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​Welcome

To

The world that always belonged to you.

The one that waited beneath your skin.

The one you tried to forget.

But

The world that rember your name even

When you don't
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_____________________________________

​THE 

​SATAN'S 

​NOTEBOOK

YOU OPENED IT.

NOW IT OPENS YOU.

BOOK I

_____________________________________
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​Cost

Ash'marak Velnor, dor'Kael uth minar,

Zaneth tul Vor'mek, sha'an Vey'mar.

Ek'tal savar, Sethein vel Zarrak,

Nol uthrien, kel dorrak, kel sheth.

Nareth vo Tal'dor velken suul.

Tharan'el shuthra... vok-tah, vor'mal.

Thol sethaz, shai Varkul.

Vel'nox ka Sethein, drak'al shun.

Vel'mora zael uth dra'suun,

Ka'nareth uth shae dor'shul.

Tharam vek mar, vey kal'za,

Tor'eth shai vurn tul evar.

Zurel va sornak, ishtar venor,

Nal darim thol, shai voren kal.

Dru'seth vel tharn,

Sha'mek oshal... sha'reth uth dor.

Varnash, kel thu'ren,

Ek'mel dor vel'zar.

Sethein, vel suul-thar,

En'thar vo kal'mir.

Dras'khan ethul shai,

Mol'dreth thol zek'shar.

Za'vorn ech,

Sha'reth uth Vey'naz.

Torak. Shai. Nol. Eternar.
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​You Just Don't Remember What it Cost You

You've turned this page before.

You just don't remember what it cost you."

I'm not asking who you are. 

I already know.

You've always looked into mirrors and felt something looking back.

Heard silence speak.

Dreamed of places you swore didn't exist until now.

This isn't fate.

This is a memory you buried to feel safe.

And now that you're here.

pages are doors.

And doors remember who dared to cross them.

_____________________________________

​Table of Contents

THIS NOTEBOOK HAS NO 

TABLE OF CONTENTS

It Have.

Only Patterns.

For Those Who Dare To Listen.

––––––––
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Six parts.  Six chapters.  Six pages each.
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The words may fade.

But the numbers will stay.

And someday.

they'll call you back.

Because

Some books you finish.

Some books finish you.
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​PART I: THE REMEMBERING


​CHAPTER I: The Ink of Blood
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​Page I of VI

“Those who run from fate always arrive where it waits most patiently.”

The Satan's Notebook

––––––––
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She ran.

A breath, harsh, wet, ragged.

Only footsteps slapping cold earth.

Only the storm screaming above her.

Lightning cracked the sky in half, white and violent. The thunder didn’t echo. 

It crashed like a god falling from Heaven.

Her dress, thin, white, meant for a wedding, was soaked to her skin. 

It clung to her like frost. 

Mud dragged at the hem like hands.

Her palm stung. 

She hadn't noticed it at first, but as she sprinted, 

her hand brushed against a jagged rock,

sharp as betrayal. 

Blood oozed from the cut, crimson against the white of her skin, 

but she couldn’t stop to tend to it. 

She could barely feel the pain now. 

Her only focus was the path ahead, the cold grip of panic in her chest.

She ran through darkness deeper than night, into a forest that didn’t belong on any map.

The trees weren’t just tall. 

They were watching.

The wind whipped through their limbs with a shriek.

Crows cried overhead, piercing, endless.

Animals howled in the underbrush, warning, mourning.

Her breath turned to fog.

Each inhale like swallowing ice.

Her skin purpled beneath the rain.

She didn’t know where she was going, only that she couldn’t stop.

Behind her.

a wedding she refused.

A man old enough to be her father.

A promise made without her voice.

She would rather freeze, drown, disappear.

And perhaps, she thought, that’s exactly what I’m doing. 

Another bolt of lightning cracked so violently the ground shook.

It lit the forest in stark white for one second.

That’s when she saw it.

A castle. 

Black. Massive. Towering through the trees. 

Its silhouette rose like a forgotten god.

The stone cracked. Towers shattered. 

Its walls were jagged and steep like blades. Windows glowed faint red, like eyes trying to open.

It was not abandoned. It was waiting.

It rose like the fossil of a god that time tried to bury unsuccessfully. Its silhouette loomed against the storm, outlined in violet flashes of lightning, its highest spire split like a horn piercing the heaven. Stone groaned beneath the weight of centuries. Towers leaned like broken crowns.

Its walls were jagged and steep like blades. Windows glowed faint red, like eyes trying to open.

It was not abandoned. It was waiting.

It didn’t feel abandoned. It felt aware.

Like it had been dreaming, and she had just stepped into its memory.  It wasn’t on any map. No road had led here.

She hesitated.

The storm raged behind her, wind snapping her hair against her face, the taste of iron on her tongue.

Something in her screamed to turn back.

To run.

But where would she go?

Back to the cage?

To the walls painted soft but built for control?

Back to the man with the velvet cuffs 

who smiled like sin and locked doors with kisses?

No.

Even damnation was better than that kind of silence.

She stepped toward it. 

Her feet froze in the mud.  

Her hands trembled. But she walked.

The path was crooked and half swallowed by roots.

The trees leaned away from it, like they feared what she was walking into. 

The castle gates were rusted. 

Tall, twisted iron. 

Symbols were carved into the metal, language she couldn’t read, but felt deep in her blood.

She reached out with shaking fingers,

Pushed them open.

The gates groaned. 

Louder than the storm. 

Louder than the wind. 

Louder than the crows now screaming like they knew what she was becoming.

She crossed the threshold. Inside the gates, the air shifted. 

Quieter. Thicker. Wrong.

The courtyard was cracked stone.

Old statues lined the walls, twisted, ancient 

demons with wings and blind eyes.

One sculpture at the center stood apart, faceless, black, holding a book in its hands.

An untitled book. 

Bound in what looked like flesh. Old. Veined. Waiting.

But there was something strange about the statues,something unsettling.

They didn’t just look like demons. 

They looked as if they had once moved, 

once lived.

The eyes that weren’t there, had they once seen? 

Had they once... been?

Her pulse quickened.

She wanted to look away, but her gaze kept returning to them, each twisted face more haunting than the last.

She didn’t look at it long.

She turned toward the main door. 

Another flash of lightning This one brighter. Closer.

The thunder it brought felt like the world collapsing.

She reached the main gate. Huge. Heavy.

Old wood scarred by time, by nails, 

by something worse. 

Symbols etched deep. Scratched in. 

She touched it. The door didn’t open slowly.

It gave in.

Like something on the other side had been leaning against it, listening. She stepped inside.

Darkness swallowed her. No candles. No fire.

But she smelled it, Old wax. Wet wood. Something burnt. 

Something... rotting. The air was thick and heavy. Not just cold.

Ancient. She took a few steps, barefoot on the cold stone floor.

“Hello...?”

Her voice echoed. Once. Then silence.

“I’m... I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to come in uninvited”

No reply. 

Just the sound of something breathing that wasn’t her. 

She turned. Nothing.

But something was watching her. 

She felt it under her skin.

She took another step,

A strange light flickered across the far wall.

A window, somewhere high, 

flashed with lightning.

She saw it in the blur of light, 

A table. 

Far ahead. Just barely in sight.

She stepped again, 

And collapsed.

Her body couldn’t keep going.

The cold, the fear, the exhaustion...

It took her knees.

She fell.

Darkness.

Then...

Warmth.

Softness.

A low fire crackled.

She opened her eyes slowly.

She was on a velvet chaise, naked beneath a crimson blanket.

A cup sat on the table nearby, steam curling from its rim.

Apple juice her favorite.

Golden. Sweet. Familiar.

But the scent was wrong.

Too rich. Too warm.

It clung to the air like cloves, firewood...

and something darker.

Like the orchard it came from had been buried, not harvested.

She gasped, looked around.

The room was empty.

The window cracked open.

And then, 

A voice.

Low. Smooth. Velvet wrapped in something ancient.

“You should’ve been there... Miss Ariel An.”

She froze.

Because that name

Her true name

Hadn’t been spoken in years.

No one alive knew it.

Except her mother

Who died whispering it one last time.
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Blood remembers what names forget.

The Satan's Notebook

––––––––
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She didn’t move for a moment.

The fire warmed her skin but not her bones.

Ariel An curled under the crimson blanket, breath shallow, 

heart stumbling, 

eyes roving the stone chamber in frantic silence.

That voice It had said her name. 

Her true name. The one no one used.

The one whispered by her mother as her last breath turned to dust.

Who... who said that?”

The question barely left her lips. 

But no answer came. Only the steady flicker of flames in the hearth, and a silence thick enough to smother.

She rose slowly, gathering the blanket closer to her chest, 

its weight too soft for this place.

Her bare foot met the chill of polished stone.

The fire crackled behind her, sharp, sudden. like it too was startled.

Then

Lightning. 

It ripped the sky outside the massive window,

flooding the chamber in violent white. 

Curtains twisted from above like fabric in water. Not from the wind, From something that had passed too close, unseen.

She turned. And saw them. 

The portraits. 

They lined the chamber walls in uneven rows. Large. Grand. Their gold frames had tarnished to a sick green. 

Their glass was cracked or missing entirely. Dust clung to every inch. But none of them looked forgotten.

Each painting was massive, reaching almost to the ceiling.

Some were torn straight through the center like someone had tried to rip time open.

Others sagged in the middle, as if the canvas had grown too heavy with what it held.

And within each one The same man.

Not similar. Not related. Him. Again. Again. Again.

But he was not just look like human. 

In one, he stood in broken armor, his bare chest streaked with blood, a blade clutched in one hand, 

his head tilted back as if laughing at the storm. 

In another, he wore obsidian robes, layered and thick, standing atop a stairway built from bones, a crown of jagged metal twisted into his skull. 

A third showed him kneeling amid fire, 

the sky above him split open, hands cupped at his heart, the flames blooming from his fingers like he was birthing war.

He was exquisite. Unreal. Violent in beauty.

The kind of figure carved by legend or obsession.

But always, Always,

His face was destroyed. Not faded. Not lost to age. Mutilated.

Every canvas. Every time. Eyes gouged out.

Mouth slashed into silence. Some defaced with blades. Others burned. 

As if someone had tried not to forget him, but to erase him from memory with fury.

She stepped closer, 

pulse loud in her throat.

Her eyes lingered on one frame,

its gold warped like melted wax.

She didn’t see the crack at the edge, didn’t feel the sting at first,

Only warmth. 

Then wetness. She looked down.

Her palm was bleeding. A fresh line, red and clean, sliced across the same place where she'd been cut in the forest. 

She hadn't touched anything sharp.

Hadn’t felt pain.

But the blood was there.

Welling fast. She wrapped her hand tight in the blanket. It soaked through almost instantly.

A dark mark on crimson.

Then, lightning again. And in that flash Movement.

Something shimmered behind the velvet curtain at the far end of the chamber.

She moved without thinking, heart racing now, her legs trembling beneath the weight of what she did not understand. She reached for the curtain. Pulled it aside.

And froze. This one was different.

The same man stood in the portrait. 

But he wasn’t serene or still or tragic. He was drenched in blood.

His right hand gripped a heart, fresh, wet, still pulsing. It dripped down his wrist in long, elegant strokes, splashing the floor at his feet.

Beneath him, a creature lay slain. Not a man.

Not a beast. Something else. Twisted and large, with limbs bent the wrong way and teeth still bared in death.
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