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THE LOST PRINCE

Olba was still burning.

Three days had passed.

But the fire in the city had not gone out.

While some houses still smoldered,

some streets still waited for the bodies to be removed.

And at night...

the drums began to play again.

No one asked where they came from anymore.

Because if some sounds lasted long enough...

a city would begin to believe they had always existed.

—
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After the fall of Teukros, the rumors had grown.

Some said the prince was dead.

Some claimed he had been taken by the ancient city beneath the sea.

Others...

said he was no longer human.

Pirate soldiers were afraid to patrol at night.

Because when the harbor fog descended,

in the narrow streets,

on the rooftops,

even along the shoreline...

hooded silhouettes were said to appear.

And every rumor ended with the same sentence:

“The Noble Blood will return.”

—
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Aba had not slept for three days.

She sat alone in her room in the northern tower of the palace.

In front of her rested the small bronze seal.

The seal Teukros had left behind.

“CONTINUE.”

This word had lodged itself in her mind.

Because she did not believe the prince was dead.

She could not believe it.

And this feeling was not logical.

But some bonds could not be explained by logic.

—
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Near midnight...

Aba made her decision.

She could not remain in the palace any longer.

Because even the walls felt as though they were lying to her.

Her father had gone silent.

That silence was more terrifying.

And Drakon was drowning the city in blood.

Olba was falling apart.

And Teukros was missing.

Aba slowly rose to her feet.

She took her sword.

Draped her black cloak over her shoulders.

Then...

without telling anyone, she left the palace.

Alone.

There were no soldiers beside her,

no guards,

no friends.

Because she could no longer trust anyone.

And this journey...

had to be made alone.

—
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When she passed through the northern gate of Olba, dawn had not yet broken.

The sky was gray.

Ash still drifted through the air.

The pirate soldiers at the gate did not recognize her.

Her head was covered.

She passed silently.

And for the first time...

she felt free.

It was a frightening feeling.

Because sometimes when a person escaped a cage...

they thought not of flying, but of falling.

—
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The mountain roads of Cilicia were harsh.

Narrow passes,

cliff edges,

dried pine forests...

And everywhere there was silence.

But this was not natural silence.

It was the silence of being watched.

Aba could feel it.

Because several times she saw movement atop the rocks.

Shadows.

Someone was following her.

—
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The first night, she stopped beside an old stone well.

She did not light a fire.

Because in the mountains, fire...

could summon death.

Keeping her sword beside her, she tried to sleep.

But every time she closed her eyes, the same image appeared:

Teukros was falling.

Into the red light.

And his final words:

“Find where you belong...”

Aba opened her eyes with a sharp breath.

At that exact moment...

the howl of a wolf echoed in the distance.

Then a second.

And a third.

But these were not real wolves.

It was a signal.

Aba understood that.

Someone knew her location now.

—
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The next day, the mountain path narrowed.

Fog had descended.

Her horse began to grow restless.

Aba placed her hand on her sword.

Because the silence had changed.

And then...

the first arrow came.

It struck the stone.

Aba instantly ducked.

The second arrow passed beside the horse.

The third flew directly at her.

Aba deflected it with her sword.

Shadows appeared atop the rocks.

Warriors wearing wolf pelts.

Their faces were covered.

They moved silently.

Professional.

Aba shouted:

“Who are you?”

They did not answer.

Two warriors attacked at the same time.

Aba stepped back.

Drew her sword.

The sound of steel echoed through the mountains.

She pushed the first warrior away.

Barely escaped the strike of the second.

But they were not fighting to kill...

they were fighting to capture her.

That was more dangerous.

Because it meant they had a plan.

—
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As Aba retreated along the narrow cliffside, her foot slipped.

Just as she was about to fall, someone grabbed her arm.

Pulled her back violently.

And pressed a blade against her throat.

A deep male voice spoke:

“Don’t move.”

Aba held her breath.

She was completely surrounded.

At least ten warriors stood around her.

Wolf pelts,

ancient bronze weapons,

leather pieces embroidered with wheat symbols.

One of them approached and pulled the covering from Aba’s face.

A long silence followed.

The warrior frowned.

“This woman...”

But he did not recognize her.

Because he had never seen Aba before.

Their leader spoke harshly:

“She could be a spy.”

Another asked:

“A pirate?”

Aba said nothing.

Because now a single wrong word...

could bring death.

The leader looked at her one last time.

Then gave the order:

“Bind her.”

Aba’s hands were chained.

And for the first time...

she truly felt alone.

Among the mountains,

surrounded by enemies,

her name unknown...

she had vanished.

And far away...

inside the ancient Hittite caves,

the fingers of Teukros, lying between life and death, moved slightly.

THE WOLF PELT WARRIORS

The chains around Aba’s wrists were tight.

The mountain warriors dragged her upward through narrow passes.

Fog had descended.

The rocky paths were almost invisible.

But the warriors seemed to know the roads by heart.

They moved in silence.

None of them spoke unnecessarily.

This...

disturbed Aba.

Because disciplined people were feared.

Especially those who lived in the mountains.

—
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The warrior in front never looked back even once.

The wolf pelt on his shoulder swayed as he walked.

An ancient bronze axe hung across his back.

But the most striking thing...

was the wheat symbol on his belt.

When Aba saw it, tension spread through her.

Because no matter where she went now, the same sign appeared before her.

Wheat.

Earth.

Blood.

And the past.

—
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They walked for hours.

The road became harsher.

Narrow cliffside paths,

dried cedar trees,

rocks covered in fog...

In some places, ancient Hittite carvings could be seen etched into the stones.

As the warriors passed them, they slightly lowered their heads.

Aba noticed this immediately.

Because these were not merely warriors.

They carried belief within them.

—
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At last they reached a hidden passage between towering cliffs.

There were two massive stone pillars.

Wolf head carvings stood upon them.

And between them...

ancient Luwian inscriptions.

As Aba looked at the writings, a strange feeling passed through her.

It was as though she remembered some of the symbols.

That frightened her.

Because now even the stones no longer felt foreign to her.

—
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When the gate opened, Aba stopped.

Because inside was a small stone village.

Hidden within the mountain.

Invisible from the outside.

Stone houses,

narrow roads,

fire pits,

iron forges...

And people.

Many people.

Women,

children,

wounded warriors,

the elderly...

Some looked at Aba with fear.

Some with hatred.

Others were simply silent.

Because this village...

was the village of the fugitives.

—
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A child saw Aba and whispered to his mother:

“Is she a pirate?”

The woman immediately pulled the child behind her.

That movement pierced Aba deeply.

Because for the first time...

she truly felt that people were afraid of her.

—
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The warriors brought her to the large stone structure at the center of the village.

This was the old meeting hall.

Inside stood a long stone table.

On the walls were:

wheat symbols,

Hittite suns,

and wolf figures.

The old man standing in the center rose to his feet.

He had long white hair.

One of his eyes was blind.

But his voice was powerful.

“Who is this?”

The leader answered:

“We captured her on the mountain road.”

The old man looked at Aba.

For a long time.

As though he were trying to see something beneath her face.

“Your name?”

Aba remained silent briefly.

She considered lying.

But then abandoned the thought.

“ABA.”

The room fell silent.

Some seemed as though they had never heard the name.

Others froze.

But no one had understood yet.

The old man asked again:

“Whose side are you on?”

That question...

struck Aba deeply.

Because she no longer knew the answer.

The silence stretched on.

At last, she only said:

“I don’t know.”

That answer disturbed everyone in the room.

Because people did not like those without sides.

Especially when war was approaching.

—
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At that exact moment, the sound of metal came from outside.

The sound of iron being hammered.

Rhythmic.

Harsh.

A warrior entered the room and spoke:

“The blacksmith has arrived.”

And the door opened.

A broad-shouldered old man stepped inside.

His face was covered in soot.

Burn marks scarred his hands.

Across his back he carried newly forged spears.

The moment Aba saw him, she froze.

Because she recognized him.

The old blacksmith from Olba.

The man who had repaired weapons for the palace for years.

At first, the blacksmith did not notice her.

He set the spears down.

Then he lifted his head.

And his eyes locked onto Aba.

Silence fell.

A long silence.

A dangerous silence.

The blacksmith’s expression slowly changed.

First shock.

Then fear.

Then...

rage.

He stepped forward.

With a trembling voice, he whispered:

“No...”

Everyone in the room turned toward him.

The blacksmith pointed his finger at Aba.

And shouted:

“THIS... IS THE PIRATE KING’S DAUGHTER!”

THE DEATH SENTENCE

The meeting hall suddenly fell silent.

It was such a deep silence that even the wind striking the stone walls outside could be heard.

“The pirate king’s daughter...”

The blacksmith’s words echoed through the room.

And now everyone was looking at Aba differently.

One woman stepped back.

One of the young warriors immediately reached for his sword.

Another shouted angrily:

“Kill her!”

At that moment, the entire room erupted into motion.

—
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Aba stood there in chains.

She could not escape.

But she did not avert her eyes.

Because she felt that if she showed fear, they would tear her apart.

The old leader asked harshly:

“Is this true?”

At first, Aba did not answer.

Then she slowly lifted her head.

“Yes.”

That single word...

changed the air inside the room.

There was no longer any doubt.

And when doubt ended...

hatred began.

—
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One of the young warriors slammed his fist onto the table.

“The pirates killed my brother!”

Another shouted:

“They hanged my father at the harbor!”

A woman cried through tears:

“They took my child!”

The anger began to grow.

Because Aba was no longer a person...

she had become the face of their suffering.

—
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The blacksmith approached with heavy steps.

His face trembled.

“I saw you when you were a child.”

Aba remained silent.

The man continued:

“In the palace courtyard...”
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