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​Content Warning

This story contains graphic material intended for mature audiences. Themes explored include:


●  Extreme violence and gore


●  Cannibalism and body horror


●  Erotic horror 

●   

●  Psychological manipulation and moral corruption


●  Power imbalances and coercion


●  Murder and human dismemberment




Reader discretion is strongly advised.

This work is a fictional exploration of taboo and transformation through a dark fantasy lens. It is not intended to glorify or trivialize harm.
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About the Author

Six weeks ago, my father hired a new hand to tend the sprawling estate—and this one is stranger than most. He works deep in the basement, a hulking butcher clad in pants, boots, a long, moss-brown leather apron, his bare chest gleaming with sweat, and a heavy hood that swallows his face in shadow. I’ve never heard him speak; I’ve only watched him lumber upstairs at dawn with crates of meat for the cooks. Tall as a fortress wall and just as silent, he ignites my restless curiosity—I’ve half-considered sneaking down the winding stone steps to uncover who he really is.

Now I perch on a high stool in the kitchen, chatting idly with the head chef as sunlight filters through the grimy windows. The scent of roasting shallots and sizzling fat swirls in the air.

Without a sound, Conan appears at the bottom of the stairs, a wooden crate balanced on one broad shoulder. His heavy boots make no creak on the flagstones; he pauses in the doorway, his massive form framed by the muted glow behind him. Through the coarse weave of his hood, I catch a flicker of dark eyes fixed on my smiling face.

I offer a casual nod, then turn back to the chef, pretending I haven’t noticed the giant at the threshold.

The leather of his apron rustles like dry leaves as he shifts his weight. His presence fills the room—steady, deliberate, breath slow and deep.

I glance over my shoulder again. 

Crate in hand, he steps forward. Each movement makes the worn leather groan over taut muscle. His height forces me to look up, neck craned, heart ticking in my chest.

Conan sets the crate down on the counter with a soft thud. His gloved hands rest on the wood. He tilts his hooded head and studies me in silence.

“Hi, I’m Sophie. I don’t think we’ve been introduced.” My voice comes out steadier than I feel.

A deep rumble rolls from inside his hood. I feel it resonate in my bones. “I know who you are. Daughter of the house.”

I let a teasing smirk lift one corner of my mouth. “Yes.”

He leans closer, the scent of oiled leather and damp earth swirling around me. “Not many have the courage to talk to me directly. Most find me... intimidating.”

“I can see why.” I raise my chin to meet his gaze.

Conan offers a low, amused hum. He tilts his head, as if weighing me between two stones. “Bold little thing. Most flee when I approach. But you... you seem different.”

“I get that a lot.” I glance at the crate, then back up at his hooded face.

Without warning, his gloved fingers brush through my blond hair, tracing the curve of my scalp. The leather feels oddly gentle against my skin. “Those eyes—green-blue like the sea. Interesting.”

“Bad interesting or good interesting?” I ask, keeping my voice light despite the thrum in my chest.

He lifts a hand to my jaw, tracing the line from ear to chin with feather-light pressure. “Both. You’re an enigma. Makes me want to... study you further.”

I tilt my head, narrowing my eyes in invitation. “Study me?”

Conan’s gloved fingers trail an icy path down my neck, halting abruptly at my collarbone. He steps back, something in his angular silhouette shifting and breaking the charged moment.

“Watch your step, little Sophie. Some things in this house are better left unknown.”

I lift my chin, my voice soft as dusk. “Perhaps.”

He turns, the hem of his leather apron whispering across the wooden floorboards like a secret.

“And don’t be too eager to follow me down there. I’m not always gentle with my... meat.”

A slow smile curves my lips.

“That sounds... tempting.”

Conan pauses at the basement door, the lantern light catching the cold steel in his eyes. His voice drops to a caress.

“That smile... it could get you into trouble.”

“Wouldn’t be the first time.”

He releases a dark, mirthless chuckle and slips down the stairs. The kitchen door staying slightly ajar behind him.

“Indeed. And it certainly won’t be the last.”

I turn back to the chef, who stands frozen over a gleaming cleaver, pale sweat beading at his collar.

“You’re playing with fire, young miss,” he warns. “That man... he’s different.”

“Clearly.” I trace a fingertip along the polished countertop, feeling the cool surface under my skin.

He shakes his head, voice hushed. “Whatever comes out of that basement...” He shudders. “Doesn’t sound human.”

From below rises a faint metallic drip, then the sickening crack of bone. The chef’s eyes widen, voice trembling. “Even now, at this hour. What do you think he’s doing down there?”

I hop off the stool, slippers thudding softly against the floor. “His job.”

“His job?” He grabs my arm, panic flaring in his gaze. “That’s not regular butchering. It’s... processing bodies. He’s not the same man when he works.”

I roll my eyes but pause, considering his words. “Alright.”

The air shifts. Conan reappears in the doorway, towering and still. The scent of fresh blood sharpens in the air, as if the house itself inhales it deeply.

“Come closer, Little Sophie. I’ll show you what I really do.”

I step forward, pulse thrumming in my ears. The Chef's warnings, forgotten in his presence. “Okay.”

He moves aside, lantern in hand, revealing narrow steps that plunge into darkness. The scent down here thickens... iron mingling with something decayed, almost sickly sweet.

“Careful on the stairs. And remember... once you see, there’s no going back.”

I descend.

The basement unfolds like a slaughterhouse cathedral: vast, sterile stone floors glistening under flickering lights. Rows of hooks dangle overhead, their curved points like skeletal fingers ready to cradle flesh. Along one wall, strange machines hiss and thrum... belts and gears groaning beneath jars of cloudy liquid. A steel conveyor belt disappears into an ominous chamber, its maw as black as grief. Everywhere, rivulets of blood trace slow rivers toward a central drain, where crimson currents swirl in a hypnotic eddy.

“Welcome to my domain,” Conan’s voice echoes from the shadows. He steps into the glow, arms folded over his broad chest. “See that drain in the center? That’s where I dispose of... unnecessary parts.”

I swallow hard as my heart pounds against my ribcage.

“Still think I’m  just a butcher, little Sophie?” He circles me like a predator; each footstep sounds hollow on the tile. His breath drifts warm against my neck. “Farm animals? Oh no... these are from our special clients... the ones your father sends my way.”

A shiver ripples through me, equal parts dread and dark fascination pulling me closer to the machines, drawn by the steady drip and the promise of forbidden knowledge.

Conan’s gloved fingers press into the hollow of my shoulder blade, thumb tracing tight spirals. A shiver rips through me... the hall’s chill cuts through my dress like a blade. “I warned you,” he murmurs, voice low as distant thunder. “This isn’t for the faint of heart. Yet here you stand.” 

I swallow hard and meet his gaze directly. “That’s not why.”

He pivots. One wide hand tilts my chin up; candlelight catches the sweat glistening at my temples. His storm-gray eyes bore into mine with an intensity that steals my breath away. “Then tell me,” he challenges softly, “what do you truly feel when you’re here with me?”

“Alive,” I breathe out.

A slow, dangerous smile curves his lips. His fingers dig in, bone pressing against bone, and the rumble of his leather-clad chest vibrates through me. “Alive,” he repeats, “you’re intrigued, not afraid. That makes you very interesting.” He leans in, and the scent of leather and iron envelops me.

A pleased growl escapes him as he threads one hand through my hair, tugging me closer. “You’re playing a dangerous game, princess,” he whispers. “My methods...they consume everything in their path.”

“Show me,” I dare.

With startling strength, Conan spins me around, my back slamming against the cold stone. His hands roam beneath my linen, then pin my gaze. “Once I begin, there’s no turning back. Are you certain?”

“Yes.”

He scoops me up effortlessly, his muscular arms cradling me as he carries me down a narrow corridor to a side room. The door slides shut with a click, sealing us in. Inside, steel hooks and gleaming implements—scalpels, bone saws, forceps—line the walls in clinical precision. A single overhead lamp casts a stark circle of light over a metal table.

He lowers me onto its chill surface. I gasp as the cold radiates through my thighs. Silent, I watch him peel off his gloves, revealing scarred hands... white ridges arching over his knuckles. He sets each glove aside


















































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
SRR B\ \

Short Efptic Horror

e — e

Ivy LaRue -~





