Aldean Chronicles

Episode 37

“Vahloren’s Solitary Journey”
By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Kale Myst
Chapter 1: Aldea, The Forbidden Continent, The South East Sea Coast; Year: 3741 B.C.

Vahloren calmly walked through what remained of an old battlefield, a battlefield from 

long ago. He looked around the field, but didn’t see his adversary. The scent of 
the Funeral incense continues up a ways, and then vanishes. It is the same scent of 
Ketral’s new minion, Seth of Adorous. Daine was here, I can smell him, yet, I can also 
smell his blood. Does that mean that he was slain by Seth? Vahloren thought.

Vahloren continued walking up the path, lost in thoughts of the past. Suddenly, he 

stopped and looked ahead of him. Daine was lying on the ground. Dark pools of thick 

green blood surrounded him. Vahloren stared down at his vassal’s remains, a look of 

indifference was on his face.


So, it is true then. My vassal is dead. If I use my sword, Dragon Spirit, I 
may be able to revive him. The Ancient Guardian of Shadows has the power over life and 
death and is commonly referred to as the Angel of Death. Ketral can resurrect the dead. 
If I use Soul Reaver, I can revive my vassal, since his soul has not yet left his body. When 
I use Soul Reaver on one who is living, I use un-creational energy and annihilate their 
souls. With Angelic Execution though, I can annihilate both their bodies and souls. They 
then cease to exist in Creation. When I use Soul Reaver on one who is dead, I revive their 
body and call back their soul Vahloren thought as he looked at Daine’s dead eyes, which 

were staring into nothingness.



“Vahloren, don’t even think about using the power of the Ancient 
Guardian Jewel shards to resurrect Daine. If you do, you will be no different from 
Ketral.” Gabriel Argadon’s voice wafted from behind him. Vahloren whirled around and 
unsheathed Dragon Spirit.




Gabriel Argadon, garbed in a brown hooded robe, stood in 

front of him. Vahloren stared at him, and then slowly smirked.





“It has been a long time, hasn’t it, Gabriel? The last 

time I saw you, I was dying. At that time I was weaker then I am now. I see that you 

have a new body, one that is even more powerful then your previous. Have you come 

here to die by my hands, Paladin?” Vahloren asked coldly.






“No, I came here to warn you about using 

your Jewel to revive the dead. The Jewel embedded in your sword is ultimately evil and 

serves darkness, unlike the rest of the Ancient Guardian Jewels. If you continue to use 

that Jewel, you will lose your soul and fall into darkness. Does your deceased Wife, 

Ayersoth’e, want you to lose your soul and become like a Shadow Wraith, the destiny of 

all who use the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows?” Gabriel asked.









“Don’t presume that I am 

weak. I am Vahloren, I am who I am and forever will be, the Prince of the Shi’ado, the 

most powerful Shi’ado Lord of them all. My soul purpose in life is to destroy all who are 

powerful and thus I will become the most powerful force in all the universes. I simply do 

not know my own strength, but I will test it against Ketral and all of her minions as well.” 

Vahloren said coldly. 









Gabriel sighed 

wearily, then spoke.










     “I see that I cannot 

deter you from your path. Be warned, Vahloren. You cannot defeat Ketral on your own. 

You need the other Fang of your family, and the Holy Powers of an Ancient Guardian. 

Only then with that combination of power, will you be able to defeat Ketral” Gabriel 

said. With that, he vanished in a burst of white light, leaving Vahloren with his thoughts 

and the corpse of his vassal.

Chapter 2: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Plains of Menos; Year: 3741 B.C











  Lady Ketral 

stood in the middle of the Plain of Menos. She looked around at the ancient 

battlefield and grinned, wickedly. The wind blew ominously around her.










         Vahloren 
almost defeated me when he regained his heart while I was confronting Ayden Argadon. 
Now he has a deviant sword that is more powerful then the legendary Bane. I must test 
his new power and see if he is more of a threat then Sakura and Ayden are she thought.

Already, she could sense the demonic aura of the powerful Demon whose remains were 

in the ground below her. Good, the Demon is still powerful, even though it has been dead 
for thousands of years. With my presence above the carcass, the Demon is already 
reviving. Thus is the power of my shards of the Ancient Guardian Jewel of Shadows she 
thought.

Suddenly, the ground below her rumbled. Ketral jumped back and watched in 

fascination as the ground burst open. A giant clawed hand shot out of the ground, 

followed by a large arm and giant torso, completely covered in black body armor. 

Then, the Demon’s head popped out. The head was huge, at least forty feet wide. The 

head was covered in red fur. The Demon had red eyes, long white hair, fangs and two 

wickedly pointed horns were attached to his skull. The Demon continued to rise out of 

the ground and soon towered over Ketral.


The Demon stood over 100 feet tall, and towered over the treetops. Ketral 

stared at it and grinned. This Demon may be able to challenge Vahloren, where so many 
others have failed she thought.



The Demon looked down at her, and sneered menacingly at her. 

It’s blood red eyes fixated on her. The Demon stared at her for a few moments, then 

surveyed it’s surroundings. Finally, it turned, looked down at her, and spoke.





“Why are you here, Sorceress? Why have you awakened 

me from my slumber? The Demon asked.





“Simple, Oh Great and Ancient One. My Powers 

are as such. I can call anyone I need to serve me back from the dead. I have great power 

over this world.” stated Ketral.






“If you have so much power, then why do 

you need me?” asked the towering Demon to the Sorceress down below him.







“I need to get rid of a petty power 

hungry half-Demon with a powerful deviant sword. If you do this for me, I will return 

you to your slumber or give you power that you have never even imagined when you 

were alive. If you kill this half-breed, you will become even more powerful than you 

once were.” said Ketral, her voice coming from nowhere and everywhere.








A red demonic aura suddenly 

surged, appeared and surrounded the Demon. It pulsed with each breath of the Demon. 
The Demon looked down at the Sorceress and spoke.









“What is this half-

breed’s name?” the Demon asked.










“His name is 

Vahloren, you will know him when you see an upside down yellow triangular tattoo-like 

symbol on a red haired Aldean with yellow eyes, who is garbed in a silver Baruune silk 

robe.” Ketral said as she vanished in a plume of black smoke, leaving the Demon alone to 

himself in the middle of the ancient battlefield.
Chapter 3: Aldea, The Carlkaveria Continent, Coast of Ildez; Year: 3741 B.C.











       Vahloren 

walked through the soft white sand, making his way up the hill and towards a nearby 

tree-line. Somewhere beyond the tree-line, purplish-black clouds hovered overhead. 

Vahloren closed his eyes, then smirked as he felt a strong demonic aura somewhere in the 

forest, accompanied by a potent demonic miasma.
Ketral, you are still too weak to fight me, I see. So, another minion of yours is going to 

try and stop me. No matter, because it will soon be destroyed Vahloren thought as he 

unsheathed Dragon Spirit and calmly started walking in  the direction where he had 

sensed the Demon’s presence.
A Few Hours Later


Druen peered down at the forest, at the receding tree-line down below him. 

Already, he could sense the demonic aura of a powerful Demon. Yet, he could smell the 

scent of a Dragon and the forestry scent of an Aldean, approaching him; ever so slowly.


So, Vahloren has arrived…good. He will be no match for my power and 
ancient might Druen thought as he flexed his claws. Suddenly, a beam of silver-red 

energy shot out of the tree-line and lanced towards him. Druen watched as the beam 

moved towards him, then smiled.




“Vahloren, is this the extent of your power, little man?” Druen 

scoffed as he brought his clawed hand down and batted the energy beam away. The 

beam ricocheted off his clawed hand and lanced up into the sky.




“No, that is just a taste of what killed Ketral. My true 

power, I have yet to determine.” said a cold voice, echoing and reverberating around the 

plain.





         Druen sneered, then looked down at the tree-line as 

he saw a figure calmly walk out of it. The figure had long red hair, yellow eyes and claw-

like hands. The figure was garbed in a silver Baruune silk robe, with a black cape 

billowing behind him. On the figure’s forehead, was a yellowish upside down triangular 

tattoo. The figure wielded a deviant sword with a long blade in one hand. A blackish-

demonic aura surrounded the deviant sword and pulsed with power every second. A red 

demonic aura surrounded the figure, which was without a  doubt, Vahloren. Druen 

snarled, then brought his clawed hand down on the half-breed down below him.

A Few Seconds Later








Vahloren smirked as he looked up at 

the clawed hand that came lancing down at him. Vahloren brought his sword up, then 

jumped and launched himself into the air. He somersaulted in midair and landed on the 

enormous Demon’s arm.









“Die.” Vahloren breathed as 

he brought his sword down and plunged it deep into the Demon’s arm. The Demon 

shrieked and tried to shake the half-breed loose, but didn’t prevail. Suddenly, red 

lighting-like energy shot out of the blade as Vahloren pulled it free and landed on the 

ground in front of the furry towering Demon.










Druen grasped the 

wound and looked at Vahloren in shock and surprise. How could this half-breed even 
consider he could harm me? Druen thought as he bared his fangs. He opened his mouth, 

wider and wider.











Suddenly, a 

beam of purple energy shot out of his mouth and headed towards Vahloren. Vahloren 

didn’t even move to get out of the way of the beam. Then, the beam struck it’s target. The 

ground around Vahloren exploded, sending dirt, stone and dust into the air.











      There, the 

Shi’ado Lord has fallen. Nothing could have survived the blast Druen thought as he 
peered through the dispersing cloud of dust below him.











            “Such 

feeble power like that isn’t enough to even harm me. You will pay for your ignorance 

with your life,” Vahloren’s voice said, coming from the cloud of dust. The dust cleared, 

revealing an uninjured Vahloren, who was wielding his deviant sword in his right hand. 

The sword glowed blue, mysteriously.

“Angelic Execution.” Vahloren shouted as he brought up a clawed hand, and pointed his 

claws directly at Druen. Suddenly, red lightning shot out of his claws, lanced towards 

Druen, then struck him in the chest.


Druen let out a blood curdling shriek, started to fall down and blew apart midway 
down. Vahloren calmly sheathed his sword as Druen’s body parts and blood rained down 
on the field around him. Ketral is starting to become desperate now, now that she knows 
that I am pursuing her. What else will she send after me? Even now with this sword, I 
could slay her, but she would revive and revive again. I need the other sword of the 
Dragon Clan, Bane. With the combined power of both blades, I will finally be able to 
destroy her. Sakura is on her way to this continent, I will bide my time and wait for her 
Vahloren thought as he turned in the direction of a looming mountain with dark ominous 
clouds covering its peak.


Somewhere up there, is something that is connected to her hold over this 
continent, I can sense it Vahloren thought as he looked up at the mountain’s peak, 

noticing a gothic-like obsidian tower. 
“So Ketral, is this what you use to control this part of the 

continent? I will raze it in remembrance of my wife.” Vahloren said aloud as he started to 

head up to the base of the mountain and whatever awaited him there.

The End

