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​CHAPTER 1 — The Book Born From Darkness They say every book carries a piece of its writer’s soul. 

But this one? 

This book carries something far worse. 

In a forgotten monastery, surrounded by endless silence, a lone monk stared at a blank page — knowing he had only one night

to create the impossible:

a book larger than life, heavier than any scripture, and darker than any sin. 

He wasn’t writing for knowledge. 

He wasn’t writing for God. 

He was writing to survive. 

Because the punishment for failing this task was simple and brutal: death. 

So when midnight came

and his hands trembled from exhaustion, he knew he couldn't finish it alone. 

He whispered a name

humans were never meant to speak. 

And the moment he did, 

the room froze. 

The candles died. 

The air twisted. 

Someone — or something —

answered. 

A presence rose from the darkness behind him, a voice colder than the grave, saying:

“Make a pact… and I’ll help you finish the book.” 

And with one trembling breath, 

the monk made the most dangerous deal in history. 

That was the moment

Codex Gigas

— the Devil’s Bible —

was born. 

​[image: ]

​Long before Codex Gigas became a legend, it lived in the cold stone walls of a solitary monastery — a place where silence wasn’t a rule…

it was a punishment. 

Hidden in the deep forests of Bohemia, the monastery stood like a prison made by God Himself. 

No laughter. 

No footsteps. 

No voices. 

Only the echo of prayers whispered by trembling monks who feared the darkness more than sin. 

Among them lived the monk

who would one day create the most cursed book on Earth. 

He wasn’t like the others. 

He didn’t fear the silence. 

He feared what hid behind it. 

Every night, strange noises crept through the monastery halls — scratching, whispering, dragging sounds that no human voice could make. 

Candles flickered even when there was no wind. 

Doors opened though no one touched them. 

Shadows moved even when no one walked. 

And the monks believed

the monastery wasn’t just a home for God…

It was a hunting ground

for something else. 

The monk who would write Codex Gigas

had seen these shadows more than anyone. 

He felt them following him. 

Watching him. 

Waiting. 

Until one night, 

as he walked through the empty hallway, a whisper brushed against his ear: “You will call for me soon…” 

His heart stopped. 

His blood froze. 

Because he knew the voice. 

It wasn’t human. 

It was the same voice

that would later finish the Devil’s Bible. 
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​The monastery had many rules. 

But only one rule carried a punishment so terrifying that even the bravest monks whispered about it in fear: No one… must ever fail the Order. 

Failing meant one thing—

you would be sealed inside a room with no door. 

A room known as the Cell of Eternal Silence. 

No windows. 

No candles. 

No sound. 

Just walls…

and whatever lived in the darkness inside. 

Monks never spoke about what happened in that cell. 

But they heard things. 

Scratching. 

Screaming. 

Voices begging for mercy long after the prisoner should’ve died. 

Some said it wasn’t starvation that killed them…

but their own mind. 

Others said something else lived in that cell— something old, hungry, and patient. 

The monk who would one day write Codex Gigas had seen that cell once. 

Once was enough. 

He watched the priests drag a monk toward it— a man trembling, crying, begging to be forgiven. 

As the massive stone door slid open, 

a wave of cold air escaped, 

so unnatural…

so hollow…

it felt like standing before the mouth of hell. 

And the moment the door slammed shut, the monk heard it. 

A whisper

from inside the cell

answering the man’s screams. 

Not human. 

Not earthly. 

A voice that didn’t echo like sound—

but crawled inside the bones. 

That day, the young monk realized something horrifying: The monastery wasn’t forcing silence…

It was feeding it. 

And the one who demanded that silence was waiting for him too. 
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​Midnight inside the monastery wasn’t quiet. 

It pretended to be. 

But once the candles died

and the last prayer faded into the stone walls, the real monastery woke up. 

It began with soft whispers, 

so faint that the monks thought it was the wind. 

But there was no wind inside those cold corridors. 

Then came the footsteps. 

Slow… uneven… dragging. 

Too heavy to be human, 

too soft to be a creature. 

The monks prayed harder. 

Some covered their ears. 

Some pretended they heard nothing. 

But one man couldn’t ignore it—

the monk destined to create the Devil’s Bible. 

Every night the whispers followed him. 

Every night they grew clearer. 

Every night they sounded more like… words. 

Words spoken in a language

older than any scripture. 

Older than the monastery. 

Older than God’s silence. 

He tried to sleep, 

but the voices crawled under his skin. 

They repeated the same thing, 

again and again:

“Write for us…

write with us…

write like us…” 

One night, 

he gathered the courage to follow the sound. 

Down the hallway. 

Past the locked rooms. 

Past the Cell of Eternal Silence. 

Down to the abandoned scriptorium. 

And there—

under the pale moonlight through a cracked window— he saw it. 

A massive shadow, 

taller than any man, 

standing over an old wooden desk

covered in blank parchment. 

The shadow didn’t move. 

But its voice did:

“Sit. 

Ink is ready. 

Your destiny waits.” 

The monk’s hands shook. 

His knees weakened. 

Because on the desk lay the first page of the Codex Gigas. 

Unwritten. 

Untouched. 

But already alive. 
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​The monk stared at the blank parchment. 

The shadow behind him didn’t breathe, didn’t move, but its presence pressed against his spine like a cold hand gripping his soul. 

He dipped the quill into the ink pot—

only to realize the ink wasn’t black. 

It was dark red. 

Thick. 

Warm. 

Blood. 

His own blood. 

The shadow whispered:

“A book written for eternity

must be written with life.” 

His heart hammered. 

The monk tried to speak—

but fear had stolen his voice. 

Still, he lifted the quill. 

The moment the tip touched the parchment, the candle flames bent inward, as if the room itself inhaled. 

He wrote one line. 

Then another. 

Then ten more. 

And with each stroke, 

the shadow grew clearer—

horns forming, 

wings unfolding, 

eyes glowing like burning coals. 

But the monk couldn’t stop. 

He felt his thoughts slipping, 

his memories fading, 

his hands moving faster than human speed. 

As if someone else

was writing through him. 

Hours passed. 

Or seconds. 

Or years. 

Time meant nothing inside the darkness. 

And when he finally looked down at the page, he froze. 

The words weren’t in Latin. 

Or any language spoken by man. 

They were symbols that twisted and crawled like living creatures on the parchment. 

A language from hell. 

The shadow whispered softly:

“The pact begins.” 
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​By the next night, the monk’s body was weak— but the book demanded more. 

He staggered into the scriptorium, 

hoping the shadow wouldn’t appear again. 

But it was already there…

waiting. 

Tonight, something was different. 

The air felt heavier, thicker, as if the room itself was breathing in reverse. 

On the parchment before him

lay a massive black handprint—

burnt into the page. 

Not ink. 

Not paint. 

Burn marks. 

The shape was too large to be human, 

its fingers unnaturally long, 

curved like claws. 

The monk whispered:

“Whose… hand is this?” 

The darkness behind him answered:

“Yours…

once you belong to me.” 

The monk froze. 

He looked again. 

And the horrifying truth sank in—

the handprint matched his own hand perfectly, just… bigger. 

Twisted. 

Demonic. 

A future version of him. 

A version not human. 

The shadow leaned closer, 

its voice curling like smoke:

“This book isn’t just written by you…

It will become you.” 

Suddenly the handprint glowed, 

burning red like molten metal. 

The monk screamed as the heat seared his palm— branding him with the same mark. 

He collapsed to the floor, 

the smell of burning flesh filling the room. 

When he looked at his hand, 

the symbol was carved into his skin—

a mark from the Devil himself. 

A mark he would carry

till the Codex Gigas was completed…

or till his soul was claimed. 
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​The monk thought the worst had passed. 

He was wrong. 

The Devil was only getting started. 

That night, when he stepped into the scriptorium, the candles lit themselves— one by one—

without flame…

without touch…

as if welcoming him back. 

He approached the Codex. 

The pages fluttered on their own, 

stopping exactly at the burned handprint. 

The room suddenly grew ice cold. 

His breath became mist. 

And then—

A soft drip. 

Another. 

Then a third. 

He looked up. 

Red drops were sliding down the stone walls. 

At first he thought it was water. 

But the smell—

iron, thick, metallic—

told him the truth. 

It was blood. 

The walls were bleeding. 

The droplets ran like tears, 

flowing into words—

words forming on the stone

in that same demonic language

he saw in the book. 

The shadows whispered in chorus:

“WRITE WHAT WE SHOW…” 

“WRITE WHAT WE KNOW…” 

“WRITE WHAT WE OWN…” 

The monk stumbled backward, 

his heart fighting to escape his chest. 

As the blood pooled at his feet, 

shapes began to rise from it—

faces of tortured souls

twisting in agony, 

their mouths wide open

as if screaming silently. 

The monk closed his eyes, 

but the visions only grew stronger. 

Demons with broken wings. 

Creatures with no eyes. 

Children with hollow smiles. 

A world on fire. 

A sky without God. 

He fell to his knees, shaking. 

What he saw that night

wasn’t just evil…

It was a warning

from the author

he now served. 
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​After the night of bleeding walls, the monk could barely breathe inside the monastery. 

Every hallway felt alive. 

Every shadow felt patient. 

But the worst part? 

He began to feel watched. 

Not the kind of watching humans do—

quick glances, shifting eyes, curiosity. 

This was different. 

This gaze crawled under his skin, 

sat heavy on his bones, 

and whispered to his heartbeat. 

On the eighth night, 

he felt it more intensely than ever. 

He was writing inside the scriptorium when he sensed someone—no—something standing directly behind him. 

He froze. 

He didn’t dare turn around. 

The room was silent. 

But his instincts screamed:

“You’re not alone.” 

Then the candles flickered, 

their flames stretching toward the doorway as if pulled by invisible breath. 

Footsteps. 

Slow, heavy, deliberate. 

The monk’s hand trembled over the parchment. 

He finally turned—

just an inch—

and what he saw

shattered the last piece of sanity he had left. 

A figure stood in the corner. 

Tall… impossibly tall. 

Its head nearly touched the wooden beams. 

Its skin was dark like burnt stone. 

But its eyes—

those glowing, molten red eyes—

never blinked. 

It wasn’t moving. 

It wasn’t breathing. 

It was simply watching

him. 

And the moment their eyes met, 

the monk felt memories being ripped out of him— his childhood, 

his family, 

his prayers, 

his hopes…

All swallowed

by those demonic eyes. 

The figure finally whispered:

“You write my story…

and I watch yours.” 

Then it vanished—

not like smoke, 

not like wind—

but like reality itself bent slightly and erased a piece of itself. 

The monk collapsed over the book, 

sweating, shaking, gasping. 

He finally understood the truth. 

The Codex Gigas wasn’t just a book. 

It was a doorway. 

And something on the other side

wanted in. 
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​The monk no longer walked into the scriptorium…

he approached it like a grave. 

Every night brought a new horror, 

a new whisper, 

a new piece of his soul slipping away. 

But nothing—

NOTHING—

prepared him for what happened on the ninth night. 

He entered the dim, candle-lit room, 

expecting the usual cold dread. 

But instead of silence…

He heard scratching. 

Not from the walls. 

Not from the floor. 

From the Codex. 

The giant book lay open on the table. 

Its massive page—

three times larger than a human head—

was moving. 

Not by wind. 

Not by touch. 

But by intention. 

The quill beside it lifted into the air and began writing by itself. 

The monk froze. 

His breath locked in his throat

as the quill danced across the parchment—

fast, furious, mechanical—

like a spider made of ink. 

The scratches grew louder, 

faster, 

more violent. 

Symbols formed. 

Twisting. 

Changing. 

Moving like living creatures

trapped in ink. 

The monk whispered:

“Stop… please stop…” 

But the Codex didn’t belong to him anymore. 

It belonged to what lived inside it. 

Suddenly the quill dropped. 

The page flipped on its own. 

Then another. 

Then ten. 

Then twenty. 

Each blank page filled itself in seconds—

as if an invisible army of demons

were writing from the other side. 

The monk realized the truth:

He wasn’t the writer. 

He was just the witness. 

A prisoner forced to watch

as the Devil wrote a gospel

in his presence. 

The candles extinguished themselves. 

Only the glowing red ink remained, 

pulsing like a beating heart. 

Then the book snapped shut

with a thunderous BOOM—

loud enough to shake dust from the ceiling. 

A voice echoed through the room:

“Halfway done.” 

The monk fell to his knees, tears burning his face. 

Because if this was only halfway…

He feared what the Devil would write next. 
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​The monk could no longer tell where the book ended and the darkness began. 

Each night chipped away a little more of his sanity. 

Each page he completed felt like carving a wound into his own mind. 

But on the tenth night, 

the darkness didn’t wait for him. 

It followed him. 

He wasn’t even inside the scriptorium yet—

just walking through the empty monastery corridor— when he heard it:

Tap… tap… tap…

Footsteps. 

But not behind him. 

Not ahead. 

Above him. 

He froze. 

Slowly lifted his trembling gaze upward…

And saw a massive shadow crawling along the ceiling, its limbs bent like broken branches, its head hanging upside down— following him silently

like a predator tracing its prey. 

Every step he took, 

the shadow mirrored it…

but upside down, 

its fingers elongating, 

scraping the stone like claws. 

The monk whispered, 

“God help me…” 

The shadow turned its head—

a full 180 degrees—

its red eyes glowing like coals in a dying fire. 

It whispered back:

“He cannot hear you.” 

The monk ran. 

The shadow crawled faster. 

Its body twisted, stretched, contorted, moving like liquid darkness. 

He burst into the scriptorium and slammed the door— but shadows don’t need doors. 

The candlelight flickered violently

as the shadow poured into the room like smoke. 

It slithered across the walls, the ceiling, the floor, until all the light vanished. 

The monk couldn’t see his own hands. 

Then—

A shape began forming behind the Codex Gigas. 

Tall. 

Winged. 

Red-eyed. 

The shadow whispered:

“Sit. 

Write. 

Or
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