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“Dragon’s Spirit”
By: Gabriel McKnight

Prologue: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Dark Citadel of Kuras; Year: 3741 B.C.

Lady Ketral, Sorceress of Shadows, stood near the Mirror of Pelladous, peering into it. In 

the mirror, she saw Ayden Argadon, Sakura and their traveling companions. She stared 

into Ayden’s eyes, then sneered in contempt.


Damn you, Vahloren! You killed my mate and interfered for the last time. If you 

hadn’t interfered, Ayden would be dead and Sakura would not be at risk. Since you 

interfered though, Sakura may die because of your defiance, Ketral thought as she turned 

away from the mirror and the images of her enemies.



Ketral walked up to her throne, then sat down. Below her, stood Seth of 

Adorous, her first Soldier of Death. Out of all of her resurrected dead, he was her most 

powerful, mainly due to his Deviant Sword and his Power Ring. Ketral stared at her 

servant, and then smiled.





“ Seth, I have a mission for you. You will go to the 

Forbidden Continent. There, you will find and kill Vahloren’s vassal, Daine. If you 

happen across Vahloren, kill him”, Ketral said coldly.






“ As you wish, my Lady. I will do as you wish, as 

long as I get to kill and slaughter people” Seth said, bowing low to the ground. He then 

got up, turned and walked out of the Throne Room. Ketral watched as her servant made 

his exit. She watched and then laughed in wicked amusement.

Chapter 1: Aldea, The Forbidden Continent, Vahloren’s Palace; Year: 3741 B.C.








Vahloren sat on a stool by his bed, 

by his wife’s side. He looked at her, and smiled slowly. In the dim candle light, she 

looked very pale, very weak.









I did not kill Erasta; 
therefore, the poison will claim my wife’s life. Out of my selfish ways, I absorbed him into 
me. He now lives as the heart that I lost, the heart that Ketral took away from me. Now 
my wife will die because of my actions, Vahloren thought as he held his wife’s hand.









Ayersoth’e opened 

her eyes, ever so slowly. She then looked at her husband’s face and saw his pained and 

sad expression. She looked into his eyes, and knew what had happened.











“ So you did 

not kill Erasta after all. What happened with your battle with him?” Ayersoth’e asked as 

she grimaced in pain. Vahloren sighed, then spoke.

“ The battle was at a standstill. I could not destroy him, neither him, me. So, I absorbed 

him into me and at last, gained the heart that I had lost. Thus, I did not destroy the evil in 

my heart. Since that is the case, the poison will claim your life. I am sorry, Ayersoth’e,” 

Vahloren said slowly.


“ Do not trouble yourself with my demise. I have lived for thousands of years 

without regret. Being with and loving you has given my life peace. I will die with this 

peace even as my soul will go to Hell. That is the way of life here, for a Demon. There is 

no redemption for us; but for you, perhaps there will be,” Ayersoth’e said slowly.



“ What do you mean by that?” Vahloren asked.



“ I mean that you can be redeemed. You are not evil, even if your 

heart was returned to you. If you choose to be a half-Shi’ado again, you could be 

redeemed because you would also be half-Aldean. You’re a full-blooded Shi’ado who 

has so much power. Even when you were half, you were as powerful then as you are 

now. After I die, do me a favor and think about it,” Ayersoth’e said quietly as she slowly 

closed her eyes and went back to sleep.






Vahloren held her hand and sat by her side for what 

seemed like hours. He looked at his wife’s sleeping form and contemplated what she had 

said. Then again, Erasta knows that Daine is, in actuality, a Fallen Angel who is serving 

the Most High God by directing me away from my own nature. I am powerful, even for a 

Demon, yet I think like an Aldea. Why is that; even if I’m a full-blooded Shi’ado? My 

Aldean side, Eric Pole, is somewhere in the future, fighting evil. If I’m full blooded, then 

why do I have the heart of a impudent half-breed. Perhaps my wife is right, Vahloren 

thought to himself.







Suddenly, the whole room violently shook. 

Vahloren got to his feet and was nearly thrown to the floor as the room shook violently 

again. Vahloren looked around him, then felt the Palace itself shake. Vahloren closed his 

eyes and opened up his mind. He concentrated for a moment, then  saw Mt. Nokka 

shake as gouts of lava burst out of it. He concentrated even more, and peered into the 

volcanic crater. What he saw surprised him.








A red-scaled Dragon stood in the 

middle of the lava. The Dragon shrieked and shrieked as it raised it’s claws. It was 90 

feet tall, had red wings and a red mane. A dense demonic miasma surrounded the Dragon. 

What is a Dragon doing in the crater in Nokka? Vahloren thought as he opened his eyes. 

He closed his eyes again; again, and knew what he had to do.









I  have to destroy this 

Dragon. Once he is slain, Nokka will cease to shake. If that Dragon is as powerful as I 

have sensed, then I shall take one of it’s fangs and forge a new Deviant weapon, 
Vahloren thought as he quickly made his way out of his chambers and into the lower 
levels of the Palace.

Chapter: 2










Vahloren passed 

through the tunnel’s exit and entered the fiery mouth of Mt. Nokka’s volcanic crater. All 

around him was fire and lava. In front of him, was an obsidian coated pathway, which 

led directly into the center of the volcano. High above the path stood the red-scaled 

Dragon.











Vahloren 

slowly walked towards the center of the crater. Even as he neared the Dragon, he could 

feel the Dragon’s deep, rhythm-like breathing. Vahloren looked up and stared into the 

Dragon’s red eyes.

“ Dragon, you have stirred up the fires of Nokka long enough. I know not why you came 

or what your objectives are; I do not care. But know this, I am the Lord of these lands and 

you have intruded on them. Prepare to die!” Vahloren said as he unsheathed Dirge and 

then charged the Dragon in a blur of motion.

The Dragon roared and raised it’s claws at the blur of motion. Vahloren jumped 

and somersaulted into the air. He swung his sword and brought it down, down to the 

awaiting body of the Dragon. Dirge then plunged deep into the Dragon’s chest passing 

through the scales as if they didn’t exist.




The Dragon shrieked in pain. Then it swung a clawed hand at 

Vahloren. Vahloren jumped off  the Dragon’s chest and landed on the obsidian path. 

Vahloren looked up at the Dragon, then laughed.





The Dragon clutched it’s wound, shrieked once more, then 

fell down into the lava next to the path, dead. Vahloren calmly walked up towards the 

carcass and stood next to the Dragon’s head. He raised his hand, and made a grasping 

motion at the Dragon’s upper fang.







Suddenly, the fang writhed as it tried to 

follow Vahloren’s command. Vahloren grasped again and the fang broke away from the 

razor-sharp teethed mouth and flew into his outstretched hand. Good, this fang is 

vibrating with power even stronger then Bane. A sword will be forged of this fang and my 

own scales will add to it’s power, Vahloren thought as he reached under his robes and 

pulled out a loose scale that his body had formed on his silent command.









“ Now it is time to forge a 

new sword and become complete once more,” Vahloren said aloud as he turned towards 

the exit of the once more peaceful crater.

A Few Days Later











Vahloren 

looked down at the two obsidian- colored Ancient Guardian Jewel shards in front of him 

on the stone pedestal. If I use these jewel shards in the forging of my new sword, it will 

grow even more powerful. If I use it on myself, I will be as powerful as Ketral and I will 

become the Dark Lord of Aldea. Even Ketral will fall to her knees by my might. This is 

what my Demon heart craves so badly, Vahloren thought.

He stared deep into the darkness of the jewels and saw his own reflection, the dark 

desires of his own heart. Then  if I don’t use the shards for my desires and become 

a half-Shi’ado again to fight Ketral to free these lands from Satan, my soul can be 

redeemed by the glory and the mercy of the Most High God who will send his son to die 

on the Cross for all sins of the Earth and the Universe, Vahloren thought as he grabbed 

the jewel shards and placed them in his Shi’ado-hide pocket in the folds of his robes.


Vahloren then turned and headed towards the lower levels of the Palace to the 

tunnel that led into the heart of Mt. Nokka.

Chapter: 3



Vahloren looked down at the sheathed katana and smiled. Attached to the 

sword’s pommel was an obsidian-colored jewel, his ¼ shard of the Ancient Guardian 

Jewel of Shadows. Even in it’s sheath, the sword pulsed with power.




Vahloren grabbed his newly forged sword and then slowly 

unsheathed it. He brought it up and studied the Aldean text engraved into the sword.





“ Here is Dragon Spirit, the Soul of the Shi’ado People, 

who is Bane to all who oppose it’s wielder,” Vahloren read aloud. He looked at the giant 

fang- sized blade and then sheathed it. As the blade was sheathed, it transformed back 
into a regular sized katana.






“Daine, let’s be off. We have a lot of work to do if 

we are to follow what the Galactic Guardians want us to. I am an Ancient Guardian and 

serve the Most High God, Creator of the Universe and Universes, and serve his purpose 

and my own, to get revenge on Ketral” the half-Shi’ado, Vahloren said to his vassal 

behind him. Then, Vahloren calmly walked out of the volcanic crater and towards a now 

uncertain future.

The End

