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    To all the readers who dare to step into silence. To those who listen between the shadows, who find meaning in echoes, and who carry stories beyond the page.
This book is for you.
Pavel Kostka PPKPP

      

    



  	
        
            
            In silence, the loudest voices are born. In shadows, the brightest hymns are sung. And in the absence of breath, eternity begins.
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Annotation

The Silent Choir

Deep in the heart of a forgotten town stands a cathedral no one dares to enter. Its walls echo with a hymn sung by a choir that has no mouths, no breath, no life. The melody is beautiful, haunting—and deadly.

Those who hear it are stripped of their voices, their cries silenced, their identities erased. One by one, they are drawn into the choir, their souls woven into an eternal song that never ends.

When Thomas stumbles upon the cathedral, he discovers that silence is not absence—it is hunger. The Silent Choir does not merely sing; it consumes. And once you hear their hymn, escape is impossible.

A chilling tale of possession, loss, and the terrifying power of sound, The Silent Choir will linger long after the last page, whispering in the silence you thought was safe.
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Chapter One: The Forgotten Cathedral

The rain had been falling for three days without pause, a relentless curtain of water that blurred the edges of the town and turned its streets into rivers of mud. Beyond the town’s limits, where the cobblestones gave way to cracked country roads, stood the cathedral. It was not marked on any modern map, nor spoken of in polite company. Its spires, blackened by centuries of neglect, pierced the sky like skeletal fingers, and its bells—long rusted and silent—hung heavy in their towers.

Eleanor had heard whispers of it since childhood. The elders spoke of the cathedral only in hushed tones, as if naming it aloud might summon something best left forgotten. They called it The Silent Choir’s Keep, though no one could explain why. Some claimed it had been abandoned after a fire, others after a plague. But the most persistent rumor was that the choir had never left.

On the evening the rain finally broke, Eleanor found herself drawn to the place. She had not planned it. She had been walking, restless, her lantern swinging at her side, when the road curved and the cathedral revealed itself through the mist. Its doors, carved from oak and scarred by time, stood ajar as though inviting her in.

The air inside was colder than the storm outside. Dust lay thick across the pews, and the scent of mildew clung to every stone. Yet beneath the silence, Eleanor thought she heard something—faint, distant, like the hum of voices carried on the wind. She froze, her lantern trembling in her hand.

The sound grew clearer as she stepped deeper into the nave. It was not singing in any language she knew, nor did it carry the warmth of human voices. It was hollow, resonant, vibrating through the walls themselves. She pressed her palm against the stone and felt it shiver beneath her touch.

At the far end of the cathedral stood the choir stalls, carved with grotesque figures whose mouths had been chiseled away, leaving only smooth, featureless faces. Eleanor’s breath caught. The voices were louder now, rising in eerie harmony, though the stalls were empty.

Her lantern flickered. Shadows stretched unnaturally long across the floor, bending toward her like reaching hands. She tried to speak, to whisper a prayer, but no sound left her lips. Panic surged—her voice was gone. She clutched her throat, gasping silently, as the choir swelled around her.

The melody was suffocating, pressing against her skull, filling her mind with images she could not banish: rows of faceless singers, mouths sealed, eyes hollow, yet their song eternal. She stumbled backward, desperate to flee, but the cathedral’s doors had closed.

The last thing Eleanor saw before the lantern extinguished was the choir stalls shifting. Figures emerged from the shadows, pale and indistinct, their throats scarred, their lips sewn shut. They moved in unison, their song vibrating through the air, and though they had no mouths, the music poured from them like a curse.

Eleanor’s scream never came.

The Silent Choir had claimed another voice.

 


Chapter Two: The Echo of Voices

The town awoke to whispers. Not the ordinary kind that drifted through taverns or markets, but whispers that seemed to seep from the very stones of the streets. They carried no words, only tones—low, mournful, and strangely melodic.

Thomas, the caretaker of the old library, was the first to notice. He had spent the night cataloging forgotten manuscripts when the sound reached him, faint at first, then swelling until the ink on his page blurred beneath trembling hands. He pressed his palms to his ears, but the voices slipped through, vibrating in his bones.

By dawn, others had heard it too. Farmers claimed their cattle refused to move, staring toward the cathedral’s silhouette on the horizon. Children woke screaming, clutching their throats, unable to explain why they felt as though something had brushed against their voices in the dark.

The mayor called a meeting in the town hall. The villagers gathered, pale and restless, their eyes darting toward the cathedral’s spires visible through the rain-streaked windows. “It is only the wind,” the mayor insisted, though his own voice cracked as he spoke. “The cathedral is nothing but stone and ruin.”

But Thomas stood, his lantern still in hand, his face hollow. “Eleanor went there,” he said. “She has not returned.”

A silence fell. Everyone knew Eleanor’s curiosity, her restless wanderings. And everyone knew what it meant when someone entered the cathedral.

The whispers grew louder, filling the hall, though no one spoke. The villagers clutched their
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