
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Gate of the Seven Shadows
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Chapter 1
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Every shadow is born from light—but    some grow strong enough to devour it.”

...

“Seven shadows walk behind us all. Few ever live long enough to face them.”

...

“Shadows do not merely follow you... sometimes, they wait for you.”

––––––––
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Echoes of the Gate

“ELARA” LIVED AN ORDINARY life, marked by a quiet routine in the village of “Gloomhollow,” where houses clustered together and dusty roads were shaded by the dust of time. She didn’t know that the veil of oblivion covering her village concealed secrets older than the surrounding mountains. She believed her biggest fears lay in not achieving her dream of joining the Art Academy in the capital, far from the stagnation that enveloped everything. But fate had something far greater and more terrifying in store for her.

One day, while browsing her grandmother’s ancient library, which smelled of old paper and incense, she found a dusty manuscript hidden among books of astrology and folklore. The manuscript was written in an old language, its illustrations strange and its colors faded, but its leather cover, etched with mysterious symbols, caught her attention. Elara didn’t know that this casual discovery would open a gateway to events that would change the course of her life forever, and reveal a truth about existence she could never have imagined.

As Elara brushed the dust off the manuscript, strange images began to dance before her eyes: a gigantic gate carved into a black rock, surrounded by seven hazy, ghost-like figures. She felt a cold prickle run down her spine, a strange sensation that these drawings were not mere imagination, but a buried truth waiting to be uncovered. She couldn’t resist the curiosity that seized her, so she decided to begin deciphering the manuscript, unaware that she was about to awaken an ancient power.

For days, Elara immersed herself in the world of the manuscript, using her grandmother’s books to decipher the meanings of words and symbols. She discovered that the manuscript spoke of “The Gate of the Seven Shadows,” an ancient passage connecting the human world to another realm, a dark world inhabited by sinister entities. The story told of her ancestors, who were guardians of this gate, and that her family held the secret to closing or opening it. She began to feel that these forgotten tales were not just legends, but a part of her inevitable destiny, and that she was born to be part of this eternal conflict.

The manuscript warned of the “Seven Shadows,” powerful entities that manifest as humanity’s greatest fears, sins, or truths. It described each shadow in terrifying detail: the Shadow of Fear that feeds on terror, the Shadow of Betrayal that plants doubt in hearts, and the Shadow of Desire that tempts souls with false promises. Elara felt a genuine chill as she read these descriptions, as if she could see these shadows moving from the pages of the book into her reality. They were not just words; they were prophecies slowly forming around her, enveloping her life in an aura of tension.

Elara began to feel a strange presence following her. At first, she thought it was just exhaustion from too much reading, or perhaps hallucinations resulting from the dark stories consuming her eyes. But the feeling grew stronger, more real. She felt as if someone was watching her from the dark corners of the room, or whispering her name in the quiet corridors of the house. This feeling aroused her anxiety, pushing her to seek a logical explanation, but all paths led to the unknown, leaving her bewildered and worried.

In one stormy night, as Elara slept, she woke to the sound of faint knocks on her window. She got out of bed, her heart pounding, thinking the wind might be the cause. But the knocking repeated, stronger this time, and she felt a heavy presence fill the room, as if the air had grown thicker, colder. She looked towards the window, finding nothing but the deep darkness of the night, and a lone tree whose branches danced with the wind, but she wasn’t convinced it was just wind; something was there.

Elara cautiously approached the window, trying to discern anything in the darkness, but all she saw was the reflection of her pale face on the glass. Suddenly, her reflection transformed into a distorted face, its eyes glowing red, its mouth widening into a terrifying grin. Elara screamed and recoiled, as if possessed by madness, but the image vanished as quickly as it appeared, leaving her in a state of shock and terror. It was not just a reflection, but a living nightmare that had begun to haunt her.

Elara stumbled to her grandmother, “Lyra,” with trembling steps, her voice barely escaping her throat. She told her what had happened, and how her face had changed in the mirror. Grandmother Lyra looked at her with sad eyes, as if she had been expecting this moment for a long time. She grasped Elara’s cold hand and began to speak in a hushed voice, full of sorrow, “It has begun, my child. The shadows are stirring. The gate of our ancestors is no longer quiet. You have awakened the first, the Shadow of Fear, with your curiosity, and it will not rest until it consumes you.”

Her grandmother’s words were a shock to Elara, tearing away the last threads of doubt in her mind. She hadn’t believed these stories were mere legends, but a cruel reality intertwining with her own. She began to recall the details of the manuscript, and how it described the first shadow as “the mirror that reflects your deepest fears.” She realized that what she saw in the window was nothing but a reflection of her worst dread, and that this entity had already begun to manipulate her mind. Her life was no longer the same, but had turned into a tangible nightmare.

Grandmother Lyra began to explain to Elara their family’s history as guardians of the gate. “Our family has been tasked with protecting this gate for generations, maintaining the balance between worlds. Each generation was trained to confront the shadows, but time changed everything, and people forgot this truth. And now, it seems fate has chosen you to bear this burden.” The grandmother’s eyes gleamed with regret, for the task was arduous, and Elara’s destiny was nothing but an extension of an ancient battle.

Elara felt a heavy burden fall upon her shoulders, a burden she could never have imagined in her dreams. She, the ordinary girl who dreamed of art, suddenly became the guardian of a gate between two worlds. She felt fear creep into every cell of her body, but at the same time, she felt a strange sense of responsibility. She had no choice but to face her destiny. She nodded to her grandmother, her eyes filled with tears, but deep down, there was a determination not to surrender, to protect her world no matter the cost.

The Shadow of Fear began to manipulate Elara in more insidious ways. She would hear faint sounds when she was alone, see shadows dancing in the corners of her eyes, and smell a strange burning odor that appeared and disappeared. She felt as if an invisible presence always surrounded her, waiting for the opportune moment to pounce. She tried to resist, to ignore these phenomena, but fear grew within her, threatening to consume all sense of security, making her feel as if she was slowly losing her mind.

Elara’s psychological state worsened. She lost her appetite and suffered from insomnia. Her eyes were sunken, and her face pale, as if she had lost a part of her soul. Every night, she would wake from terrifying nightmares where distorted shapes and frightening faces appeared, embodying her worst fears. She became isolated, believing that no one could truly understand what she was going through. Even her grandmother, who tried to reassure her, seemed distant, unable to alleviate the psychological pain gnawing at her soul.
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