Aldean Chronicles

Episode 28

“New Flames, Old Enemies”

By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Kye Kiske

Prologue: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Dark Citadel of Kuras; Year: 2741 B.C.


Lady Ketral stared into her crystal ball, and fumed. The Shadow Wraith had been 

destroyed. Her scheme had failed. Damn Ayden, he has caught onto me a lot quicker then 

I thought he would. Then again, I shouldn’t underestimate him. He is an Ancient 

Guardian after all Ketral thought as she brought her fist down, punching the obsidian 

arm of her throne.


“ Erasta, come to me!” Ketral yelled to the shadows around her.


“How might I serve you, mistress?” Erasta asked as he calmly walked out 

of the shadows, and stood in front of Ketral’s throne.


 “Is the construction of my six towers complete?” Ketral asked, menacingly. 

Erasta looked at her, uninterested.


         “All but one tower is complete, my Lady. Vahloren’s forces destroyed the 

tower of the Forbidden Continent, before it was completed. With Vahloren’s forces 

protecting his lands with an increased vigilance, our forces can’t set a foot into his lands. 

A tower cannot be constructed on the Forbidden Continent, as long as his forces are 

always on guard,” Erasta said unemotionally, coldly.


Ketral cursed inwardly. She got up off her throne and started pacing, back and 

forth; deep in thought. She paced for what seemed like hours. Finally, she stopped pacing 

and spoke.


“Perhaps Vahloren himself needs a physical distraction,” Ketral said with a wry 

grin.


“My Lady, what do you mean?” Erasta asked in curiosity.


    “Simple, Erasta. I will visit Vahloren’s Palace. My presence there will distract 

him. Without you, he is prone to Aldean emotions and weakness. With me at his Palace, 

his forces will converge there, leaving a lot of his Empire undefended. Have my forces 

build the tower on the coastline. Once it is completed, Aldea will fall into a second age of 

darkness,” Ketral rasped.


“As you wish, my Lady,” Erasta said coldly as he turned his back on her, and left 

to complete his mission. Ketral watched as her lover left, staring at him lustfully. Soon, 

Erasta, you will bear me children that will be as numerous as the stars. Once they are 

born, Aldea’s fate will be sealed. Aldea will serve the Dark Army and Satan’s whims, 

which will launch the Universe into the ultimate Holy War.  A  Holy War in which the 

Most High God will be cast down as Lucifer once was, Ketral thought, laughing in 

wicked amusement.

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


Vahloren stared into his lover’s violet eyes, mesmerized by them. He looked 

down at her blue, pale skin and at the clothes that barely covered her nakedness. His 

finger played over her soft lips. He leaned down and kissed her. She wrapped her arms

around his waist, and kissed him, fiercely; passionately. He slowly pulled away from her, 

and played with her long bluish-black hair. He stared into the Nephilium’s eyes, and 

spoke.


“I love you, Ayersoth’e, Goddess of Love,” Vahloren said slowly as he got up 

from the bed that they shared. She smiled up at him and then grasped his hand in hers.


“ And I, you, Lord Vahloren; Shi’ado Prince and the Aldean God of War. Though 

you and I are both Demons, you are different from all the Demons that I have ever met. 

Although you are a full-blooded Shi’ado or Demon, your heart is only ¼ of a Demon. 

3/4ths of it is that of an Aldean, a Human heart that is trillions of light years away from 

Earth. You are neither evil or good, the perfect combination for the ultimate lover, or 

warrior; in all of the universes,” she said in a soft, yet silky voice.


Vahloren allowed a hint of a smile to form on his features.


“I am not a God, neither are you. I may have a stupid title, which does not apply 

to me or interest me in the least, but I am the Shi’ado Prince and I love you, my wife,” 

Vahloren said slowly as he got up and put on his Silver silk Baruune robe.


Ayersoth’e was about to speak, but then, the door suddenly burst open. Daine 

came in, in a hurry, his hair and face a mess. He immediately turned to Vahloren, and 

spoke.


“My Lord, sorry for the intrusion. Ketral is here, in your Throne room. Your 

guards tried to dispatch her, but Ketral simply killed them with a hand gesture. She seeks 

an audience with you, my Lord,” Daine rasped.


“Very well. Tell that wench that I will be down to see her in a couple of minutes,” 

Vahloren said angrily, his eyes changing color from yellow to a demonic red.


“As you wish, my Lord,” Daine said as he bowed to his Master, and left as 

quickly as he had entered. Vahloren clenched his fist in anger, then punched the wall 

nearest to him. The wall cracked and splintered, the cracks snaked in all directions across 

the wall. Damn you Ketral, damn you for doing this to me! Vahloren thought as a dark 

rage filled every fiber of his being.

A Few Minutes Later


Lady Ketral stared down at the two obsidian colored Ancient Guardian Jewel 

shards that were laying in a pedestal.  Protecting and surrounding them was a barrier. 

Vahloren, you are a piece of work. You have the ultimate power in all of the universes, 

yet, you do not fall into temptation and wield it, Ketral thought as she stared at the jewel 

shards. Suddenly, she felt Vahloren’s presence, coming in her direction.

A Few Seconds Later


Vahloren sneered as he saw Ketral turned to face him. As usual, she was dressed 

completely in black.


“Ketral, why are you here?” Vahloren asked, as he glared at his arch nemesis 

icily. 


“Simple, Vahloren. I want those jewel shards of yours. Give them to me, and I 

will restore your heart,” Ketral rasped. She then smiled, and looked at Vahloren, staring 

at his body lustfully.


Daine stood on a balcony, and looked down at Ketral and his Master. How 

dare she speak to my Master with such disrespect! Has her power increased so much 

since we last encountered her? Daine thought as he watched his Master converse with the 

Sorceress.


“You know, I could just simply absorb you into me right now, and 

be done with you,” Vahloren said coldly. Ketral smirked at him.


“You could, but you also would kill Sakura. I could kill her anytime I want to. My 

power has grown so much that I can raise the dead and cover every Continent in 

darkness. Now tell me, do you want billions of deaths on your hands?” Ketral asked with 

a perverted smile.


“Aldeans mean nothing to me. Do whatever you wish. But if you hurt Sakura or 

me or mine, I will hunt you down and destroy you,” Vahloren said coldly.


“Hmm, what’s stopping you now, Vahloren? Don’t tell me you don’t have a heart 

any more,” Ketral said with a smirk.


“He wouldn’t let his Aldean heart stop him from killing a beast like you. I, 

however, would kill you without hesitation. I am Ayersoth’e, the Iltarian Goddess of 

Love. I am Vahloren’s wife, the Princess of Aldea. If you want Aldea so much, you have 

to fight me for it. Believe me, you won’t stand a chance,” Ayersoth’e said as she walked 

down the staircase, towards Vahloren and Lady Ketral.


Ketral looked up at her in shock. So, this is what Vahloren’s been doing all these 

years. If he has children with her, he will defile our race she thought with a sudden rage.


“I think I’ll pass. Vahloren, think about what I told you. And Ayersoth’e, if you 

get in my way again, I promise that I will kill you!” Ketral rasped as she vanished in a 

plume of smoke.












Vahloren turned to Ayersoth’e angrily, and spoke.


“Why did you tell her that? If you did not interfere, I  could have killed 

her. Now, you will be lucky if she does not kill you. I don’t want to lose you to her,” 

Vahloren said slowly, his eyes changing back to their yellow hue.


“Vahloren, the only reason she is your enemy is because she loves you. You 

denied her love, so she broke your heart, so to speak. I love you so much, my 

Husband, that I would kill her myself. An evil Sorceress like her deserves to be in the 

bottom pits of Hell itself,” Ayersoth’e said as she grasped his hands in hers. She then 

kissed him, fully and deeply.

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


Ketral fumed with rage. Damn Vahloren to Hell, especially his wife! I better have 

her dealt with if my plans are going to go as planned, Ketral thought as her whole body 

stiffened as her rage built up even more.


“My Lady, allow me to kill her. I won’t fail you. If Vahloren finds out, I will 

battle him and end my life honorably. Your scheming is beneath me, my Lady, and I am 

tired of it,” Erasta said coldly, from within the shadows.


“Do as you wish, Erasta. You serve me well enough for that, at least. Kill 

Vahloren’s wife, make her suffer long and hard if you wish to, but before you go, mate

with me,” Ketral said as she walked into the candlelight. Erasta materialized out of the 

shadows and took her outstretched hand in his. He then allowed her to lead him to her 

chambers.

The End

