Aldean Chronicles

Episode 38

“Angels And Demons; The Battle At The Mount”
By: Gabriel McKnight

Edited By: Kale Myst
Chapter 1: Aldea, Carlkaveria Continent, Mt. Multzan; Year: 3741 B.C.

The world was dark. Shadowy wisps and after images of Aldeans and animals from 

different dimensions passed by a single Angel, who lay in wait for any Demon whom 

tried to travel up the treacherous mountain, to the demonic barrier that protected the 

obsidian gothic-like tower at the mountain’s peak.

The tower existed in all dimensions. Although the tower was just an outpost of the 

Dark Army to any ordinary eye, in actuality, it was a transponder that sent out waves of 

evil and darkness throughout the lands. Each continent, except The Forbidden Continent, 

had seven towers that spread evil to every heart of that continent’s inhabitants. The 

Sorceress of Shadows surrounded the continents in darkness.


The kingdoms of the Relon Continent were set free by the destruction of 

two of the towers, both by the Ancient Guardian of Strength and Sight, Ayden Argadon. 

Subsequently, the two kingdoms had declared war on the Carlkaveria Continent and were 

on a crusade to purge evil and darkness throughout that continent and bring everyone 

back to The Most High God.



The Angel looked around him at the snowy peak. Sloped above 
him, was the looming tower that was perched almost at the peak of the mountain. A 
demonic miasma surrounded the tower. The Angel looked at the barrier and sighed. 
There is no way I can break that barrier without getting the Shi’ado’s attention, which is 

watching out for the Hydra whom is guarding the tower, the Angel thought. Suddenly, 
he felt a demonic aura behind him, down the slope of the mountain, heading in the 

direction of the tower.




The Angel turned around and unsheathed his Spirit Sword. 

Down below him was an Aldean, garbed in a silver Baruune silk robe with a black cape, 

made his way up the snowy mountain path. The Angel concentrated and stared at the 

figure with unflinching eyes. The figure had pointed ears, yellow eyes and razor sharp 

clawed hands. A red demonic aura surrounded the figure. The Angel gasped when he saw 

the figure’s forehead.





The Shi’ado Prince has finally shown himself on 

this continent. At last it will be time for one of many battles that will shape the souls of 

this continent. The battle between good and  evil has finally started, a battle in the war 

between Angels and Demons. I will observe this Shi’ado Lord in combat and see if he 
serves The Most High God or if he serves Satan the Angel thought as he sheathed his 

sword and flapped his wings; hovering hundreds of feet above the mountain’s 

slope.
A Few Minutes Later








Vahloren trudged through the snow, 

towards the mountain’s peak. The obsidian tower loomed over him, at least a hundred 

feet or so above him. Vahloren suddenly stopped as he felt his deeper senses begin to 

tingle. Vahloren looked up at the tower, and saw dark clouds centered over it, stretching 

from horizon to horizon in all directions. A demonic miasma, in the form of purplish dark 

clouds, permeated the mountain peak. Vahloren concentrated with the back of his mind 

for only a second, then smirked.








A pink colored barrier 

surrounded the tower. A barrier, huh? The Demons guarding this tower should be no 
problem for me once I break the barrier Vahloren thought as he suddenly stopped 

walking, unsheathed his sword and pointed its blade right at the barrier.









“Dragon Blast!” 
Vahloren shouted into the air. Immediately, Dragon Spirit began to 
glow as it’s unbridled energy was about to be released.










A beam of 

silver-red energy shot out of the sword’s blade and lanced towards the barrier. Then, the 

beam struck its target. The barrier exploded into energy arcs, which shot into every 

direction. Vahloren watched without interest as the fireworks display his attack had 

caused subsided. Then Vahloren turned in the direction of the demonic aura that he had 

started to sense when he had defeated Druen a day ago.











A 
black scaled Hydra snaked its way from behind the tower. Vahloren looked up at the 
three headed Dragon in disgust. A Hydra. This will be an interesting challenge for me 

Vahloren thought as he watched the Hydra’s slow movements.
The Hydra opened its mouths and positioned them right above Vahloren. Suddenly, the 

mouths began to glow with a purplish light as the Dragon charged up its attack. The light 

began to pulse and shift its shape into balls of condensed energy. The balls of energy 

grew bigger and bigger. Then, the energy balls shot out of the Hydra’s mouths and 

headed in Vahloren’s direction, lancing towards him.

Vahloren brought up Dragon Spirit and waited until one of the energy balls was 

an inch away from him. Then, he swung the sword in a horizontal slash. The energy 

beam bounced off the blade as it impacted it, and ricocheted towards the tower.


Vahloren quickly sheathed his sword and brought up a clawed hand, and 

pointed the palm that contained the mouth-like appendage at the Hydra. The mouth-like 

appendage opened as it obeyed its Master’s silent command.



“Soul Eater!” Vahloren shouted. Suddenly, a whirlwind formed 

from within the palm of his hand, and started to reach out to the last remaining energy 

balls and the Hydra who had shot them. The energy balls rushed through the whirlwind, 

growing smaller and smaller as they reached the mouth-like appendage.





As they passed into the appendage, Vahloren smiled with 

pleasure as his body absorbed the energy and added it to his own. The Hydra shrieked as 

it was pulled in. Vahloren smiled as he felt the Hydra being absorbed into his body. He 

clenched his fist and the mouth-like appendage immediately closed.






The tower exploded into shrapnel as the last 

remaining energy ball struck it. Vahloren watched with satisfaction as the tower tore 

itself apart from the inside. Shrapnel and debris rained down on the mountain side, 

all around Vahloren.






Vahloren lowered his hand, and waited until 

the shower of debris had subsided. All that remained of the tower was a huge dungeon at 

its base. Vahloren closed his eyes and mentally surveyed his surroundings.







With the tower and the Hydra
destroyed, the dark clouds had vanished, along with the demonic miasma. Vahloren 

peered into the dungeon with his mind, and saw dozens of villagers locked in their cells, 

yet still alive and uninjured from the destruction of the tower that had been their prison 

for who knew how long. Perturbed, Vahloren headed up to the peak and towards the 

dungeon which housed it’s prisoners.
Chapter 2









     Vahloren walked through 

the remains of a door and stepped onto a stone floor. In front of him, behind iron bars, 

huddled thirty people in rags. As Vahloren moved towards them, the villagers turned and 

hurled themselves at the bars.











Vahloren stood still 
and studied them. What are these people doing here? Could they be part of some trap of 
Ketral’s? If so, then they are not worth releasing. Slaughtering them would bring 
judgment on Ketral. However if I release them and if they have nothing to do with 
Ketral, but are her enemies, they will live to fight Ketral in the war yet to come Vahloren 

thought as he flicked his wrist.










Suddenly, the 

bars holding back the villagers, burst into millions of pieces, scattering onto the stone 

floor. Vahloren smirked and lowered his hand. The villagers stared at him in shock. Then 

as one, they rushed over to him and surrounded him.











      One of the 

villagers, an Aldean garbed in ragtag body armor, spoke.
“Thank you so much for saving us, stranger! The villagers and I have been 

prisoners for months, ever since we rebelled against the Dark Army” said the Aldean, 

who was obviously their leader. 


“A rebellion? Tell me, what caused you not to be controlled by the darkness 

inside your very hearts?” Vahloren asked.


“That is an interesting question. Then again, judging by your appearance, 

you are half-Shi’ado, a Shi’ado Lord for that matter. So it would be very possible for 

you to perceive things we Aldeans can’t. The truth is, when this Dark Tower was built, 

our village was covered in darkness and the evil within our hearts was released and 

consumed our very beings. Even in the darkness, some of us sought the Light. Then one 

day, a Guardian by the name of Gabriel Argadon appeared in our village and purified the 

darkness. Once free, we turned to The Most High God and fought against the Dark Army. 

We later were captured and locked away in this tower, at least until you showed up and 

destroyed the tower and its keeper” said the Aldean in body armor.



Vahloren studied them for a moment, then spoke.





“ I can sense no evil in you. I suggest you leave this 

mountain before more of the Dark Army arrives. They will be coming because there is 

only one patch of light in the darkness that is hanging over this continent. The darkness 

will come to swallow the light. Go, before you get in my way!” Vahloren said with a 

snarl, his eyes flickering color from yellow to a deep blood red and back to yellow.





“Wait! We do not have any other place to go! We 

will stay on this mountain with you and go against whatever the Dark Army sends up 

here! We are not afraid!” the man yelled at the Shi’ado Lord who was turning away 

from them.






Vahloren turned around and looked at them 

without interest.







“Do as you wish” Vahloren said 

coldly. With that, Vahloren turned his attention to the base of the mountain. Send 
whatever you want after me, Ketral. I will destroy them without effort. Then I shall 
destroy you and become the most powerful presence on Aldea Vahloren thought as he 

stared down at the mountain slope below him.

A Few Hours Later








Lord Luminarel’le suddenly 
pulled the reigns of his horse. The six Paladins accompanying him did the same. What he 
saw up above him caught his interest.









The Dark Tower that 

he and his men were ordered to scout out by the Merdia Royal Army, was destroyed. 

Luminarel’le stared up the mountain slope, and saw the Tower’s ruins, as if someone had 

just recently destroyed it. He turned to his men, and spoke.










“We must 

make haste to the mountain’s peak. Someone or something has destroyed what we sought 

to destroy, and I want to know why! Let us ride with all our might!” Luminarel’le 

shouted as he kicked his horse and entered a full gallop, climbing up the mountain slope. 

The Paladins followed their leader in haste.
Chapter 3: Aldea, The Carlkaveria Continent, Mt. Multzan; Year: 3741 B.C.












The 

Village Headsman, and a couple of the Village Elders warmed themselves by a fire. 
Beyond them, nearest to the slope and away from the villagers, stood Vahloren. The 

Elders looked at the Shi’ado Lord and whispered to each other, just loud enough for the 

Village Headsman to overhear.
“That Shi’ado Lord keeps to himself a lot” said one.

“Maybe he is a true Demon and has a heart of stone” said another.



“ If that were true, then he would of killed us a long time ago. If he 

destroyed the tower without much effort, then we would be meaningless to him” said 

another.



“Then again, if he is a half-Shi’ado, why does he show no 

feelings” said yet another.




“It’s because showing emotions is a sign of weakness for 

him. We don’t know who he is or where he comes from. What we do know is that we 

share a common enemy, The Dark Army. He stays here to fight them. He freed us from 

our prison and it is our obligation to stay and fight by his side” the Village Headsman 

said aloud, finishing the conversation of the Elders. The Elders looked at him, then 

nodded.
A Few Minutes Later






Vahloren drew Dirge as he felt and heard horses 

trotting up the mountain path, heading in his direction. Vahloren whirled around, ready to 

strike, but saw what was coming up and sheathed his sword. Seven Paladins, encased 

from head to toe in shiny silver suits of armor, riding on horseback, their black capes 

billowing in the breeze; came up the bank of the slope and stopped.






The villagers behind Vahloren stood up and 

watched as the Paladins encircled the Shi’ado Lord. Vahloren looked at them, 

uninterestedly. The lead Paladin grabbed his helmet and pulled it off with both of his 

hands, revealing silver eyes and red hair. He stared down at the richly garbed figure 

below him, and spoke.







“I am Luminarel’le of The Army of 

Light, from the Kingdom of Merdia of the Relon Continent. Judging from your 

appearance, you are the legendary Shi’ado Lord, Lord Vahloren. Tell me quickly, what 

are you doing here, why are these Aldeans your prisoners?” Luminarel’le asked.








“Aldeans do not interest me. 

These people are here by their own free will. I suggest you leave before The Dark Army 

shows up. They are coming here because of me, to stop me from hunting down the 

Sorceress of Shadows and killing her. They are coming here for retribution as well, since 

I destroyed one of their Dark Towers, killed its guard and freed the prisoners” Vahloren 

said evenly, his hand resting on the hilt of Dragon Spirit.









Luminarel’le looked 

at the Shi’ado Lord with disdain.










“Tell me, what 

did The Dark Army ever do to you, Lord Vahloren? Or are you just after power?” 

Luminarel’le asked. Vahloren glared at the impudent Paladin for a second or two, then 

spoke.











“They 

killed my wife, that is all you need to know” Vahloren said coldly, glaring at them, 

daring them to give him a reason to kill them. Luminarel’le was about to ask another 

question, but thought better of it. Instead, he turned to his men and spoke.
“Our quest to scout out the Dark Tower and destroy it is over. However, our job is to 
protect and administer justice. These Aldeans need our protection more than the Shi’ado 
Lord, who does not care for our kind. We will stay here and protect these people from the 
forces of The Dark Army that no doubt is on its way here, because of the destruction of 
the Dark Tower on this mountain. Whatever forces accost us, we must be diligent in our 

duty to destroy evil” Luminarel’le said, raising his broadsword high into the air.

The Paladins accompanying him nodded and raised their swords high into the air.



“For God, His Glory, and The Kingdom of Merdia!” they shouted as one. 

Vahloren smirked, then walked over to the mountain slope. He looked down across the 

snowy expanse, and waited for the Dark Army to rear its ugly head at him.
A Few Seconds Later




The Angel studied the Shi’ado Lord in closer depth of focus. 

Around the Shi’ado Lord was a red demonic aura. Yet a smaller and thinner blue aura 

was around him. The Angel stared, perplexed. Why does Vahloren exert a demonic aura 
and a Holy aura, like mine or a Guardian’s at the same time? Wait a second! The deviant 
sword he has sheathed has a shard of an Ancient Guardian Jewel, the Shadow Jewel. 
That makes him an Ancient Guardian, an Ancient Guardian of evil. Then again, he has 
tapped into the Jewel’s power, yet he is neither evil nor corrupted by the evil of the jewel 
itself. What does this mean? the Angel thought, as he floated hundreds of feet above the 

Shi’ado Lord.




Suddenly, he felt a great multitude of Demons, heading 
towards the mount. The Angel sighed and drew his Spirit Sword. Fire spurted and 
surrounded the blade as the Angel turned in the Demons direction.





The sky was pitch black. Dark clouds covered the 

sky from horizon to horizon. A purplish-black demonic miasma mixed in with the clouds. 

Surrounding the mountain in all directions were Demons of every shape, size, color, and 

form. Some were beasts of immense stature, while others were as small and tiny as Imps. 

Down below the Angel, at the base of the mountain, stood 70,000 Soldiers of Death, 

Ketral’s standing army of the walking dead.






“Well, Gents, looks like the battle came to 
us. In The Name of Jesus and The Most High God, let justice and truth prevail!” the 

Angel shouted as he charged into the battle, closely followed by seven Guardians in full 

battle armor, and 90 Angels. As one, they charged into the midst of the Demons, 

charging into battle.
Chapter: 4








Vahloren smirked as four Shadow 

Wraiths charged him, wielding their dark spirit swords. Vahloren quickly brought up 

Dragon Spirit and swung it horizontally. Twelve arcs of energy shot out of the blades and 

struck each of the four dark spirits. Each Shadow Wraith shrieked, then simultaneously 

turned into ashes.








To the left of Vahloren, stood 

the villagers, clustered in a circle. The Paladins surrounded the villagers, one on every 

side of the circle. Vahloren stared at the Demons surrounding the mountain, then sneered.









Flying in the air, 

surrounded by Dragons, giant Demon Bats and other winged Demons and creatures of 

darkness, was Ketral. She was mounted on a giant, black feathered, piercing red eyed 
Bird Demon, with razor sharp talons. Ketral looked down at Vahloren, and laughed, 
wickedly.










“What will 
you do now, Vahloren? You are faced with only one thousandth of The Dark Army. Your 
only allies here are seven weak Paladins and only a handful of Angels and Guardians. 

Will you flee and forsake the defenseless Villagers? Or will you die protecting mere 

Aldeans, whom you could of ruled if you had joined me, when I gave you that chance?” 

Ketral taunted, her voice echoing everywhere.










      Vahloren 
looked at her, uninterested.

“Is that all you have to say to me? I came here to hunt you down, yet you foolishly come 

to me. If this the extent of your power, you will die today by my hands, now perish!” 

Vahloren said as he brought Dragon Spirit up and held it in the air above his head.

“Dragon Blast!” shouted Vahloren. A beam of silver-white energy shot out of the 

blade, and hurdled towards Ketral. Ketral lowered her hand, and a pink colored barrier 

formed around her. Then, the energy beam struck the barrier.


There was a blinding flash of pink light as the barrier around Ketral and 

her mount blew apart. The energy beam continued traveling , striking both Ketral and her 

mount. The giant Bird Demon screamed, then blew apart. Ketral stared into Vahloren’s 

eyes, then she too, blew apart.



Vahloren narrowed his eyes, then sneered as he saw Ketral’s body 

parts start to reform. He then turned his attention to the 70,000 Soldiers of Death, who 

were marching up the mountain in waves. Vahloren brought a hand up, claws pointed 

directly at the Soldiers of Death.





“Angelic Execution” Vahloren breathed. Suddenly, 

red lightning-like energy shot out of the claws and lanced in five directions, heading 

towards the walking corpses with body parts still degenerating. Then, each bolt struck 

one Soldier of Death, went through it and struck another and another down the line. 

Every Soldier of Death that the lightning struck, turned into piles of ash. Vahloren 

watched as hundreds of these dead soldiers turned into ash and as more and more joined 

them, in an endless succession.






This is pointless Vahloren thought as wave 

after wave of the walking dead, marched into cremation. Vahloren clenched his fist and 

the lightning abruptly ceased. Down below him, still marching up, was a cohort of 

Soldiers of Death. Vahloren turned around, then looked up and saw Ketral, fully 

reformed, giving him a look of pure hatred.







Vahloren surveyed the forces around 

Ketral. Thousands of Demons swarmed around her. Vahloren watched as flashes of light 

appeared and disappeared. Curious, he opened up his deeper senses and peered into the 

swarm of Demons.








99 Angels and Guardians 

flew around the Demons, slashing this way and that with their Spirit Swords. The 

Demons around the Demons whom the Angels were attacking, didn’t seem to notice their 

comrades dying, or the Angels themselves. Vahloren turned to Ketral, then spoke.










“Ketral, I suggest you 

leave, now; before I destroy you and all your forces in one attack, Dragon Spirit’s 

ultimate attack. Already, I’ve destroyed thousands upon thousands of your soldiers 

without any effort. One day, I will battle you without any of your minions, and I will 

destroy you” Vahloren said coldly.











“True, you are 

one of my greatest enemies. However, if I absorb you into me, you will become part of 

me; and you will be with me for all of eternity” Ketral said to the Shi’ado Lord, licking 

her lips. Vahloren smirked, then brought  Dragon Spirit up, wielding it with two hands, 

and pointed it in Ketral’s direction.


Chapter 5












The 

Angel of The Lord watched as the Shi’ado Lord’s deviant sword began to glow. Blue 

energy encased the blade and began to pulse. Lightning suddenly flashed in between the 

clouds. The Angel turned to his 98 companions, and nodded. Then, they vanished in a 

brilliant burst of white light as the Shi’ado Lord swung his sword horizontally.
A Few Seconds Later

“Dragon Destruction” rasped Vahloren. Suddenly, a beam of blue energy shot out of the 

clouds and struck Dragon Spirit as it was swung horizontally. A wave of blue energy 

formed in the swing and rippled, in a wave, lancing in every direction of every Demon. 

Vahloren closed his eyes and focused his attention on the villagers and Paladins. A purple 

barrier formed and surrounded the villagers upon his silent command.

He opened his eyes, looked up and watched as Ketral was hit by the energy wave, 
and blew apart. The energy wave flowed across the mountain slope, to it’s base, then 
vanished. Vahloren flicked his wrist, the barrier around the villagers vanished upon his 
command.


Around Vahloren, thousands of Demon body parts, pools of thick red, 

blue, black, red blood and piles of ash littered the entire mountain, from the mountain’s 

peak to it’s base. Vahloren slowly smiled, then sheathed his sword. The villagers and 

Paladins looked at him with awe. Luminarel’le turned to Vahloren, and spoke.



“You are powerful, Shi’ado Lord. You have destroyed my 

Kingdom’s greatest enemy, the Sorceress of Shadows, Lady Ketral. I am indebted to you, 

Lord Vahloren” Luminarel’le said as he knelt before the Shi’ado Lord. Vahloren looked 

down at the Paladin with disdain.




“She is not dead. I destroyed her body, that is all. I may 

have weakened The Dark Army and Ketral, but the battle is far from over” Vahloren said 

as he turned his back on the Paladins and the villagers, then started heading down the 

mountain, being guided by Ketral’s scent, the future, uncertain.

The End
