
COPYRIGHT PAGE

––––––––

“The Satan ‘Killer’ ”

Copyright © 2026 by Prateek Srivastava

​All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

​This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. 

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

––––––––

​First Edition: June 2026

Published in India.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter

[image: ]


1

Samratpur was not a big city. It was crowded, dusty, and loud. People here fought for water, electricity, and space. But now they were fighting for something else — their lives.

A serial killer had come to Samratpur.

No one knew his face. No one knew his name. He was a shadow. He would come at night, strike fast, and disappear.

But he left a mark.

On every body he killed, he wrote one word — "Satan".

Some people said he was a madman. Some said he was a devil worshiper. Some said he was punishing sinners. No one knew the truth.

What everyone knew was this — Samratpur was scared.

The streets were empty after sunset. Shops closed early. Parents stopped their children from going out. The police patrolled day and night, but they could not catch the killer.

Every morning, someone would find a new body. The killer left no evidence. No fingerprints. No witnesses. Only the word "Satan" written in blood on the skin.

The city was trapped in a nightmare.

But in a small, dark lane of Samratpur, a man named Rajan was struggling with a different kind of fear.

Rajan was 45 years old. His face was rough. His hands were cracked. He was a garbage collector. Every morning, he would wake up at 4 AM and walk through the lanes, collecting trash from houses and shops.

It was a dirty job. The smell never left his clothes. But it was his life. It was the only way to feed his family.

Rajan had two children.

His daughter, Naina, was 5 years old. She loved to laugh. She would run to him when he returned home. She would say, "Papa, bring me chocolate."

Rajan never had money for chocolate.

His son, Amit, was 15 years old. He studied in class 10. He was quiet, serious, and always worried about money. He wanted to study further, but Rajan could not afford his school fees.

Rajan's wife, Sushma, was tired — tired of poverty, tired of waiting, tired of seeing her children go to school with torn clothes.

Every day, Rajan worked hard. He collected garbage, sorted it, and sold whatever had value. He earned ₹200 to ₹300 a day. Some days, he earned nothing.

But he never gave up.

While the city was scared of Satan, Rajan was scared of something else — hunger.

The killer was out there, yes. But Rajan did not think about him. He had bigger problems.

His daughter was growing up without proper food.

His son needed books for school.

His wife was counting every rupees.
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Rajan woke up at 4 AM, same as every day.

He didn't need an alarm. His body knew the time. His bones ached, his eyes were heavy, but he got up anyway. There was no other choice.

He washed his face with cold water. He put on his old shirt. He picked up his wooden cart and stepped out of the house.

The streets were quiet. The air was still cool. Rajan started his routine.

He knocked on doors, collected plastic bags, vegetable peels, broken bottles, and scrap metal. He sorted everything on the cart. Some things he could sell. Some things were useless.

He worked for hours without stopping. His back hurt. His hands were black with dirt. But he kept going.

At around 9 AM, he stopped near a tea stall. He sat on the curb and drank water from a plastic bottle. He was tired. But he was used to it.

That's when he heard the voices.

A crowd had gathered near the corner of the lane. People were whispering. Some were crying. A woman was covering her mouth.

Rajan walked closer. He saw a man waving his hands and speaking loudly.

"Police came. They covered everything. The body is still inside. No one is allowed to go near."

Rajan asked, "What happened?"

The man turned and looked at him. "Another murder. This time just two lanes from here. Satan again."

Rajan felt a cold shiver run down his spine.

He pushed through the crowd. He saw the yellow police tape. He saw officers walking in and out. He saw a body covered in white cloth being carried out.

For a moment, Rajan stood still.

He had passed through this lane yesterday. He had seen children playing there. He had seen an old man sitting on a chair outside his house. Now everything felt different.

He didn't know the victim. But he felt the fear. It was thick in the air.

He looked at the crowd. Everyone was scared. Everyone was silent. No one knew what to say.

Rajan turned around and walked back to his cart. He still had work to do.
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He came home after noon. His legs were tired. His throat was dry.

Sushma was cooking on the small stove. Naina was sitting on the floor, drawing with a broken piece of chalk. Amit was reading his textbook in the corner.

Rajan sat down heavily on the floor.

Sushma looked at him. "You're late today."

Rajan nodded. "There was a murder. Near the market. They say Satan did it."

Sushma stopped stirring the pot. Her face changed.

"Near the market? Rajan, we go there every day. The children go to school through that road."

Rajan didn't reply.

Naina looked up. "Papa, tomorrow is my friend's birthday. She invited me. Can I go?"

Rajan forced a smile. "Yes, beta. You can go."

He didn't ask if there would be food there. He didn't ask what she would wear. He didn't want to know the answers.

Amit closed his book and said, "The school sent a notice. There is a fee payment of 1000 rupees by the end of this week. The teacher said those who don't pay will be sent home."

Rajan stayed quiet.

Sushma looked at him. "Rajan, what will we do?"

Rajan didn't answer. He looked at the floor. He had no answer.
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Later that night, Rajan sat outside his house.

The street was dark. There was no light. He stared at the empty road.

He thought about the dead man. He thought about his own life. He thought about his children.
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The terror of Satan had reached its peak.

Another body was found. Then another. The city was drowning in fear. People were locking their doors before sunset. Some families had stopped sleeping at night. They sat together in one room, listening to every sound outside.

The police had no answers. The killer was too smart. He left no clues. No fingerprints. No witnesses. Just bodies and the word "Satan" written in blood.

So the police took a drastic step.

It was announced through loudspeakers across Samratpur. A police van drove through every street, repeating the same message —

"Attention all residents. The city is under a security lockdown starting tonight. No one will be allowed to leave their homes for the next 7-10 days. Stay indoors until further notice. This is for your safety."

The announcement echoed through the lanes. People gathered near their windows and listened. Some were relieved. Some were terrified. Others were angry.

Rajan heard the news while standing near a tea stall. His hands froze. He had just bought vegetables and some rice with the last of his money.

He walked back home slowly. His mind was racing. Seven days. No work. No income. How would his family survive?

Sushma saw his face and knew something was wrong.

"What happened?" she asked.

Rajan sat down on the floor. He told her about the lockdown.

Sushma's face turned pale. "Seven days? But we don't have enough food. We have rice for two more days. There is no milk for Naina. No oil. No salt. How will we manage?"

Rajan didn't answer. He knew she was right. They had almost nothing. Every rupee was counted. Every grain of rice was measured.

Amit overheard them. He closed his book and looked at his father. "Papa, what will we do?"

Rajan looked at his son. He saw the fear in his eyes. He didn't want to say the truth — "I don't know."

Instead, he said, "I will find a way. Don't worry."

But he was worried. He was more worried than he had ever been.

That night, the city went silent. No one stepped out. The streets were empty. The shops were closed. Even the stray dogs looked lost.

Rajan sat outside his house, looking at the dark road. He had a plan.

The lockdown was for more seven days. But maybe — just maybe — he could leave before it started,he can go to his relative for some ration or money, If he left early tomorrow morning, before the police started patrolling, and when the patrolling stops or gets pause for some day he can come back.

He thought about the risks. If he got caught, he could be arrested. But if he stayed, his family would go hungry.

He decided. He would leave at 5 AM.

He went inside and told Sushma about his plan.

She looked at him with worry in her eyes. "Rajan, it's too dangerous. If the police catch you —"

"I know," he said quietly. "But if I don't go, we will starve. I have to try."

She didn't argue. She just nodded.

Naina was asleep. Amit was pretending to study. The house was quiet.

Rajan packed a small bag — an empty bag to bring back food. He kept it under his bed.

He didn't sleep that night. He just sat there in the dark, staring at the wall, waiting for the clock to strike 5.
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Rajan woke up before dawn.

He had not slept the entire night. His eyes were tired, but his mind was sharp. He knew what he had to do. He quietly got up from the floor. Sushma was still asleep. Naina was curled up beside her mother, holding her doll tightly.

Rajan looked at them for a moment. Then he looked away.

He had a small bag. He packed two rotis, some salt,a pickle and a bottle of water. That was all. Not enough, but it would do for the journey.

He walked to Amit's side of the room. His son was awake. He was sitting with his back against the wall, looking at the floor.

Rajan whispered, "Amit, listen."

Amit looked up. His eyes were wet.

Rajan said, “I am Going. Your work is to take care of your sister and mother. Samjha?"

Amit didn't say anything. He just nodded. A slow, heavy nod. He understood what his father was doing — risking his life to feed them.

Rajan patted his head. "I will be back in some days."

He turned to leave, but Naina was awake now.

She was standing near the door, holding her doll. Her small face was confused. She didn't understand why her father was leaving so early.

"Papa, where are you going?"

Rajan crouched down and smiled. "I'm going to get some food, beta. I'll be back soon."

Naina walked closer. "Papa, please don't go. It's dangerous outside. Everyone says so."

Rajan's heart sank. He
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