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Chronicles of Hidden Worlds

Step beyond the ordinary and enter realms where silence speaks, shadows breathe, and forgotten dreams awaken. Chronicles of Hidden Worlds is a collection of twenty original tales that transport readers into mysterious landscapes—bridges between realities, rivers that carry time, towers that listen, and cities that sleep beneath the waves.

Each story is a doorway into the unknown, blending myth, fantasy, and psychological depth. These are not simple fables, but immersive journeys that challenge perception, stir emotion, and leave echoes long after the last page is turned.

Crafted for a global audience, this anthology invites curiosity and wonder. Whether you seek haunting atmospheres, poetic storytelling, or timeless allegories, Chronicles of Hidden Worlds offers a universe of secrets waiting to be discovered.
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The Night of the Whispering Forest

The forest was silent, wrapped in shadows that seemed to breathe. Only the faint rustle of leaves broke the stillness, as if the trees themselves were whispering secrets to the wind.

A young traveler named Elias stepped carefully along the narrow path. He had heard the legends—stories of voices that called out in the night, guiding wanderers deeper until they vanished forever. But Elias was not afraid. He carried with him a lantern, its flame small but steady, and a heart filled with curiosity.

As he walked, the whispers grew louder. They were not frightening, but strangely inviting. “Come closer… come closer…” the voices seemed to say.

At the center of the forest, Elias found an ancient oak. Its trunk was wide, its branches reaching like arms into the sky. The whispers stopped. Silence fell heavy, and Elias felt the weight of the moment.

He placed his hand on the bark. Suddenly, the lantern flickered, and the oak glowed faintly with golden light. The whispers returned, but now they spoke clearly: “You are chosen to carry our story. Guard it well, for it will guide those who come after you.”

Elias bowed his head. He did not fully understand, but he knew the forest had given him something precious—something that would change his journey forever.

He turned back toward the path, the lantern burning brighter than before. The forest was no longer silent. It hummed softly, like a lullaby, as if it had accepted him as one of its own.

End of story.

 


The Forgotten Lighthouse

The sea was restless that night, waves rising like dark mountains against the horizon. On the edge of the cliff stood the old lighthouse, its stone walls scarred by centuries of storms. No one had lived there for decades, yet the lantern atop still flickered faintly, as if refusing to surrender to time.

Travelers spoke of the lighthouse as cursed. Ships that sailed too close vanished without a trace, swallowed by the ocean’s hunger. But others whispered of a guardian—an unseen keeper who lit the flame each night, guiding souls not to safety, but to destiny.

A woman named Clara arrived at the cliff, drawn by dreams she could not explain. Every night for weeks she had seen the same vision: a light cutting through the fog, calling her name. Now she stood before the tower, the wind tearing at her coat, the sea roaring below.

She pushed open the heavy door. Inside, the air smelled of salt and forgotten stories. Steps spiraled upward, each one creaking under her weight. At the top, she found the lantern burning with a golden fire that did not belong to this world.

The flame bent toward her, as if alive. In its glow, Clara saw faces—sailors, wanderers, dreamers—all staring back at her with eyes full of longing. They were not lost. They were waiting.

The whispers filled the room: “Keeper of the light… your time has come.”

Clara reached out, and the flame leapt into her chest. Her heart burned, not with pain, but with purpose. She understood now: the lighthouse was not cursed. It was a passage, a beacon for those who sought more than life could offer.

From that night forward, the lantern shone brighter than ever. Ships no longer feared the cliff. They followed the light, knowing it would lead them to something beyond the horizon.

And Clara, the forgotten dreamer, became the eternal keeper of the lighthouse—her soul bound to the flame, her voice carried by the sea.

End of story.

 


The House of Silent Rooms

The village children never went near the old stone house at the end of the lane. Its windows were dark, its doors sealed, and its walls seemed to breathe with the weight of forgotten years. They called it the House of Silent Rooms, because no sound ever came from within—no laughter, no footsteps, not even the creak of wood.

One autumn evening, a boy named Samuel dared to enter. He had always been curious, drawn to mysteries that others feared. With a lantern in hand, he pushed open the heavy door. The hinges groaned, but once inside, silence swallowed him whole.

The rooms were empty, yet not lifeless. Shadows clung to the corners, shifting as if they had their own pulse. Samuel walked deeper, each step echoing faintly, until he reached a staircase that spiraled upward.

At the top, he found a chamber with walls covered in faded portraits. Faces stared back at him—men, women, children—eyes wide, mouths closed. They looked alive, as though waiting for him to speak.

Samuel whispered, “Who are you?” The silence broke. A thousand voices answered at once, not with words, but with a wave of emotion—sorrow, longing, hope. He understood then: the house was not abandoned. It was filled with memories, trapped in silence, waiting for someone to listen.

He placed his lantern on the floor. Its light spread across the portraits, and for a moment, the faces softened. The silence lifted, replaced by a gentle hum, like a lullaby carried on the wind.

Samuel left the house that night, but the hum followed him. It lived in his heart, reminding him that silence is never empty—it is full of stories waiting to be heard.

End of story.

 

cover.jpeg
CHRONICLES
OF HIDDEN
WORLDS

P RieR P





