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    To those who seek strength in adversity and find wisdom in the unlikeliest of places.
For my family, whose love and support are my guiding light. 
To the dreamers and warriors, may your battles be fierce, your victories sweet, and your spirit unyielding.
And to the storytellers, who weave worlds from words and inspire others to believe in the extraordinary…
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Chapter 1

The Spirit’s Lair
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The gaping wound where his right hand had been steadily drained his strength.

Despite fleeing the Dimmitt graveyard with the desperation of a man pursued by hell itself, he now struggled to muster the energy for even a single step. His body lurched and swayed, as if manipulated by unseen forces, while his breath rasped in his throat—a desperate wheezing akin to a man nearing death’s grasp.

He stood at the precipice, unsure how he had arrived there; the desolate landscape testified to its rare human visitors. A profound silence descended, sending a chill down his spine. His vision blurred, the world darkened around him, and his strength drained to its core. His body collapsed, plunging into the ravine as his foot snagged on a protruding rock at its edge. Fortunately, instead of a rocky abyss, dense undergrowth awaited below.

He tumbled downward, crashing through underbrush and catching on low-hanging branches. The pain was excruciating, heightened by the wound on his right arm stump. When he finally regained consciousness at the ravine’s base, dusk had almost descended. The depths below were cloaked in darkness and cold, the last rays of sunlight failing to reach him where he lay.

He contemplated his situation, the throbbing agony in his swollen, bloodied right shoulder jolting his memory and bringing back the events that led him here. Hours earlier, he had engaged in a fierce battle with a formidable youth named Wintie Rayado. During that encounter, not only was he forced to flee, but he also lost his right arm, severed by his adversary. Amid the excruciating pain, a deep-seated thirst for vengeance simmered within him.

Living with only one hand, he was resolute in avenging the lifelong disability inflicted by Wintie Rayado. It wasn’t until he gazed at the stars twinkling above that he realized night had fallen.

Kalin realized he couldn’t stay sprawled there all night. He glanced to the right, seeing only bushes and wide-leaved trees in the darkness. Turning his head to the left, he initially saw nothing but darkness. However, amid the bushes, he faintly discerned a jutting rock at the ravine’s base, roughly ten spear lengths away.

Kalin considered moving to the outcrop, but in his condition, the task seemed impossible. He couldn’t muster the strength to crawl, let alone stand. Every inch of his body throbbed with agony, his limbs feeling as though they were coming apart at the joints.

With unwavering resolve to save himself, he gathered every last ounce of strength and inched closer and closer. Finally, Kalin reached the jutting rock, which turned out to be the mouth of a cave. As he reached the entrance, he collapsed into unconsciousness once again. When he awoke the following morning, several hours past sunrise, he was surprised to find his body feeling considerably better than the day before. Puzzled, Kalin wondered how this could be happening. As he attempted to move, he sensed that the strength he had exhausted the previous night was slowly returning. Sitting with his back against the cave wall, he felt a damp, tingling sensation creeping out of the cave. It seemed this air had influenced his state, gradually restoring his strength.

As he examined the cave walls around him, dimly veiled by thick, age-old dust, Kalin noticed countless inscriptions. The writings were haphazard and unordered, yet when pieced together, they formed a narrative that imparted a profound understanding of martial arts. Kalin’s eyes widened as he took it all in. At first, what he read was difficult to grasp. These teachings were unlike anything he had ever encountered, detailing martial arts with peculiar and mysterious fundamentals, their lineage and style unknown.

As the sun climbed higher, Kalin felt his body improving, despite his hunched and staggering movements. Encouraged by the inscriptions on the outer walls of the cave, he ventured deeper inside. The air grew warmer and more humid, alleviating the tingling sensation in his skin.

Breathing in this air, Kalin felt rejuvenated, his chest easing. As he ventured deeper, he discovered more writings detailing unfamiliar swordsmanship teachings. Sadly, many of these instructional writings were either faded or too blurry to decipher. Nonetheless, the warm, tingling air felt increasingly comforting.

Kalin pressed on into the cave until his steps halted at an unbelievable sight. The cave culminated in a small pond, more akin to a pool, encircled by rocks. Its water was a deep blue, emitting a bluish vapor that possessed a magical, refreshing power over Kalin’s body. In the center of the pool lay a smooth, blue stone, upon which rested a sword. The sword was severed, only two spans long, matching the depth of the water and the smoothness of the stone. This weapon, also emitting a blue light, was missing its pointed end. The mystery of why the sword remained severed and how it came to be there puzzled Kalin.

Standing at the pool’s edge for a while, he felt his body grow increasingly refreshed. Inspecting the wound on his severed right shoulder, he noticed it was healing faster than before. This pool water’s got some mighty powerful properties, Kalin pondered. He stooped to pick up the severed sword on the rock for a closer look.

However, halfway through his bend, his movement halted as his gaze fixed on the cave wall behind the pool.

Through the faint vapor, he could just make out a row of letters, somewhat difficult to read but still decipherable. The inscription read:

.

This cavern’s known as the spirit’s lair,

The pool’s blue waters hold secrets rare,

The sword on the stone, a ghostly sight,

But now just a hilt and a tip so slight.

.

Who can find the missing blade’s end,

And reunite it to transcend,

For he who masters this sword so grand,

Shall be the king of blades in the land.

.

Reading the inscriptions, Kalin surveyed his surroundings, from the cave’s mouth to the pool’s edge. The writings on the cave walls revealed a strange and ancient martial art and swordsmanship. Everything he found within the cave confirmed that it had once been the abode of a powerful being wielding the blue spirit sword. But why was the sword now reduced to mere remnants, and where was the rest of its blade?

Once more, Kalin stooped, his left hand within reach of the blue spirit sword. The moment his fingers closed around the hilt, a strange current flowed through him, restoring his strength and revitalizing his body. Not only that, but he felt lighter, and as he dipped his hand into the pool, he sensed a surge of new strengths and peculiarities.

Kalin was overjoyed. Without hesitation, he kneeled by the pool’s edge and spoke aloud, “To the owner of this blue spirit cave, wherever you are, I’m Kalin, and I want to thank you. Your cave has healed me from the pain and wounds I’ve suffered today. I hope you’ll consider taking me on as your student. I will diligently study everything written here.”

Thus began his solitary pursuit, starting that day, delving into every inscription on the cave walls—martial arts and swordsmanship teachings that he endeavored to unravel alone, even the lost and unreadable parts.

Despite his efforts, Kalin could only grasp and comprehend a third of the knowledge about the spirit sword. Nevertheless, this achievement was already extraordinary.

Four months later, when he emerged from the spirit cave, Kalin had undergone a complete transformation in his martial arts knowledge. This bolstered his conviction that he would successfully pursue his vendetta against the Dragon Warrior, Wintie Rayado.
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Chapter 2

Blade of Vengeance
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Pursuing an enemy across the vast expanse of the New World was no easy task. They had to travel hundreds of miles, ascending and descending hills, crossing rivers, navigating jungles, and overcoming countless natural and man-made obstacles. In the brutal realm of the martial arts, finding the great foe could take months or even years and might never be achieved. The seeker might face perils along the way, potentially meeting their demise before exacting their vengeful wrath.

Kalin was aware of the challenges ahead but felt no fear about his newfound, albeit imperfect, knowledge. He was confident he could face everything on his quest to find Wintie Rayado, the Dragon Warrior, who had maimed his hands and left him crippled for life. Kalin had his own agenda for settling the score with the Dragon Warrior. He firmly believed in his ability to track down his formidable enemy and was equally convinced that his grand scheme for retribution would come to fruition upon encountering Lyvonte Bicette, also known as Supreme, in Nuevo Reino de León, the last known location of his former leader and martial arts mentor.

Upon arrival, Kalin was met with profound disappointment. The vengeance burning in his heart grew immeasurable when he discovered that Lyvonte Bicette had been killed by Wintie Rayado during a recent rebellion.

With his festering vendetta, Kalin departed Nuevo Reino de León, crossed Río Santa Catarina, and continued his journey to Cerro de la Silla. Near the mountain’s base, atop Cerro de la Silla, stood the White Lotus School. Despite being only three years old, the school had already gained a renowned reputation extending to the Anahuac Valley. Its acclaim came not only from its founding principles of aiding the vulnerable and combating nefarious forces but also from its leadership by Willman, a martial arts master.

Over fifty years old, Willman had risen to fame in the martial arts realm over the past decade. Now, he perched atop Fisherman’s Peak, engaged in deep meditation to deepen his spiritual understanding and cleanse himself of past transgressions. He passed the leadership of the school to his oldest, most adept, and most trusted student, Gabrielito Kuilan. At that moment, the White Lotus School exuded an air of tranquility. Inside the spacious house, the eight students—six males and two females—sat in solemn silence, cross-legged, listening intently to Gabrielito as he read from a book authored by their teacher. The book explored the literature of spiritual, mystical, and worldly life. Gabrielito’s voice was clear and soothing, ensuring that every piece of advice and lesson he imparted was readily grasped by his seven fellow disciples.

“In the course of life,” Gabrielito Kuilan read aloud, “every individual will inevitably pass through three stages: first, the moment of their birth into the world; second, the span of their life on this earth; and third, the moment they depart this world, returning to their origin or meeting their demise.”

As Gabrielito Kuilan continued reading, laughter
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