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HERE'S AN EXTRA LAYER of eerie and atmospheric tension to the story, drawing inspiration from the haunting and unsettling style we're aiming for. This style will focus on strange occurrences, whispers, shifting realities, and a sense of inevitable doom—

Here is the Prologue of the book in below paragraph:
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Prologue
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The room was no longer just a room: it had become a living being. The shadows were breathing, pulsating with an unhealthy energy. The walls themselves seemed to move, to bend, as if they were no longer fixed in place. The air tasted of iron and there was a pressure in Giulia's skull, as if something was pressing from within.
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I HOPE YOU LIKE IT! This maintains the dark and mysterious atmosphere of the original text, preparing the reader for the arrival of something sinister and powerful.

The Ancient Shadow series Book 
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Chapter 1: 

The Ruins of Rome
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THE DAY WAS DYING AS Giulia made her way through the ruins of ancient Rome, the shadows of the broken columns stretching long across the weathered stone. The air was thick with an oppressive stillness, as though the city itself was holding its breath. The wind barely stirred the leaves in the cracked courtyards, and the usual hum of the city felt distant, muffled—as if the ruins were shielding her from the world outside.
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GIULIA’S FOOTSTEPS echoed strangely in the silent alleys, the sound of her shoes on the stone unnervingly loud. Her eyes flickered nervously to the darkened recesses of the old buildings, as though something was watching her. But it was just the shadows, she reminded herself. Shadows that held no substance. She had always been a scholar of forgotten history, and now she was close to uncovering something no one had dared touch for centuries. A book, hidden in the catacombs beneath the ruins, that could change everything.
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THE FURTHER SHE WENT, the darker the world around her seemed to grow, as though the sunlight itself was being drawn away. The very air felt wrong, thick with something ancient and alive. She reached the entrance to the forgotten library—a small stone archway that had been hidden for generations. The door creaked open, protesting against its own weight, and Giulia stepped inside, the smell of dust and old stone filling her lungs.
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INSIDE, THE LIGHT FROM her lantern flickered uneasily as if the darkness didn’t want her here. It was then that she noticed it—a faint whisper, almost imperceptible at first. Not the wind. It was something else. Something that seemed to echo from the deepest corners of the room.
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A SOFT VOICE, SO DISTANT it felt like it was coming from beneath the earth itself, murmured something in a language she didn’t recognize. Her pulse quickened, and the hair on the back of her neck stood up.
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SHE IGNORED THE FEAR creeping up her spine, shaking her head. "It's nothing," she muttered, but even her voice sounded hollow in the cavernous, forsaken space.
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WHEN SHE REACHED THE center of the library, she found it: an old, leather-bound manuscript covered in dust. The faint writing on the cover sent a chill through her—a warning, perhaps, or a plea: "L’ombra che cammina."
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THE SHADOW THAT WALKS. It sounded harmless enough. Yet, as she opened the book, something shifted in the room—something tangible, as if the air itself had become heavier. The words on the pages seemed to move, as if they were not written by human hands.
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AND THEN, THE WHISPER came again, louder now. More insistent. "You’ve found it."
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Chapter 2: Il Rituale
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The Ritual
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THE CANDLE FLAMES TREMBLED violently as Giulia, Luca, and Stefano made their way down into the crypt beneath the ruins. A foul smell hung in the air, something decayed, yet faintly sweet, like rotting fruit. The walls, slick with moisture, seemed to close in on them, the stone heavy and oppressive.
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LUCA WAS THE FIRST to speak. His voice broke the tense silence like a whip cracking. “This place... it feels wrong. Like it’s alive.”
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GIULIA DIDN’T REPLY, but a shiver ran down her spine. There was something in the air, something old that was waiting. The Codex had led them here, and the ritual was set. The three of them were at the center of it, surrounded by symbols carved into the stone, faintly glowing in the flickering light.
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STEFANO GRIPPED THE edge of the altar as Giulia began to recite the words from the manuscript. The air grew heavier with every syllable, as if the shadows themselves were thickening around them. The stone beneath their feet began to vibrate, a low hum filling the chamber, like the rumbling of a distant storm.
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BUT THEN—SOMETHING cracked. A sound like dry branches breaking echoed through the chamber. The candles flickered, their flames warping unnaturally, bending and twisting as if pulled by invisible hands. The temperature dropped sharply, the breath in their lungs turning to mist.
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LUCA GASPED, HIS EYES wide with fear. “Giulia—what’s happening?”

Her voice trembled, but she pressed on with the chant. It was too late now.

––––––––
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BEHIND THEM, THE SHADOWS began to twist and elongate, spreading across the floor like dark tendrils, their edges curling and writhing. The stone walls seemed to groan under the weight of something... something ancient that was being awoken.
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A WHISPER—louder now—echoed through their minds, not a voice, but something deeper. Something that made the world feel... wrong.

“You have called me.”
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Chapter 3: L’Arrivo della Tenebra
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The Arrival of the Darkness
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THE CHAMBER WAS NO longer just a room—it had become a living thing. The shadows were breathing, pulsing with a sickly energy. The walls themselves seemed to shift, bending, as though they were no longer fixed in place. The air tasted of iron, and there was a pressure in Giulia’s skull, as though something was pressing in from all sides.
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STEFANO’S VOICE CRACKED with fear. “Giulia, we need to stop. This isn’t what we thought it was.”
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BUT GIULIA STOOD FROZEN, staring at the center of the chamber where a dark form began to take shape. It wasn’t fully visible, just a distortion in the air—a ripple in reality. It was tall, towering, its shape constantly shifting, as though it didn’t fully belong to this world.
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IT was the shadow.

The sound of its whispers grew louder, a symphony of voices that scraped against her mind. They weren’t words, not exactly. More like thoughts, foreign thoughts pressing into her brain, invading her.
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LUCA STUMBLED BACKWARD, eyes wild. “This isn’t a ritual—it’s a summoning.”

“Not summoning...” the voice hissed, its presence heavier now. “Reawakening.”
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THE CREATURE’S FORM flickered, revealing flashes of what it might have been—pale, inhuman faces, eyes wide with terror, mouths stretched open in eternal screams. They weren’t the faces of people, but of something else—something that had never been human.
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[image: ]


GIULIA’S HEART POUNDED in her chest, but she couldn’t stop. She couldn’t break the chant. There was something binding her to it, an invisible thread that held her against her will. The Codex had given her the knowledge, but it had also taken something from her—something vital, something tethered to her very soul.

––––––––
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THE SHADOWS REACHED out toward them, stretching like fingers, and with them came the smell—the scent of decay, of earth long untouched by sunlight. The air was thick with it, suffocating, and Luca collapsed to the ground, gasping for air.

––––––––
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AND THEN, GIULIA SAW it: a face, or perhaps many faces, pressing out from the shadows, each one distorted, their eyes wide with an eternal scream. They moved, not as if they were living, but as if they were... memories. Old memories. Forgotten memories.
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