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Jake and Matt, two young men from Brooklyn, spend their nights exploring the dark web in search of thrills. It all seems like a reckless game until they stumble upon a mysterious website offering... clones. Out of curiosity and disbelief, Jake submits a request, convinced it’s just a hoax. But only days later, a massive package arrives at their door. Inside lies an identical copy of Matt—alive, yet devoid of memories and experience.

Shocked, Matt cuts ties with Jake, unable to cope with what has happened. Left alone with the double, Jake finds himself torn between guilt, fear, and a growing fascination for this strange creation. As he teaches it how to live, Jake realizes that the secret attraction he always felt for his best friend inevitably shifts toward the clone—an idealized yet vulnerable version of Matt.

Caught between reality and artificiality, love and obsession, Clone is a gripping story about repressed desires, forbidden bonds, and the danger of opening doors that can never be closed again.
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— Jake, how about we check out the dark web again tonight?

Matt’s voice echoed through our small Brooklyn apartment, drowning out the sound of the rain gently tapping against the windows.

I lifted my eyes from my laptop and looked at Matt, my roommate and, for the past few years, my best friend. He liked playing with fire—figuratively speaking, of course. While most people were content with Netflix or video games, Matt preferred exploring the hidden internet, searching for all sorts of oddities.

— Seriously, Matt? After the last time, when we found that forum with... you know, that shady stuff, I still can’t believe you want to do this again, I replied, slightly exasperated. I turned my gaze back to the screen, trying to seem disinterested, though the truth was, my curiosity was gnawing at me too. The dark web was like a magnet for both of us, even though we knew we shouldn’t play with it too much.

— Come on, Jake, you know not all sites there are shady. Some are just... interesting, Matt said with a sly grin, slipping on his oversized headphones and swiveling in his ergonomic chair toward his desk. — Look, I came across a link on a forum about... clones. Can you believe it? Maybe we’ll even find something to laugh about.

I hesitated, but in the end, I gave in. Matt had a knack for convincing me to do things I wouldn’t normally do.

I got up from my desk and sat down on the couch behind him, pulling up a chair so I could see the screen too.

Matt had already opened the link, and a plain page appeared: black background, white text. No images, no ads, nothing distracting. Just a simple, provocative title: — Clones available. Want one?

— Pff, sure, what’s next, a time machine? I muttered, trying to mask the fact that the site intrigued me. It was too simple, too stripped of visuals or links. But that very simplicity made it seem authentic... and dangerous.

Matt smirked, ignoring my skepticism. He scrolled down and found a form. Nothing complicated: a few fields for name, address, and a short box for additional details.

— Okay, what do you think? Should we prank them? he asked, glancing at me over his shoulder with that glint of madness in his eyes he always got when he was about to do something he shouldn’t.

— You know it’s just a hoax, right? I answered, though my voice betrayed a trace of hesitation. I felt like we were messing with something far beyond our understanding. But at the same time, there was something fascinating about this unknown.

— Of course I know! But it doesn’t hurt to see how far it goes, he said, already filling in the fields with his own information.

I leaned back, my heartbeat quickening. It was stupid. I knew that. But I was curious. And I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

— Done! Matt said triumphantly, pressing — Submit. A simple message appeared on the screen, with no confirmation page, just the words: — Your request has been received. Clones will be delivered within 48 hours.

We sat in silence for a few moments, letting the weight of those words settle. In a strange way, it felt like we had just tied ourselves to something much bigger than us. We joked, we laughed, but part of me couldn’t shake the thought that maybe we had just opened a door that should have stayed closed.



A few days passed since that strange night, and we slipped back into our daily routine. Matt never brought up the form again, and I—though constantly aware of it—chose to ignore it. Everything seemed like just a harmless joke... until one Thursday morning.

It was early, and I had just woken up, still groggy and undecided whether to make coffee or stay in bed a little longer. From Matt’s room came some noises—probably him getting ready for work.

Suddenly, I heard the rumble of an engine outside our house. I walked over to the window and saw a plain white van with no markings. I didn’t think much of it until I noticed someone in work clothes step out, carrying a large package. They left it at our door without knocking or ringing, then climbed back into the van and drove off, leaving us with that mysterious box on the steps.

My heart skipped a beat, and unease washed over me. I rushed outside and approached the package. It was a large crate, made of solid wood, locked with a heavy, rusty padlock. On the top, scrawled in faded block letters, were the words: — For Matt Saunders. That’s when I knew something was wrong.

Matt appeared in the doorway, still sleepy, but when his eyes landed on the crate, he froze.

— Jake, what the hell is that? he asked, his voice tight with unease.

I turned to him, guilt creeping over me. I knew our little joke had taken a bizarre turn.

— Matt... I did something. After you filled out the form, I went back on that site... and I ordered a clone. But I never thought they’d actually send something, I admitted, panic creeping into my voice.

— What did you do? he shouted, his eyes blazing with fury. He stepped closer to the crate, rolling down his sleeves as if preparing to open it.

We found a key tied to a piece of string wrapped around the crate, and without wasting any more time, Matt unlocked the padlock and lifted the heavy lid. Inside, we saw something that left us speechless. It was a human body, lying on its back, covered in a viscous, greenish substance that seemed to pulse faintly, as if alive.
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