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Before time was given a name,

before towers crowned the hills,

there was a land breathing between sea and mountain.

They called it Lusitania — an ancient word forged from wind and iron.

By a wide river of deep and patient waters stood a village, suspended between silence and fear.

The men sowed grain, the women spun flax,

and all kept their eyes upon the horizon, like those awaiting an omen.

For enemies came from every direction.

From the east marched the men of Castile, clad in steel and ambition.

From the south rode the Moors upon horses dark as the desert night.

From the north came wandering barbarians, bearing the fury of the forests.

And from the past still echoed the tread of Rome’s legions —

ghosts of an ancient order time had never wholly buried.

At the heart of the village lived a man who knew no rest —

one they called the Knight of Swords.

Some said he was the son of no lord;

others claimed he was born of every war.

His helm was black, his cloak torn,

and in his gaze lingered the memory of dawns and ruins.

When the river began to gleam beneath the first light of morning,

he mounted his horse and rode along the bank,

as though listening to the voice of the land itself,

or perhaps to the murmur of ancient gods still sleeping beneath the stones.

That morning, the wind carried an omen.

The waters ran clouded,

as though the blood of future battles already flowed down from the mountains.

And in the distance, the sound of drums — rising from every side —

announced what no man could prevent:

the hour in which ancient Lusitania would be put to the test.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter I — The Call of Iron and Faith
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The day was born beneath a veil of mist.

The river rose in silver currents, and the air carried the scent of wet iron and ancient earth — as though the soil itself remembered every blade that had ever tasted blood upon it.

Among the shadows of the trees, a figure moved in silence: light as the wind, certain as the edge of a blade.

It was the Knight of Swords.

Clad in black from head to heel, he wore a mantle that trailed behind him like the shadow of a raven in flight. His armor did not gleam. It had not been forged for the pride of courts nor the spectacle of tournaments.

It had been made for night.

For secrecy.

For wars history scarcely dared to name.

Beneath the helm, little of his face could be seen — only the eyes, twin shards of dawn, ever watchful.

He moved like a monk at prayer, or a hunter standing at the threshold of the wild: without sound, without hesitation, without mercy.

He belonged to the Order of the Black Knights.

A brotherhood born in the waning years of the Roman Empire, when marble pillars cracked and the tribes of ancient Lusitania still sang to gods of thunder and forest.

They had sworn no oath to kings, crowns, or conquest — but to balance.

Where power swelled beyond measure, they appeared.

Where faith hardened into tyranny, they became the whisper that unsettled thrones.

Where chaos devoured the innocent, they were the unseen blade in the dark.

The Knight of Swords was the youngest of the Order — and the most feared.

Some claimed he had trained in the shadows of forgotten temples.
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