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Prince Ardal and the Star Wolf
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n ancient times, when the stars shone brighter and the night sky seemed closer, there lived an old legend in a distant kingdom called Elden. It was passed down from mouth to mouth, and the wisest elders claimed that it was not just a fairy tale, but a true story, forgotten for centuries.

It told of the Star Wolf — a mysterious creature who roamed between worlds and knew all the secrets of destiny. Whoever found him would learn their true essence and receive the answer to life’s greatest question.

Young Prince Ardal grew up listening to this legend. Every night, when the stars twinkled above his tower, he dreamed of the Wolf. Did he really exist? Could he truly reveal a person’s fate? But over time, childhood dreams faded, and Ardal stopped thinking about fairy tales. Yet destiny had plans of its own.

One day, darkness came to the kingdom. It appeared not as an ordinary night, but as something alive — faceless shadows creeping down from the eastern mountains, devouring light and leaving behind only cold and silence. No one knew where they came from, and no one could stop them. Warriors went off to battle, but never returned. Even the wisest mages found no explanation.

King Rogan, Ardal’s father, called a council. Wise men and advisors argued, searching for a solution, but their words brought no hope. Then the old seer, who had lived in the palace since the days of Ardal’s grandfather, spoke words that made everyone freeze:

— Only the Star Wolf knows the answer.

That very night, Ardal could not sleep. Determination burned in his heart. If the Wolf truly existed, if he could reveal the secret of the darkness, then Ardal had to find him. He decided he would not wait. At dawn, he would set out on his journey.

But the young prince did not yet know that this adventure would change him forever.

The first rays of the sun broke through the window of the royal chambers as Ardal already stood in his room, dressed in travel clothes. He wore a dark blue shirt of sturdy cloth, comfortable leather trousers, and a hooded cloak to protect him from the weather. A sword in carved scabbard hung at his belt, and a strong travel satchel was slung over his shoulder.

Into his small bundle, Ardal placed several flatbread cakes, a piece of hard cheese, dried meat, and a flask of water. He also took a flint, a knife, and a small scroll with a map of the eastern lands. But his heart tightened — he did not know what lay ahead.

— You are really going alone, Your Highness? — asked the chamberlain, looking at the prince with concern.

— Yes, Gilbert. This is my journey, and I must walk it alone, — Ardal answered firmly.

But he had not even left the inner courtyard of the palace when he heard a quiet voice:

— If you think I’m going to let you go alone — then you don’t know me at all.

The prince turned and saw his friend — the young squire Felix. The boy stood with his arms crossed over his chest, and a spark of challenge shone in his eyes.

The prince smiled and, without saying another word, stepped forward. Felix walked beside him. Secretly leaving the palace, they set out toward the eastern mountains — the place where, according to legend, the Star Wolf could appear. The road led them through dark forests, barren plains, and mysterious ravines. And with every step, they came closer to the unknown...
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As the sun dipped below the horizon, they entered the first great forest. Towering trees stretched their branches up to the sky, and even in the twilight, it seemed as though darkness reigned there forever. The leaves rustled softly in the breeze, but at times, it felt as if someone was there — watching them from among the trees.

— I don’t like this place, — muttered Felix, gripping the handle of his dagger.

— We need to rest. If we continue walking at night, we might get lost, — Ardal replied.

They lit a small fire, keeping their weapons close at hand. The flames cast flickering shadows on the tree trunks, and in that dance of light and darkness, something seemed to stir. Taking food from their packs, they began their supper. Ardal broke off a piece of flatbread and dipped it in the honey he had brought with him. Felix chewed on dried meat, staring thoughtfully into the fire.

— What do you think awaits us ahead? — he asked in a quiet voice.

— I don’t know, — Ardal answered honestly. — But if the Wolf truly exists, we will find him.

Suddenly, a faint rustling sound made them both tense.

— What was that? — Felix whispered.

Ardal didn’t answer. He was staring intently into the darkness. Then he saw them. Between the trees, shadows moved. They had no clear form — only ghostly figures that seemed alive.

— They’ve found us... — the prince whispered, gripping his sword tightly.

The darkness thickened. The first night in the forest promised to be a long one...

The shadows around them grew heavier, like a living creature trying to swallow the firelight. Ardal and Felix sat motionless, their eyes fixed on the shapes shifting among the trees. There were several of them, creeping closer, like predators stalking their prey.

— Stay close, — Ardal whispered, tightening his grip on the sword.

Felix nodded silently, his hand resting on the handle of his dagger. The shadows became clearer, and suddenly, one of them slipped forward. It was a tall figure in a black cloak, its face lost in the gloom. Two more appeared behind it.

— Who are you? — Ardal’s voice rang out firmly, though his heart pounded in his chest.

The figures remained silent, but one of them raised a hand, and the darkness around them seemed to stir. The fire crackled sharply, the flames trembling as if an invisible wind tried to blow them out.

— Prince Ardal, — a deep voice echoed, hoarse and resonant. — You seek the Wolf?

Ardal felt a chill run down his spine.

— Who are you? — he repeated, trying not to show fear.

— Those who stand between light and shadow, — the figure replied. — Those who know more than mortals. You have set out on a path from which there is no return.

— If you know about the Wolf, tell me where to find him! — Ardal demanded.

The shadowy figure stepped forward. Its cloak billowed as if caught by wind, though the forest was still.

— To find the Wolf means to find yourself. Are you ready for this? — the voice became

almost a whisper. Felix sighed tiredly. — Of course... more riddles again. The shadowy figure suddenly raised its hand, and a gust of wind rushed toward the campfire, extinguishing it. Darkness swallowed the clearing. Ardal felt Felix tense up beside him, ready for any attack. 

— Go east. To where the moon touches the mountains. But remember: not everything that glitters is light... — the voice slowly faded along with the silhouettes, until they completely dissolved into the night. 

Left alone, Ardal slowly let out the breath he had been holding.
— Well, it seems we have a direction now, — he said, looking into the darkness.
Felix shrugged. — Wonderful. They gave us a task without clues and with mysterious hints. Are you sure this journey was a good idea? Ardal smiled. — Now we cannot turn back. They lit the fire again, deciding to take turns keeping watch. A long road awaited them — and even more mysteries. Ardal and Felix sat by the fire. The flames crackled, casting trembling reflections on the trees. The forest around them seemed like a vast, gloomy kingdom, where the roots of old trees wove into strange patterns, and the branches formed an impenetrable roof through which not even the faint light of the night sky could pass. A cold wind swept between the trees, carrying with it echoes of distant, incomprehensible sounds. 
Felix peered into the darkness beyond the campfire. The shadows between the trees stirred, as if something lived in them, hiding from the light. Ardal silently gripped his sword, ready for any surprise. He did not take his eyes off the dense wall of thickets.
And suddenly, a figure appeared among the trees. At first, Ardal thought it was another horror that had emerged from the darkness. But this figure was unlike the shadows that had been chasing them. It was almost weightless, as if woven from light — yet at the same time, it was real. Felix jumped to his feet, drawing his dagger. 
— Who’s there?! — his voice trembled with surprise. 

The figure took just a few steps to enter the circle of light. And then they saw her.
It was a girl. She stopped at the edge of the fire’s glow, as if afraid to come closer.
Her dark auburn hair fell in soft waves, and her sky-blue eyes sparkled in the firelight. She wore a simple dress of pale golden color, as if it had been woven from the morning dawn. 
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— Who are you? — Ardal asked, not lowering his sword.
— My name is Lia, — she answered softly. — And I... am lost.

There was fatigue and worry in her voice. The girl glanced around the forest, as if checking whether someone was hiding in the darkness behind her back.
— Lost? — Felix repeated, still clutching his dagger. — In a place like this?
Lia nodded.
— I was running... They came to my village. Tall figures, like shadows, without faces, without features — only trembling silhouettes that moved like clumps of black smoke. They glided between the houses, and wherever they passed, the lanterns went out, as if cold fingers smothered the flames. The candlelight in the windows flickered, shuddered, and then vanished, swallowed by impenetrable darkness. Even the moon hanging over the village was covered by a black haze, and the night became even darker. I didn’t know where to run. I only felt that I needed to find.

She fell silent, hesitating. 

— The Star Wolf? — Ardal asked gently.

Lia lifted her gaze to him, blinking in surprise. 

— You are looking for him too? — her voice became a little more confident.

Ardal and Felix exchanged glances.

— We are looking for him as well, — Ardal said. — If he exists, maybe he can help all of us.
Lia took a few more steps forward. Now the firelight illuminated her face. It was tired but beautiful — real, alive. She was not a spirit, not a phantom of dawn. She was human.
— If you’re searching for him... maybe... maybe we should go together?
Felix shrugged, but Ardal felt that this was meant to happen. This meeting was no accident. He nodded.
— Together.

But their calm did not last long. The forest around them froze, and from the darkness came a whisper. The shadows had not retreated... They were waiting for their moment.
The night was deep, dark, and it seemed that even the stars were afraid to look down here. The forest, which had seemed silent and still, suddenly came alive with the whisper of dry leaves and invisible movements in the dark. Ardal stood by the fire, gripping the hilt of his sword.
Suddenly, Lia, who had been dozing beside Felix, stirred. She didn’t wake from a sound — something deeper had roused her, an instinct. The girl raised her head, her blue eyes peering into the darkness.

And then they appeared. Lorcan’s followers.

They were not just clumps of shadow — their outlines shifted, stretched, thickened, like smoke striving to become something solid. They didn’t walk; they glided over the ground, spreading out like black mist.Each of their movements carried with it a wave of icy cold. Even the fire shuddered, as if trying to flee from an invisible threat.
The darkness rolled in, and with it came fear. But it wasn’t just an emotion — it felt alive. You could sense something unseen tightening around your chest, foreign thoughts seeping into your mind — dark thoughts, full of doubt and despair.
Those who had seen Lorcan’s shadows could never forget that terror. They had no faces, only ghostly silhouettes, yet it felt as though countless invisible eyes were drilling into anyone brave enough to look at them.

— On your feet! — Ardal shouted, holding his sword in front of him.

Felix grabbed his daggers, his hands tense, his eyes cold and determined.
Lia drew in a sharp breath, trying to suppress the wave of fear squeezing her chest. It felt as if something inside those creatures was trying to slip into her mind, to plant panic deep within.
— They’re playing with us, — Felix whispered, standing back-to-back with Ardal. 
[image: image]
The shadows circled around them but did not attack immediately. They enjoyed watching the fear grow in the hearts of mortals. One of them drew closer to Lia, its black limbs, like snakes, reaching toward her. And then something strange happened.

Light. A warm, gentle, almost invisible glow emerged from Lia, enveloping her in a thin aura. The shadow recoiled, howling in a silent voice, and retreated back into the darkness. Lia breathed heavily, not understanding what had happened, but she felt her body respond to the threat – her light, her connection to the dawn, was her protection.

— What was that? — Ardal asked, breathless.

— I... I don’t know, — Lia replied, but her voice was firm. She was no longer afraid. She knew that the only thing the
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