
​Introduction:

THE HUMAN GARDEN is a dark psychological horror and body horror story that follows the terrifying journey of Kabir, a delivery boy from Seelampur. Seeking to escape the crushing debt his family owes to loan sharks, Kabir accepts a high-paying delivery for "Heavy Medical Equipment" to a remote farmhouse in Chhattarpur
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​CHAPTER 1: THE SOIL (Mitti)
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The monsoon in Delhi doesn’t wash the city clean; it just makes the filth wetter.

Kabir wiped the fog off his motorcycle helmet, squinting through the relentless downpour. The GPS on his cracked phone screen was blinking a red dot in the middle of nowhere—somewhere deep past the farmhouse belt of Chhatarpur, where the paved roads gave way to treacherous mud tracks and wild keekar forests.

"Destination arrived," the mechanical voice announced, sounding mocking in the silence.

Kabir cut the engine. The silence that followed wasn't peaceful; it was heavy. He was parked in front of a massive iron gate, rusted and intertwined with thick, wild ivy. Beyond it stood a sprawling, decrepit colonial-style bungalow, its windows dark like gouged-out eyes.

He checked the delivery app again. Order #4092. Package: Heavy Medical Equipment. Pay on Delivery: ₹5,000.

Five thousand rupees for a single drop. It was too good to be true, and in Kabir’s experience, anything too good usually ended with a police baton or a broken rib. But the loan sharks were circling his family in Seelampur like vultures. He needed this.

He got off the bike, unstrapped the heavy, nondescript box from the back, and walked to the small pedestrian gate. It was unlocked.

"Hello?" he called out. His voice was swallowed by the rain and the rustling trees. "Delivery!"

No answer. Just the sound of water dripping from the rotting eaves of the porch. He stepped inside. The air here smelled different—not like the pollution of the city, but something pungent. Like wet earth mixed with something sweet and sickly, like overripe mangoes rotting in the sun.

He reached the front door. It opened before he could knock.

Standing there was a man who looked too clean for this place. He wore a pristine, high-collared kurta, white as bone, and rimless spectacles that caught the faint light. He was older, perhaps fifty, with skin that looked scrubbed raw.

"You’re late, Kabir," the man said softly. His voice was cultured, smooth like silk sliding over a razor blade.

Kabir blinked. "Traffic, sir. Baarish bohot hai." He held out the box. "Payment?"

The man smiled. It wasn’t a warm smile. It was the kind of smile a scientist gives a lab rat before injecting a virus. "Of course. Come inside. My wallet is in the study."

Kabir hesitated. His gut—that survival instinct honed in the streets of East Delhi—screamed Run. But the weight of the debt was heavier than his fear. He stepped over the threshold.

The house was freezing. The air conditioning was cranked down to arctic levels. And that smell—that sickly sweet, earthy smell—was overpowering here.

"Main Dr. Aaryaman Roy," the man said, walking ahead. "You can put the box on that table."

Kabir placed the box down. As he turned, he felt a sharp, mosquito-like sting on his neck.

He slapped his hand to the spot, pulling away a tiny dart. He stared at it, confusion clouding his mind. The room tilted. The floor rushed up to meet him. The last thing he saw was Dr. Roy standing over him, checking a pocket watch, looking disappointed.

"Three seconds," Roy muttered. "Metabolism is a bit fast. We’ll have to slow that down."



Time ceased to exist.

When Kabir woke up, there was no pain. That was the first thing that terrified him. No headache, no body ache. Just a numbness that felt like he was floating in thick oil.

He tried to open his eyes. The light was strange—a deep, violet-purple hue that hurt his retinas. He blinked, trying to focus.

He was upright. But he wasn’t standing.

He tried to move his hands. He couldn’t feel them.

He tried to shift his legs. He couldn’t find them.

"Panic destroys the roots, Kabir. Stay calm," Dr. Roy’s voice came from somewhere in the purple haze.

Kabir’s vision cleared. He looked down.

A scream tore from his throat, but it came out as a gargled, wet choke.

He was buried.

He was planted waist-deep in a large, ceramic pot—the kind used for decorative palm trees in 5-star hotel lobbies. The "soil" around his waist wasn't just dirt; it was a dark, nutrient-rich mulch that pulsed slightly, connected to thick, transparent tubes running into the ceramic base.

But the horror was below the soil. Or rather, the lack of it. He could feel—phantom sensations—where his legs used to be. But looking at the pot, he knew. He just knew. They were gone.

He looked at his arms. They were strapped to metal trellises, spread wide like a crucifix. But his hands... his fingers were splayed open, and thin, translucent needles were embedded into each fingertip, dripping a green fluid into his veins.

"What... what did you do?" Kabir rasped. His voice sounded wrong. He realized his lips were dry, cracking, coated in something sticky.

Dr. Roy stepped into the light. He was wearing a heavy rubber apron now, holding a spray bottle. He misted Kabir’s face with cool water.

"You were a weed, Kabir," Roy said gently, wiping a droplet from Kabir’s forehead with a gloved thumb. "Drifting through the city, no purpose, just consuming oxygen. I have given you a purpose."

He gestured around the room.

Kabir turned his head as much as the restraints allowed. And his soul turned to ice.

It was a basement, vast and cavernous. Rows upon rows of ceramic pots lined the floor. And in each pot, there was a person.

Men. Women. Some were asleep. Some were awake, their eyes wide, staring at nothing, broken. They were all amputated, planted deep in the soil, their arms pinned up or twisted into artistic shapes by wires and frames.

Some had their skin peeled back in intricate, flower-like patterns, the raw muscle exposed but not bleeding—cauterized and coated in a shiny, resin-like substance. They looked like grotesque, living sculptures.

"The Garden," Roy whispered, admiring his work. "Welcome to the nursery, Kabir. You are my newest sapling."

"Let me go!" Kabir screamed, thrashing against the trellis. The pot rattled, but he couldn't move. He was rooted. "Main maar dunga tereko! Chhod mujhe!"

Roy sighed and adjusted a dial on the tube connected to Kabir’s pot.

Instantly, a wave of lethargy hit Kabir. His muscles went slack. His eyelids drooped. He felt high—drugged, floaty, but still terrified.

"Plants don't speak," Roy said, picking up a scalpel. He walked closer to Kabir’s exposed chest. "Plants endure. Plants grow. And today, we need to prune the excess to let the beauty breathe."

He placed the cold tip of the scalpel against Kabir’s collarbone.

"Don't worry," Roy smiled, his eyes dead behind the glasses. "I’ve severed the vocal cords of the others because they were too noisy. But I’ll keep yours for a few days. I like to hear the saplings beg before they accept their nature."

Roy pressed the blade down. A thin line of red bloomed on Kabir’s skin.

"Now," Roy whispered. "Let’s see what blooms."
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​CHAPTER 2: THE ROOTS (Jadd)
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The blade did not hurt. That was the most terrifying part.

Kabir waited for the burning sting of steel slicing skin. He braced himself to scream or thrash or beg. But the pain never arrived. Instead he felt a cold pressure sliding down his chest. It was like a finger traced in ice water moving from his collarbone to his sternum.

Dr. Roy hummed a soft tune under his breath. It sounded like an old Bollywood melody from the sixties. He wiped the scalpel on a pristine white cloth. The blood was bright red against the fabric.

"Beautiful," Roy whispered. He leaned closer to inspect the incision. "You have excellent skin texture Kabir. It holds the shape well. Some people... their skin is too loose. It sags like wet dough. But you? You are canvas."

Kabir tried to speak but his tongue felt like a block of wood in his mouth. The drug was heavy in his veins. It made his head swim in thick syrup. He wanted to look down at his legs again. He needed to confirm they were gone. His brain was still sending signals to toes that no longer existed. He could feel an itch on his left ankle. A phantom itch on a ghost limb.

"My legs," Kabir slurred. The words came out wet and heavy. "Where... are... my legs?"

Roy paused. He looked at Kabir with genuine pity. The way a gardener looks at a branch that had to be cut for the tree to grow straight.

"Compost," Roy said simply.

He turned to a trolley filled with glass jars and strange bubbling liquids.

"Nothing is wasted here," Roy continued, his back to Kabir. "The bone meal makes the soil rich. The marrow feeds the roses in the upstairs garden. You are part of the cycle now. You should be proud. Before this you were just a delivery boy. A nobody drowning in debt. Now you are feeding life."

He picked up a spray bottle and misted Kabir’s face again. The water smelled of lavender and chemicals.

"Sleep now. The roots need time to take hold."

Roy turned a dial on the IV drip stand. The clear liquid flowing into Kabir’s arm changed to a murky amber color.

The darkness did not come instantly. It crept in from the edges of his vision. First the corners of the room turned black. Then the rows of pots blurred into gray shapes. Finally the light bulb above him became a dying star before vanishing completely.
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WAKING UP WAS WORSE than the sleeping.

Time had passed. Maybe hours. Maybe days. There was no sun in the basement. Only the hum of heavy industrial air conditioners and the dripping sound of water.

Kabir opened his eyes. The room was dimmer now. The harsh purple lights were gone, replaced by a soft green glow that lined the floor. It looked like moonlight filtering through a jungle canopy.

His chest burned. The numbness was fading and the pain
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