleach is still in the air.

At work, he stands in line for coffee when he hears voices from the breakroom.


“Man, that thing was insane,” says a voice he recognizes—Kyle from IT. “The way it feels real—like, you can smell stuff. They said it’s part of the neural sync patch.”


Ryan freezes mid-step.

Another coworker laughs. “You’re talking about that game? The one your fiancée got you?”

Kyle grins. “Yeah, she said she was testing it from her new job. It’s creepy, but kind of addictive. It’s called Room_404.exe or something.”

Ryan’s stomach drops. The mug in his hand trembles. Kyle’s fiancée—Ella—had also gone overseas recently for a “confidential contract.”

When Kyle notices him standing there, he gives a small, awkward nod. “Hey, Hale. You game?”

Ryan forces a smile. “Sometimes.”

Kyle shrugs. “You should try this one. Feels like hell but looks like heaven.”

The words stick with him all day, festering in his brain like static.






That night, the console powers on by itself. The hum builds until it rattles the glass of the picture frames on Ryan’s wall. He tries to unplug it, but the cord feels hot, pulsing like a heartbeat.


SESSION TWO: CORRECTIONS.


The room fades in. The same bulb flickers overhead, but the concrete looks darker now, slicker. The abductee is still there, bandaged stumps where fingers used to be. They breathe in jagged, trembling gasps.

The attendant returns, pushing the tray. This time a branding iron glows orange in their grip. The heat shimmers in the air.


Sun: no no no no way this is fake right



Gremlin: omg I can feel it I can FEEL it



FullStop: someone say stop please stop



The attendant presses the iron to the abductee’s chest. There’s a hiss, and then the scream—high, ripping, animal. Smoke billows up, thick and greasy. The smell—burnt hair, charred skin, the ammonia tang of urine—hits Ryan’s nostrils so hard he gags.


Orchid: I can smell it, oh god, I can actually smell it.



The abductee convulses, their chest blistering beneath the metal. Ryan claws at the headset, trying to tear it off, but the system won’t let go. His body jerks as if the pain is bleeding through the neural link.

The attendant finally pulls the iron away, leaving a perfect black circle seared into flesh. The abductee wheezes, twitching.


COMPILE BEGINS IN 00:60. DO NOT POWER DOWN.


When the world fades, Ryan slams the headset onto the floor. His skin still feels hot. Smoke seems to hang in the air, even though there’s nothing burning.

He spends the night on the bathroom floor, shaking, waiting for dawn.





       Ryan doesn’t remember falling asleep, but when he wakes, the sun is already setting. His body aches like he’s been bruised from the inside. The console’s red light is blinking again—steady, patient, waiting.


SESSION FOUR: CONSEQUENCE.


The room loads slower this time. The bulb stutters. The air feels heavier, filled with the taste of rust and old blood. The abductee sits motionless in the chair, breathing shallowly, chest blistered and glistening. The attendant’s mask glows faintly in the dark, a single LED pulsing like a heartbeat.

VOTE COMMENCING.

OPTION 1: EXCRUCIATE.

OPTION 2: MERCY.

OPTION 3: REPLACEMENT.

Ryan’s hand hovers over the screen. “No,” he whispers. “I’m done.” He tries to log out, but the menu doesn’t respond. The other players’ icons flicker as votes appear beside their names


Sun: I can’t do this again



Gremlin: just end it



FullStop: please pick mercy please



Orchid: someone has to choose


Ryan refuses. The timer ticks down from thirty seconds. He stares at the abductee’s limp head, the trembling shoulders, the way the hands twitch in the bindings.


00:10. 

00:09. 

00:08…


His hand shakes. “I won’t.”


VOTING CLOSED. COMPILING RESULTS.


The light dims. A final message flashes:




> OPTION SELECTED: EXCRUCIATE. RETURN IN 12 HOURS.


The headset powers down.







Each hour crawls past like a lifetime, his thoughts looping between guilt and denial. He can’t eat. He can’t sit. The console’s faint hum seeps through the walls like a living pulse. When his shift starts, he goes to work anyway—anything to escape the waiting.

Time stretches, warps. Every clock ticks too slowly. His coworkers’ voices sound far away, muffled by the sound of blood rushing in his ears. The world tastes of rust. His hands won’t stop trembling.

At 5:00 p.m., he’s already in his car. By 5:02, he’s speeding through traffic, red lights blurring past like smeared fire. He bursts into his apartment, panting, and the headset’s red light is already pulsing faster.

He sits. He doesn’t breathe.


SESSION FOUR: RESULTS.


The screen flickers to life. The bulb overhead swings on its cord. For a moment, the chair is empty. Then the camera pans.

The room is red. Splattered. The walls drip. Something wet slides down the concrete like paint. The tray is overturned, its contents scattered—shears, clamps, a length of coiled wire slick with gore.

Pieces of the abductee are everywhere—fingers, flesh, the floor glistening beneath the bulb’s dying light. Something wet drips from the ceiling. But the head—

The head is still intact.

The hood is gone. Eyes open. Lifeless. His brother’s eyes. The same half-smile from the terminal, frozen mid-promise.

Nolan’s face.

Ryan freezes. His brain refuses to translate what his eyes are seeing. For a heartbeat, he waits for the game to glitch—to undo itself—to tell him this is all simulation.

Then the system speaks.


COMPLETE. 11 PLAYERS REMAINING.


The scream that tears from Ryan’s throat is animal. He rips the headset off, throws it across the room, and staggers backward, crashing into the wall. He can still taste it—hot copper and smoke. He dry heaves until there’s nothing left to bring up, then sobs until he can’t breathe.

He calls his brother’s number anyway. Straight to voicemail. Again. Again. The recording is calm, normal, Nolan’s voice warm and smiling. “Hey, it’s me. Leave a message.”

Ryan collapses against the wall, still dialing when his trembling hand slips and hits a different contact—Kyle.





No answer.

He grabs his keys and drives. The night feels wrong—too quiet, too still. The streetlights seem dimmer than they should be.

Kyle’s apartment door is unlocked. Ryan pushes it open to find him sitting on the floor, slumped against the couch. The glow from the headset still paints his face red. The TV hums softly in the background, static crawling across the screen.

“Kyle?” Ryan whispers.

Kyle doesn’t look up. He’s crying, shaking violently. His voice comes out shredded. “It was her.”

Ryan stares. “What?”

Kyle looks up at him, eyes hollow. “Ella. My team voted last night. When I logged in tonight—she was gone. They… they tore her apart.” He buries his face in his hands. “I didn’t know. I didn’t know it was real.”

Ryan kneels beside him, grabbing his shoulders. “It was my brother,” he chokes out. “Nolan. They killed Nolan.”

The two men cling to each other, shaking. Neither of them speak for a long time. The only sound is the faint hum of static from the TV.

Then, without warning, the screen flickers to life.


BREAKING NEWS: Authorities are investigating the disappearances of several individuals linked to a private VR development company, Curia Entertainment Studios.


Ryan and Kyle both turn toward it, frozen.

“Officials say dozens of missing persons cases may be connected to a closed beta test for an immersive VR experience known as ‘Room_404.exe.’ The company’s headquarters in Singapore appear abandoned. Online domains and databases have been erased. Every digital trace returns the same message—”

The anchor pauses, pressing a finger to her earpiece.

“—404. File not found.”

The words echo through the apartment like a death knell. Ryan stares at the screen, tears streaming down his face. Kyle makes a broken, animal sound that barely resembles a sob.

The TV flickers again, but this time the anchor doesn’t move. The image freezes—her mouth half open, her eyes too wide. The sound cuts. Silence.

Ryan lowers his head into his hands. “They’ll never find them,” he whispers. “No one will.”

Kyle doesn’t answer. He just stares at the frozen image on the screen, breathing shallowly, like he’s afraid to move.

Outside, a siren wails in the distance. The city keeps moving, oblivious.





Somewhere else.

A courier sets a small, black box on a doorstep in another city. The house is modern, glass and steel, the kind that swallows reflections whole. The address label reads a new name.

The box hums faintly.

Inside, the console glows red—its screen flashing to life on its own.



Welcome Gamer, to the Final Escape from Reality — every decision a consequence, every action final. Choose wisely.

Disclaimer: Closed Reality Immersive Experience —

Disconnection invalid during Active Session.

The red light pulses once. Then again.


BOOTING: Room_404.exe


Highest Bidder

By Andy H




The trolley rolled down the dark, dank hallway. Its small wheels slowed their progress every time it hit a rut or a crack in the concrete. It was rusty and had not been used for its original purpose for some time. It squeaked and whined as it went along.

The boy, just a teenager, lay on the flat surface, trying to move and wriggle free from the straps holding him down, but they restrained even the slightest of his movements. He tried to yell, to scream for help, because surely there must be someone close who could save him. The dirty rag jammed into his mouth started to creep down his throat with his effort and bile attempted to rise up his gullet. He kept it down with sheer force of will. The strap across his forehead prevented him from even raising his head to see where they were taking him.

The boy had no idea how he’d gotten here. 

The last thing he remembered was partying with friends at a club on the outskirts of the city. He’d stepped outside for some much-needed fresh air after having too much to drink in such a short amount of time. After that, everything went blank. His clothes, shoes, and wallet were gone. The only thing left were his boxers.

The trolley continued down the corridor.

Above him were the shapes of light globes. The ones intact gave off a dim light that strobed his vision as he passed beneath. A shadow wheeled him to wherever he was headed. He couldn't see the person clearly and in a way was glad for that. 

Around him, the walls and ceiling were cracked with zig-zagging lines. It was obvious, even in his state, that this place wasn’t on anyone’s grid. Terrifyingly, this meant he had little to no chance of being found, let alone rescued.

The trolley crashed through a curtain of thick plastic strips, the type that might hang in a butcher’s freezer. His heart hammered faster as the trolley came to a stop and the brakes on the wheels were engaged.

His eyes rolled to see the partly-visible figure move down a long hallway off the room he was in, and his eyes widened in horror. He would have screamed if he’d been able. 

The man was shirtless, wearing a blood-stained apron over his stocky, muscular torso and had coarse black hair, like an ape, covering his arms. Huge, imposing, and intimidating, he looked like he was built for brutality.

There was a mask covering his face, and it was this, more than the man himself, that made the kid’s blood run cold.

The mask’s fleshy skin was like an old, tanned piece of leather. Only the man’s eyes, black as the devil’s, reflected the light within the blood-rimmed eyeholes. The lips of the face were stitched shut with a series of tight crosses, the ends of the thread dangling in knots at the corners. At each side were ragged edges where the ears had been cut away carelessly. The man’s exposed head was bald, with a sheen of sweat upon his shorn dome.

He picked up a large bore IV needle and plunged it into a vein in the boy’s arm just below the crook of his elbow. The tubing ran from the arm to a hanging glass bottle on a stand nearby. 

Footsteps echoed from somewhere the teen couldn’t see. He tried to prepare for who might be coming, but whoever it was wasn't ready to be seen. The sound drew closer, tapping against the tile.

“Is he ready?” said an authoritative voice.

There was a grunt from beside him. A man’s smooth hand reached down and undid the clasp of the strap at his forehead. He didn't want to look, but knew he had to.

There was another person in the room with them. The man’s back was turned, so he couldn't see a face. He put a pristine plastic apron over his dark blue suit, fastening it around his waist, then reached down and picked up a mask from side table and placed it over his face.

When he turned, the boy let out a moan of raw distress to see the face of his friend Steve looking back at him. Or rather the stitched-together face of his friend. The face had been sliced from Steve’s head and stitched back together, a line of tight staples making it a patchwork of ruined skin. Fresh blood still seeped from around its edges.

Steve hadn't been dead long. He wasn't the only one who had been taken from the club.

The man slowly adjusted the flow of the boy’s makeshift IV.

The boy felt a rush of ice hit his veins. His heart started to beat slower. His limbs became leaden and heavy. He was sure he wouldn’t be able to move them even if he wasn't tied down. He struggled to keep his eyes open, breathing through his nose past the gag.

“There,” the man’s voice purred, “that's better. We wouldn't want you to miss the show.”

Turning around once more, he reached for a camera set up on a tripod and pressed a button. A red light blinked in readiness. A laptop sat nearby, and he pushed the power button.

The man stepped back, spreading his arms wide.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to tonight's auction.”





           Mac was late, he was going to miss it. He jumped out of the truck, the engine ticking as it cooled. He left his keys in the ignition and ran into the house. The front door swung shut at his back. He wondered what would be on offer tonight.

His mouth filled with saliva at the thought. It was getting harder to get fresh meat, at least the stuff he was used to, at a reasonable price these days. Hopefully, he could grab a bargain this evening.

He wouldn't be able to get the choicest cuts. They went for more than he could pay, but maybe there would be something. He put his wallet on the counter, making sure he could grab his credit card if needed, then opened his laptop. 


Good. He hadn't missed much.







Dr. Stanforth sat back in the padded chair in his office. He watched the masked man prance about on the screen. He shook his head, but didn't turn off the computer.

He needed fresh organs for his experiments and donors were few and far between. The young man on the gurney looked healthy enough. He had cash to waste with the practice doing well and all. He was sure tonight would be his lucky night.






Reed Smith ushered his last customer out the door and flicked the latch. He spun the sign to Closed and pulled the blinds. Retreating back behind his desk, he lifted the tablet from underneath.


The boss didn't know he had it at work and wouldn't be pleased if he found out. He didn't use it often, but tonight was special.

He wasn't buying today, but it never hurt to look.

Brad always gave him a little extra if he was able to goose the prices a little.






All across the world, in homes and offices, people turned on their devices. From tablets to computers, they were there to watch…and to buy.

“So, I see we have our regular bidders here tonight, and some new names. To everyone, welcome.”

The man masked in Steve’s face turned and nodded to the monstrosity next to him, who lifted a meat cleaver in one of his beefy hands. He walked over to the boy and hovered over him.

“Let's start with an appetizer shall we? What am I bid for this juicy, meaty leg? The whole thing will be dressed and packaged, shipped straight to your door.”

He waved his hand up and down the limb.

“Meat on the bone, sinew, and tendons. I know some of you like that. You know what you have to do. Let's start at the bottom and work our way to the tasty parts. As always, there is a time limit.”

The stained blade lowered and stopped just above the boy's ankle.

The man in the suit looked back at the computer screen.

“No? Not enough flesh on this cut? You want more, do you?”

The steel edge moved up the boy’s leg to just below his knee. That brought a response from whoever was online. Money started to come in thick and fast, the numbers on the screen ticking ever upwards. A bell sounded and the man checked the screen.

“Ah, one of my favorite discerning regulars. Congratulations ghoul130. This is for you.” He nodded towards the butcher.

The cleaver rose, then fell. The razor edge bit into the meat just below the left knee. The metal sawed back and forth, scoring a deep line in the bone. It was pulled from the leg and then fell again, chopping through splintering bone. The butcher cut through the last strands of vein, muscle, flesh and fat.

The kid opened his mouth and screamed. The ruckus bounced around the tiled room as his gag fell to the floor.

The lower leg came free and thumped onto the top of the wheeled trolley. It was placed in a box filled with ice and the lid was closed carefully.

The boy's eyes streamed with tears, snot dribbling from his nose and over his lips. He wanted to plead, to beg, but the words stuck in his throat and would not come out. He watched with shock as the man tied off the leg, the cord biting into his skin. The bleeding slowed but didn't stop.

“Better fix that,” the auctioneer said.

The butcher picked up a chef’s torch and flicked it on. He passed the blue flame across the stump of the leg, searing the wound. The flesh started to crisp and small wisps of smoke drifted from the cooked meat.

The auctioneer went back to the camera again. “Now that things have gotten going, why don't we offer something bigger?”

The boy watched, horrified. He was still conscious as the big man put down the cleaver and picked up a bone saw. The butcher shifted towards the boy’s shoulder. People knew what was about to happen and the bids rolled in.

Again the bell sounded. The auctioneer rubbed his hands together and nodded his head. “The left arm, if you would be so kind.”

The toothed edge of the saw was lowered and pushed down into the meat between the boy’s shoulder and neck.

It began to move.

The boy’s head rocked from side to side as the blade cut through the skin and into the collarbone beneath. His screams were high-pitched and hoarse, filled with suffering. He was still conscious even though he should have been dead from shock at the very least. Yet, he continued to remain awake and aware.

The surgical saw made short work of the bones and tendons of the shoulder. One last push and the toothed edge cut into the blood-soaked surface he lay on. The smell of piss and shit hung in the air, the boy had soiled himself.

The auctioneer moved back, but the odor didn't seem to affect the monstrous butcher.

As before, the arm was put it into a cold case. The boy watched through tear-streaked, bulging eyes as the fingers of the severed limb twitched and spasmed. The auctioneer stepped closer, wafting a hand in front of his face. He scrutinized the boy's eyes and his pallor before looking up at the bottle connected to the tube in his arm.

“It looks like we have time for one more auction, folks. Unfortunately, they don't keep fresh for long.” He uttered a mad little giggle. “So, I am going to submit the organs as a one-time offer. Start your bidding now.”

Once more the numbers on the screen started to climb. They went slowly at first, but rapidly increased. Soon only two numbers were still rising. The bell rang and the counters stopped. The auctioneer clapped ecstatically.

The butcher went to work.

The boy on the trolley watched as the big man raised the knife to each side of the clavicle and made an inexpert Y-incision toward the sternum. A thin line of red appeared, growing thicker as the knife bit deep. With his huge hands, the butcher peeled the skin and flaps of muscle to the sides. He dropped the knife and lifted a pair of curved steel shears.

The boy's movements were weaker, his strength fading rapidly. A line of bright red blood slipped from the corner of his mouth and dripped onto the metal under his head.

One by one, the man snipped through the ribs then inserted a spreader. The butcher ratcheted the ribcage open until a popping sound caused him to stop. He released the tool and picked up a smaller pair of snips, which looked delicate in the big man’s hands. The butcher went to work, cutting the organs free and placing them in small, travel-sized ice coolers. As he cut through the veins holding the kidneys in place, the boy lapsed into blessed unconsciousness. Even the concoction in the bottle failed to keep him alive any longer.

As the last of the fluid drained from his system, the boy’s heart labored to beat. It slowed and slowed then stopped as the butcher pulled it from his chest and placed it into a box with the rest of his insides.

The auctioneer turned to the camera.

“I'm afraid that's all she wrote, folks.” He gestured to the remains of the body. “The rest will, of course, be offered at a reduced rate. Not as fresh as when the blood is still flowing. But I am sure you all won’t haggle over a bargain.” He held up a finger. “However, the head and skin will not be included. Join us next week for another episode of Fresh Cuts.”

He turned off the camera and pulled off the flesh mask covering his face. Taking a deep breath, he turned to the butcher. “Peel the head and send it with the organs, please. I'm sure the buyer will appreciate the gesture.” 


He knew that Stanforth, one of his longest running buyers, would love the head for his experiments. He is one sick bastard that one, the auctioneer thought, smiling to himself.


“Take the skin off what's left, then get rid of it.”

The butcher grunted and nodded, then got to work. Taking off his apron, the auctioneer straightened his suit jacket and walked away, the whine of a bone saw powering up following him down the long hall.

The skin would be stretched, cured, and tanned like leather. It was amazing how some people didn't know what their goods were made of. The auctioneer made wallets, purses, and even re-bound old books in dermis. The shop he owned at the campsite was making good money.  He made a mental note to give Reed a little extra for jacking up the price at the end. The guy knew the doctor would be all over those organs. 






Mac let out a sigh and smiled as he closed the laptop and leaned back. The meat in his freezer was getting low and he was glad he had managed to secure some more.


The site on the dark web had become the best place to satisfy his desires. Chopping up people was getting riskier these days. He knew that his purchase would be delivered to the same place at the same time within 24 hours. He had enough to last that long.



It had cost him an arm and a leg, but he was happy. He started to giggle, his shoulders shaking as he realized his own sick little joke.







Dr. Stanforth shut off his computer and poured himself a glass of ten-year old scotch. He’d paid more than he wanted to, but it would be worth it to have the organs.

People were willing to pay any amount for good black market replacements. He would make his money back threefold. All he had to do now was wait for the delivery to reach him.






Reed turned off the tablet and stashed it back under the counter. He grinned, knowing he would make some good bank from this. Brad would see him right.


He stood up and flipped the sign back to Open, unlocking the door at the same time.


A car pulled up to the pumps and a man got out. He ran through the rain towards the door. A woman was still sleeping in the passenger seat of their car.

The door opened and the man came inside, shaking his jacket off onto the floor.

“Evening,” Reed said, his tone friendly and welcoming.

“Uh, hi…sorry about the floor.”

Reed waved a hand.  “No problem, I was about to sweep anyway. Can I help you with something?”

The man pulled a water-logged map from his pocket and started to unfold it.

“My sat-nav crapped out on me, don't know how the old folks managed to get around.” He smiled and Reed returned it.

“There some cabins around here somewhere? Trying to get away from the world for a while.”

Reed leaned over the map and jabbed a finger down.

“That's where you want to go, friend. Just keep going West, you'll see the turnoff, can't miss it.”

The man put the mess of paper back in his pocket and held out a hand.

“Thank you, very kind.”

He turned and lifted his collar against the rain as he stepped back outside. Reed watched as he went, his hand reaching into a pocket of his overalls to pull his cell out. Without looking, he dialed a number he knew by heart.

It rang once…twice, then a voice answered at the other end.

“Hey brother, what are you like for inventory? Have a couple more that you may want to take a look at.” He listened to the response on the other end, nodding his head. “I sent them your way. You should be seeing them soon.”

He hung up and put the phone back in his pocket.


The Devil’s Foot Fetish

By John Clements






1. The Day It All Started

It happened such a long time ago, but I can still see him standing at the edge of the bed with the sweet metallic smell of my own blood in the air.

Malcolm and I were dating for about a year at the time, and we had just moved into this tiny studio apartment in that rustbelt town. We lived a hardworking life. I waited tables at the diner around the corner from our place and Malcolm was struggling to find a job. Money was tight, but I was making decent coin on tips from gawking men. Any extra money always went into savings. I was strict about that because Malcolm never had the discipline to save. Despite it all, we were comfortable. We were hardcore introverts and didn’t go out much, unless it was to a movie or occasional gig. 

I’d just finished my shift on a Friday evening and was booked off for the weekend.

I went home, hoping Malcolm had cooked something because my legs were killing me from the rush that day. But lo and behold, when I got home I didn’t find ramen noodles or at least an egg, just a pile of dishes and the bed unmade. He was still asleep when I left for work, so I’d hoped he would pick up while I was gone.


After cleaning, I made food and sat at my command centre (just this wide desk I found on the street and refurbished). Three monitors and a decent PC, donated by my boss when he found out I wanted to be a writer, sat on my desk. I spent some time surfing Facebook, checking in on what my mom was up to, and listening to the latest music videos on YouTube. Another hour passed until the rush from the day caught up with me. It was seven pm, and Malcolm wasn’t home yet, so I decided to take a shower and hit the hay.


After my relaxing shower, I found him by the computer. He was never a smiler, but the grin on his face was cute, if not a little creepy. He didn’t stand to greet me, so I hugged him from behind and kissed him on the cheek; he leaned into it.

“How was your day?” I asked.

“Busy,” he said. His eyes were glued to the screen. It was black with a single white cursor, blinking slowly.

“Find anything? I saw the bookstore had an opening,” I said.

“Nope.” He turned to face me. “Even better. Come on, sit down.”

I sat next to him and the screen changed from black to what seemed like a dark Google landing page. He looked at me with wide, excited eyes.

“The dark web!” he exclaimed.

“Huh?” I had no idea what it was.

“Babe, this is the sickest thing you’ll ever see,” he said, jerking his head towards the monitor. 


It was our idea of fun on a Friday. Searching the internet for the sickest and most vile shit we could find. Back in 2008, the internet was still relatively young. People were learning how to share Facebook posts and had to wait five minutes for a ten-minute YouTube video to buffer. It’s funny that, for all the mundane things that were still in their infancy, other parts seemed to be maturing quite well.


I was always a fan of the macabre. Malcolm called me the Bride of Lucifer, but I think he just had a thing for goth girls. Or he had a thing for Marla from Fight Club, so it didn’t help that my name is Marla. We scoured the internet for the gory and the insane. Kids today have it easy, there’s a wannabe ghost hunter or serial killer expert on every corner of social media. Back in my day, we really had to search for it. 


I couldn’t help but shiver with excitement, despite feeling drained. Malcolm took us on a journey that night. At first, we didn’t expect anything other than a bunch of edgy teenagers trying to be scary. We found a weed dealer and a ‘cursed’ movie prop guy, I still speak to both of them. We also found a site that sold legally acquired credit cards, driver’s licenses, pay stubs and even email addresses of some top CEOs. Not by design, but by pure coincidence, as we went deeper and deeper down this rabbit hole, the shit we found got worse. Even for me.


Recipes surfaced. I loved cooking spaghetti and pies. I could also make a mean curry, but not newborn smoothies and dog burgers. 

Our journey down the colon of the internet continued.


Morgue Viewer was another one we found pleasure in looking at. It was a couple of John and Jane Does, piled up in morgues around the state. You could request customized footage or pictures for a small fee. For an even bigger fee, you could view the manifest and pick someone named. You could also buy parts or all of the bodies. For a thousand bucks, you could even own your own John or Jane Doe. Legs, arms, and heads were up for grabs. Delicate parts too. It was like Rotten dot com dialed up to eleven. The Janes were selling like hotcakes according to the leaderboard on top of each page.


We got so caught up in the excitement, we couldn’t just stop on one site. 

HomeWatcher was another interesting one. For a fee, you could log into people’s home CCTV systems. We watched couples fight, have sex, and eat dinner. It seemed normal, if not a little invasive. We drew a line at the feeds of rooms that had kids in them, although they had the highest views.

Malcolm seemed a little too excited for sites involving live models and sex dungeons, but he was always an edgy prick. He had a soft heart, but sometimes I think he liked to piss people off or creep them out just for the fun of it. 

After a while, I was starting to lose my fight with fatigue and my head began dipping as I sat next to him. Before I fell out of my chair or slammed my head onto the desk, I decided to go to bed. I leaned over and kissed Malcolm on the cheek, his eyes never left the screen, but he grabbed my arm.

“Come on, stay. We’re just getting started!” he said, still fixated.

“I’m beat, I need some rest. I’ll take a look later on,” I replied, pulling my arm away.


I walked away when he didn’t stand up to kiss me back, but I heard him typing and gasping in awe at each site. My mother didn’t approve of him, she found Malcolm to be a bad influence on her precious daughter. After washing my face and brushing my teeth, I got into bed and could still see the glare from the computer in the living room. I couldn’t see exactly what he was looking at, but I heard women moaning and screaming. They weren’t moaning in pleasure, but rather pain. A power drill whined loudly, but he turned the volume down before I could complain. He looked over at me and blew a kiss, I caught it, falling asleep to the red hue the screen threw across the apartment. 






2. I Don't Judge




I was glad to be off on Saturday because it was a rare treat for me to sleep late. Which in my world meant nine am. I threw my arm over to Malcolm’s side and found it empty. I sat up in bed and looked around the apartment, calling out to him, but there was no response. It was a little disappointing he didn’t find a job, but I was hoping he’d gone out again to find something. With me having the day off and all, I decided to get some chores done. After a light breakfast of buttered toast and some strong coffee, I cleaned the kitchen, living room, and bathroom. Even though our place was small, it was so crammed full of useless shit it took forever for me to put it all back in place. We’d been avoiding the mountain of clothing piled up behind the bathroom door. I knew Malcolm wouldn’t do it, so I tossed it all into a few trash bags and left the apartment.  It was always relatively quiet on our floor, so when I heard the rattling of the chains on our neighbor’s door, I stopped, almost dropping the bags, and reached for my pepper fog. The door didn’t open all the way, just a peep, and I could see the old man leering at me. We didn’t know much about him, but everyone on the floor avoided him. There was a story floating around that he’d killed his wife years before. I was neutral on it.
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