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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.
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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.
Others swore he had crossed frozen rivers without breaking the ice.
And there were those who believed he fought neither for the gold of kings nor the favor of bishops, but for the echo of a vow spoken long before his birth.

That morning, as the mist parted like a curtain before judgment, he heard the sound he had long dreaded.

Drums.

Slow.
Heavy.
Unrelenting.
They rolled from the south and east like thunder advancing across the plains — not wild, but deliberate. Not chaotic, but certain.

The village would burn.

And once more, Lusitania would be weighed in the balance of iron and faith.

The knight knelt at the river’s edge.

Lowering the tip of his sword into the current, he watched the waters tremble around the steel.

In a voice scarcely louder than the wind, he spoke the ancient rite:

“Let the river claim me should I fail.
Let the earth keep me should I fall.
And let the name of Lusitania never fade while breath endures within me.”
For a moment, the current seemed to darken at his words.

Then he rose.

Secured his helm.

And vanished into the thinning mist.

The wind carried the thunder of hooves,
the crackling of torches,
the distant cries of invaders who already believed the land theirs.
War had returned to the river.

And the Knight of Swords — last of the Black — advanced to meet it.
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Chapter II — The Shadow of the Ancient Gods
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The village slept uneasily, cradled by the murmur of the river and the promise of blood.

Yet upon the nearby hills — where the ruins of a Roman temple lay entwined with the stones of a sanctuary older still — voices whispered into the night.

There, among shattered columns and roots coiled like serpents beneath the earth, the Black Knights gathered beneath a veil of darkness.

They were seven.

Seven wardens of seven buried secrets.

Their armor, worn by time and battle, seemed less forged from metal than shaped from shadow itself.

At the center burned a low fire, its blue flames fed by ancient resins and sacred herbs long forgotten by kings and bishops alike.

The smoke rose straight into the night sky, as though the heavens themselves held their breath.

The Knight of Swords knelt before the fire.

He removed his helm and bowed his head.

“The hour has come,” said the eldest of the brotherhood, his voice like stone split by frost.

“Kingdoms awaken. Empires contend for this sacred land.

And the ancient gods — sleeping beneath these hills — begin to whisper once more.”

The young knight raised his gaze.

Within his eyes burned both faith and doubt.

For the gods of whom they spoke were not the gods of Rome, nor those praised within cloisters of stone.

They were older.

Wilder.

The spirits of Lusitania itself.

Endovélico — lord of healing and prophecy beneath the earth.
Ataegina — she who dies and rises with the hidden sun.
Nabia — guardian of springs and flowing life.
Trebaruna — shield of the people and keeper of sacred hearths.
They lingered within fountains, forests, and standing stones veiled by moss and centuries.

“We swore to guard the western frontier,” the Knight of Swords said. “But the enemy comes from every horizon. What strength remains to seven shadows against a world at war?”

The elder smiled, and there was nothing gentle in it.

“The strength of remembrance.

Men forget.

But the land does not.

So long as one hand still bears the blade,
so long as one voice still speaks the name of Lusitania,
its spirit shall not perish.”
The fire trembled.

Its flames shifted from blue to green, from green to molten gold.

A sudden wind swept through the broken temple, and for the span of a single breath, the shadows moved of their own accord.

Upon the ancient stones, carvings long worn by rain began to gleam: crescents of moonlight, entwined serpents, spears, and ravens with outstretched wings.

The Knight of Swords felt the weight of prophecy settle upon his shoulders.

His charge was no longer the defense of a village alone.

He was now guardian of what remained of the land’s ancient soul — that which kings could not command and crosses could not sanctify.

Before his departure, the old master drew forth a small blade, narrow-edged and etched with runes no living tongue could fully remember.

“When the river runs red,” the elder said,
“and the sun veils its face,
draw this blade.
It shall know the path your eyes cannot.”

The young knight bowed.

He placed his helm once more upon his brow.

And vanished into the night.

Behind him, the fire faded into ash. The ruins sank once more into silence.

But beneath the earth, something long dormant stirred:

a pulse, slow and immense,

like an ancient heart remembering how to beat again.
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Chapter III — Between the Cross and the Moonlight
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That night, the sky was clear, and the full moon rose above the valley like a shield of silver.

The Knight of Swords walked alone along the riverbank.

He felt the weight of his helm, the echo of the Order’s voices, the distant murmur of war drums rolling across unseen hills.

Yet above all, he felt a summons that did not come from men.

It came from the land.

He followed the sound of the water into an ancient grove of alders. There, beneath twisted roots and moss-veiled stone, stood a circle of menhirs — so old that even Rome had never dared to claim them.

At their center, a flame burned.

From it, a woman emerged.

Her black hair fell over her shoulders like spilled night, and her gaze held both the light and danger of fire. She wore furs and threads of silver, and around her neck hung a talisman of three interwoven spirals.

Her name was Anagrom.

“I knew you would come,” she said, her voice older than the river’s course. “The land always calls its guardians, even when they hide behind iron.”

The knight took a step back.

“Are you a sorceress?”

She smiled — and there was no shame in it, no need for it.

“I am what remained when the priests demanded silence.

The Romans called us witches.
The monks called us heretics.
But we are only the memory of the earth — maiden, mother, and crowned one.”

As she spoke, the wind rose. The
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