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            "In the days of old, when giants walked the earth, the heavens wept and the waters rose. The pride of man was drowned, and the sins of the mighty were buried. Only those who heeded the warning of the divine found refuge as the world was made new."
— Ancient Texts of the Forgotten Flood
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​Introduction to the Parallel Earth Chronicles
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“Illusione Perfetta” song by Piero Piccioni plays as you begin to read....

On a lonely highway, there is a forgotten billboard. Inside, hidden from sight, is a shimmering pool where interdimensional mermaids weave the threads of reality, holding together the strange and fragile fabric of the parallel worlds.

Welcome, traveler, to the hidden folds of the multiverse—a collection of worlds that twist and shift through dimensions both familiar and strange. Beyond what you know lies a vast expanse of parallel Earths, each one like our own but touched by the extraordinary. It’s a place where the ordinary meets the unbelievable, and the choices of one life ripple across countless others.

Get ready for the unexpected, the impossible, and the deeply human. Here, we begin our journey into the strange and the surreal. Welcome to the Parallel Earth Chronicles.....
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​CHAPTER 1: The Boat Builder’s Vision
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The river ran silent under the waning light of dusk, its surface dark and unyielding as if reflecting the unseen turmoil brewing in the heavens. Davor knelt at its edge, his hands clasped tightly in prayer. The chill of the evening bit at his skin, but he remained still, his voice low and fervent.

“O Lord, why dost the air feel heavy with change? Shall the earth yet yield her fruits, or shall the crops be consumed by thy wrath?”

The air around Davor seemed to shift, growing impossibly still. His breath hitched, and a deep hum resonated through the earth beneath his knees. Then, without warning, the world before him dissolved, as if the veil of reality had been torn apart.

He no longer saw the river, the trees, or the sky. Instead, he was plunged into a maelstrom of sights and sounds—a vision so vivid it consumed him entirely.

The ground buckled and cracked, fissures spilling torrents of water that gushed like veins split open. The heavens above split apart, not with the gentle caress of rain but with an unrelenting deluge, an avalanche of water that roared like a living beast. Mountains crumbled into the churning abyss, their proud peaks dragged under monstrous waves. Villages, bustling with life only moments before, were swallowed whole, their streets turned to rivers, their people swept into the endless void.

And then, he saw them.

His family. Mira clung to Liora, terror etched on her face. Halim’s cries were lost to the roaring tide, his struggle futile. Tovin’s hand reached toward Davor, his calm shattered by fear.

A bloody wave rose, towering and merciless, swallowing them whole. In the distance, a lone boat drifted on the horizon, defiant against the storm.

“No!” Davor screamed, though no sound escaped him. He reached for them, but his hands passed through the vision, grasping nothing but air.

And then, all fell silent.

He was standing in a vast, empty void, the silence so deep it pressed against his ears like a deafening roar. His own heartbeat thundered in his chest, the only sound in this endless nothingness.

A light appeared.

It was not blinding but pure, warm yet commanding, radiating from all directions at once. He felt it before he saw it, a presence that filled every inch of the space around him, seeping into his very soul.

“Why have thou shown me this?” Davor whispered, his voice trembling, his knees buckling beneath the weight of the presence.

A voice answered—not as sound, but as something deeper, an impression, an undeniable truth that resonated within him.

“The world hath forsaken Me, and the wickedness of man hath filled the earth with iniquity.”

The words pierced him, not with malice, but with sorrow, a grief so profound it threatened to crush him. He fell to his knees, his hands trembling.

“Behold, the flood cometh; it shall purge the earth of all its transgressions.”

Tears welled in Davor’s eyes as the weight of the message bore down on him. “Why show me this? I am no king, no priest. Why me?”

“For thou hast hearkened unto My voice and hast kept thy faith when others have turned away. Thou hast walked in righteousness, neither given to drunkenness, nor defiled thyself with sin. Thou hast not strayed after strange flesh, nor betrayed the covenant of thy marriage, even as the world hath descended into darkness.”

The light pulsed, filling him with a strange, terrifying sense of purpose.

“Thou art chosen. Build thee an ark, that thou and thy neighbors may find refuge and survive the judgment to come.”

As the voice faded, the vision surged again. He saw flashes—his hands carving timber, his children herding animals into the ark, Mira standing at his side, skeptical but unwavering. Then the rains came, and the ark swayed against the tides. Through it all, he heard the voice one last time:

“Faith, Davor. Faith is thy only refuge.”

The vision shattered, and Davor collapsed onto the riverbank, his chest heaving as he gasped for air. The ordinary world around him seemed dull and lifeless compared to the vivid power of what he had just experienced. But the command remained, etched into his soul as if carved by fire.

“Faith,” he whispered, rising slowly to his feet. His knees wobbled, but his resolve was unshaken. He turned toward his home, where his family waited.

There was no room for doubt now.
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