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Prologue: The Convergence of Stories
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At the threshold of the imperceptible, nestled between the fibers of time, stretches the Eternal Library—a realm veiled in the mist of reality, guardian of every story ever dreamed. Within this sanctuary of grand arches and majestic silence, the echoes of ancient and modern sagas, of tales from the past and legends yet to come, intertwined in an unending murmur.

Kirin, a town wrapped in peaceful slumber, lay light-years away from this wellspring of knowledge. And yet, fate—capricious in its designs—had drawn a thread, fine as a strand of hair, linking the ordinary to the extraordinary. That thread intersected the life of Jun Park, a librarian devoted to his passion for books, offering his nocturnal watch to the silent tomes.

As secret as it was ancient, a forsaken volume slowly stirred in the depths of the local library, hidden in the shadows and the folds of oblivion. The Chronicles of the Immortal bore no title on its cover, yet the enigmatic symbols embossed upon it pulsed with a millennia-old expectancy, its mysteries poised to unfold.

The space around the book trembled, reality rippled like a dune beneath an invisible wind. Whispers arose, weaving a call, as words began to etch themselves onto pale paper, revealing a tale that inexplicably entwined Jun’s life with an unfathomable destiny. The thread of his existence, once straight and unbroken, now coiled around the pursuit of a mythical artifact—the Rose of the Winds, the beating heart of the Eternal Library.

That night, as the veil between worlds thinned, Jun’s story was taking an extraordinary turn. In the echo of a solitary heartbeat, the awakening of a literary traveler took shape, and destiny struck its three blows. An odyssey was about to be born, where each word, each sentence, would help sketch a path where the imagination comes to life.

The lines of his fate, engraved beyond consciousness, would guide him through challenges and mysteries where the ordinary would intersect with the incredible. Chosen to reconcile fragmented worlds by shattered stories, he was the one whose courage and will could transmute fiction into reality. One last reader against the silence that was to come, one final challenge to decipher the whole.

The prologue ends and gives way to the first chapter of Last Reader Standing, the turning point in Jun’s life, from dust to legend.
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Chapter 1: The Literary Awakening





[image: image]




In the semi-darkness of dusk, the shelves of Kirin’s library stood like silent sentinels, guardians of timeless knowledge. Each book was a universe, a promise of escape that Jun Park, the librarian, cherished. His fingers, in a gesture almost affectionate, brushed against the worn bindings, remnants of the adventures they had once contained. Surrounded by these relics of the past and the promises of future stories, he felt fully alive, an explorer in his own sanctuary of knowledge.

Jun had always had a passion for books, a flame ignited in his childhood when he sought refuge in stories to escape the sometimes harsh reality of his life. He still remembered the long evenings spent under the covers, a flashlight in hand, devouring each page with insatiable enthusiasm. This passion had naturally led him to the Kirin library, where he had found not only a job but a true vocation.

That evening, as the last rays of sunlight disappeared behind the horizon, Jun carried out his usual rounds. He made sure every book was in its place, that the shelves were in order. He paused for a moment near the classics section, where books like Les Misérables and Moby Dick proudly resided. He found himself leafing through The Odyssey, his mind drifting into the adventures of Ulysses.

Suddenly, a faint noise caught his attention. He turned around to see a young girl, probably a high school student, holding a book she seemed hesitant to borrow. Jun approached her with a kind smile.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

The girl looked up, surprised, then nodded shyly. “Yes, I was looking for something on Greek mythology. I... I’m passionate about legends.”

Jun pointed to a nearby shelf. “You’ll find several interesting books here. If you need any recommendations, don’t hesitate.”

After helping the young girl, Jun made his way to his desk. He enjoyed these moments when he could share his passion for reading with others. The library was more than just a workplace for him; it was a refuge, a sanctuary.

Jun sat down behind his desk, taking out his personal journal to note his thoughts and observations of the day. It was a habit he had developed over the years, recording every interesting detail or meaningful encounter. As he wrote, he heard the chime of the library door signaling a new arrival.

An elderly man, his face marked by the years, slowly made his way toward Jun. He wore a worn-out coat and an outdated hat, but his eyes gleamed with sharp intelligence.

“Good evening, young man.” The man smiled, revealing a row of yellowed teeth. “I’m looking for a rare book. Perhaps you can help me?”

Jun nodded, always ready to assist a fellow literature enthusiast. “Of course, which book are you looking for?”

The man pulled a piece of paper from his pocket, unfolding it carefully. “The Chronicles of the Immortal.”

Jun straightened up, surprised. It was the same book he had found earlier that day. “In fact, I discovered it today. It’s in the old books section. Follow me.”

They walked together to the secluded alcove where Jun had found The Chronicles of the Immortal. The man gazed at the book with visible fascination, his trembling fingers brushing against the leather cover.

“This book... it has a fascinating history. Do you know what it contains?” the man asked.

Jun shook his head. “I haven’t read it in detail yet. Why is it so special?”

The man smiled mysteriously. “This book is said to contain ancient secrets and tales of forgotten heroes. Those who have read it say it can change your life.”

Intrigued, Jun returned to his desk with the man, deciding to start reading The Chronicles of the Immortal in his presence. As he turned the pages, a strange sensation of connection and destiny intensified. The words seemed to vibrate before his eyes, as though they were trying to communicate directly with his soul.

The library was silent, the air filled with mystery and anticipation. Jun read aloud, captivated by the epic tales and heroic adventures of the protagonists. Each page turned seemed to unveil a new world, a new quest. The man listened attentively, his eyes shining with an unfathomable wisdom.

It was then that the transformation occurred. A deep rumble emanated from the book, the library’s walls trembled, and a golden light burst forth from the pages, enveloping Jun in a brilliant glow. The words he was reading began to rewrite themselves, forming a message that seemed to speak directly to him.

“Jun Park, your destiny is sealed, you are the Immortal chosen to unite the worlds.”

Jun felt a powerful energy course through him, as if the words were imprinting themselves on his mind and soul. The old man rose, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“You have been chosen, Jun. Your life will never be the same. Embrace your destiny, and you will discover wonders beyond your imagination.”

Before Jun could ask any questions, the man vanished in a swirl of light, leaving Jun alone with the book. Stunned, he closed The Chronicles of the Immortal, knowing that his life had just taken an irreversible turn.

In the days that followed, Jun tried to understand what had happened to him. He discovered that The Chronicles of the Immortal endowed him with supernatural abilities and memories of the immortal hero he was meant to embody. But he was not the only one affected by the Literary Awakening. Others in the city began to manifest powers related to their favorite books.

Jun also noticed subtle but troubling changes in the city of Kirin. The streets he knew so well seemed to sometimes transform before his eyes, as if they were pulled from a dream or a nightmare. The residents themselves appeared more tense, some speaking of strange visions or unexplained phenomena.

One night, while researching The Chronicles, Jun discovered a handwritten note slipped between the pages. It was written in an ancient language he didn’t recognize, but as he touched it, he felt a wave of understanding. The words transformed before his eyes into a warning:

“Whoever reads this must be ready to face forces beyond imagination. The Chronicles are a gateway to forgotten worlds and formidable powers.”

Jun felt a weight settle on his shoulders. He realized that his life would never be the same. He was now the keeper of immense and mysterious power, and he had to learn how to use it to protect not only himself but also those he loved.

In the morning, Jun awoke with renewed determination. He prepared to leave the library and begin his quest. But before he left, he did one last thing: he wrote a letter to his colleagues, briefly explaining that he had to step away for an important mission.

As he crossed the library’s threshold, Jun glanced back one last time. He knew that the path ahead would be long and perilous, but he was ready to face whatever challenges awaited him to fulfill his destiny. With The Chronicles of the Immortal in his hands, he ventured into the unknown, his heart beating in rhythm with the words engraved in the ancient book.

The city of Kirin was calm at this early hour, the streets still deserted. Jun walked, each step echoing with his determination. He knew his quest would not be easy, but he was ready to face the dangers to uncover the truth about The Chronicles of the Immortal and protect his world.
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Chapter 2: The Path of Heroes
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The entire night had been a tide of troubled thoughts for Jun as he and The Chronicles of the Immortal entered a silent dialogue. The hours stretched as he scanned the words that danced on the pages, intertwining with the rhythm of his breath and the irregular beats of his own heart. These disconcerting revelations bound him irrevocably to a saga that exceeded the boundaries of his previously known peaceful existence.

With the sunrise, when Jun reopened the doors of the Kirin library, he discovered that reality had dissolved like a mirage under the first rays of dawn. The familiar quarters of Kirin had transformed into a patchwork of scenes ripped straight from the pages of countless stories: there was a futuristic metropolis with glaring neon lights, here a medieval market with vibrant stalls, and further on, a Victorian garden unfolded in tranquil symmetry.

As he crossed this crossroads of worlds, Jun was approached by a man whose appearance and equipment betrayed the epic tales of yore. This stranger, a knight with an archaic and firm manner of speaking, addressed him in a resonant voice:

“You, Jun Park, chosen by a work of incomparable strength, must now undertake the quest for the Rose of the Winds.”

Still in shock from the recent events, Jun slowly nodded. The knight continued:

“The Rose of the Winds is the key to understanding and mastering the powers of The Chronicles of the Immortal. Without it, the power you have discovered will remain incomplete.”

As Jun tried to gather his thoughts, the knight placed a firm hand on his shoulder:

“Remember, Jun, the quest will not be easy. Dangers and mysteries await you at every turn. But you are not alone in this adventure. Seek allies among the pages of the books you cherish so much.”

It was at the borders of this new Kirin that his path crossed with Calla’s. Her silhouette was that of a regained freedom, her graceful movements as a thief concealing the marks of a past long gone—broken chains, nights of escape under the stars. She, too, was bound to a tome, The Queen of the Night, whose words granted her a gift to slip unnoticed into the shadows of dusk.

With a sharp look beneath a mysterious smile, she told him:

“Our paths converge, woven by the same entanglement of fate. Together, let us face the challenge of this quest.”

Jun, intrigued by this encounter, felt an immediate connection with Calla. She explained how she had discovered her own magical book and the powers it granted her. Together, they decided to combine their strengths to move forward in their shared quest.

They traveled through the transformed streets of Kirin, exchanging their knowledge and developing strategies to find the Rose of the Winds. Calla showed Jun how to use the shadows to move stealthily, while Jun shared with her the secrets he had uncovered in The Chronicles of the Immortal.

Over the days, their partnership grew, and they became inseparable companions in this adventure. They encountered others affected by the Literary Awakening, thus forming a motley group, but one determined to accomplish their mission.

One night, as they camped under the stars, Calla told Jun a legend she had read in her own book. A legend about an ancient hero who had once wielded the Rose of the Winds to save the world from darkness.

“The legend says that the Rose of the Winds is more than just an artifact,” murmured Calla. “It is the symbol of balance between worlds. He who holds it can open portals to other realities, but also close those that threaten our existence.”

Jun listened attentively, realizing the magnitude of their quest. They were not just searching for a magical object, but a key to protect their world from dark forces.

The next day, their journey led them to an ancient temple buried under vegetation. The place emanated an aura of mystery and power. They proceeded cautiously, aware that each step brought them closer to their goal.

Deep within the temple, they discovered a room adorned with strange symbols. At the center, a pedestal bore an inscription in an ancient language. As Jun deciphered the runes, he understood that the Rose of the Winds was hidden in an even older place, protected by legendary guardians.

“We must continue,” Jun said, determined. “Each clue brings us closer to our objective.”

Calla nodded, ready to face the challenges ahead. Together, they left the temple, their minds focused on the next step of their journey.

Their quest was far from over, but they knew that as long as they stayed united, they could overcome any obstacles. The Rose of the Winds awaited them, and with it, the promise of restoring balance between the worlds.
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Chapter 3: In the Embrace of the Grimm Forest
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The Grimm Forest, a mysterious haven where the whisper of ancient myths was lost among a chorus of trees with centuries-old branches forming natural vaults and arcades, stood as a living testament to the unfathomable richness of Grimm’s Fairy Tales. It was within this magical haven that Jun and Calla, bearers of the secrets of the books that had chosen them, walked with measured steps, giving a wary respect to the environment that breathed the majesty of the legends it had birthed.
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