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TIRANT, THE CRESCENT HEART

A Legend of Blood and Steel
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Book I: The Divided Blood

Chapter- I: The Dual Origin and the Dark Pact

[image: ]


The Abbey of Wolfgarde, nestled in the most inhospitable mountains of the Iberian Peninsula, was not a place of prayer, but of penance and contained power. Its dark stone walls, eroded not only by time but by explosions of contained fury, stood like a scar on the landscape. It was the last known refuge for those whose lineage had been forced to merge: the Lycán-Sanguis.

Young Tirant was the last and most promising of them.

Tirant was neither a complete werewolf nor a pure vampire. He was the result of a desperate pact, the amalgamation of two ancient enemy lineages, united in a failed attempt to unify forces against the growing threat looming from the East: the Young Ottoman Empire, a dark horde of Ghuls and Draugar thirsty for the blood of the Old World.

His condition was a constant torment. The thirst for blood that bit him internally at midnight fought against the uncontrollable fury that the full moon promised. Only through an iron discipline—taught by his mentor, the ancient vampire and hermit Old Viudas—could he maintain his semi-human form. Viudas, with his parchment skin and eyes like embers of millenary wisdom, was not a master of the sword, but of the mind.

—Tirant —Viudas’s voice was like the rustling of dry leaves, barely audible but laden with weight—, the destiny of Wolfgarde is not in its walls, but in your blood. You are the bridge, the anchor. Do not allow yourself to be the fire that consumes both banks.

Tirant listened to the words in front of a crackling fireplace. Since childhood, he had been aware of the duality that inhabited him. Roars and the tidal wave of thirst were his constant companions. But Viudas had taught him to channel them, to turn them into tools instead of masters.
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Chapter- II: The Sanctuary of Wolfgarde and the Stone Effigy
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Wolfgarde housed a small community of werewolves and dissident vampires. The lycanthropes, led by the rough but loyal wolf-woman Captain Plaerdemavida (a noble and large figure), viewed Tirant with a mixture of respect and suspicion. Respect for his innate power, suspicion for the vampiric blood that ran in his veins.

One night, as the full moon ascended, Tirant found himself in the "Transformation Courtyard," an open space inside the abbey with a stone effigy carved with lupine and vampiric symbols. It was the place where the Lycán-Sanguis learned to master their duality. The moon called him; his blood vibrated.

The process of transformation was a controlled hell. His bones crunched, his nails turned into claws, and hair grew in a dense, dark coat. The hardest part was keeping his mind, the essence of Tirant, intact while the beast tried to take control.

—Breathe, Tirant —Viudas’s voice resonated in his mind, through a psychic connection—. Anchor your mind in the effigy. Let control flow from the stone.

With a growl, Tirant clung to the mental image of the effigy, which represented a wolf howling at the moon, crowned by a bat. Little by little, the fury subsided. The transformation stabilized: he was neither a complete wolf nor a vampire in his bestial form. He was an intermediate, with brutal strength and supernatural agility.

The next morning, Wolfgarde's tranquility was broken. A peregrine falcon descended on the central courtyard, carrying a sealed message in an ancient Byzantine dialect.

"...The Legions of the Dark Sultan advance. Constantinople, the last flame of civilization, is besieged by Ghuls, Draugar, and the Abominable children of the Plague. The Basileus and his Blood Council beg your aid, Master Viudas. Only the Heir of the Twilight, the Lycán-Sanguis, can reverse fate. Princess Carmesina, the Lady of the Eternal Night, awaits..."

Viudas looked at Tirant.

—The time has come. Constantinople calls you. And with it, a challenge that will test every fiber of your being. The Lady of the Eternal Night is not easy prey, boy. Her search for immortal love could be your greatest trial.

Tirant nodded. The idea of Princess Carmesina, a pure-blood vampire who yearned for something as human as immortal love, awakened a powerful curiosity. He said goodbye and set off on the journey.
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Chapter- III: The Journey to the Twilight City
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The journey to Constantinople was an odyssey. Tirant traveled on horseback, riding Eclipse, a black steed. He traveled mainly at dusk and dawn, seeking refuge in caves during the brightest hours. His senses were always alert.

One night, while riding through a rocky ravine, a guttural howl cut the air. Tirant stopped Eclipse. The sound came from a ransacked camp.

—Scavengers —Tirant murmured, gripping his sword, Crescent Moon, forged with pure silver and meteorite steel, blessed to harm all undead.

He moved with the silent grace of a wolf. Three emaciated figures, with grayish skin and sunken eyes, were devouring human remains. They were Ghuls, the lowest scavengers of the Dark Sultan's army.

Tirant attacked. The first was decapitated before it could groan, its decomposed body collapsing. The other two attacked with sharp claws. Tirant dodged, feeling the cold air of the claws. He interposed his leather-covered forearm against a bite.

With a cry that echoed with an animal sound, Tirant drew his secondary dagger, Shooting Star, from his boot and plunged it into the chest of the second Ghul. The blessed metal sputtered upon contact with the corrupt flesh, and the creature disintegrated into a cloud of ash and stench.

The last Ghul hesitated, its yellowish eyes revealing fear. Tirant gave it no chance. With a powerful jump, he closed the distance and with a single slash of Crescent Moon, cut the creature in half.

He cleaned the blade on the fallen Ghul's cloak. The first assault of the Darkness on his path was over. The warning was clear: the world was already infected, and Byzantium was the last oasis of light.

He rode on; the long journey forced him into reflection. Could his dual nature find acceptance in the vampire court of Constantinople? And most importantly, could he find the balance to face the total threat of the Dark Sultan?

Only the encounter with Princess Carmesina, the Lady of the Eternal Night, would answer those questions.
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Chapter IV: The City of a Thousand Years and the Bloody Court
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The Last Bastion

After weeks of nocturnal travel and intermittent combat with the Ghuls venturing too far from the Sultan's lines, Tirant and Eclipse finally reached the vicinity of Constantinople. The sight of the city, even in the darkness of night, was overwhelming.

Constantinople rose, not as an ordinary stone city, but as a jewel of ebony and silver, protected by the immense Theodosian Walls, which were not only physical but were imbued with arcane magic and blood barriers that would repel most of the undead. Over the city, a dome of energy pulsed, a visible manifestation of the vampiric enchantments protecting it from the sun and total attack. The air itself smelled of incense, ancient marble and, curiously, metal and fresh blood—the energy required to maintain such defenses.

At the city gates, Tirant was intercepted by a patrol of Night Guardians, young, swift, and arrogant vampires, in silver armor engraved with the Byzantine double-headed eagle.

—Halt. No one enters without the seal of the Blood Council —ordered their leader, a slender-looking vampire named Diafebus. His eyes shone with a red tint, and his disdain for Tirant was palpable. The hybrid, in his leather and silver armor and his animal aura, contrasted sharply with the neat nobility of the court.

—I am Tirant, the Lycán-Sanguis of Wolfgarde. Old Viudas sent me in response to the Basileus’s call —Tirant replied, maintaining his calm. He knew provocation was the specialty of these nobles.

Diafebus, hearing Viudas’s name, paled slightly. Old Viudas, though a hermit, was known and respected for the antiquity of his lineage.

—The Duke of Macedonia awaits your arrival —Diafebus admitted reluctantly, opening a side passage in the magical wall—. But beware, hybrid. Here, the Pure Blood dictates the rules.

The Introduction to the Court

Inside, Constantinople was a marvel of interconnected palaces and catacombs. The Duke of Macedonia, a corpulent and practical vampire, hastened to receive Tirant. Unlike Diafebus, Macedonia saw in Tirant the brute strength and combat knowledge that the refined vampiric court had lost over the centuries.

Macedonia led Tirant directly to the Imperial Throne Room, a cavernous space lit by green-flamed torches, where the Basileus (the Emperor of Byzantium) and his entourage gathered. The Basileus was an ancient vampire, whose immortality seemed to have withered him more than preserved him, his face consumed by the worries of war.

—Welcome, Lycán-Sanguis. Legend precedes you —said the Basileus with a trembling voice—. We need you. Our vampires are masters of intrigue and Blood Magic, but that Sultan's Ghuls are... brutal cannon fodder. We need your fury.

Tirant bowed, feeling the hundred looks of disapproval from the court, but ignoring them. His attention focused on the figure sitting just to the left of the throne, in a position of power equal to or superior to that of the Basileus.

Carmesina: The Lady of the Eternal Night

There she was. Princess Carmesina.

She was not simply beautiful; she was a manifestation of power and melancholy. Dressed in a crimson silk gown that contrasted violently with the immaculate paleness of her skin, Carmesina was the epitome of Sanguinary nobility. Her long black hair cascaded, framing a face with perfect features and lips that seemed eternally stained with blood. Her eyes, deep crimson, did not reflect light but absorbed it, and in them, Tirant read an abyss of centuries of existence and an undeniable longing.

She did not look at the Lycán-Sanguis with contempt, like the rest of the court, but with an intense, almost scientific curiosity. It was the gaze of an immortal being who has seen everything and who suddenly encounters a variable he cannot calculate.

When their eyes met, Tirant felt the shock. It was not the carnal attraction that the wolf fury whispered to him, nor the thirst for domination that the vampiric blood demanded. It was a dull blow to the soul, a feeling of destiny that surpassed his own duality. The warmth of his human heart accelerated, struggling against the coldness of his other half. For Carmesina, accustomed to hearts that barely beat and souls already sold, Tirant's intensity was a breath of air in a sealed coffin.

—Princess Carmesina —announced Macedonia—. This is Tirant, the Warrior of the Twilight.

Carmesina stood up with deliberate slowness, her cloak gently dragging across the marble.

—Welcome to Constantinople, Tirant. I hope the fame of your lineage is as powerful as your appearance suggests. The city needs heroes, not just protectors. My desire is to find a love that is as firm as my immortality. A love that
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